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' Look out !’ gasped McClure. *‘‘The traln’s going !*" It was only too true. The three chums

mnade a rush forward, but then they stopped as they saw that it was hopeless to try and board the

moving carriages. The St. Frank’s School Train had started — and Handforth & Co. were
left behind !
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JOIN IN WITH THE BOYS OF ST. FRANK’S IN THEIR TRI? ROUND
_GREAT BRITAIN, CHUMS !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s yarns now appearing every Tuesday in * The Popular.”)
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Meals in a train—sleeping in a Irain—lessons in a frain—and swishings, foo!

Ob yes, everything 1s the same, even though the boys of St. Frank's are on lour.

But they don’t care. They're going to bave a jolly good time—:hich is all thal
matters !

- P B P A

CHAPTER 1,

Suspenss !

R 00D luck, Travers, old man!'”
G “Thanks!”

““Have a good time!” -
“Rather!”

“And don't forget to kiss the bride!”

“That's one of the first duties I shall perform when I get home,” satd Vivian Travers
sadly. “But as the bride is my own sister, I'm afraid it'll be a formal sort of bhusiness.”

Quite a crowd of St. Frank’'s juniors was at Bellton Station, sceing “Uravers off. It
was late afternoon, and the May day was sunny and warw, Tho local train was
already standing against the little platform, and Travers was leaning out of th: compart-
ment window, smiling benignly upon the throng. )

“I suppose you'll get home some time about midnight ?” asked Handfortli, of Study D,
whose geographical knowledge. as his Lorm-master would have vecificd, was vague.
“You live somewhere in the wilds, don't you?”

“Not far from Halstead, in Essex, dear old fellow,” said Travers,

“That's what I thought,” nodded Handfortli. *“In the wilds. 1'v» never heard of
Halstead, anyway. What is it—a hamlet?”

“Don’t take any notice of him, Travers, old man,” said Nipper. the Remove captain,
““Considering that he once visited your home, his ignorance about tle district i3 too
thick for words.”

“By George!” said Handforth, with a start, “I remember now! Of course! Flalstead’s
quite a town, isn't it? Well, give it my love!”

Travers allowed a frown to overspread his usually calm features.

“I'm not thinking about Halstead, or my home, or my sister’s weddiag.” Lo said
slowly. “I'm wondering if I shall como out well in the exams. TFor the lovo of Samson !
I shall be worrying myself grey until to-morrow. Be a sport, Niprer, dear o'd fellow,
and send me a wire as soon as the lists ave up, won't vou?” )

N
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“TH seud you one so quickly that it'll
arrive red-hot,” said Nipper promptly, “ You
can expect it any time to-morrow morning.”

Travers sighed.

“T expeet 1'll come during the cercmony,”
he said. “Only put one word, dear old
" fellow—* Failed.” ”

* “But I might have to put
smiled Nipper.

“"Never!” said Vivian Travers solemnly., “1
know | haven’t passed, but I'm frightfully
anxious, all the same. Can’t yoa see the
lines of suspense on my classic features?
There's always a chance that the ¢xaminers
might have blundered, and allowed me to slip
through. One never knows.”

“Yon're dotty,” said Handforth, staring.
“Of course you’ll pass! Didn’t you stay here
for a couple of days after your special leave
commenced—on purpose to fimish the exams?
You could have gone home to your sister’s
wedding last Saturday if you'd liked, and
now it's Tuesday.” ;

“Well, they sprang that extra paper on us
for Monday,” said Travirs. *“Unless I had
stayed I couldn’'t have finished the course.
Not that it really made any difference,” he
added, shaking his head.

“Well, keep your pecker up, old man.,” said
Nipper. “Hallo, the guard’s awakened from

' Passed,’ ”

his  hibernation. I  believe the train’s
going.” .
“They’ll have a job to start it,” said

Handforth tartly, “I'll bet the wheels have
got rusted to the rails”

However, the local train, in spite of these
disparaging remarks, successfully pottered
off on its brief trip to Bannington, where

Travers would change into the main line
eXpress,
“Well, that’s that,” said Nipper. "“He was

only spoofing us, of course. I know the
word I shall wse on that wire to-morrow.”

HERE had been frantic days at St.
Frank’s during the past week.

Returning to the old school after the

brief Whitsun holidays,. everybody
had expected to face a lazy, free and casy
term. Wasn't the summer term always like
that? Sunny days, ericket, langnid hours on
the river, lounging under shady trecs, with
work thrust well into the background.

But this term 8t. Frank'’s had
shock,

On the very first day of assembly, Dr.
Viorrisaon Nichells, the headmaster, had an-
nouaticed that a serics of special exams was
to start mmmediately., Shock No 1  Shock
No. 2 had comne when the school had learned
that these exams were for a very special
reason. Twenty-four boys out of cach Form
were to be selected by these exams—and the
rest climinated. Ir othor words, one hun-
dred and twenty fellows were, in a way of
speaking, to select themselves—by their own
efforts in these exams—to take part in a very
unusual enterprise.

But wait a minute,
of telling this!

received a

There's a better way

lessly,
“Oh, come on!” said Church,
“We've got to get back to St
Frank's for tea, and there’s ericket practice

a2

——

“ Blow tea!” roared Handforth,
cricket practice! Look up the line!
School Train's coming!”

“What!”

“It must be the School Train!” yellcd
Handforth. ‘It can’t be anything clse.”

The juniors were on the point of leaving
the platform, after having seen the “local ”
out of sight round the bend. Now they all
stared fascinatedly. There were about a
dozen of them—Nipper and Tregellis-West
and Watson, Handforth & Co.. Jimuny
Potts, Gresham, and two or three others.

“Great Scott' said Nipper. “I believe
he's right, you chaps.”

[hey stood there, spellbound. The train
that was slowly approaching wa: undoubtedly

something out of the ordinary. Never had
1

“LQOK!” cjaculated Han iforth breath-

“ Dother
Tho

B

such a train appeared on this local line
before. Never had such a train, in fact,

appeared on any line before.

Ever since the first day ot term St. Frank’s
had been talking about the School Train.
And here it was!  Without the slightest
:llnu'ht, this was ¢, It couldnt be anything
else.

As it came round the cu:ve the Removiles
could see that there were at least twelvo
Pullman-tvpe coaches. But they were special
coaches, bigger and longer than the ordinary
kind, and the train was consequently tho
longest that had cever been scen on this
track in its whole history.

The coaches were brand new, gleaming
and shining in the May sunshine., They were
finished ‘n two shades of blue—the lower
parts dark blue, and the upper light blue,
something after the fashion of the laiest
style in duo-tone motorcars.  The cffcet
was simply gorgeous.

“It's the School Train
Gresham cagerly. “Oh, my hat!
anything I've ever scen!
of those coaches!”

“By Jove! It’s wonderful!” said Nipper,
“Phew! I hope we haven't made a bloomer,
you chaps! Tt'll be an awful disappointment

lf_",

“No

|2

ejaculated
It beats
Look at the size

'I!
]
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fear! shouted Tommy Watson.
“Look! I can read the lettering on the
coaches now! What does it say on this first
one? ‘Service Car.” And on the next one
it's got, ‘Third Form Dining Car and
Class-room.” "’

“There’s ours—next!”™ hellowed Hand-
forth, pointing. ‘“Look: ‘Remove VFourth
Form Dining Car.” Oh, my only aunt! This
is too good to be true!”

The train seemed to be slowing up outside
the station, and the juniors went running
along the platform. and then on to the por-
manent way, so that they could obtain a
nearer view. The indication signs were not
actually painted on the coaches themselves,



THE Nél'.SOI LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES 5

but on gpecial long runners, which fitted into
sInts near the roof of cach car.

The train was pulled by a dirty old goods
engine, which looked incongruous next to so
much splendour, But this engine was
evidently employed merely to pull the train
into Bellton—where, no doubt, it would be
shunted into the siding.

“It's here!” said Watson breathlessly. *.All
ready for us to get into when the time comes,
By Jingo, I wonder who'll pass the exams?”

“We've all got to pass!” said Handforth
fiercely, “We must! By George, I'm going
to pass, anvhow!” he added defiantly. *T'll

(B}

tet I'll come out on top!

“You always were an oplimisi,” said
MeClure dubiously, “We'll be jolly lucky.
Handy, if we scrape through the last five.
Foven if we do that we shall be safe, thank
goodness,”

“Yes,” said Nipper. nodding. “The fel-
lows who fail to qualify for this teip will
be the rank duffers—who don’t descrve any
special favours, anyhow. It was a brilliant
wheeze of the Head’s to weed out the un-
deserving. I reckon we fellows are safe
cuougl,  We're not slackers., anyhow, and
we've worked like mad over these exams,”

Iixtraordinarily enough, the mnews of the
School Train's arrival in Bellton spread like
magic. Nobody knew how the school got to
know, but it was a fact that within ten
minctes dozens of breathless evelists arrived
from St. Frank's, many of thein hatless, and
some of them jacketless. Others were run-
nping up, dusty and perspiring. ‘

The idea of the School Train had -
trigued the fellows from the very first, The
fairly-recent voyage on the School Ship had
been novel enough, but for every schoolboy
who i1s interested in ships thiere are a dozen
who are ten times more interested in rail-
» ways,  And the thought of spending the
whole summer term touring the length and
breadth of the land was not only fascinating,
but bewildering. '

Aund it was no dream—Dbut a certainty.

R. NICHOLLS’' plan was extremely
D simple.

As he had told the scliool, on that

memorable first day of term, the trip

was definitely fixed. St. Frank's bad to

thank their old friend, Lord Dorrimore, for

thhe School Train. His lordship was a

iniliionaire, anvhow, and ho had alwayvs been
singularly reckless with lhis money,

Seeing how tremendously the bovs Liad en.
joved their voyage abroad, Lord Dorvimorc
had got the idea of building a special traiu,
with class-rooms, dormitories, studiez, and
cvery imaginable comfort on wheels., Dorrie
saw no reason why the bovs shouldn't get
closely acquainted with their own countiy--
and how better than by travelling from place
to place during term?

The train, when completed, was necessarily
ccuposed of many duplicate cars. Do

had to be used for sleeping, others for feed-
ing, and still more for work. They couldn’t
all be occupied the whole time, or the over-
crowding would be hopeless. A train ot
twelve great Pullman coaches would ordi-
narily carry many hundreds, but this special
train. designed as a travelling school, could
accommodate no more than a hundred and
twenty boys-—with a special coach for mus-
ters.

IHence the Head's eliminaling exams.

He frankly told the school that only twenly-
four boys from each Form could go. It was
only fair that all boys should have the same
chance. So the exams. were held, and the

two dozen fellows of cachi Form who obtained
the highest marks would qualify; the rest
would remain at St. Frank's, and carry on
as usual.

Such fellows as Nipper and Reggie Pilt
and Browne and Fenton were overjoyed.
They knew that thev would safely be within
the first two dozen.  Itwas the rank and file
which suffered the agonies of suspense. It
was the slackers who were distracted witls
uncertainty.

There had been practically a week of
cxams.—a weeck during which sport and
pleasure had been forgotten. Work, work,
and more work. On the Friday the task had
been completed, and the verdict was expected
on the morrow—Wednesday. At tho last
minute—on the Saturday morning—an addi-
tional paper had been sprung on the schooi.
This was why Travers, who had got special
leave to attend his sister’s wedding, had not
left until the very eve of the cceremony. That
additional paper was not likely to delay the
main results of the exams.

As Nipper had remarked: with twenty-four
Removites, twenty-four  Fourth-I'ormers,
twenty-four fags, and forty-cight seniors on
tho train, it could be truthfully held that St.
Frank'’s would be on tour. The fellows wlo
were left behind would be less truly represen-
tative of the school. In a word, they didu’t
matter. The School Train could well get
on without them.



CHAPTER 2.
The Verdict!

‘6 EVER seen anything hike it!” said
N Reggie Pitt, of the West House.
: He and Jack Grey and a number
of others were standing on the em-
bankment, bewildered by the magnificence ol
tho great School Train. Its gleaming blue
paintwork, its gilt lettering, and its general
air of vastness—all this was enough to make
anybody feel rather dazed.
1 expected something pretty good, but

this takes the giddy biscuit!” said Jack Grey |

breathlessly. **My only Sunday topper!
Think of it, Reggie! Think of travelling
about from place to place in a glorious train
like this! I hope o goodness we pass the
exams, !”

“We're safe enough,” said Reggie con-
fidently. ** But look at Doyle! anﬁ at Hub-
bard—and those Fourth-Form chaps, Skelton
and Bray and Webb and Steele! They're
the chaps who are in a funk!”

He was right. It was the indistinguished
fellows who were on tenterhooks of uncer-
tainty, Not all the prominent juniors were
definitely safe, either. Church and MeClure
even had private doubts regarding their own
leader. It would be just like Handforth to
fail by a mark or two.

There was Archie Glenthorne, too—a notor-
ious slacker., How would he come out?
Archie himself wasn't quite sure whether he
wanted to come out well or not. He had
a pretty frightful idea that this School Train
business would be a bit strenuous. It might
be a ripe scheme to fail in the exams., and
thus spend a lazy, free-and-casy term at Sti.
IFrank’s. Still, he had done his best, and
he was perfeetly calm as to the result. He
was in the happy position of not caring a
jot, one way or the other.

“T sav, can’t we have a look inside?”
asked Handforth, as he bustled along the
permancnt  way. “Where's the guard?
Who's in charge of this train, anyway?”

“PDon’t be an ass, Handy,” said Nipper.
“The train hasn't officially arrived—it’s only
been brought here so that it can be shoved
on to the siding. We're not supposed to
be here at all. 1 believe we're trespassing,
really.”

“T want to see inside!” persisted Hand:
forth. “Look at these ripping cars! Some
of ’em are class-rooms—and there are two
or three fixed up for studies, too. I expect
they’re full of private comvartments. Good
old Dorrie! He did the thing thoroughly
while he was about it!”

“PDorrie’s a brick!” said Nipper.

“Hear, hear!” went up a chorus.

Quite a number of the fellows raised a
cheer, but just then the station-master camo
along. He was quite friendly, although
rather worried.

“You shouldn’t be
men,” he said reprovingly. “I ecan quite
understand your interest, but I might get
into trouble if anything happens. I wish
you'd quietly disperse.”

here, voung gentle-

1
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“Can’t we go into the train?” asked Hand-
forth. :

“I'm afraid you can’t,” replied the oflic1al,
shaking his head. “For one thing, it's
locked, and I haven't the faintest idea where
the keys are. My instructions are to scu
this train placed on the siding and that’s all.
The next move must come from your own
headmaster.”

“1'd love to see inside,” said Handforth
dreamily.

BUT just then a dramatic interruption

came.
Hal Brewster, of the River House
School, cameo running. up, looking

flushed and excited.

“Youn lucky bounders!”
after he had stared at the train, “ DBy Jove!
I wish I were a St. Frank’'s chap. I'd give
quids and quids to go on this trip with you.”

‘“Better speak to your people about it,”
grinned Nipper. “I always thought it was
a mistake for them to keep you at that
mouldy old River House.”

“You silly St. Frank's fathead!” snorted
Brewster, with a glare. “The River Ilcuseo
is better than St. Frank’s any day!”

“And yet. a moment ago, you were wish-
ing yourself at St. Frank's!” murmured
Nipper.

“Oh, well. vou know what I mean!” growled
the River House junior leader. *‘By Jove!
What a lucky erowd you are! I expect most
of you have come out well in the eliminating
exam., haven’t you?”

“We don’t know yet,” said Nipper.

“Don’t know! But the results are up.’

“No,” said Nipper. “They won’t be up
until the morning.”

“My dear ass, I've just come from St.
Frank's, and the whole place is seething
like a cauldron,” said Hal Brewster. *“The
results were posted up ten minutes ago, and
there's a free fight going on round cvery -
notice board.”

“What!” roared the juniors.

“Are you trying to kid us?” ejaculated
Nipper, grabbing Drewster’s arm.

“0Of course not! It's true—honour
bright 1"

There was a wild rush. Nobody had ex-
pected the lists to be posted up until the
next morning. Bieyeles were grabbed—any-
body's—and when these were exhausted the
rest went - on foot. The School Train was
forzotten. The most important thing in hfe,
at the moment, was to know if one's own
particular name was on the list!

e S.-KFE‘ thank goodness!”

he ejaculated,

said Chureh
fervently.

“Of course we're safe,” retorted

Handforth. “I’'ll admit I was a bit
windy about you chaps—"
“You fathead!” interrupted McClure.

“We're safe enough! Church and T were
windy about you!”
“Why, you—you
But Handforth paused. He felt that ne

was hardly justified in getting indignant.

HH
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Extraordinarily enough, hiz own name
figured almost at tho bottom of the Remove
list, To be exact, he was twenty-sccond—
doubtless some idiotic blundeir oun the part
of the examiners.

The truth was, Handforth lad been very
rusty in one or two important subjects, and
very weak marks for these particular papers
had made his aggregate look rocky. Hand-
forthh was a masterly footballer, a keen
cricketer, and a general all-round sports-
man, but as a scholar his light failed to
shine brilliantly.

There was much jubilation—and much
gnashing of teeth. Such fellows as Hubbard
and Teddy Long and Owen major were goilig
about almost weeping and wailing. They
were bitterly complaining about the injustice
of the whole thing. )

All the prominent juniors had come
through all right—Nipper & Co., and Lravers
and Potts and Archie, Gresham and Jerry
Dodd wero safe, too, and Nipper was pleased
to find that Charlie Bangs, the new Austra-
litan junior, was booked %ur the tour.

“We shall be able to field a full-strength
Junior Eleven,” said Nipper contentedly,
“Not one of our star plavers has failed us.
And we're going to have lots of cricket on
this trip, you chaps. Think of the schools we
can play in the Midlands and up in the
north.”

“1I'm sure I shall wake up soon,” said
Reggie Pitt.

Ho was well-pleased Dbecause tlio West
House would be prominently represented.
Such fellows as Castleton and Fatty Little
and Singleton and Hussi Khan were safe.
Even the Trotwood twins had come through
on the right side. Clarence Fellowe, the
lanky poet of the
Remove, was also one of
the successful ones.

In the Fourth, such
stalwarts as Bob
(Mristine & Co., Corcoran
& (Co., and Boots & Co.,
were all secure.

“Jiggered if I can
understand how some of
these rotters wangled it,"
said Handforth, frown-
ing. “Look at these
names! I'm blessed if
Moerrell and Marriott
aren't through!”

“What about Gore-
Pearce and Gulliver and Bell " asked IFull-
wood bitterly. “I've failed—and yet they've
doua the trick!”

“You'voe failed?” asked Handiorth,
staring, “Oh, Fully!”

“Chuck it 1" growled Fullwood. “I thought
I should fail, somehow. I suppose I've been
slacking too much. But I'm jolly certain I
haven't been slacking so much as those
beastly cads of Study A!” he added indig-
nantly. “By Jovel ;’I‘hey must have cribbed
their way all through the exams:”

This was probably the true explanation.
Goro-Pearce & Co. were notorious cheats at

exams,—and they were just as notorious as
slackers. It was obvious, therefore, that they
had “wangled ” their passage.

Of course, nothing could be done about it.
Handforth, hot-headed, wanted to kick up a
dust and get Gore-Pearce & Co. disqualified
so that I'ullwood and one or two others were
put in their places, but Fullwood wouldn't
hear of it. And it was really 1mpossible to
exposo the cads without sncaking,

So it seemed they would go with the School
Train,

R. MORRISON NICHOLLS smiled in
D a friendly way on the assembled
school. It was later in the evening,

and Big Hall was packed.

“1 am glad that tho results were published
earlier than we had expected,” said the Head
pleasantly. “A good many of vou, no doubt,
are put out of your suspense. I don’t intend
to say much to vou now, but I would like to
say that I have received a very nice telegram
from Lord Dorrimore—"

“Hurrah!”

“Three cheers for old Dorrie!”

The Head was interrupted as the scliool
lustily cheered.

“Is Lord Dorrimore coming down, gir?”
shouted somebody.

“I'm afraid not,” replied the Head,
smiling. “ At the moment Lord Dorrimore is
somewhere in Brazil, and he sent his wire
just before setting off into the interior., He
has been wve generous over this wholo
matter, and hope that St. Frank's will -
justifr his faith, and make this venture a
complete success.”

““Rather, sir!”

“There are one or two
points that I feel 1im-
pelled to ermphasise,”
said Dr. Nicholls, becom-
ing serious. “First and
foremost you must ve-
member that this tour i+
far from being a pleasure
jaunt. All you boys who
are booked for the
School Train will carry
on with your lessons in
exactly the same way as
the rest of the school.
There are to be no altera-
tions whatsoever—no con-
cessions and no
Lesson times will remain un-

privileges.
altered, and the identical discipline that you

now cxperience will be in force. You must
not get any ideas into your hLeads that you
are off for a joy trip.”

“DBut we shall have our half-holidays, sir.”

“Yes, you will have your half-holidays—
and your evenings,” said the Head. ‘ But
during your evenings there will be prep.—
just as here. So you mustn’t think that you
can go off for jaunts here, there and every-
where, leaving your work to tuke care of
itself. I am telling you this now so that you
won't get any disappointments later. The



8 THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

St. I'rank’s governors only consented to this
new departure on the definite and distinet
understanding that the full routine would be
maintained.”

The school was by no means disillusioned.
Fiverybody had known this from the first,
- although some of the fellows had certainly
hﬂ}';nd that there would be a foew privileges.

“‘Mr. Nelson Lee, who was in charge of
the School Ship,” went on she Head, *“will
also be in charge of the St. Frank’s
Train

“Hurrah!”

“(iood old Mr, Lee!l”

“Bravo, sirl”

“T have not the slightest doubt that Mr.
Lee will keep you all in order,” continued
Dr. Nicholls drvly. “The Sixth and Fifth
IForms will be jointly conducted by Mr.
Pagett. The Remove and Fourth Forms will

be jointly condueted by Mr. Pycraft e i

“Oh!" groaned the Remove in dismay.

Mr. Horace Pycraft, who was on the plat-
form. lost some of his complacency as he

heard that unmistakable sound from _thn
Removites,. The Fourth-IPornmiers remained
indifferent. They were used to Mr. Pyeraft,

ﬂn}'“'ﬂ}'.

“Isn't Mr. Crowell coming. sir
IHandforth anxiously.

“Mr. Crowell will remain at St. Frank’s in
charge of the Remove and Fourth Form hoys
who are left behind,” <caid the Iead.
“Speeral adjustments have been found neces-
sary. But I have no doubt that the School
Train, once on its travels, will settle down
into a_ normal routine. There is one other
point that T should like to emphasise here.

“Some of you may have been thinking that
lessons will be relieved by the passing
panorama as the train moves from place to
place. Tf this is the case, I might as well
disillusion you at once.”

“Why, are we going to travel with the
blinds drawn, sir?” asked somehody.

“1 am afraid that such a device would be
ineffective,” replied Dr. Nicholls, smiling.
““No: there will be a different rule in force.

“

'J‘iw]irhnnl Train will only travel at night.
;h" Ifl

“The governors considered this matter
most carefully, and were of the opinion that
anv davtime travelling would be detrimental
to studv,” said the Head. “I am in fnll
acreement with that view.”

“But if we only travel at night, sir, nohody
will see the School Train!” protested Hand-
forth indignantly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That, T admit, will be a drawback,”
smiled the Head. “However, we cannot have
it all ways. And I dare say the good people
of the various towns you visit will have
ample opportunity of inspecting your wonder-
ful train. But I must also point out—lest you
should think with undue harshness of the
governors—that the railway authorities
insisted upon this arrangement.

“Your train is a special one, and cannot

" asked

therefore be run from place to place with a

total disregard of the railways companies’
usual schedules, During the daytime the
ordinary traffic 1s too heavy. To run the
School Train during such hours would mncan
confusion and disorganisation. Incidentally
there would be a tremendous expense
involved,.

“So vou will move from place to place
during the night, when the lines are com-
paratively clear. Now and again perhaps
vou will travel in the daytime—but oniy on
Sundays. As a genecral rule you will go to
bed in one town, and wake up in the next.”

“But not every night, sir!”

“Of course not,” said Dr. Nicholls, “Yon
will remain in some towns for three or four
days In fact, you will remain just as long
as it snits the railway company. TFor the
School Train is to be shifted from place io
place at the convenience of the authoritics—
and this is the only possible method. It can-
not be expected to have precedence over ill
other traffic. Quite the reverse will be the
case. I dare say you will be frequently
shunted into sidings in order to make room
for goods trains.
© “The train will start its travels to-morrow
night,” added the Head. *Fortunately to-
morrow is a half-holiday, and there will be
no interruption in your studies Further
instractions will be issued to-morrow.”

“Hurrah!”

“Bravo, sir!”

All the fortunate bovs cheered lustily.
rest felt very much out of it.

“On Thursday morning vou will awaken to
find yourselves in East Anglia—in Colchoster,
to be exact,” said the Head. “This tour will
extend over the whole term, and during tHe
course of it you will visit such places as
Sheflield, Newcastle, Glasgow, Liverpool,
Cardiff and Southampton, These are only a
few of the great towns that you will touch.
Fenton assures me that he 1s mapping out a
full programme of ericket fixtures, and he 1s
getting into touch with certain big schools all
along the route. I am sure you will have a
very good time, and 1 hope you will always
remember that, although sport 1s important,
your lessons come first and foremost.”

And Dr. Nicholls made the school some-
what impatient by continuing in the same
strain for a while. Which, of course, was
ridienlous. Lessons might bhe important in
his eyes, but the school regarded them in a
totallv different light!

The

CHAPTER 3.
All Aboard!

the noxt

T 1s to be {eared that work
I morning was a farce.
It was all very well for the Head
blithely to state that lessons were to go
on as usual, but who could be expected to
work on the morning of the day that the
train would set out on its travels?
Such a thing was out of all reason. Any-
how, no work was done, and the Form-

masters were in no way surprised. They
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While Handlorth was arguing with the motorist, it took only a few moments for Church and McClure

to exchange the spare petrol cans from one car to another.

They little realised the amazing ad-

ventures that were to befall them as a result of that action !

hadu't expected any work to be done. It
was, as the Head had said, a good thing that
the day was a half-holiday.

During the afternoon cverybody wanted to
hurry down to the School Train to examine
it thoroughly—inside and out—but no such
carly privilege was allowed. The fellows
were not permitted to swiim helter-skelter
through the train.

“It's a swindle!” protested Boots, of the

T'ourth, It's our train, and we can't even
sce inside it.”

“Don’t be impatient, old man,” said
Nipper.  “You know what these masters
are.”

“We do!” said Boots feelingly,

“It's a lot of nonsense!” growled ¥and-

forth. “Do they think we’ll run off with the
giddy train, or something 7"

Later on in the afternoon Mr. Pycraft
took charge of the forty-eight Removites and
I'ourth-Formers who were now wunder his

care, He explained that he would do them
the honour ui escorting them to the School
Train and showing them their own
quarters.

“I must warn you that there must be no

disorderly behaviour,” he said sternly. ** You
must conduct yourselves quietly and with
decorum. I will have no wild rushing about
or loud shouting. I am particularly
addressing yvou Remove boys.”

“Why us, sir?” asked Handforth, glaring.

“For too long have vou boys been allowed
to run loose,” said Mr. Pycraft, with relish.
“Now that vou are under my control, you
will act differently—or the consequences wiil
be serious.”

The Removites mumbled rgbc!limtsl}*. Me.
Pycraft was soon starting his games! The
Fourth-Formers were used to them; the

Removites weren’t.

If Mr. Crowell had been in charge he
would have got the whole crowd to promise
that they would behave themselves, and ho
would have let them go. And the crowd
would have respected that prowmise.

Not so Mr. Pycraft.

It pleased him to be officious, and to stalk
about full of his own importance. Consc-
quently, when the juniors made their first
acquaintance with the School Train they
were under the ecagle eye of Mr. Horace
Pycraft.

OT that Mr. Pycraft’s presence really
N mattered, once the train had been
entered. He couldn’t be everywhero

at once, and he was soon forgotten,

“By George! 'This looks like the real
thing!” said Handforth cagerly. “So this
is the junior class-room? Well, I'm jig-

gered!” ©

He and a number of others were standing
at the end of one of the huge coaches. Irom
iusivde it seemed even larger than it had
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scemed from outside. There were desks
and comfortable seats, with a little raised
platform at the end for the master. There
was ample accommodation for forty-eight
scholars, and there would be no cramping,
cither,

~ “Heaps better than our class.:room ar St.
Frank's,” said Church. ‘ By Jingo. look
.at the windows! They're frosted glass!”

“That's a_  swindle!” grinned Harry
Gresham, “1I'm blessed if I can see the
necessity for frosted glass, anyhow. If we're

not going to be travelling while at work,
why can’t we look out?”

“There’s a pretty good reason,” =aid
Church. “We shall be stuck in some siding
or other during lesson time—at Leeds, or
Bradford, or Blackpool, or somewhere like
that—and there’'s generally rplenty of
activity near those big stations. We
mustn’t have any distractions while we're at
work, my sons!”

“What rot!” said Handforth, “What
with these exams, we've done enough work
for the whole term already. I don’t see why
they should bother with lessons at all.”

“None of us can see 1t,” grinned Jimmy
Potts. ‘““But perhaps we're short-sighted, or
something. You never know!”

They passed down the long coach, and
found themselves in the next car. This was
vastly different. It was divided up into
sixteen private compartments—each one
being a replica of the next. They were com-
fortable little dens, with one or two chairs,
a small table, and bookshelves.

“Studies!” said Handforth eagerly.

“This is a luxury we hadn't looked for.”
sald Nipper, with a whistle. “They're not
particularly big, but, by Jove they're
comfv. We ecan still have tea in our studies,
as usual. And I expect we shall do our
pre &

“Why drag in unpleasant subjecte?
Handforth.

He strode to the door, produced a piece
of chalk, and put a big ““D ” on the pohished
panelling.

“There you are!” he said triumphantly,
“We're not going to have any changes. This
1s Study D, and from this minute onwards
1it’ll always be known as Study D.”

“But it may not be your study at all,”
satd Nipper mildly,

»r

asked

“En :

“Mr. Pycraft will decide which compart-
~ments we shall shave o

“Studies!” frowned Handforth. “Not
compartments!”

“Well, studies, then,” chuckled Nipper,
**Have it your own way. It's not a bad

wheeze, either. It'll save a lot of confusion
if we usec the same letters or numbers that
we've been accustomed to.”

FI'\HEI{E was much rejoicing when 1t
was officially lcarned that three
fcllows would share each compartment

of the study-coaches. The seniors
were in no way privileged.  Rather to their

dismay and indignation. they were obliged
to make each study serve for three, At St
Frank's they were accustomed to studies all’
to themselves,

But the juniors were greatly bucked. They
were used to such crowding, and it was all
to the good from their point of view. because
things would go on much the same as vsual.
Handforth and Church and MeClure, for
example, were allocated to one compartment
—which automatically became Study D,

Nipper and Tregellis-West and Wat-on
shared Study C; Corcoran and Armstrong
and Griffiths promptly labelled their own
compartment Study No. 12, and so on. It
was very simply and was liable to avoid all
confusion,

In one or two cases, of course. there were
changes. At St. Frank's Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey, for instance, had had no thixd
companion in Study K. Now they had
Castleton with them.  Archie Glenthorne,
who had only had Alf Brent as a commanion,
found himself saddled with Vivian Travers
and Jimmy Potts, For, much to Archie’s
consternation, the unhappy Brent had failed
to qualify, There were a few other simlar
changes, but in the main stivly chums were
enabled 1o remain “as you were.”

Then came the inspection of the rest of
the train—the sleeping and dining car<. and
evervthing else. The jun ors foung that their
sleeping coach was a kind of dormitory, with
permanent bunks ranged on both sides of a
narrow corridor, in double rows—lower and
upper. This was after the style of 1ihe
American trains.

“I'm going fo collar one of these lower
beds to start. with,” said Handforth promjnly.

“Lots of chaps will start that game, I
expeet,” said Church., “There's likely to be
sonmie squabbling over these beds, I don't
want to be stuck up near the giddy roof. Yet
some of us will have to take the upper beds,”

Morrow, of the Sixth, came along just
then.

“You needn’t argue about these beds, yoa
kids,” he said, “ You'll all be given your
particular places to-night—and, if you den’t
like them, you'll have to lump them. Yon'll
sleep where you're put or there'll be trouble.”

“] sav, Morrow, when do we mrove in*”
asked Potts,

“Not until this evening—after calling-over
at St. Frank’s.”

““Then we shall have supper on the train 77

“Yes, of course.”

“Good egg,” said Handforth, “There’s no
reason why the trip shouldn’t be started pro-
perly. Let's go and have a look at the
dining-car, you chaps.”

They found, before they had done, that
there ware even bath-rooms on the train,
and many other special conveniences—such
as no other train in the world possessed, For,
after all. this train was to be a sort of
permanent home for the whole term,
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VERYBODY was impaticnt until the
E evening. Then, agter calling-over,
there was another meoting of the
whole school in Big Hall—a quite un-
necessary delay this, in the school's opinion,
Dr. Nicholls wished good luck to his depart-
ing scholars, and stated his intention of
coming down to the station to sce them all
comfortably aboard the train.

After this there was a pathetic scene in the
Triangle, where crowds of luckless juniors
and seniors watched the departure of the
triumphant hundred and twenty. There was
some consolation in tho rumour, which had
been going about for some hours, to the
cffect that the rest of the school would have
iLs turn later on,

Supper on the train was a huge success.

Not that the food was any different from
usual. Somehow, however, it scemed better
umid these novel surroundings. The train
was equipped with complete kitehens, and
there was an ample staff of stewards.

Dr. Nicholls retired to the Masters' Car
after the meal was over., This was a very
splendid coach, with
large, beautifully fur-
n hed studies and
s'eeping quarters, cach
master having a study
and a bed-room to him-
sclf. The whole car was
self-contained, too, hav-
ing, in addition, a
couple of bath-rooms
and a common smok-
ing-room and lounge.

“Well, Mr. Lee, to be frank, I envy you,”
said Dr. Nicholls, smiling. *1I rather wish
I could go on this trip myself, It promises
to be most interesting.”

“My only regret is that the train could
not be large enough for the whole school,”
replied Nelson Lee. *“In that case, you
would naturally be with us, Dr, Nicholls.”

The Head pursed his lips.

“I'm not sure that I agree with you,” he
said. “In my opinion it i1s better that a
cortain proportion of boys should remain at
St. Frank's—to keep the flag flying, as it
were. Actually, this travelling school will
really be St. ¥rank’s, since it contains all
the most brilliant scholars.”

“That is so, of course,” agreed Nelson Lee.
“However, it's rather muﬁh luck on the
fellows who are left behind.

“They all had the sume chance, so there is
no excuse for them,” pointed out Dr.
Nicholls.

Heé looked round with interest,

“You appear to be very comfortable here,
and I am quite satisfied that the boys them-
selves have every convenience,” he went

on. ‘I shall be perfectly satisfied that you
will all suffer no discomforts on your
journeys. And, from an educational point of

view, 1t 13 decidely beneficial that the boys
should tour the country. The idea is sound.”

This was an opinion which everybody else
on the train shared,

11

CHAPTER 4.
Left Behind!

DWARD OSWALD HANDIORTH
E grinned.
“Well, I wish you luck!” he said
amasedly., *‘‘Personally, I don’t fancy
another chap sharing my bed. I believe in
being comfortable. % don't like somecbody's
knees bashing me in the middle of the back.”

“What about your knees bashing somebody
clse?” asked Nipper pointedly.

“The whole thing's dotty,” said Hand-
forth. “I'm surprised at you, Nipper, for
allowing Watson to dig with you in this bed.
Still, we all have our own fads and fanciea;
[ suppose.” .

Tommy Watson stared.

“What do you mecan—{fads and fancies?”
he asked. ““It’s the rule on this train. At
St. I'rank’s we had a bed each, but :t's
different here, and we can't expect anything
else, either.” .

They were standing in the Junior Sleeping

Car, and Nipper and Watson were prepar-
ing to get into their own bed, which was
one of the lower ones,
All was darkuess out-
side, and the last of
the sightseers h 1 long
since departed.

“The rule?” ro-
peated Handforth, with
a start.

“Of course,” smiled
Nipper, “You dou’t
think you're going to
have a bed to your-

sclf, do you?”
“What?” gasped Handforth.

“Do you
mean to say Great Scott! Have I got
to share my bed with another chap?”

“I don’t know who the unfortunate is, but
at a random guess I should say he’ll be either
Church or McClure,” replied Nipper. * Poor
chaps! They'd better take it in turns,”

“But—but—— I'm not going to put up
with it!"” roared Handforth. “If I can't
have a bed to myself I shan’t go on the trip
at all!”

“That’'s a good idea,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. *That’ll solve the problem quite
easily.”

“You silly asg—'

“Good-bye, Handy!”

“What do you mean—*good-bye’?”

‘““Aren't you going ?” asked Nipper. *You
just said——"

“No, I'm not going,” interrupted Hand-
forth tartly. *“I shall insist upon having a
bed to myself—"

“Then you can kecp on insisting,” said
Biggleswade of the Sixth, who came into the
coach just then. “Some of you kids aro
never satisfied! You want a whole coach
each, by the sound of it! What's the matter
with you, Handforth "

“Oh, he's always growling about some-
thing !” said Church i1mpatiently. ‘What's
he got to grumble at, anyhow? Mac and 1

H

| are the ones who ought to kick. We've
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decided to take it in turns with him, and
we've tossed up for first go. I've lost.”

There were many chuckles from the other
juniors, and Handforth grunted.

“Oh, you've lost, have you?” he said
aggressively., ““And as soon as you get into
bed you're going to kick?”

“1 didn’t say that,” protested Church.

“Yes, you did!” retorted Handforth. *“If
you start on any of those games, my son,
I'll soon scttle your hash!”

It was useless to explain 10 Handtorth that
Church had been using ‘a general term.
Handforth always took things literally. He
didn’t. really object to sharing his bed with
sommebody else, but it was his way to make
a fuss over nothing.

“Oh, well, T suppose I shall have to put
up with it,” he said grudgingly, as he went
to his own bed, at the extreme end of the
coach. “Thank goodness I've got a lower
bunk, anyhow. Who's above?”

“Travers 1s booked to share
with us,” said McClure,

“But Travers isn’t here.”

“Not to-night, but he will he to-morrow,”
replied Mae. ““Nipper sent him that wire
yesterday, and Travers wired back. He's
going to join us after we get to Colchester
to-morrow. It's befter for him, because Col-
chester 1s only sixteen or seventeen miles
from his home.”

Handforth wasn't listening.

“Well, anyway, I'll have a bed to myself
for the first night,” he said triumphantly.
“So 1 shan’t be bothered with you, Mac!”

“Me?” said MeClure. ‘“You ass, I won
the toss.”

“I know that,” replied Handforth, star-
ing. “If you won, it naturally follows that
you've got the privilege »f sleeping with
me.” '

Church snorted.

“Don’t kid yourself!” he said promptly.
“You silly ass, it was the loser who had the
privilege of sleeping with vou! Privilege!”
he added, with a sniff. “You mean the
torture | i

Handforth turned very red.

“You mean to say that you tossed up, and
—and Why, you rotters!” he ejaculated
indignantly. “You ought to consider it an
honour to sleep with me.”

“The whole thing’s a farce, anyhow,” said
McClure gloomily. “There’ll be no sleep
for the chap who shares your bed, Handy.
Churchy and I would only get a rest every
other night! 1 think we'll let you have your
bed after all—and take it in turns in the
bath!”’

They had had one or two previous experi-
ences of sleeping with Handforth, and they
were filled with misgiving. Handforth was
all right as long as he kept still. But he
was a restless sleeper, and he had a habit
of dreaming violently. And as his dreams
nearly always included a free fight of some
kind, his bedfellow suffered considerably.

Church and McClure had inspected the
sleeping quarters with much concern. There
wasn’t a great deal of room, and it was

this =ection

any odds that Handforth would pitch s
companion out of bed at least once every
night. It was a mercy they had one of the
lower berths. :

“ IGHTS out!” -
“I say, what rot!”
Handforth, who wasn't

dressed.

“What’s that?” asked Morrow, who was
the prefect in charge. ‘‘Now then, Hand-
forth! I'll give you ten seconds to get
tnose things off and get into bed. What's
the matter with you?”

“There’'s no need to be so sharp on time."”
said Handforth. “It’s a special night, isn't
it? Why can’t we stay up, and wait until
the train moves off?”

Morrow grinned,

“Don’t you understand, my cheerful as3,
that the ordimary routine is to go on with-
out the slightest interruption?” he asked.
“That’'s the whole essence of the thing.
Everything is unaltered. Lights out are tle
same as usual—rising bell the same—break-
fast—lessons. Nothing’s altered at all.”

“It’s a bit too thick,” said Handiorth
eruffly.

“And if you're thinking about staying ap
until the train moves off, you’d better forget,
it,”” continued the prefect. “It isn't ten
o’clock vet, and we shan't get an engine on
this train until after eleven. By that time
we'll all be asleep—or we should be. And
when we wake with the rising bell, we shall
be on cur siding in Colchester.”

Morrow passed along the crowded cleep-
ing-car, secing that everything was ship-
shape. There were, of coyrse, no curtains
over the berths, as in the ordinary American
sleeping coach. This was a school dormitory.

Having seen that everybody was in bed,
Morrow switched off the light, and passed
on. And Handforth, lounging luxuriously in
his own bed—all to himself—considered that
he had scored a victory. It was undeniable
that he had a bed to himself, but this was
onlv by pure chance.

Church and McClure, above him, were con-
gratulating themselves on their own luck.
Suddenly, a head appeared above their bed.

“T say, you chaps,” whispered Handforth.

“ Better get back into bed, Handy,” said
Church. “0Old Pyeraft might dodge in. You
know what a blizhter he is for nosing round.
If he finds you out of bed he'll give you «
hundred lines.”

“Blow old Pycraft,” said
promptly. “I've got an i1dea.”

“My only hat!”

“We'll keep awake,” whispered Edward
Oswald, “I don’t see the fun of being azleen
while the train starts on its first journey.
Let's wait until it gets through Bannington,
anyhow.”

“Rats!” said Church.
before we start.”

“We're going to sleep,” added McClure.
“We shan’t get another chance of peacefu!
rezt like this.”

({Continned on page 14.)

protested
fully un-

Handfortn

*“It might be hours
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(Continued from page 12.)
And Handforth was obliged to give it up.
Not that he was alone in this desire of his.
Quite a number of the fellows wanted ‘o

weep awake,  But everything was so quiet,
and the bed was so comfortable, that long
before ten-thirty struck the whole Junior
(ouch was sleeping.

Even Handforth, in gpite of his determina.
o, bad dropped off. However, he awoke
-hortly afterwards as a heavy locomotive
clanked past the stationary School 'T'rain.
fialf the school awoke, to tell the truth.

* By George!” murmured Hand§orth.

Ife was up in a moment, and he had an
idea simultanecously. e crept out of bed,
ind pushed his head over the edge of the
apper berth once more,

“You chaps awake?” he asked softly.

“My hat! Here he is again!” said Church,
turning over. “Go away, Handy!”
That’s just what I'm going to do,” re-
torted Handforth. “We can’t sce out of
these windows—they’'re all curtained. I'm
raing to pop along to the bath-room and
have a laok out. I want te see what's hap-
pening !’

Church groaned.

“For goodness sake(, Handy, be sen-
sible!” he urged. “T’ll bet the masters are
still up, and you don’t secem to realise that
all the old St. Frank’s rules apply here,
Il we creep out of this coach we shall be
biecaking bounds—just the same as if we
lefv our ordinavy school dormitory,”

Bur IHandforth waved the objection aside.

“I carn go to the bath-room if I want to!”

he retorted. “ Anybody’s liable to want a
drink of water.”
And off he went. Two minutes later,

Chureh and MceClure crept after him—not
because they wanted to “‘sce what was hap
vening " outside, but because they werc
Handforth’e chunis. They were anxious to
keep him out eof trouble.

1Y found hin in the bath room. 1t
I was dark, and Handy was struggling
with the window. Being new, 1t had
stuck a bit, but as they entered it
suddenly shifted and opened.
“Cheese it, Handy!” protested Church.
“What do you think vou're doing?”
Handforth was leaning out of the window,
I1i~ chums closed the bath-room door, and
locked it in ordec to be on the safe side.
It was quite a .commodious compartment.
with a long row of washbasins in addition te
the bath, and any amount of lockers, too.

“They’re just shoving the engine on,” said
Handforth, as he turned his head. ‘““Whoa!
Didn’t you feel the bump just then?”

“By jingo! That means we shall soon be
starting,” murmured Church.

He and McClure professed to be wild with
their leader, but, to tell the truth, they were
just as interested as he was, And they forgot
their desire to get back into the dormitory.
Wfith tho bath-room door locked, they felt
satc.

“Let's have a look,” whispered Mac.

“Half a tick,” said Handforth, as he
cranced further out. “1 can’t see a soul!l
They must be on the other side of the train.
Hallo! The signal’s just gone green up the
line. I believe we're off,” - |

“Look out, fathead!”
“You'll fall out!”

Handforth had had no intention of failing
out—and he wouldn’t have fallen out if the
train hadn’t given a sudden jolt just then.
Thie window overlooked the grass embank-
ment—not the other set of rails. Handforth
took a neat header out of the window, and
landed with a thud in the grass, well clear
of the permanent way,

“1 knew it!” ejaculated Church. “Oh,
the hopeless ass! Quick, Mac! Come on!”

“What are vou going to do?” asked Mac,
staring.

“He'll never get back without help, and
if he’s found out he’ll be half-skinned!”
replied Chureh promptly., “Come on! It
won't take us two ticks to get him back!”

They slithered out of the window and
dropped to the ground, one after the other,
Handforth was just sitting up, looking rather
dazed. All three juniors were in their
pyjamas, and wearing nothing on their feet
but elippers.

“What happened?” asked Handforth
dizzily.

“You fell out, that's what happened!™
snafﬂmd Church. “Of all the carcless asses

“Hi!” gasped McClure, in frantic alarm,
“Look out! The train’s going! Here, stop
it, somebody !”’

Handforth leapt to his feet as though
something had suddenly stung him.  They
all three stared at the School Train—which
was not only gliding out of the siding, but
gathering speed with every revolution of
the wheels.

Handforth started to run, but his chums
checked him. What was the use? They
could never hope to get in through that
bath-room window again, and it would have
been madness to make any attempt to climb
on the footboard.

They were left behind !

gasped Church.

CHAPTER 5.
Handforth's Bright ldea!

L ON'T get ihe wind up,” said Hand-
D forth calmly. “Kecep cool, yonu
fatheads! The train’s only moving

out of the siding. It'll stop in a

minute, and then we shall be able to get
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———

through that window. Come on! ILet's
{ollow it!”

Chureh and MeClure, who had Deen
(hinking of shouting frantically at the top
Ul thoir voices, checked thexmeh&. After

all, there might be something in this idea.
hndf:-.a, what was the good of shouting?
Their voices would never be heard, and,
even if they were, they would only get them:-
selves into serious trouble.

Unfortunately, HMandforth's surmise
totally wrong.

The train passed on to the main line, and,
instead of stopping, went straight ahead.
T'he signal turned {o red, and the chums
of Study D had the mortification of geeing
the tail lights of the train disappear round
the bend, to the accompaniment of the lusty
puffing of the great engine that pulled it,

“It's gone!” said Handforth tragically.

“1 liope you're satisfied!” groaned Maec.
My only sainted aunt! Left behind on the
very first trip!  And all because of your
idiotic wish to sce what was happening!
“ hat are we going to do now?”

“1 know!” gasped Handforth. “Look!
There's somebody in the signal-box! We'll
dash there and tell the signalman to have
the train stopped in Bannington. Then
we'll join it. If it comes {0 a pinch, we can
vun all the way along the line. It's under
three miles.”

Church and MecClure were by
enamoured with this idea.
night was surprisingly mild, but they were
wearing nothing but pyjamas, and they fel:
extremely conspicuous—to say nothing of
feeling a bit chilly.

However, they ran to the signal-box with
fTandforth, and considerably startled the
p:gnalman, who was on the point of putting
cut hiz lights and locking up. There was
no night traffic on this branch line. The
signalman appeared to be the only official
lett at the station.

“Bless my life!” he ejaculated, staring.
“What's this? What are you young gents
doing here? And dressed like this, teo.”

“We fell out of the train!” panted Hand-
forth.

“Bless my life!” repeated the signalman,

“He means that he fell out,” sard Churceh

Was

1o means

bitterlv. ““He fell out, and we jumped out
afler him, to help him back. But we couldn’t
do it. The train was going. Ii wasn't
worth the risk.”

too, young gent,” said the
““No sense in Tl-\l\*
Looks like vou're

“Quite right,
signalman upprmmgh
ing your life for nothing.
in a bit of a mess now, don’t it?  What
do vou think you'd better do?”

“We want vou to telegraph to Banning-
ton, and have the train stopped,” said Hand-
fm;h. - We'll get there as quick as we caun,
1

“Couldn’'t be done, mister,’ mtrrrupmd
(he signalman. “Your ‘wc‘mnl Train's going
srraizit tlhmugh. Not stopping at Banning-
ton el

at ail.
“Bul if you telegraph——"

Fi

True, the May |

“It wouldn’t be no good,” said the man,
shaking his bhead. “They can't delay the
train like that. She's being sort of fitted
in. If she was to be stopped, everything
would go wrong. I'H telegraph and say tlml
vou're safe, but that's the most I can do.’

“Then—then we're stranded?” asked
Handforth blankly,

“ Looks- very much like it, voung gent,™
nodded the man, *“Still, it ain’t so bad at
it might be. You'd best run to the school;
and E.,-ot into bed. TI'll send a message on

that'll be handed to the guard o' your train
at the first stop.”

“Where's that?”

“Don't know,” replied the signalman,
“Might not be until they get near London
You sece, it's a spemai train, and——"

But Handforth & Co. were not liztening
With a dull sensation of conslernation, they
realised that there was no way of their join-
ing the train that night. However, as the
signalman had said, the situation was by nc
nicans grave. Ther were within a mile of
St. Frank's and, althc}u h they were only
wearing pyjamas, the night was mild, and
they were not likely to meet anybody on
the way.

¢ty HOPE you're satisfied!” said Church

I grumpily, as they crossed the station

vard and approached the road. **Myv

only hat! What a {rost! We don't

aven go with the School Train on its first
trip! And all because of vour silly——"

“It's no good growling now!" interrupted
Iiandforth, with surprising serEmtv “I'vo
just thought of a way ont for us.’

“You always think nf something,” said
McClure, with a sniff. “What are we going
to do? Hire & car, like they do on the
filins, and race the ¢rain v”

“No need to hire a car,” replicd Hand-

forth. " We've got one.”

“Eh?”

“Which?”

“My Austin  Seven,” sa'd Handforth
calmly,

"

“You—you silly ass

“We'll sneak it out quietiy, and buzz off,”
continued Handforth, “I'ne School Train
is bound to be declayed for hours here and
there. We shall prnbablx get to Coleheatm
first, and everything will be all serene.’

Church and McClure were staggered
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“ But it"ll be impossible !” protested Church.
“"Don't be an ass, Handy! Have you for-
gotten that we're only wearing pyjamas?”

“That doesn’t matter,” said MHandforth
hghtly., “The night's mild.”

“Yes, but dash it, it’s not as mild as all
that !” said McClure. “And, besides, what
about your licence? You haven't got your
driving licenece on you."”

IHandforth waved a hand.

“What does it matter?” he asked. “No
bobby is likely to stop us in the middle of the
night. I want to be in Colchester as soon as
the train. We're not going to have those
gther chaps getting a laugh over us.”

“That's all very well,” said Church. “I
don’t fancy losing my night’s sleep fer
nothing. Wo might just as well go back to
St. Frank's, knock somebody up, and explain
what happened. It’ll be the better way In
the end, Handy. We can easily go on by
train to-morrow. You can't keep your Austin
Seven in Colenester, even if you take 1t.”

But Handforth listencd to none of these
objections, |

“"We're going to be in Colchester before
the School Train,” he said determinedly.
“And if you fellows are worrying about your
giddy night’s sleep, vou're mad. Why can’t
you sleep in the car?”

“With you driving?”
surcastically.

“Why not #”

“Qh, it doesn’t matter,” said Mae, with a
grunt. “The more we argue the more
determined you'll be—so I suppose we'd
better agree.”

They felt very conspicuous as they walked
through the village. Fortunately it was very
dark, and they were prepared to dodge if
anyboady should unexpectedly appear. As it
happened, however, they reached St. Frank s
without having met a soul; and the walk
had warmed them up, and they were feeling

quite fit,
IT
girage at the rear of the Ancient House.
Church and MeceClure were hoping that
the garage would be so securely fastened that
Handforth could not open it. But there was
only a padlock on the door, and Edward
Oswald made short work of it. He ruthlessly
forced the catch completely off, using a piece
of old rusty iron that he had found near the
garage wall,

“There’'ll be trouble over this
found out,” said Church dubiously.

“What do we care?” asked Handforth.
“Wo shan’t be here!”

Church and McClure exchanged glances.
They were wondering if these noises had
been heard. If so, they would not be at
all sorry. Handforth would be compelled to
explain, and then they would be ordered to
bed. But no interruption came. Iandforth
was always lucky.

“ Better start the engine,” said Church

asked MceClure

was an easy matter to shin over the
school wall and to get round to the

when it's
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“No fear!” replied Handforth. * Some-
body imght hear it, and then we should be
stopped. We can ecassly push her out into
the road and run a good way down the lane
before we need start the engine.”

“What about the gate?” asked Chureh,
“It’s certain to be locked.”

“We'll soon open it,”
Oswald confidently.

And they did. A little gentle persuasion—
of Handferth’s kind—madec short work of the
gates. And the faithful Austin Seven was
pushed out, and the chums of Study D took
their seats inside. There was a distinet slope
here, so when Handforth removed the brake
the httle car glided forward, and was soon
noiselessly speeding down towards Bellton,

“Now we're all right,” said Handforth
contentedly. *“Why, you chumps, if we had
awakened the school the Head might have
kept us at St. IFrank’s for the whole term.
You noever know what these masters are
going to do. I believe in being on the sate
side, and we ought to get to Colchester before
the Schosl Train. Mr. Lee 1s a good 'un,
and he won't drop on us too heavily.”

“Perhaps you're right,” admitted Church,
“We've found a couple of rugs behind here,
and they'll come in pretty handy.”

“There’s an old overcoat, too,” said
McClure. “ You'd better shove it on, Handy.
Churchy and I will have the rugs.”

“Good man!” said Handforth.

He stopped the car, got into the old coat,
and felt much more contented in mind. Ie
had been rather worried at the thought of
passing through the various towns en routc—
including London. There would be bright
lights, and policemen might reasonably stop
this car, driven by a youngster in pyjamas,
and make a few awkward inquiries—par-
ticularly wath regard to Handforth's driving
licence, J

But with that overcoat on evervihing
would be all serene. There wasn't one chanee
in a thousand that the car would be stopped;
and Church and McClure in the rear could
casily cuamouflage themselves with the rugs.

The little ear was soon humming along the
Bannington Road, the headlights gleaming
brightly. Handforth, at least, was perfectly
happy. Greatly as he admired the School
Train, he was far more contented at the
wheel of his own little “bus.”

replied Edward

“How about petrol?” asked Church
drowsily. _
“We're all right,” replied Handforth.

“I've got a pretty big supply in the tank—
over three-guarters full-——and there's the
spare can on the wing, too.”

“Hadn't we better stop in Bannington and
make sure?” asked MecClure.

“We've got no money, fathead!”

“That’s why I'm suggesting that we should
stop in Bannington,” said Mac. " The garago
man knows you there, and he’ll trust you for
a fill-up of petrol. When we get further on
you won't be able to get any juice on the

f

carelessly.

nod.”
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““Hi! Stop!" bellowed Handlorth, as he went tearing

along the road Iin pursuit of the Austin Seven.
back ! That’s my car! Thieves !

This was a very sensible suggestion; but,
as usual, Handforth scoffed at it.

“The garage man in Bannington might
think it fishy and tell the police or some-
thing,” he said. “Then they'd "phone up St.
Frank's and we should be diddled. No;
we're not poing to take any chances, Besides,
why should we? We've got enough petrol to
go a hundred miles and more.”

“Well, <we've got to go a hundred miles

and more,” said Church,

“What rot! It's not more than sixty to
London.”

“And then another fifty from London to
(Coichester,” replied Church. “You can’t
dodge London, either. The only way to get
to Colchester is to pass right through London,
and then out of it on the other side—through
Stratford and Ilford and that way.”

“You needn't tell me the way!” said Hand-
forth coldly. *“I'm driving this car, my lad !”

The steady humming of the engine and the
lulling motion of the car soon had effect on
Church  and MecClure.  Although they
declared that 1t was impossible for them to
sleep while Handforth was driving, they
were both soundly off long before the Austin
Seven had reached Helmford.

In fact, they didn't awaken until the out-
skirts of London wcere being approached.
Handforth was feeling just a bit drowsy him-
sclf, but this soon wore off whilst passing
through London. “There were no stoppages
Liere.

Policemen were to be seen at various spots,
but they scarcely gave the little Austin a
glance, The hood was up, and the side-
curtains were in position,
McClure were very effectively concealed.

Robbers ! **

So Church and | that's not like Handy!

‘“* Come

And on they went again, through Mile End
Road, through Stratford, and so on towards
the outer suburbs,

CHAPTER 6.
The Wrong Road!

NIPPER stirred as he heard somebody

moving quite near nitn in the Junior
Dormitory Car of the School Train.
Iiverybody else scemed to be asleep;
the train was gliding along smoothly, but at
no oreat speed.
“Hullo! What’s the
Nipper in a low voice.
“That you, young 'un?" asked Nelson Lee,
who was the intruder. “I was hoping that
none of you would awaken.”
“It was you who trained mec to be a light
sleeper, guv'nor,” chuckled Nipper, “What's

trouble *"  asked

wrong, anyway ?”
“Tortunately there is nothing much
wrong,” replied Nelsou Lee. “I'm! Iland-

forth and Church and MeClure ave not here.
Do yvou happen to kunow when they left their
beds?”

“Why, no, sir,” replied i |
thought they were fast asleep.”

“They're left behind.”

“What!”

“The Bellton signalinan sent on a message,
and I have only just received it,” said Nelson
Lee. “TIt scems that Handforth and Church
and MecClure somchow got out of the train
before it started, and before they could get
back on board the train went off, leaving
them stranded.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!" said Nipper. “If
I suppose they've

Nipper.

! had to go back to St. Frank's, sir.”
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“1 imagine so0,” said Lee. “They were
wearing nothing but pyjamas, anyhow, and
it was necessary for them to find some sort
of shelter pretty quickly. I shall have some-
thing to say to tﬁmm to-morrow when they
" turn up.” :
" And Lee werny off to have a little confab

~with the guard. Together they forced open |

the bath-recom door, and there they found the
open  window.

“It is a very good thing we got that
message from the Bellton signalman,” said
Lce, “otherwise we might have feared that
something tragic had occurred.”

“You're right, sir,” nodded the guard. “I
was afraid we'd have some trouble with these
bovs. A trainload of mischief—that’s what I
call 1t! They’ve soon started their capers,

2

anyway !
EANWIIILE, HHandforth & Co., in the
M little  Austin, were approaching
Chelmsford in Essex. Ilford, Rom-
ford, DBrentwood and Ingatestone
had been passed serenely, with the lhttle
car going well. Church and Mc@lure had
slopt most of the way, but Handforth had
now got his “second wind,” as it were, and
all traces of weariness had left him. He was
thoroughly enjoying this night ride.

“Where are we?” asked Church sleepily,
as he stirred himself,

The street lights of Chelmsford had
probably awakened him, and he peered out
through the side-curtains,

“I don’t know where it is,” rcplied Hand-
forth, glancing round. * Some big town. by
the look of it. Ipswich. probably.”

“You ass! Ipswich is thirty or forty miles

| 32

on the other side of Colchester !

“Then it ean’t he Tpswich,”
forth,

“Tt must be Chelmsford,” put in McClure.
“Good egg! We shant be so long now.
Does anybody know what the time 157V

“Blow the time!” said Handforth, *“We
shall get to Colchester long before the School
Train, and that’s the mamn thing, my lads!
By George, we'll give those chaps a sur-
prise. won't we?”’

e found hmmself confronted by a wide
fork. One road led off at a tangent towards
the left, whilst the other went straight ahead.
Handforth chose the latter route, and he
caon found himself in the centre of the town.
There were plenty of lights here, although
scarcely a soul could ke secn.

The Austin glided over a hittle bridge, and
at this point Handforth shounld have turned
sharply to the right, which was the Col-
chester road. But there was a policeman on
duty here, and Handforth did not want to
make inquiries. He took it for granted that
the main road led siraight through the
centre of the town, so he drove straight on,
and it certainly seemed that he was going
right. He soon came to the station, where

said Hand-

——

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

way. Up a shight rise, and then he saw a
signpost,

“Round to the right, I suppose,” he mut-
tered, as he caught sight of the word ‘' Brain-
tree.” il

They swung round, and were soon bowling
onwards at an increased spced.

“¥You've come wrong, Handy,” said
Church. '“You shouldn’t touch Braintree to
get to Colchester.  You'll be going miles cut
of the way.”

“Rats!” said Handforth., ¢ Of conrse 1it's
the right road. We've goi to go through
Bramtree to get to Colchester.”

““Oh, well, you're driving,” said Church
languidly. “Don’t blame us if you find your-
self miles off your course.”

Handforth had a suspicion that Bramtree
should not be touched on this particular
journcy, but he did not feel inclined to go
back and make inquiries. It would be risky
to approach any police-constable when he
hadn’t got a licence.  Far better to get to
Braintree, and he could easily find the right
road from there,

All went well until they got a little way
past Little Waltham. No traffc of any kind
had been encountered; and, indeed, no living
soul had been seen on this quiet secondary
road. 'Then, just after the Austin had climbed
the hill out of Little Waltham and was on
the point of descending a dip, the engine
began to splutter. Before the bottom of the
drp had been reached there was no response
to Handforth’s repeated pressure on the foot
accelerator.

“Hallo!” he murmured. “The engine’s
dead! Must have run out of juice!”

The stoppage of the ear awakened Church
and MeClure, who had dozed off again. They
were rather anxious as Handforth got out,
lifted the bonnet flap, and “tickled ” the car-
buretter.

“Dry as a hone!” grunted Handflorth,
“That's [unny, too! I thought 1 had another
conple of gallons in the tank.” Zia

“We told you to get a supply in Banning-
ton,” said Chureh, leaning over the driving-
seat,

“We've got the spare can,” retorted Hand-
forth, “It won't take me e jiffy to empty it
into the tank. It holds a gallon, and that'll
be heaps to get us to Colchester.”

There was some consolation in this thought.
However, when Handfo:sth had released the
simple flv-nut whiech held the spare ean in
position, he experienced a bit of a shock. For
the can felt exceedingly light, It was not an
ordinary two-gallon can, but a special fitment,
made cxpressly for the Austin-Seven, with a
sloping base so thav it,would fix squarely on
to the wing,

“My only hat!” said Mandforth, “There
can't be more than two or three pints herel
This won’t get us to Colchester!”

“QOh, you hopeless chump!” said Church.
“Don’t you remember? You used some of

b

 the spare petrol a couple of days age, Didn't

a railway bridge extended across the road- ! you have the can filled again ¢’

L.
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“I forgot it!” said Handforth lamely.

“Well, we shall have to look out for a
garage, that's all,” said Church. *Let's
hope there's one open along this road.”

It did not take long to emipty the petrol
into the tank, and Handforth was very
silent, He knew that he was to blame., Ho
had taken it for granted that the spare can
was full, having forgotten all about the
ineident a day or two carlier, when he had
used some of the spirit.  Ho realised now
that it would have been far better if Lie had
stopped 1n DBannington to get the tanks

completely filled.
“0Oh, well, we needn’t worry.” he said, as

he climbed back into the

fortys

secat,
on. o

driving

“This car goes nearly wiles

strip of thoroughfare, the road widened out
a bit. And there, in full sight under a big
electric street standard, was a policeman!

Handforth had no thought of stopping
now. “Not that there was any garage here,

anyway, He should have turned sharp to
the right to get on to the Colchester road,
but he could not be blamed for making a
mistake. He went straight on, the road
bearing to the right, and he was now on
his way to Halstead and Sudbury,

He breathed a sigh of relief after the bend
Liad been taken, and the policemman was out
of sight.

“1 thought that bobby was going to stop
us,” said McClure. “He gave us a pretty
keen look, anvyway., What are we going to
do now, Handy? We're
practically out of the
town. There 1isn't a
garage open anyvwhere.”

“Never mind!” said
Handforth grufily. ““We'll
find one soou.”

They went down a long
slope, and then came to
a sort of garage here,
but it was all closed up.
There was nothing elso
to do but carry on, and

gallon, and it can't be more than six or
seven miles to Braintree. There’s bound to
be a garage there.”

O they went on, Church and McClure
now very wide awake., They were on

the look-out for an open gavage, for

they were filled with uneertainty and
suspense. It 1s always rather nerve-racking
to be motoring at dead of night, in a part
of the country that is somewhat off the
map, with the petrol-tank containing only a
pint or so of “juice.” One feels that the
engine 1s about to splutter out at any
moment, leaving one stranded.

The chums of Study D had no cause to
be cgeerfuj, either,  TFor, although they
passed an establishment called “The High-
land Garage,” it was closed up completely.
Even an automatic petrol pump—a shilling-
in-the-slot affair—would be uscless: neither
Handforth nor his chums had any money
on them. Getting petrol would be a difficult
iob, in any case, and it might easily lead
to some unpleasant inquirics. Handforth
was feeling pretty unhappy by the time
Braintree was reached.

And here again everything was uiterly
silent and dead. Not a garage was open—
not a soul could be seen.

They went gliding through the extra-
ordinarily narrow streets of the old Kssex
town. Just past the Central Picture Theatre
Handforth found it mnecessary to make a
quick decision. One road led straight on,
aud another turned to the left, where 1t
became narrower still, By chanece he hap-
pened to catech sight of a sign—"Col-
chester "—and he bore round to the left.
Having passed through an extremely narrow

&  hope for the best.
It was six miles to Halstcad—the next
town—and the little Austin was still hop-

ping along valiantly when Halstead
reached.

“Well, we'll get some petrol here, or Tl

krnow the 1cason why!” said Handforth

Was

| doggedly.

They went gliding down a long hill inta
the heart of the little town. DBut no lights
were showing anywhere. They went over
the railway crossing, bore round with the
road over the bridge which spanned the
River Colne, and then Handforth opened
out the engine as he saw a wide, fairly
steep hill in front of him,

This was the main thoroughfare of the
town—the High Street,

“There's a “garage—at the
Church, as he peered out.
right, Handy. Better pull up and knock
somebody up, The tank must be practically
empty by now.”

Handforth came to the same decision.

“Yes, rather,” he agreed. *“Of course, I
know this place now! We've been here
before. Travers' home—Stapleton Towers—
is only about a mile away.”

He was about to pull in necar the garage
at the top of the hill when he suddenly
caught his breath in and accelerated. The
garage was all black and quiet, and there,
standing in the roadway at the top of the
hill, was a policeman.

“Wo can't escape 'em!” muttered Hand
forth hopelessly,

He daren’t stop outside the garage, or the
policeman would certainly come up and offer
to help. And what the policeman would

top!™ said
“Over to the
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say when he found three schoolboys in the
car, clad only in pyjamas, was diflicult to
imagine, It would be a most mmpossible to
fool the constable with those blankets and
with that overcoat. In all probability he
would ask to see Handforth's hicence,

" Handforth trod ) :
He swung round at the top of the hill, and
shot off to the left, along North Street.

“This is the wrong way, fathead!” said
Church.  *You're going away from Col-

chester now.”

"I know it!” replied Handforth, glanc-
g round., ““This 1s the Hedingham road.
Travers lives along this way—only about a
mile off, I've got a wheeze! We'll go 1o his
place, knock ‘I'ravers up, and get him 1o let
us have some juice,”

“We'll never get there,”
“Still, 1t's not a bad idea.
ing that bobby, anyway.”

They were soon out of the iittle town, and
on the undunlating country road. Handforth
remembered the route well, and after a
while he turned sharply to the right, up a
\-er?: narrow rural lane. The engine was still
pulling strongly, but he knew that there
could now only be a very small supply of
petrol Teft. At any mwinute the engine might
splutter ont, '

“By  George!” Handforth
ahruptly,

Some®way ahead, he had canght a gleam
¢t white light. Another car was approach-
isg ! In a moment, Handforth’s mmd was
imade up. He would beg some petrol from
this other motorist! Better to be on the
safe side--and he could easily trot ont some
plausible execuse.

He noted that the road was partieularly
uwarrow just here,
to a standstill right in the centre of the
fauirway, slewing it across somewhat, o that
1o other car could get past. At the same
time, the headlights of the approaching
vehicle came into sight round a bend. Hand-
forth switched his own lights on and off
several times, as a sort of signal.

“What's the idea”” asked Church, staring.

" Another car!” replied Handforth calmly.
“We'll have some juice now, my lads!”

There came a loud blare of an electric

«qdid MceClure.
Better than risk-

claculated

horn. The approaching car seemed, for a
moment, as though it would crash into
Handforth's, but in the nick of time the

driver pulled it to a standstill. e liad been
coming along at a smart pace, and only at
the last woment did he realise that he could
not clear the obstruetion in the roadway.
“Hallo! Another Austin grinned
Handforth., “Good egg!”
The other ear—which was indeed a Baby

122

S(.‘ vern .

Austin—stood there, its cngine throhbing

quietly. A man’s head was thrust out.
“Hi!” he bellowed. “Get out of the

road ! What d'you think you're doing,

anyway ? Let me pass!”
Handforth climbed out, pulling his ancient
overcoat tightly about him.

byou'd stop.

on the accelerator—hard. }

He pulled the litile car

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“Sorry, -ir,” he =:aid, approaching tuw
other car. " We've practically run out of
juice, and I wanted to make certain that
Can you let us have——"

“No, I can't!” said the driver ¢f the
other Austin, his voice sharp and angry.
“I haven't any spare petrol!  I'm m a
burry, too! Get out of my way!”

There was something strangely
in his tone—aulmost an alarmed note,

Indeed, if Handforth had been less sur-
prised at the other’s tone, he might bave
detceted an absolutely scared light n the
niat & Pyes,

ctrained

CHAPTER 7.
St. Frank's in Colchester!

J1E stranger waved an excited arm.
“'Get that car out of the road!” he

went on harshly, “I tell you I've
got no petrol!” y

“But there's a spare can on your wing!”’
said Handforth, pointing to it.

“It's empty!” snapped the other, with a
kind of gulp.

There seemed to be no reason for lus anger
~—and less reason for his dire alarm. Hand-
forth & Co.—all three of them-—took it for
granted that the man was unwilling to oblige
them with any petrol. They did net believe
that the spare can was empty. The
stranger’'s exwraordinary eagerness to pro-
claim 1t empty =ecmed to hint that this was
not the truth.

“Oh, I say, look here!”
forth.

protested Hand-
“We're in an awful mess, you know.
We haven’t got amy money on us, and I
haven’'t even brought my licence. There
was a bit of trouble when we started. We're
only in our pyjamas, and it's a very urgent
case.”’

“T can't Lelp your troubles!” said the
other, ¢limbing out of the car and looking
quite threatening. “If you don't move this
car out of the way I'll move it for you.
Understand? I'm in a hurry. Ming's an
wrgent case, too!  Confound your infernal
impudence !’

He looked positively dangerouse as he ad-
vanced on Handfﬂrlll,r. But the leader of
Study I did' not shift lus ground. e was
becoming indignant.

“Well, that’s a fine sort of help to give a
stranded motorist!” he said warmly. " Let's
make eure about your spare ean, anyway.
It won't take two minutes to get it off ——"

“I tell you the can :s empty!” chouted
the other furiously. “Don’t vou think I
know? Ive got no spare petrol! And I
haven’'t enough in the tank for my own
journey. So get out of the way!”

He was a thin, emallish man, well-dressed,
but very unpleasant. His {features were
sharp and ugly, and his eyes were shifty.
His acute alarm seemed to he wearing off

as he satisfied himeelf that theee three people

were only schoolboys. It almost seemed that
he had been expecting them to be something
elee,
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Handforth argued in vain. And while he
was arguing Church and McClure had got
oiit of the car. It was Church who noticed
that the stranger’s spare petrol can was
identical with the one on Handforth's own
“'llig.

It was a standard fitment—not supplied by
the car company, Wut by a big accessory
firrn. Hundreds of Austin Sevens were fitted
with that particular type of spare petrol can,

Church suddenly had an idea. He. was
feeling as indignant as Handforth, for he
was convinced that the stranger’s spare can
was full.  Anyhow, 1t was a matter that
could soon be tested, While the other
motorist’s back was turned—while he was
arguing with Handforth—Chureli quickly
loosened the fly-nut, and took the can off.

“I knew it!” he muttered, glancing at
McClure. “It's full!”

“Good cgg!"” said Maec.
him anything! Let's change 'em!”

““My hat! That's a good idea!”
Church., “I hadn’t thought of it!”

1t onlv took them a couple of moments to
rolease Handforth's empty can, and to fasten
it on the wing of the other Austin Seven.
That change was effected in a very few
moments. The etranger knew nothing of it
—even Handforth knew nothing of it,

“I've never known such a piecce of im-
pertinence in all my life!” the stranger was
shouting. “D'you think I'm going to be
delaved here by you young fools? I tell
vou there's no petrol in my can. Are yvou
going to shift this car, boy, or shall I shift
it for you? I'm not in the mood to stand
any more nonsense! I'm in a hurry!”

“We'll pay vou for your old petrol!”
Handforth. “We don’'t need much——"

The stranger muttercd something, and laid
hands upon Handforth's precious Austin,

“Here, let go of that!” shouted Handforth.
“I'll move it, you rotter! Blow you—and
vour petrol, too! We can get on without
vou!l"”

He jumped into the” driving-seat, pressed

“No need to tell

grinned

said

the eleetric starter, and a moment later
liec had shifted the car to the side of the
road. The stranger leapt into his own liitle

“bus,” and was soon humming away. - In-
deed, hiz departure had been positively pre-
cipitute,

“Queer sort of bird!” said Handiorth,
frowning, “Anybody might have thought
hie was scared. Too mean to give us a
couple of pints of juice!”

“Cheer up, Handy,” grinned Church. “IJ
think vou must have been mistaken about
vour spare can, It's full!”

“Don't try to be fuony!”
sternly.

“All right; feel this!”

The spave can was quickly removed, and
Handforth took it in bewilderment. It was
certainly full now.

“But—but I emptied it!" said HHand{orth,

bewildered.
“WNot this one!"” chuckled Chureh., " That
rolter was so unpleasant that we thought
Ve changed the cans while

said Handforth

wo'd diddlie Inm.

Fwas pouring ouf,
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vou were having your little argument. They
were both exactly the same.”

“Well, I'in blessed!” said Handforih, with
mingled pleasure and disapproval. “1 saxv!
Wasn't that a bit thick, though? 1 mean,
after all, the man had a perfect right to re-
fuse us. It was his petrol, when you como
to think of it.”

Church and MecClure stared.

“Well, there's gratitude!” said Church in-
dignantly. “We've got vou out of a mess,
and-—"

“Yes, I know that,” interrupted Hand-
forth. “But we oughin't to have pinched
that rotter’s petrol! It wasn’t honest!”

McClure grinned.

“He deserved to have his petrol boned,”
‘he said. *“In any case, Handy, vou can rest
vour conscience. I thought that we ought
to pay for the petrol, so I shoved my rug
into the back of that fellow's car. It's
worth ten times the price of that gallon of
petrol.”

Handforth's face cleared.

“That was a pretty brainy
vours,” he said approvingly. **Never mind
the cost. It was worth 1t to us—to be out
of this bother. Anvhow, that man can’t say
that we were dishonest.”

It was perfectly true that the stranger had
received by far the better value., The rug
was nearly a new one, and was worth anv-
thing up to a pound or twenty-five shillings,
Dut, as Handforth had said, the exchange
was worth while. For, with thiz gallon of
petrol, the troubles of the schoolboy motor-
1st3 were over,

Handiorth quickly emptied the petrol into
his tank. Something scemed to rattle in
that spare can as the last of the “juice”
but Handforth took no

wheezo of

notice. If he thought anything at all, he
thought that there were some loosc bits
of metal in the can—perhaps a nut or a

bolt had got in there by mistake,

“We shan't need to bother Travers now,”
he said complacently, as he fixed the can
o the wing. “We can go straight to Col-
chester, Iop in, vou chaps.”

Church and MecClure shared one blanket
now—and they didu't mind,  Colchester
wasn't very far off, and they were glad
erough to be within sight of the end of
their night journcy,

It was just beginning to get daylight, too,
and the three juniors felt that life was rather
good. |

There was no further trouble, and, having
gone through Halstead again, Handforth
soon found the correct road for Colchester—
through Earls Colne and Lexden,

Tt was a wise decision on his part to go
straight to Colchester Station, and rnot to
bother- Vivian Travers. It wonld have been
all right if Travers himself was the only one
affected. DBut Travers' people might not
have been too pleased at the arrival of
three junior schoolboys in the small hours
of the morning, clad only in pyvjamas, scek-
| ing a supply of petrol. In all probability




Whizzing up alongside the
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gerous thing to do, but Travers revelled in dan
g Austin, he took his hands from the handlebars

It was a dan
swiftly-movin

sell through the air into the vehicle.
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landforth & Co. would have been kept there,
and that would not have suited them at all,
When Colchester was reached the daylight
was practically full, and the three juniors
were beginning to get a bit worried again.
"1 say, we shall be in a mess if the train
“hasn't arrived,” said Church.

“Just what I was thinking,” agreed Hand- {

forth. My only hat! We can't show our-
selves like this—in pyjamas! I’'m not so
bad with this overcoat, but you fellows will
got yourselves locked up!”

“We shall have to stick in the car,” said
MoClure. *“A pity we couldn’t get here in
the dark.”

“We should have done i1t easily if Handy
had taken the right road from Chelinsford,”
said Church, with a sniff.

At the corner of the High Street Hand-
forth ventured to ask an carly pedestrian
which was the way to the station. He was
told, and a few moments later the little car
hummed down North Hill and was soen
at. Colchester’s main station,

[iistead of driving straight up to the chief
booking-oflice, Handforth drove round to the
goods vard., His eves gleamed with
catisfaction as he beheld in a siding
a long line of duo-tone blue coaches,
looking extremely smart and at-
tractive in the carly morning light.

“She's here, you chaps!” said
Handforth gleefully.” “Bv George!
Thi« is topping! Why, if we're
lucky we ecan get into the train and
be 1n our beds without anybody
knuowing that we’'ve ever been out!”

But this optimism was certainly
nnjustified. And so.it soon proved.
Handferth managed to «drive his
little car almost up té& the train,
which could not have been in for
leng, for an engine was just shunt-
ing away, and there were one or
two oflicials standing about. He
had hardly climbed out of the little car, how-
ever, when his heart nearly stood still,

Nelson Lee had just emerged from the School:

Train, and he was gazing hard at the Austin
Seven,

“That’s
blankly.

Nelson Lee approached, and he was look-
ing very stern,

“Oh!” he said. “8o, IHandforth, you have
turned up! I presume that Church and

ALl

MecClure are in the car?
“Yes sir.”

“Clad 1n your pyjamas, I see,” went on
Nelson Lee. “Upon my word, what an extra-
ordinary boy you are, Handforth!. Do you
mean to tell me that you took your car out
from St. Frank’s and drove straight here
without telling anybody "

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth. “I—I thought
it better, you know, sir, There wasn’t any
need to bother the Head.”

done it!" muttered Ilandforth
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“You had better get into bed—all three of
you,” said Lee. “I’ll see that your car is
taken to a garage, and you’'ll have to make
some arrangement. about it later on. I shall
| decide upon your punishment for this
escapade during the course of the day. Get
as much sleep as you gan now.”

“I say, sir, you're not going to punish us,
are you?” asked Handforth protestingly.
“We've had all the punishment we need,
haven’t we? I mean, we've lost some sleep,
and we’ve had a pretty anxious time.”

“1'll see,” interrupted Nelson Lee dryly.

' “You had no right to leave your dormitory

-

It was a dangerous thing to do, but Travers rev
swiftly-moving Austin, he took his hands from {
sell thro

and to lock yourselves in that bath-room, and
you had still less right to fall out of the
train.” *

“But that was an accident, sir,” said Hand-
forth, “I was only leaning out to see g

“Yes, yes—cexactly!” saild Nelson Lee.
“Come along, von others,” he added, turning
and addressing Church and MecClure, who
were inside the ear. “Get into the train as
quickly as vou can. It is a lucky thing that
'only a few people are about.”
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Nelson Lee was inwardly amused at Hand- | of the most valuable,

forth & Co.'s “stunt.” He was also relieved
1o find them on the spot. There would be no
need to make a fuss over the affair.

So five minutes later Handforth & Co. were
back in their beds in the Remove dormitory
on the train. And none of the other fellows
knew anything about their coming.

OMIZ little time later an Austin Seven,
S dusty from a long journey, turned into
a private 1
London,

garage in Tottenham,

It was the garage of a small,

villa of the modern

semt-detached

type. |
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You wait until you sce
it all, Baxter.” .

Mr. I'rederick Reed spoke in a very scit-
satisfied voice., The other man, Baxter, was
somewhat plump—a genial, jovial-looking
man, Yet a close observer might bave
noticed that his lips were thin, and lLis eyes
were set too closely together.

“Well, Fred, vou said you were going to
make a suecess of this rural job,” remarked
Baxter. *“ That’s the best of being friendly
with these maidservants. Did she hkelp all
right ?”

“Yes; but she didn’t know she was help-
ing,  replied Mr, Reed smoothly. “I fooled
her beautifully, old man. 1I'll tell you all
about it #fterwards. Let’s get indoors. I'm
hungry, and I need a drink, too. Had a bit
of a scare just after I'd left the place. 1]
tell you about that, too.”
~He went round to the other side of 1l
little Austin, and commenced unserewing tie
fastening of the spare petrol can.

“What's the 1dea?” asked Baxter.
“You needn’t do that now, Where's
the stuff 77

“In here!

" grimfed Reod.

stunts such as this. Whizzing up alongside the
oped the side of the car, and then swung hime
he vehicle,

Before the driver of that little Austin could
close the garage doors, another man appeared
from the house.

“You're late,
anxiously.

“Yes, about an hour,” said the man who
had just arrived. ‘It was a bit more tricky
than I expected. Still, the job was a success.”

“You cleared the stuff ?"
“I didn’ touch any of the big things,”

IFred!” the latter said

replicd Fred complacently, “but 1 got hold

“In that can—in the petrol?”
“Why not? Pretty -afe place,
wasn't 1t?” asked Reed, as he

finished unscrewing the nut.. I

thought it would be preity safe
o Why, what o

He broke off and swore vioiently.

IFor now thalt he had the petrol can
- free, he could feel that it was
empty. He shook it frantically, but
no sound came to his ears except a faint
splash of a few drops of petrol.

“Gone!” he gasped, dumbfpunded.
stuftf’s gone, Baxter!"

The other man was looking very startled.

“Gone?"” he repeated. “But I don't under-

“The

stand! What do you mean? What's
happened 7"
“I don't know!” panted Reed. "1 pus

everything in this can—right in the petrol!
It couldn’t have leaked out—"

He brole off, unserewed the top of the
can, and shook it madly. Nothing came out
except a few drops of petrol.

“Those boys!” muttered Mr. Frederick
Reed suddenly. “Those infernal schoolboys!
There’s nothing else to think, Baxter! By
thunder! They must have changed the cans
without. my knowing it! And they've gol
everything—diamonds—pearls—all the whole

lot of stuff!”
C Tommy Watson, turning over in bed
and stretching himself. “Rats! It’a
only the first bell, anyhow.”
He turned over to go to sleep again, but a
hand grabbed his shoulder,

CHAPTER 8.
The Man in the Castle Grounds!

LANG-CLANG ! :
“Hallo! Rising bell!” mumbled
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“Get up, fathead!” said Nipper cheerily.
“We'ro in Colchester!”

Watson sat up like a Jack-in-the-box.

“Great Scott! I'd forgotten,”™ he said,
staring about him., “I thought we were in
tho old dormitory at St. Frank’s. And we're
on the School Train.”

All the sleep left him, and he was soon
dressing. Up and down the long Junior
Sleeping Car the other fellows were rapidly
getting into their clothing. They wanted to
be out-—to have a look at their new sur-

rovndings,
“Wonder how Handforth & Co. are getting
on?” snid Nipper, with a chuckle. .

“They don’t scem to have heard the rising
bell,” said Boots of the Fourth,
“No,” said Nipper dryly.
very surprising, '

St. Frank's.”

“At St. Frank's!”

“Didn’t you know ?"” said Nipper. “Handy,
like a fathead, fell out of the train last night
just as we wera starting away from Bellton.
Church and MeClure tried to get him bacl,
and all three of them were left behind.”

“Ha, ha. hat”

“Just like IHandy!” said Bob Christine,
“Never knew such a blunderer, It’ll serve
him jolly well right if he's barred from the
tour.”

“Let's hope he is,” grinned Reggie Pitt—
although actually, of course, he ﬁ{mped no
such thing. “Life will be singularly quiet
and peaceful and orderly. Yet, on the other
hand, 1t'll be a bit dull without our human
voleano.”

A loud yawn sounded up and down the
dormitory ecar, to be instantly followed by a
kind of yelp.

“Hi!" came a sleepy voice.
fists to vourself, fathead!”

“Sorry! I forgot you wcre in bed with
me,

“Oh, it's you, Mae!” eame Churel’s voice,
“I thought it was Ilandy. 1 heard him
vawning—""

“Well, I'm jiggered !” said Nipper, striding
along and looking into the two berths,
“They’re here, you chaps!”

“0Of course we're here!” said Handforth,
.n.iﬂ'ir;lp; up. “Where did you cxpect to find
us?

“Bus Nipper says you were lefi behind lasl
night !” said Bob Christine.

“By George! So we were!" agreed Hand-
forth. with a start, “I'd forgotteu!”

“How the dickens could you forget a thing
like that?” demanded Gresham, “And il

b i S e o e SR S ¢
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vou were left behind, how did you get here?”

““Oh, that's easy,” replied Edward Oswald,
“We came along in my Austin Seven,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Don’t you believe me?’
forth.

“Tell us another, old man!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
~ “But it's true!” hooted Handforth, glar-
Ing.
“My dear ass, you must have dream®d it !”

“Then we've all threo had the samo
dream,’ said Church. *Of course we came
along 1n Handy's Austin -Seven.”

It took them several minutes to convince
the other fellows that this was really the
truth. And when the juniors thoroughly
understood 1t, they laughed more than ever.

“Good old Handy!” chuckled WNipper.

)

roated Hand-

It was soon all over the school, and the
scniors were as greatly amused as the juniors.
Handforth found himself being talked abodit
everywhere—and he didn’t mind in the least,
For, although the fellows laughed, they
could not help congratulating Handforth on
his enterprise and determination.

Much to tho school's disgust, Colchester
was deelared out of bounds until lessons were
over for the dav. Nelson Lee was wise, of
course. But for this rule, half the fellows
would have gone into the town at once, and
lots of them vould havo been late for break-
fast and late for lessons. As Dr. Nicholis
had told the school, everything was to go on
as usual during this tour. Nothing was to be
allowed to interfere with the scliool's ordi-
nary routine, -

Still, there ‘was plenty of novelty in the
situation. The train itself was a novelty—-
and as the fellows moved about in the vici-
nity of the station, in little groups, they
were eyed with interest by the local inhabi-
tants. They didn't mind in the least. They
felt that they were celebrities.

Just before breakfast, Vivian Travers
turned up on his motor-bike. He had left
it at home after the Whitsun holidays, so it
came in handy now.

‘““Hallo, Travers,” said Handforth care-
lessly, as he walked up. *“'I nearly came to
your place in the small hours of the morn-
1ng. N

“Well, well!” said Travers. * You weren't
the burglar, by any chance, dear old
fellow 72"

“Burglar? I was going to burgle some
petrol, 1f that's what you mean,” said Hand-
forth. “I came along in my Austin, vou
know,’”” he added, with a wave of his hand,
“We got stranded ncar Halstead, and if 1
hadn't got some juice from another motorist,
[ should have knocked you up.”

““Many thanks to the other motorist,” said
Travers. “One disturbance during the night
was quite suflicient. For the love of Samson!
Life would indeed have been cruel if you had
inflicted yourself upon us, too.”

“1f vou're trving to be funny-——m

“Not at all,” saitd Travers urbanelv.
“Well, 1 must say the School Train looks
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first class. Tt's fame is spreading. The whole
town 1s talking about it. I believe some of
the worthy inhabitants think that it’s a kind
of travelling circus, and they are expecting
us to perform in due course,”

“*They’ll have to wait until Handy gets
fairly going.” chuckled Nipper. “How's
everything, Travers? Wedding go off all
right 7"

“Iirst rate,” said Travers, nodding. “ The
only slight detail that somewhat marred the
proceedings were the burglary last night.
Half the wedding presents were nabbed.”

*“Oh, cheese it!"” said Gresham.

“Fact, I assure you,” declared Travers.
“We've got the police there, and all sorts
of people dodging about. 1 thought I'd
come off early, to get out of it. 1 hate ex-
citement of that kind.” )

“Are you really in earnest?” asked Nipper

curiously,
- “"Honour bright, dear old fellow,” said
Travers., “ Burglars—or, at least, a burglar
—broke in last night. Cleared off a whole
pile of stuff, including bags of jewellery from
the guests. A regular haul. When it was
discovered this morning, the pater sent out
a frantic S O S for the police, and the mater
sent out an even more frantic S O 8 for the
doctor. T left them grappling with the great
problem.”

T'ravers treated 1t very hightly—so hghtly.
in fact, that Handforth & Co. never thought
of connecting the man in the Austin Seven
with the burglacy at Stapleton Towers. Lots
of fellows, indeed, believed that Travers was
jnst ﬂ?onﬁng, and the story of the burglary
scarcely had any attention.

Under normal ceonditions, perhaps, thero
might have been some talk, but the Schooi
Train was keeping everybody fully occupied.

Breakfast, for example, was quite an excit-
ing meal.  The juniors, at least, voled that
feeding on the train was a lot better than
feeding at St. Frank’s,

Many fellows feared that there would be
a lot of erushing and confusion. But this
was not so. The train was a complete, seli-
contained travelling school, and there was
accommodation for all—with plenty of space
to spare. Even in the study coaches there
was very little pushing or shoving. Now and
again, perhaps, two or three juniors would
get jammed together ih the narrow corridor,
but nobody seemed to mind. They were
lucky enough to have studies, in any casec,

Fyven the Third-Formers were allowed the

same privileges as the others—much to the |

disgust and indignation of the Fifth and
Sixth. Willy Handforth and his fellow fags
were in proud possession of two combined
coaches. One coach, for instance, was
divided into two sections especially for the
Third—half of it being a dining-saloon, and
the other half a class-room. In just the
same way, the Third’s other coach was halfl
dormitory, with a kind of Common-room
next to it, and the remainder of the coach

was given over to the guard’s compartment, *[

and luggage space,
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a bore for everybody on the School

TI'rain. KEven the seniors were rather

difticult to handle, for everybody was
restless and inattentive. The Removites and
the Fourth-Formers came in for some of Mr.
Horace Pyeraft’s choicest ill-temper, and it
was only by minding their p’s and q's very
carcfully that they were spared from deten-
tion. Mr. Pyeraft was not the kind of man
to make any allowance whatsoever, Indecd,
he was only too eager to jump on the fellows
at the flimsiest excuse., .

Everything went on as usual, Morning
lessons —— reercation — luncheon - afternoon
lessons. Then, when the school was releascid,
the real day began. 7

Nobody bothered about stopping at the
School Train for tea. This was the first real
day of the tour, and it had to be adequately
celebrated. So juniors and seniors erowded
into Colchester, to have a look round the ald
town. :

Tea, of course, was the first consideration.
Joselyne's Restaurant and Wright's Restau-
rant were well patronised by the seniors.
The juniors were more or less crowded oul,
and they were content to patronise 1he
smaller establishments.

But tea, after all, was of less imporiance
than kaving a good look round. Colchester
1s a very wonderful old place--indecd, the
oldest recorded town in Great Britain—with
nipeteen centuries of history !

Colchester was important at the very dawn
of the Christian era. Iven to-day it boasts
of the largest Norman Castle Keep in the
country. Nowadays, this Keep is a muscum,
and lots of the St. Frank’s fellows decided
fo have a look at the museum at the earliest
opportunity,

Large scctions of the Roman wall, which
was originally ten feet thick and abont
thirty feet high, still remain—after almost
nineteen centuries of battlo and storm. fn-
deed, on the erest of Balkerne Hill the base
ogthe massive towers of the Balcon Gate stiil
remain for all to see. -

One can ecasily imagine the great impor-
tance of this Kast Anglian town, from ils
selection as the site of the great temple
which was built to commemorate the
Claudian Conquest of Britain, at about the
year A.D. 44. And in the year A.D. 62 the
British forees, under Boadicea, stormed the
defences and captured the temple after a
two days’ siege. - Then, later, Colchester was
re-conquered by the powerful Roman foree,
and its massive walls were built by the
victors. -

Quite a number of the fellows were -
terested in these historic details. Others,
more completely modern, were much more
interested in the moving pictures at the Hip-
podrome, or the Kmpire, or the Headgate
Picture Theatre. Others were anxious fo
know what was on at the Playhouse—Col.
chester’s splendid new theatre.

“'[‘]my’rc giving a L\\'{fzt‘,‘—nig‘hﬂy show this
week, I believe,” said Handforth con-

LEHSONS, that hfry, were very miich of
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tentedly. “If the Playvhouse isn't out of
bounds—and T don’t see why it should be—
wo ought to be able to manage the first house
pll right. Plenty of time to get back for
calling-over, if we leave a bit before the
finish., Besides, we might be able to get
special passes.”

“Oh, well, it doesn't start until half-past
six,” said Nipper. “Let's go to the
museun,”’

“What about a visit to the Albert Hall
and Art Gallerv?” asked Tommy Watson,
“There ought to be something interesting
to see there.”

“Wo don’'t want to be stuffed up 1n any
riddy art gallery on a fine evening like this,”
sald Handforth. “I vote we have a look at
the castle.”

O Colchester Castle was visited, not
S merely by Handforth & Co., but by
dozens of the fcllows, They were
all enchanted by that visit. The
castle itself covers more than an acre of
ground—and meusures a hundred and forty
fect east and west by a hundred and two feet
north and south. Some believe that it is
a Roman building, and others are just as
certain that it is Norman, built with Roman
materials, and probably standing on the site
of the Temple Claudius, or perhaps on that
of tho old Roman Forum,

BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY
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This last suggestion is probably the most
reasonable, for there can be no doubt that
the materials are Roman., Yet the style
of the gateway and the fireplaces and the
other details are truly Norman. Compara-
tively speaking, traces of the Roman founda-
tions of an carlicr building have been dis-
covered, .

It is believed that the Castle was built
by Eudo Dapifer, in about the ycar 1078.
In some ways, the ground plan 18 sgimilar
to that of the White Tower of London, and
some people believe that it was designed by
the same architect—Bishop (undulf,

“Well, it's all jolly interesting,” eaid
Handforth, as he and hiz chums strolled
in the Castle park—a charming, well-laid-out
pleasure ground. “What about a visit to
the Muscum now ?”

“Why not leave it until to-morrow,
Handy ¥ suggested Church. * Exploring is
all very well, but one iz apt to get a Dbit
fed up with it. I vote we go and sce some
pictures.”

“Bother the pictures!” said Handforth,
“Weo can see pictures any old tune. Now
that we're visiting all these towns, we can't
do better than add to our store of know-
ledge.”

Church and MeClue grunted. If they had
suggested further exploring, Handforth would
probably have scofted at themn and voted
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for the pictures.
fellow.

However, somcthing else was destined to
happen _]l.lSt. then—something very unex-
pected, and, in a way, very thrilling.

He was a perverse sort of

CHAPTER 9.
Nothing Doing!
! LTHOUGH Handforth & Co. did not

know it, a great deal of interest had
been taken in their movements by
two men who were now discreetly
hidden behind some friendly bushes, In a

word, Mr. Frederick Reed and Mr. Daxter
were on the track.

“Don’t make any mistake, Baxter,” Reed
was saying. “They are the kids, and I

don’t tth ,you rau do better than approach
them now.’

“ But how can I?” asked Reed’s stout com-
panion. “What can I say? How am I sup-
posed to know that theae boys own an Austin
Scven car? Hang it, we've got to be careful,
Fred!”

Mr, Reed frowned.

“I know that; but the thing’s getting on
my nerves,” he said. " Unless- we do some-
thing drastic, how do you suppose we can
ever get hold of the stuff? I was hoping

(hat these boys would get their car out of }

Then it wouldn’t be necessary
to approach them at all. But we don’t know
where the garage 15, or anything. We've
simply got to get at the boys themselves.”

Reed and Baxter had been in Colchester
ncarly all day. Naturally, they had read
about the School Train in the papers, and
it had not taken Mr. Reed long to put two
and two together. He quickly came to the
conclusion that those three schoolboys of the
Austin Seven were attached to the I'rain.
All day he had been afraid that some sen-
sational news would be published., He was
prepared for the shock of learning that Hand-
forth had discovered the jewellery in that
petrol can. In euch an event, the school-
masters were bound to find out—and then
the police would know-—and the newspapers
would publish the story without delay.

But nothing like tlus had happened.

There was a report in the papers about the
burglary at Stapleton Towers. No real
clues had been discovered, however, and My,
Reed was feeling quite safe. He knew ihat
he had covered up his tracks well. And it
was now becoming evident that the three
schoolboys had mnot yet discovered the
presence of the stolen property in that bor
rowad petrol can.

Yet 1t was ncecessary to
cautiously,

One word to these boys about the petrol ean
—any anxiety to acquire it—might lead to
dieaster. For 1t was likely that the boys
would become suspicious. They would put
two and two together, and they would cer-
tainly refuse to part with the petrol can.
Mr. Reed believed in being on the safe side,
and he had resolved upon another scheme.

the garage.

go very, very

o ol

ANDFORTH & CO. were ]nt about
to leave the Castle park when they
were cheerily accosted by a big.

jovial-looking man who was all
smiles.
“Ah! T believe you're the young fellows
I want!” said the stranger boisterusty.

“Ierﬂn’t one of you own an Austin Seven
car?’

Handforth looked at Mr. Baxter anxiously.

“Yes,” he replied. "It’s mine. What
about it? Mr. Lee told me he had put it
i a garage. Is anything wrong with it?"

Mr. Baxter was gratified at this quick suc-
COSS,

**No, no, of course not,” he replicd.
“Only 1t lm.ppmn that Im in want of an
Austin Seven just now. And as you boys
are on this School Train, and as you haven't
much opportunity of using a car, I thought
[_}Llhitjfh you might be willing to take an
offer.”

“Oh!” said Handforth,

He regarded the stranger with greater in-
terest. Baxter, for his part; had adopted a
care-free attitude. By attempting to acquire
the whole car—naturally, petrol can included
~-there was not much chance of Handforth
becoming suUsplcious.,

‘Yes,” said the stranger genially. *“ Ny
name's Baxter—Walter Baxter, of Bayswater.
I do a pretty big business in used Austin
Sevens. A good little car—always salcable,
It you're ugtumbh, to a deal—"

“I’'m not interrupted Handfeorth. * Sorry,
and all that, Mr. Baxter, but I don’t want
to sell.”

“Well, of course, that all depends upon
the offer,” emiled Mr. Baxter. “I happcned
to sce your little ear in the garage this
afternoon, and I was told that it belonged to
a schoolboy, It oceurred to me that you
might not want it now——""

“But I do want it,” said Handforth. I
Jcouldn’t sell it ﬂ.ﬂj’hﬂ‘-h It was a pregent,
My aunt gave it to me, and if I sold it zhe
would be horribly offended. People don't
give presents away—or sell them, either.”

“Not usually, perhaps,” agreced My,
Baxter smoothly. ‘““But a ecar is different,
One cannot always keep a car. Wouldn't you
rather have a newer model, my boy? There
are some very smart sports models out now,
you know. Somecthing special-—something
showy. That’s what vou need.”

“Do 17’ asked Handforth.

“Of course you do,” said Mr.- Baxter.
“Anyhow, T'll give you seventy-five lmnnm
—solid casb—for your Austin Seven. As I've

told you, I’'m an agent, and I know zome-
thing about these little buses—-

“Seventy-five quid!” broke in Hundi’uath
“Not likely., That car cost one hundred and
twenty-five pounds——"

“Yes, I klmw, but it's sceond-hand,” sad
Mr. Baxter. “Seventy-five pounds 13 a very
fair offer—a very gencrous offer. Stiil, as
I'm keen on getting it—as a matter of fact
I've got a customer waiting for cmr-—-T don’t
mind gomg (o a hundred pounds.”
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Church and McClure looked at Handforth
interestedly, They wondered what he would
say to this, A hundred pounds was indecd &
remarkably fine offer. For the life of them,
they could not understand why Mr. Baxter—
a (%f:aler—-was suggesting such an extraordi-
nary price. The car was certainly not worth

it.
hundred quid said Handforth,

Il‘-ri
staring. “] say, this isn't some joke, I
“Does

suppose 7"
“Joke?” repeated the big man,

this look as if I'm joking?” Ho produced a
pocket-book, and flashed large numbers of
fivers. “No!” he eaid. “Therc’'s no joke
about it, young man. I particularly want
your car, and I'm ready to pay for it. If I
pay vou a hundred pounds, I shall lose on
the deal—but I'm particularly anxious not
to disappoint this customer of mine, He's a
good man, and I think there's a big deal
to come later, 8o it'll be worth my while.”

Anybody else, perhaps, would have jumped
at that offer. But Mr. Baxter did not know
his man. Handforth was different,

“If it's worth a hundred quid to vou, it's
worth a hundred quid to me,” he said dog-
gedly, “Sorry, Mr. Baxter, but there's
rothing doing. I'm not selling.”

“You're very foolish,” said the other,
“A hundred pounds 18 a ridiculous price for
vour car. You'll never get another chance
like this. I'm ready to pay you now—on

the spot. You can deliver the car up to
me after you've got the money. That's fair
enough, 11n't 1£?"

Handforth compressed his lips.

“No!” he said finally. *“My car stays in
the Northern Garage.”

“You'd better think it over—

“I've thought it over already,” said Hand-
forth., “There's not going to be any esale.
Sorry, but I've made up my mind.”

Mr. ‘Baxter shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” he said., “You're very
foolish. I've told you why I want this car
of vours——"

“And T'm jiggered if I can understand it!”
said Handforth. “There ate plenty of others
about. I've seen ’em marked up for forty-
five or fifty quid. What's the idea of offer-
ing me a hundred? It looks fishy to me.”

“Fishy!” roared Mr. DBaxter, inwardly
alarmed, but outwardly affecting an air of
indignation.

“We don't want to argue,” said Handforth
coldly, “Come on, you chaps, Let's be
roing.”

He turned away; and Mr. Walter Baxter
bit his lip, and strode off in the other
direction. He knew that he had failed.
and that it would be sheer folly to increase
his offer. He rejoined Reed, and there was
nothing jovial about his expression now.

L

The two men were well hidden from the
schoolboys.

“Well ?" asked Reed eagerly.

“Nothing doing,” grunted Baxter. “The

voung foel got suspicious,”
£ 1""[tut ?ll

ik

l
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“Oh, not in that way!” muttered Baxter,
“He scemed to think there was something
fishy about it. I don't wonder, really, be-
cause no sane man would offer & hundred
pounds for a sccond-hand chummy Austin
Scven. Anyhow, the young idiot wouldn’t
listen to me."”

“You must have gone to work in the wrong
way,” said Reced harshly, “You were too
blunt, I expect. You ought to have been
diplomatiec—"

“I put it to him as plausibly as I could,”
said Baxter, glaring. “Anyhow, it's clear
enough that the boys didn't know anything
about that stuff in the spare petrol can. If
they had known anything they would have
given themselves away in no time., I was
watching them pretty closely, I can tell you.”

“That’'s a relief,” said Mr, Reed, frown-

ing. “But what are we going to do?
How're we gnini: to get hold of the car? If
the boy won't sell, and if—"

“He let out where it's garaged, anyhow,"”
said Baxter with satisfaction. “It's in the
Northern Garage—wherever that happens to
be. We ought to be able to locate the place
easily enough.”

“We'll go there at once,” said Reed keenly.
“It'll probably bo down North Street some-
where—towards the station. That's where
the hoy would keep the car.”

“But what do you mean to do?" asked
Baxter, staring,

“Take the car, of course!” snapped the
other. “What else? Wo can’t afford to take
any chances now. We can easily fool the
garage people—say $hat we'ro schoolmasters,
or something.” Anyhow, we'll get out with
that car, and by the time the boy discovers
his loss we'll be half-way to London. W
don't need tho car. Wo can abanden it.
Onee we've emptied that petrol can we shall
be all right.” |

And they went off without any further

discussion.
“Woell, it looks a bit squiffy, 1

“T
suppose,” admitted Charch. “Your

car isn't worth fifty pounds—let alone a
hundred.”

“Not worth fifty ?” said Handforth, staring.
“You silly ass! I wounldn't sell her——"

““No, no. of course not,” agreed Church
hastily, “But according to the market price,
Handy, a hundred quid is a ridiculous figure.
I'm pretty certain that that man was a wrong
'un. I didn’t like the look in his eyes.”

“He scemed all right to me,” said MeClure,

“He was too jolly eareless and jovial,” said
Handforth. “And the way he flashed that
money, too, was fishy, Offered to pay me on
the spot—even before he had a good look at
the car.”

“Yes, that was suspicious,” said Church.

“I'll bet that money was counterfeit,” went
on Handforth. “I dare say the man is a
giddy forger. 'This is one of his wheezes for
getting his dud money into circulation. e

HEY ecan’t fool me,” said Handforth
firmly,
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Whiz ! Crash !
Handforth on the side of the head.
clatter.

goes about buying people's cars, and pays)
them with squiffy bank-notes,”

In any other circumstances Church and
McClure would have scoffed at this sug-
gestion, but for once it seemed to them that
Handforth was not so outrageously off the
mark.

“1t was a bit unwise of you to give him the
name of the garage where the car 1s kept,”
said McClure, shaking his head. “If the man
1s a wrong 'un, he might go there and——"

“By George!” broke in Handforth. “Did
I give hin the name of the garage?”

“Of course you did.”

“Then we'd better go there and make sure
that everything’s all right,” interrupted
Handforth anxiously. * It may be a wheeze,
rou know! I'll bet those men are motor-car

andits! ‘That's it! They’re members of a
gung—" |
“Just now they were forgers!” said |
McClure tartly, 'r
“1 was wrong!” ejaculated MHandforth,

flushed and excited. “They’re not forgers at
all—they're motor bandirs.”
“But there was only onel”

“Ho was just the decoy,” said Handforth

keenly. “Come on! Where can we get a

A chunk of coal hurtled through the open window of the compartment and siruek
He swayed dizzily, while the petrol can fell to the floor with &

'bus?  We shall have to hurry like the
dickens.”

They hastened into the High Street, and,
as luck would have it, no 'bus happened to
come along. There are no longer any tram-
but there 1s

cars in Uolchester, a voery
splendid service of municipal "buses, to sa
nothing of many privately owned ‘bhios
services, too,

Qutside the Hippodrome, however, there
was a taxi rank. Handforth lfeapt into the
first taxi, and Church and McClure followed
hin.

“Northern QGarage—and drive like the
- dickens ! said Handforth crisply. ‘
lle took no notice of some shouts from

Harry Gresham and Jack Grey and onc or
two other fellows who were looking at the
Hippodrome posters. A group of fags was
just emerging from Woolworth’s a little lower
down, and they, too, waved to Handforth &

. Co.

But the taxi was off at once, and it sped.up
the High Street, past the Town Hall, and
then turncd sharply to the right down North
Hill, The journey was quite brief. Some
little distance along North Station Road
the taxi prepared to come to a halt outside
a garage,



S

And just at that moment an Auwstin Seven
sped out, and came gliding along.

“Look!" yelled Handforth, flinging open
tho door of the taxi before the vehicle had
stopped, “It's my Austin! It's Baxter at
the wheel ! He's pinched my little bus!”

R. REED had decided that it would be
M more than risky for him to enter
that garage, so Baxter had done the

thing single-handed. It had proved

an easy task, too.
fident and smiling, and had told tho youth in
charge that he was one of the masters

attached to the St. Trank's Schoo! Train.

There was an Austin Seven hero belonging
to one of the schoolboys. The garage hand
agreed. Well, Baxter wanted to take it
away, and the garage band raised no
objection. It wasn't one of those big garages
where a striet check is taken of all cars
brought in., Mr. Baxter looked so gonial,
and he “put it over " so perfectly that the
vouth could hardly be blamed for allowing
the car to be taken out.

But for the fact that Handforth & Co. had
turned up at this particular moment, the
thing would have been a complete success.
Jaxter would have picked Reed up some
little distance along the road, and they would
liave driven serenely out of Colchester.

As i1t was, things became exciting.

“Hi! Stop!” howled 1.[andfm*ﬁl, as he
leapt wildly out of the taxi.

He managed to keep hLis balance, and he
went tearing along the road waving his arms,

“Come back!” ho bellowed. “That's my
car! Thieves! Robbers! You've pinched
my Austin Seven!”

“Well, well! What's the trouble?” asked
a familiar voice.

And Vivian Travers slid up to Ilandforth,
mounted on his gleaming motor-cycle,

“Eh?” gasped Edward Oswald. “ Look!
That man has stolen my Austin Seven! He's
gono! He's half-way up the hill |”

“It's truel!” panted Church, running up.
“Handy’s Austin has been stolen! Can’t you
do something, Travers?”

“One never knows,” replied Vivian Travers
genially., “Leave 1t to me, Handy, dear old
tellow, TUncle Vivian is just pining for a
bit of excitement.”

CHAPTER 10.

The School in Ipswich!

VIVIAN TRAVERS was off like the
wind,

As a matier of fact, he had secen
the bulky stranger shooting out of
the garage in that Austin Seven, and he had
thought at the time that the car looked very
much like Handforth’s. This was no occasion
for asking questions or for delay., Travers
kicked his engine into life, let in the clutch,

and went roaring away in pursuit,
Meanwhile, Mr. Walter Baxter was
decidedly upset. He had heard those shouts,

He had strolled in con- |
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l and he had caught a glimpse of Handforth,
| too. The thing wasn’t to be so easy as he had
| imagined, It was now impossible to stop
i aud pick up Reed, who was waiting not fare
off. Baxter decided to bolt for it, and to
| keep on bolting. At this period he had no
; idea that a motor-cyclist was on his trail.
| And what a motor-cyclist! At St. Frank's
Vivian Travers was renowned for his suicidal
recklessness on that machine of his. Travers
| was a remarkably clever stunt artist, and®*
more than once he had nearly caused heart

| failure amongst the juniors. He was daring,
nothing

| his nerves were of steel, and

delighted him more than a bit of real excite
ment. He looked like getting a sample now,

The Austin Seven shot up North Hill
famously. Iortunately for Baxter the police-
man at the top of the hill was holding the
road clear, and the Austin sped into IHead
Street, the constable giving Baxter a very
stern glance. Baxter's idea was to take the
Lexden Road—the main road for London.

But almost as soon as he had got to the
corner of Crouch Strect he found the con
stable holding up the traffic, and without
hesitation Baxter turned sharply to the left
and went down the hill between the Headgate
Pieture Theatre and the Playhouse.

In the meantime, Travers was having a bit
of trouble. He had roared up North Hil
with terrific velocity; only to find the con-
stable’'s hand against him at the top. Not
that Travers took any notice. This was no
time for formalities. He knew that the
Austin had gone straight on into Head
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Street: With a daring that caused the
passers-by to gasp, Travers shot round an
approaching ’bus, nipped between a private
car and a motog- mucg and shot on like a
ﬂtreak

‘:mlm car!” he bellowed.
]’l.’l*r.f.}'

The constable probably heard nothing, for
he was shouting and waving his arms
furiously. T'ravers just caught sight of the
Austin turning down into St. .Tnhn s Street,
and he wus glad that he had lost no time.
Otherwise. he would probably have gone on
tho Lexden Road, and o lost his quarry, s

“I'm giving

ANANAS A AN
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it was, he was quite close behind when
Baxter turned into Queen Street, somewhere
down in the bottom of the town. DBaxter
rather lost his hecad here, for instead of
turning to the right, which weould have taken
him into the open ecountrv, he went to the
left, and almost before he knew it he was
making for the High Strect again,

In thoe nick of time he realised his mistake,
and he twined to the right down East Hill.

3y now Baxter knew that this motor-cyclise,
so eclose behind, was net friendly; he knew
that ho was being chased,

He spun into Priory Sirect and doubled
back on his own tracks, reaching Queen
Street agam.
the Kmpire, up the Mersea Road.

This wasg hetter. He was practically out
of the town now. and he congratulated him-
sclf upon his success, He had got the Austin
Seven, and if he eculdn’t shake off this motor
eyelist it would be remarvkable,

|

Then he went shooting past

-

—
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IVIAN TRAVERS dropped behind
‘f after. the centre. of CUolchester had

been cleared. Ie was cool and calm,

and he was determined to get the
better of this car thief. But ho realised
that nothing could be done just yet, Far
better to wait until the open country was
reached. So Travers cased his motor-eycle
considerably, and dropped so far behind that
Baxter believed that his pursuer was being
shaken off.

But Travers was only biding his time.

He was wondering what his best course
would be. Car thieves, according to all he
had read, were rather desperate characters.
They would not usually give in without a
struggle. However, this particular thief was
alone, and he mlght be a mere novice at
the game. Better to give him a chance.

So after the last of the houses had been
left behind, Travers opened up the throttie
of his machine and fairly streaked along the
road. He had had an occasional gl:mpu
of the Austin, and he knew that the littic
car 'was .'-ttt-king to the main highway.

This machine of Travers' was a terror. It
was one of the latest type motor-cycles--a
regular speed demon, It roared up in the
rear of the Austin, drew alongside, and Bax-
ter turned a startled face. When he beheld
a mere schoolboy, however, he was slightly
relieved,

“Better pull ap!” shouted Traveis.
“That car’s not yours, and I’ve come to take
it back. Tt'll easily go on my carrier !

Baxter did not hear all that Travers said

—but he heard enough. Heo trod on the
accelerator, and the trusty Austin surped
forward at increased speed,

“Aren’t yon going to stop?” roarod

Travers.

Baxter bent over his wheel, and there vas
an ecvil glint in his eye. He swerved aeross
the road, and Travers only just managed to
steer clear. His cxpression hardened.

“8o that’s the game, i1s 1t?"” he muttered.
“All right, my beautv*”

For a moment he wondered if he shouid
get ahead, and try to block the road. But
this would be difficult. - The road was wide,
and an Austin Seven can nip through a
very small space. There was only one certain
method.

It required a fellow of Travers' recklessness
to do it. He allowed the Austin to zet ahead
again. Then he overtook it on the off side,
and as he came alongside he took his hands
from the handlebars, made a swift grab af
the Austin’s body, and pitehed himself into
the ecar. :

ft was all over in a flash.

The car Inrched, swayed and wobbled, "T'he
motor-eyelns shot off at a tangent, and
smashed 1ts way into tho hedge. Travers

was on his feet now, and he quickly whipped
his fountain pen out of his pocket and jabhod
the end of it into Baxter's fat neck.
“Stop!” he commanded. “I've got
this time!”
Baxter eollapsed 'T'he'very fact that this
schoolboy had jumped fromn his motor-cycle

vOoul
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into the car proved his daring. Baxter did
not doubt that that cold object against his
neck was a pistol.  He put both his feet
down, the car swerved to the side of the
road, and came to a standstill.

Travers was preparcd for squalls, but even
so Baxter surprised him, The man, without
warning—without even turning—lunged his
right elbow backwards. It was a most un-
oxpected move. The clbow caught Travers
ot the side of the head with terrific foree,
and he reeled across the little car, half
stunned.

Baxter struggled out, looked up and down
the road, then bolted down a footpath, close
by, He decided that it would be madness to
keep with the car. The best thing he could
do was to make a bid for liberty,

- HERKE it is!” roared Handforth.

I He was standing up in the back
of a powerful open car, which had
just appeared round a distant bend.

Ciurehh and MeClure were there, too, to saw
pothing of a policeman and tho man who was
driving. This latter gentleman was the
owner of the garage, and he had lost no timu
in giving chase whén Handforth had rushed
up to him to sayv that somebody bad stolen
the Austin Seven,

“Your bus seems all right,” said Church

breathlessly “Good old Travers! Look!
He's all by himself.”
. Before Handforth could reply, the car
pulled up and everybody jumped out.»
Travers, looking & bit groggy, was just re
covering from that blow.

“Hurt 7 asked Handforth concernedly.

“For the love of Samson, no!"” replied
Leavers. “It's nothing, dear old fellow. The
plighter biffed me with his elbow before I
could guess what he was up to. He scems
to have hooked it.”

“Which way did he go?”" asked tho police-
man.

“Across those fields, I Dbelieve,” said
Travers, pointing. *I suppose vou haven't
seen anything of my jigger? 1 left her be-
hind somewhere,”

They listened in amazement as lie ex-
plained how he had effected the capture. Ho
treated it very iightly, as though the exploit
was a mere commonplace,’

'L

“Darn me. if you're not a caution!” said

tho garage proprictor, at last. ““Why, vou
might have killed yourself! It was a maa
thing to do.” :
i * Possibly,” agreed Travers. *“But, you
sce, I'm mad. At least, I'mi a reckless beggar
when it comes to a stunt of that kind. To
tell you the truth, I thoroughly enjoyed it.
Nothing like a bit of excitement now anu
agamn !’

They went Dback along the road, and
Travers was gratified to discover that his
motor-cycle waus scarcely damaged. 1t had
crashed through the hedge before falling
over, and the hedge had saved it.

K “Well, well,” he said complacentlv. It
jtist shows you, doesn't it? The faster you're
going, the less the damage.”
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“That's not a good principle to go on,
voung man,” said the policeman dubiously.
“You yvoung motor-cyclists are too reckless,
as a rule—although, in this case, I dare say
you were justified. Now, let's see about
taking your names and addresses.”

“What about the rvotter who pinched my
car?”’ asked Haudiorth, staring.

But the policemian decided that any chase
would be futile—and in this, no doubt, he
was right. Ior there were any amount of
trees just here, and Baxter could casily have
mado himself scarce by now.

o, after the constable had taken the namrs
and addresses of everybody in general, and
after Handforth had satisfied himself that
the Austin Seven had come to no harm, they
all started back for Colchester. And the affaur
remained verv much of a mystery. It was
assumed that Baxter was merely an ordinary
car thief, and that this exploit had failed.

EXT day, the School Train was in
Ipswich, the capital of Suffolk.

The school awoke to find itsell on

the new location, and everybody was

quite certain that this form of school life
was the best that had ever been invented.

| It undoubtedly provided a lot of change.

As in Colchester, none of the boys was
allowed into the town until the day’s lessons
were over. Work went on uninterruptedly.

Handforth's first thought, after the juniors
had been released from lessons, was for his
Austin Seven. He was beginning to get a
bit anxious about it nowadavs. Hitherto,
nobody had ever tried to steal it.

“We'll buzz down to the garage, and sco
if she's safe,” he said, to Church and
McClure. *“It's only about five minutes’
wall. I pave definite instructions about her,
and if she's not there somcbody's going to
get into trouble.”

Handforth® had arranged, in fact, for the
('olchester garage man to take the little car
to Ipswich, and to leave her there. This
had been fixed for the previous evening, so
by :;mt: the little car should be watting and
veady.

“Bul you can’'t go on like this, Handy!"”
said Nipper, smiling.

“Can’t go on like what?”

“1 heard what vou were saving to Church
and McClure just npw,” said Nipper.
“You're not going to cart your Austin about
the country with the Schiool Train, are you?”

“She’ll come in handyv—for little exeur
sion trips round and about,” said Hand-
forth vaguely. *I shall be lost without my
Austin. I can easily arrange for her to
be taken on to tlhie next town.”

“It's all right as long as we'ro making a
short jump of this sort—from Colchester to
Ipswich, and Ipswich to Norwich,” said
Nipper. “DBut sowetimmes we shall go a
couple of hundred miles. It'll cost vou a
small fortune. In fact, you won't have
cnough money to pay the exes.”

“H'm! I've been thinking of that, too,”
sald Haudforth, looking worried. “1'va
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writien to the pater about it, but I doubt if
he'll be sensible.”
_“Nend the giddy car back,” advised
Chureh wisely, “Get somebody to take her
back to London, and she’ll be at home for
yvou when the summer holidays start. Better
than being hampered with her like this.”
Handforth knew that this was a common-
sense suggestion. But he frowned and reso-
lutely shook his head.

“No fear!” he said stubbornly. “I'm not

going to be without my Austin Seven.
Where I go, she goes.”

"My dear ass—"

“And that's settled!” said Handforth
finally.

His chums said no more. They knew that
he would come to his senses sooner or later—
perhaps after Norwich had been reached.
IYor the School Train would go straight from
Norwich to Sheffield, and that jump was
lizble to be a bit too costly for Edward
Oswald. Experience is a great teacher, and
Chureh and MeClure decided to let Hand-
forth have his own way. He would soon get
tired of the game,

CHAPTER 11,
Getting Desperate!

R. FREDERICK REED Pninted.
M “'They’'re the boys,” he said
softly. “See them?  Those three

walking by themselves—those three
i white flannels, 'The biggest one, with the
rugged face, ie the owner of the car. All
vou ve got to do is to follow, find out where
that car 1s, and then lift the petrol can.”

“It won't be so ecasy,” said Reced's cow-
panion,

“Don’t be a fool,” retorted Reed. ‘‘That
Colchester dodge failed. It's too risky to
make another attempt to get the car itself.
All I need is the can. And the longer we
delay, the more chance there'll be of those
infernal boys discovering that there is some-
thing in that can besides petrol.”

Reed was getting desperate. The failure
of DBaxter’s attempt had alarmed him ex-
ceedingly. Fortunately, nothing had deve-
loped. Neither the schoolboys nor anybody
else suspected the truth behind that car
theft. And it was obvious that the jewels
were still undiscovered, because the news-
papers reported that the hunt for the miss-
ing property was still continuing.

%{eed had bheen compelled to come on to
Ipswich. He had watched closely—had seen
the car driven away from Colchester—had
learned that the School Train had gone to
Ipswich. So Ipswich now harboured Mr.
Frederick Reed, too.

Baxter was out of it. After what had
happened, he couldn’t show himself again,
Reed had brought his own brother into the
job—an unpleasant-featured young man of
a weedy type. He had been promised a cer-
tain percentage of the spoils if he got hold
of that petrol can. Reed himself dared not
Igp near, in case JTandforth & Co. recognised
T1ITL.
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~Reed was exasperated.  All thiz commo.
fron and bother over nothing!  He hadl
brought off the best coup of his earcer, anl
his booty was still intact-~tantalisingly affixed
to the wing of Handforth’s Austin Seven!
And nobody dreamed of its presence therve.

“See where the boys go, and as soon as
you get a chance, get that can,” said Reed.
“Any excuse will do. Pretend to be another
motorist, if necessary, Or, if vou find the
garage busy, you might easily walk in, take
the petrol can, and nobodyr will even naotice
you. But don’t do anvthing rash. For the
present, just keep vour ecves open. Now,
Jim, it's up to you.”

So when Handforth & Co. reached the
garage, Jim Reed was in close attendance,

| He was chagrined, however, when Handforth

& Co. emerged in the Austin, and went off
for a run. There was nothing he could do
until the car came back. The only consola-
tion was that Handforth had had the petrol
tank filled up before starting off; so there
was scarcely any risk of him touching the
spare can.

“Now we'll see a bit of Ipswich,” said
Handforth complacently, as he sat at the
wheel. “ Fancy saying that we don’t need
mi,; Austin! We’ve got the drog on all the
other chaps.”

“I suppose that's true,” admitted Chureh.

“This is pretty good, anyhow,” said
McClure cheerfully. “What about going to
the museum and the art gallery? I've heard
they’ve got a ripping museum here.”

“On a fine evening like this?”” asked Hand-
forth, as they glided into Princes Sirect.
“Not ‘likely! We're going to see a bhit of
the place.”

They went out of Princes Street info the
wide space ncar the Post Office. Turning
to the right into Tavern Street, Handforth
nearly had an argument with one of the
municipal trackless trams—for Tavern Street
1s rather narrow. After driving the length
of Carr Street, Handforth decided that this
part of the town was not particuiarly in-
teresting, so he turned back,

“Why not go to the Buttermarket 7" asked
Church., "“Somebody said there’s a wonder-
ful old building there known as the Anecient

House. It was buwlt 1n fifteen and :ome-
thing, I believe.”

“The Ancient House!” repeated Hand-
forth. ‘““Nerve! Pinching one of our St
Frank’s namées.”

When they arrvived in the Buttermarket,
they found quite a nuamber of other Si.
Frank’s fellows there inspeeting ithe quaint
old buildings. Handforth was completely
unmoved. Scenery and quaint old buildings
never aroused any enthusiasm in bim.

“Oh, blow it!"” he said. “Let’s go for a
run out into the country-—along the Norwich
Road.”

They went as far as Claydon, and then
McClure issued a reminder that calling over
was fxed for a certain time, and that thoeve
might be a bit of trouble if they were late.
Very reluetantly, Handforth turncd back,
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and the car was garaged just five minutes
before time.

“Now be carcful with this bus,” said Hand-
forth, to the aitendant. *Somcbody tried
te pinch her in Colchester, and for all we
know he might be still at the game. So
don't eay you haven't been warned,”

The attendant grinned.

“Your car's safe enough here,
gent,” he replied. **There's never
car stolen from this garage.”

“Hurry up!” urged Church. "There's no
time! You know what a beast Pveraft is!”

“By George!” said Handforth, with a
start. “Come on!”

He ewung round, ignorant of the fact that
he was standing on a patch of motor oil.
His rubber hecel skidded from under him,
Loth his legs shot into the air, and he de-
scended with a crash,

“That's done 1t!” ejaculated McClure.
“Great Scott! You're smothered!”
Handforth rolled over, and made things
“far worse. By the time he picked himself
up his white flannels were smothered in oil
and dirt.

“Look at my bags!"” he howled. *“They're
ruined! Brand new, too! I shall claim a
new pair ”

young
been a

“We can’t be responsible for that, eir,” |

interrupted the attendant. “You ought to
have seen what you were standing on.
Petrol's the only stuff that'll clean them—
and they’ll need a bath of petrol, too.”

“I'm in an awful mess!” snorted Hand-
forth. “You shouldn't leave patches of oil
lying about on the ground——"

“You'll be 1n a worse mess 1f you
don't buck up, Handy!” urged Church.
“Pyecraft will detain you for the next half-
holiday. I'or goodness sake, come on!”

“Petrol!"” said Handforth fiercely. * Quick!
Grab that spare can off my car. We'll
smuggle it into our study, and I can clean
thesu' bags after prep. There's no time
now.”

MeClure swiftly unscrewed tho spare can,
and Jim Reed fmd the utter mortification
of seeing the can carried away, He was
leaning negligently against the fence near
by, apparently reading a newspaper. He
had heard everything—and he knew exactly
why the can had been taken. .

Handforth & Co. were euccessful in get-
ting the petrol into their study without bein
observed, If a prefect or a master hag
spotted the can it would have been barred,
of course. Even Church and McClure were
a2 bit dubious about it.

They just managed to scrape into the
Junior Class-room Car in time to answer
their names—and fortunately Mr. Pycraft.
having only a front view of Handforth,
failed to observe Edward Oswald’s condition.

L E'RE done, Fred!" said Jim Reed
‘J‘f blankly.
“Couldn’'t you bhave stopped

. ) those boys?” demanded &red,
his voice harsh' and acute.

“How could I?” protested tho other.
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“There werc three of them, and I couldn't
hold them up——"

“No, I suppose you're right,” admitted
[red, frowning. “It would have been too
obvious. So they've taken the can on
to the train now! Gosh! It looks as if
we're finished!”

CHAPTER 12.
‘ Thanks to Handforth!
WILLY HANDIORTH sniffed the air

suspiciously.

“You ncedn't come here nosing

about like a bloodhound!” said
Edward Oswald sternly, “What do vou
want, anyhow? If you're after grub, you'll
be disappointed.  Our cupboard’s ecmpty!
We had tea in the town at the Picturo
House Cafe,”

Willy was standing in the doorway ot
Study D. As a matter of fact, ho had come
along the train to borrow the small sum of
five shillings from his major, but he had for-
gotten the matter for a moment.

““Have you got any petrol in this place?"
he asked pdintedly.

“What if we have?” asked Handforth.

“That's not an answer, Ted,” said Willy.
“You're dotty if you've got any petrol here!
Inflammable stuff like that—— My only
gainted aunt!”

lHe broke off as he fished out the can, and
felt it.

“You leave that alone!” said Handforth.
“I'm going to give my flannel trouscrs a
petrol bath after prep., and—-"

“And burn the ‘train up!” interrupted
Willy. “You mustn’t do it, Ted! It's too
dangerous!” .

“That’s what we’'ve been telling him,”
said Church wearily, “It’s so dangerous
that Mac and I are going to clear out when
he starts,. We don't want a flogging.”

“I meant dangerous because of the risk of
fire,” said Willy, _ '

“There’s not much danger of that,” said
Mac, shaking his head. *““It's electric light
here, and he'd naturally have the window
open. But think of the niff up and down
the corridor! A prefect would be sure to
smell 1t.”

“You can all go and eat cokel!” said
Handforth coldly. *I want to wear my bags
ggain to-morrow, and I'm going to clean
Em'll c

“Can’t you do the job outside, in the
open air?” asked Willy,

“I could do—and I would do—if vou idiots
would leave me alone,” replied Edward
Oswald, with all his famous perverseness.
““As it 1s, I'm going to clean 'em in here. I'll
do the job last thing, directly after supper,
while all the chaps are in the other car.”

“Oh, all right—have your own way,” said
Willy, shrugging his shoulders, *“ But don't
say that 1 haven’t warned you, Now, there's
a i%l?] Tatter of five bob——"

L1 2 ll Il.’
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“You heard,” said Willy, holding out his
hand.

ILLY got his five shillings, of course

‘}‘,‘ —he always did. And after supper,

while miost of the juniors thronged

into the Class-room Car, which was
used in the off-time as a common-room,
Edv{ard Oswald Handforth went along to his
study.

He was determined to get that job done.
He little rcalised that there were two keen-
eved watchers outside. Since darkness had
fallen, Reed and his brother had ventured
near, but they had been unable to make any
move yet. There were too many people about
—train attendants, masters, prefects, and
railway officials,

But now that the night had descended it
was different, And Mr. Frederick Reed was
gratified to sce Handforth’s familiar figure
at the lighted window of one of rthe study
compartments. It was the very thing Reed
had desired.

“Luck’s with us. Jim,"” he muttered. “The
kid’s going to use that petrol now. It's our
chance.”

In the study, Handforth locked the door,
cleared the hittle table, and set a bowl on it.
Then he took the petrol can out from the
locker where he had concealed it, and trimn-
phantly prepared ito unscrew the cap. He
would show his chums and Willy what he
thought of their silly fears!

But before he could get the cap off some-
thing happened.

A chunk of c¢oal, lung with bad aim, shot
past his head and crashed against the metal
door of the compartment. Handforth spun
round, so startled that the petrol can dropped
out of his hand, adding to the noise.

““What the dickens ” he began blankly.

Whizz! Crash!

Another chunk of ecoal chot through the
open window, and this time the aim was more
accurate. Handforth was struck on the side
of the head, and he swayed dizzily. At the
same moment Reed followed up his advan-
tage. He leapt up to the open window,
wormed his way half through, and reached
for the can. He just managed to seize it,

“Hi!” gasped Handforth. ““\What the—-
Let go, you burglar! Why, I'm dashed if it
isn't the chap—"

He broke off, bewildered, He was still
half-dazed from the effeets of that knock,
but he had recognised Reed as the man he
had met on the road near Vivian Travers'
place. And in the same second Handforth
remembered that this petrol can was,
strictly speaking, this man’s property.

That he should come for it in this fashion,
however, was fantastically absurd. Besides,
hadn’t the man got Handforth's own can?
It was just as goed-—identical, in every way.
As for the cost of that petrol, there was that
rug to compensate—— '

At this point Handferth's thought petered
out, A terrifie hammering zounded on the
study door., Reed, in the meantime, had

slipped from the window and had vanished,
can and all. Handforth took no notice of
the hammering, He had rapidly recovered,
and he flang himself at the open window.

As usual, he was too ram-headed. Ho
caught against the corner of the table, lost
his balanee, and ended up in the corner of
the little study. This time “e was really
hurt. His leg had twisted under him, and
he was in agony.

“What's wrong in here?” came a shout in
Fenton's voice. “Open this door, Hand-

forth! What was all the noise a minute
ago "
“Wait a minute!” gasped Handrorth.

“I'm hurt! Don't get excited! If you want
to do anything, rush out and stop a man
who has just pinched my petrol can.”

But Fenton could hardly be blamed for
ignoring this apparently senseless sugges-
tion. He.hammered on the dosr again, and
in the meantime Mr. Fred Reed was well
clear of the siding on which the School Train
stood. He and his brother, with their spoils
intact, got clear away.

s HEW ! I thought we weren't going
P to do it!” breathed Fred Reed.
They had reached an isolated spot
some distance from the railway,
and here they had paused to recover their
breath. .
“We'll get rid of this rotten can now,
ch?’ said Jim, with a gulp. “It's a it
risky to carry it. Let's empty ibe stufl
out—"
“That's what I'm going to do,
rupted the other. -
Kneeling on the ground, he unscrewed the
cap at the top of the petrol ean, then pul
his own tweed cap down and commenced
pouring the liquid into it. , .
“What’s the idea?” asked Jun, starmg.

“We don't want to lose any of the
sparklers, do we #” replied his brother. **'This
petrol will soak through the cap easily
enough, and it'll catch—— But what's this?
It's not petrol at all! It’s water!”

“Water!™ _

“Of course it's water ?” snarled Fred, with
sudden alarm, ‘

The water gurgled out, and I'red Reed
shook the can violently. There wasn't the
slightest sign of a scrap of jewellery !

“We've been done!” he panted hoarsely.
“Those kids have fooled us. Jim. Weve
had all our trouble for nothing!”

It was a fearful shock, but Reed made a
mistake in giving the ecredit to Handforth &
Co. How was he to guess that the jewels
had been discovered by sheer accident—and
only ten minutes before Handforth had
lncked himself in his study ?

“Hadn’t we better go back to that train?”
suggested Jim.

“Go back? Now? After this?” said Fred
bitterly. “VYes, we can go back if we want
to get nabbed, you young fool! T tell yon
we're done! The best job I ever tackled—

inter-
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entirely theso 1infernal school
Kids 1"
And Mr.

get as far

possible,

ruined by

Frederick Reed made haste to
from the neighbourhicod as

Frank's, looked at Handforth in a
slern way.,
““What's all this about?” Le asked
unpatiently. ;

He had just got into Study D, Handforth
having unlocked the door. There was
nothing much wrong apparently, scarcely
any disorder Dbeyvond some picces of coal
over the floor. Handforth himself was look-
ing a big groggy, with an ugly smudge on
the side of his l'mad—blackiri, and tinged
with red.

“Did somcbody throw eoal at you?’
Fenton sharply.

“Yes, somcbody did!” replied Iland-
forth. “And somebody grabbed my can of
petrol, too!  Just when I was going to
clecan my bags!” .

“You ought to have more sense than to
bring petrol on this train,” said Fenton.
“It's a good thing someone did come along
and grab it.”

“I doi’t mean one of the chaps!” shouted
Handforth., *““He was a burglar! A thicf!
At least, he was the man who refused to let
me have some petrol near Halstead the other
night. T suppose it was his can really, but
that was no recason why he should tryv to
brain me.”

EDGAR FENTON, the captain of St.

L]

asked

“This is double Dutch to me.” said Fenton
helplessly.  “What on earth are vou talking
about ?”

But just then Willy Handforth arrived.
with Vivian Travers and Nipper. Church
and McClure and a few others were crowd-
ing in the corridor, too.

“1I ecan explain this, Ted,” said Willy
calmly. "I didn't know a man would ceme
along and try to pinch that can so quickly.
I thought there was only petrol in it.”

“Only petrol!” said Handforth, staring,
“What do vou mean?”

“Look at these, then!” said Willy.

Fenton uttered an ejaculation. The Third-
Former was displaying his cricket cap, and
it was half-filled with necklaces and rings,
and all kinds of other jewellers, Diamonds,
pearls and rubies gleamed and glistened in
profusion, and the whole lot exuded a strong
odour of petrol,

“What arce these?”
dulously.

“They're real diamonds and other precions
stones,” said Willy  “They were in your
can of petrol, Ted.”

asked Tenton incre-

L

“Wha-a-at?” yvelled Handfortl:.

“Don’t you sce?” asked Church excitedly.
“Now we can understand, That's why that
chap tried to pinch your car in Colchester,
Handy.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

“When I heard that vou were going to
clean your bags, T thought I'd better do
something,” said Willy, “So I came along
and emptied the petrol out, and filled tho
can with water—just to give you a surprise,
Ted. But I got one myself when I tipped
out all these jewels. Travers knows some-
thing about them.”

“QOh, does he?” said Fenton, looking a$
Travers.

“It's simple,” said Travers coolly. “All
this stuff was pinched from my home tho
other night Didn't you rcad about 1t?
Burglars broke in and tried to pinch the
wedding presents, too. And all these jewels,
worth fhousands of pounds, have been rest-
ing in Handy's petrol can without anybody
knowing it.”

“But I don’t understand it!" said Edgar
FFenton blankly, “How in the name of all
that's strange could they be in Handforth's -
petrol can?”

“Great Scott!” yelled Handforth, “I've
got 1t! That man on the road! Ile refused
to give ns any petrol! So we changed cans,
and—and—— Wel, I'in jiggered! Who'd
have thought it? Travers, my son, you've
got to thank me for diddling these burglars.”

¥

“Thanks, old man!” sail Travers
promptly.
“Rats!” snorted Church. “Why- not

thank me? It was my idea to change those
petrol ecans, Not that I claim any credit
for dishing the burglar, I didn't know the

can was full of rubies and diamonds !

ELSON LEE, of course, was quickly

N informed, and the recovered property

was handed over to the police. In

the circumstances, Handforth didn't

get into any hot water over the petrol
business. It was discreetly dropped.

It turned out that every one of the miss-
ing articles had been recovered, and,
although the culprits were never arrested,
this was only a small point.

And when the School Train moved on to
Norwich, a day or two later, Handforth's
Austin-Seven was left behind—to be taken
back to London. There had been quite
enough trouble over that littie car already.
But it could not be denied that she had
plaved a very useful part in this particular
adventure, '

THE END.
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Look Out For

“ST. FRANK'S IN THE MIDLANDS!"”

Coming Next Wednesday!
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STANTON HOPE

OPENING CHAPTERS OF A GRAND NEW SERIAL BY

The Cellar in Brass Alley!

b O long, Jack matey! Sce you at the
docks to-morrow.”

With that cheery adieu of a work-
mate ringing in  his ears, Jack
(Gilbert, a fair-haired boy who looked rather
more than his fifteen and a half years,
tramped on his way homeward
Despite the ehill and darkness of the even-
ing, this street in the East End of London,
where the last of his pals had taken leave of
his, was noisy with life. A group of children
on the wet pavement, playing a mysterious
game called “gobs and
bonsters ¥  with the
lass stoppers
lemonade bottles,
{ aused to pipe a merry
grecting as he passed.
ired-looking  women
on the doorsteps of
their dwellings broke
off in their g«:.-s,s.ipl ta
erly

scoundrel.

better life.

"toss him a mot
“Good-night, Jack !’
A man in shirt-sleeves
at a window removed
his pipe to exclaim:
“@Glad to hear you've landed a job, ole son!”

To all of which Jack responded with the
good humour which had made him a popular
character with these inhabitants of Wapping
by the riverside.

The frank kindliness of these people, many
almost as poor as himself, touched his heart.
They knew he had never known the care of
father or mother, and so tried to make life a
little easier for him.

But it seemed as though the weather
became more chill, the night more dark, as

he turned 1nto the narrow street, set we!l back
from the respectable district, where his own

of  Jack Gilbert’s only living relative

is bis uncle—a wasler and a

But Jack is made of

sterner siuff ; be wants lo lead a

[f only he could join

the Navy....and one day bis
chance comes!
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home was situated. TFor this thoroughfare
which bore the name Brass Alley was a
notorious haunt of erooks and hooligans.

I1is step quickened to pass a gang of young
toughs half-way down the street, and at thao
same time his ears were assailed by a raacous
shout,

“Jest look at "im, the stuck-up coek-
sparrer! Anyone 'ud think 'e’d been to
'Arrow Collidge wiv the nobs instead of to o
blessed reformatory school!”

There had bBeen occasions when Jack had
resented hotly the bullying of the Brass Alley
gang, even to the ex-
tent of hammering Bill
Burke, their leader,
flat in the gutter-—an-l
this in spite of savagze
thrashings with the
hooligans’ belts.

This evening lie was
too tired, too fed up to
care what Burke and
his cronies said or did.
Without turning his
head he plodded on to-
wards that hovel which
was his “home ” at tho
far end of the alley.

Thump!

The half of a stale cabbage smote against a
tenement wall withif a yvard of his head. and
for 2 moment or so he paused, his hsts
clenched, and burning inwardly to tackie his
tormentors.

“Oh, what’s the use?” he mumbled.

‘Worn out physically ,and mentally as he
was this evening, Jack retained only one ray
of hope—that his uncle, Lew Bonner, with
whom he lived, would not be home. All he
pllsa desired was a hunk of bread and a :ong
sleep.,

Moving on through the damp darkuess of
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the alley, he came to the open door of No. 20, : grubby cnvelope on which was a pencilied

No light was burning in the narrow hall;
that other occupants of thoe dwelling were
home was evident by the dispules going on
behiud closed doors.

The rooms which Jack and his wuncle
occupied were two on the left-hand side of
the pussage, and a cellar which on many an
occasion had done duty as Jack's own bed-
room.

A small gas-jet was burning in the front
room, which was “parlour” and bed-room
combined, His uncle was not here. Jack
passed through a door to the untidy kitchen,
and saw that a light was shiving up the
stone steps that led to the cellar.

“Is that you, ¥y’ young cub?” cxploded a
thick voice from below. “ Where've you been
all day ?”

With his faint hope of a peaceful night
extinguished, Jack descended the cellar steps
and faced the man seated at a dirty deal
tuble to one side of thegbascinent,

“I've been working,” Jack said.

“Working 1"

“Helping to load sacks of sugar on lorries
down at the docks,” Jack volunteered.
“ Later I'm hoping to get to sca.”

His uncle regarded him with watery eycs.

“Oh, you are, heh!” he growled. * Well,
geb that idea out of your mind and lively, or
pink me, I'll flay the hide off you! Where's
vour pay?”

“I don't get paid until to-morrow,” re
turnced Jack.

With a dissatisfied grunt Lew Bonner
nunrolled a brown paper parcel which was on
tho table, together with an oil lamp, a
partly filled botile of whisky, and an enamel
g,

Despite the fact that Jack and his uncle
each wore shoddy clothes and a cheap scarf
about the neck, the contrast between the pair
in the mellow light of the lamp was remark-
able. The boy’'s clothes were rough but not
dirty; his shoulders had the set of an athlete,
and his grey eves were clear and steadfast.
Bonner, on the other hand, looked the human
derelict that he was—a dirty and shifty
rogue, howbeit of wiry built, who had as
little respeet for himself as ho had for the
law,

The crackle of stiff brown paper alone broke
tho short silence as Bonner, with gnarled
fingers, unwrapped the parcel and rolled out
a packet of silver fish-knives and forks,

“A bit later to-night, me lad,” he growled,
“] want you to take these along to the
‘ fence,” and tell the rotten old shark that 1
won't take less than a couple of quids for
‘'em 1™

As though hypnotised, Jack regarded the
glistening cutlery.

“Where did you get "'em?” he asked.

“Broke into the pantry o' the Superb Café
down in Waldo Street,” answered his uncle,
“The casiest job I've done for months—like
lifting pennies out of the cap of a blind pave-
ment artist. Now take a quiz at this.”
_From the pocket of his cout he drew out a

—

lan,

g “This is the place in Ilampstead I was tell.
ing you about,” he said. “Chockiul of
val’ables, it is, waitin’ like ripe pluins, and
as the skylight’s too small for me, it's up to
you to do the picking. You're nimble, and
with a bit more enthusiasm, boy, you could
be the smartest cat crib-cracker in the
profesh,”

There was less colour in Jack's face as Lew
Bouner finished speaking. He had expected
that with his uncle’s ability as a cat-burglar
on the wane owing to evil living, the occasion
would come when he would be expected to
take up the profession seriously for the
up-keep of them both, and—well, the timo
had come sooner than he had imagined!

‘ ‘ lrz;nminc:d thoughtfully regarding
11111,

The boy had never known a mother; she
had died when he had been born, His father
—a mate in the Merchant Service, in which
Bonner himself had served before he had
taken to crime—had been killed by a derrick
accident beforo tho lad had reached his fifth
vear. From that time Jack had been in
charge of his dissolute uncle.

Early on in his career of crime, Bonner
had fallen foul of the police and served a
sentence of ten months in the second division,
Jack, who, teo young to understand, had
been pushed through a window to open tho
door of the burglarious exploit, had becn sent
to a reformatory school for three years—
solely for his own good.

When Jack’s three yecars were up, his
guardian again took charge of him, and,
for purposes of his own, showed a deal more
kindness than the world at large.

Then gradually, by plaving on the boy's
fear of the police, the rogue had made him
perform such services as taking booty to the
“fence,” or receiver, or kecping watch on
a policeman’s beat while & “job " was in
progress. ’

And how Jack had hated it all! Only the
kindness of the honest folk who lived in the
neighbourhiood ncar Brass Alley had made
life tolerable at all.

“Now go and get a doss, me lad.” His
uncle was speaking thickly to him agam:.
“I'll give you a shake when it's time to
go along to the job.”

Jack moistened his dry lips.

“I—1 can't do it,” he said.

Bonner jerked himself upright and leered
unpleasantly,

“Funky, eh?” he growled.

“You don’t understand, uncle,” Jack said
quietly : “I'm through. I've done with this
sort of life; I want to get away from lere
and start afresh—to do a fair day’s work
in decent surroundings.”

ciumsiiy, Lew Bonner got out of his chair,
]

The Fateful Night!

HILE the crook slopped liquor into
the mug and gulped greedily, Jack
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s face purpling at the boy’s defiance. Then
down came his gnarled right fist on the deal
table with a crash that sent the empty mug
ratthing on the dirty floor.

“You ungrateful young gutter-snipe!” heo
~narled. ““No this is what I get for looking
after you all these years, 1s it—a parcel o
cheek slung at me when I most need a helpin
hand.  Why, you whelp, I've only to pass
v word to the cops about your deals with
rhe fence to have you clavped in ‘the
':}Ular.] 13

Brought up as Jack had been, the threat
truck terror i the boy’s heart, To his
redit, however, he stuck to his guns.

“Why not eut out this rotten gameo,

nrele?” he said, “What good has 1t ever

'ne for you?”

l.ew Bonner spluttered with rage.

S

that led out of that cellar which so often
had come in useful for storing =tolen pro-
perty, higs nnele’s hand elosed round thie neck
of the black bottle on the table,

Crash!

The boy first realised the ecrook’s intention

the bottle fanned his hair, struck the
steep stairway ahecad of him, aui among
shattered fragments of glass, poured its con-
tents in little rivulets down the steps.

“You brute!”

All the misplaced loyalty Jack had retained
for his uncle fell from him on the face of this
cowardly attack, All his revulsion from tho
sordid life he had been forced to lead surged
up into an apex of rebellion against this
man who would keep him in his chains,

As through a red mist, he saw hiz nncle

a5
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Lew Bonner went hurtling backwards. There came a sudden splintering sound as his heavy body
hit the dirt floor, and next moment, fo Jack’s horror, his uncle disappeared through the jagged
aperture.

*You young prig!” he ejaculated. *Think
I want a lecture from you? You ought to
be helpin’ dowp in the mission in the High
Street.  Now go and get your doss, ’'causo
I'H have to be calling you soon to take along
this silver I picked up in the restaurant to
the "fence afore we go to that Hampstead
crib.”

“T'mi done with the fence, too,’
Jack,

Benner burst into fresh rage,

“You ain't gom’ to ecrack that erib, heh?
You ain’'t goin’ to the fence?”
“Neither.”

As Jack

* remarked

turned toward the stone steps

come lurching across the cellar toward him.
He saw two hands clawing through the foul
cellar air to clutch him—and, on the nnpulse,
he struck with all his force at the leering,
unshaven face of his evil genius. :

The blow ecaught Lew Bonner on the side
of the mouth, spun him round and sent him
reeling heavily against one of the dank
brick walls. Then, as though his legs had
become putty, he collapsed on all fours,
moaning like some stricken beast.

“Unele!” cried Jack, *Oh, uncle!?”

With a fresh fear in his heart, the boy
darted across to him, and gripping him
under the arm-pits, partially rajsed him,
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In a dazed sort of way, Bonuer drew the
back of a dirty hand across his cut mouth,
and reached up to the boy's shoulders,

Jack felt the powerful fingers tighten upon
him., and releasing his own hold, strove to
extricate himself. But now his dissolute
uncle had serambled to his feet; he fell the
man's hot breath on his check and heard
;.'i_u:* rumbding volley of abuse directed against
1.

“T'll flay vou alive for that, mie fightin’
cock-sparrer! S'help me, you'll wish y'd
never been born by the time 1've finished
with yvou!”

“Let me go!” panted Jack.

“IY'you wanl
to raise the whole e

tenement !
Bonner laughed harshly as he strove to
shift his grip to Jack's throat.

“To blazes with 'em—and tho cops, too!"”
he rumbled. *They won't find you, anyway
—not unless they drag the river.”

A cold shudder passed through Jack's
frame as he saw his uncle's watery eyes
glance down to some dirty matting which
covered a trap-door in the middle of the
floor. Most of the Hoor was of boarding
covering solid stone, but under that matting
was a trap-door that led through to an under-
ground stream that cmptied itsclf betwecen
the Wapping wharves into the Thames. But
hitherto its use had becen confined to an
occasion when the police had called, and 1t
had been necessary for lis uncle to dump
in a safe place several perfectly good jem-
mies and other incriminating tools.

Dy a violent wrench, Jack freed himself
and ducked in time to aypid a smashing lelt
vwhich his uncle hooked at his jaw.

As a further check to the crook’s designs,
Jack hammered home a brace of short-arm
jabs in a postman’s knock to the scoundrel's
ribs. Instantly, Bonner came across with a
snorting right that caught the boy on the
neck just below tho left car and flung him
headlong to the floor.

“Iold that one!” he raved.
vou to defy me!”

In a fine fury, he wrenched the leg from a
partly-broken chair that lay in a corner and
launched himself upon the boy as he rosc.

To save himself, Jack {flung his arms round
his uncle's waist—and the savage biow which
would havo fractured his skull crashed down
upon his shoulder-blade. Then, before au-
other blow could be struck, he hooked a leg
behind Bonuer's ankles and threw all the
weight of his youthful body against his
brutal assailant.

Hurled from his balance, the crook went
skittling backwards, and came down full
length backward on the strip of matting
which covered the middle of the dirty floor,
On the impact of his body, the matting sud
denly ripped away as though snatched by
an invisible hand; there was the harsh shat-
tering of woodwork and a resounding splash

Aud Jack. with a cry of horror, stared
down at a ) Fged hole in tlie cellar floor
where his uncle had fallen, and at the fan-

“I'll learn
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tastic yellow reflection of the oil lamp upon
swift-flowing water!

The River of Nightl

EREFT of all power of movement, Juck
B stood by the edge of the rotten old
trap-door which had smashed under
his uncle’'s weight, and gazed wide-
eyved into the underground stream, In that
poignant moment a flood of terrifying
thoughts raced through his brain, HHis unels
would be drowned, he himself had been re-
sponsible; already he felt a policeman’s grip
on his shoulder, heard himself accused of the
capital erime, and his own appeal of self-
defence rejected,

Only for a moment—and he came out of
that nightmare of horror into which he had
plunged with the same appalling suddenness
that his uncle had hurtled into that dark
underground stream. ‘I'hen without even
removing his coat, he threw himself fect
foremost through the aperture in a madly
brave attempt at rescue.

The water swallowed him in its icy cold
grip, A couple of swift kicks and he was
on tho surface, and, half-turning, saw tho
duncing reflection of the cellar lamp on the
water for an instant before he wuas swept
round a bend into a blackness more eunshroud-
ing than the darkest night.

“Unecle! Uncle!”

His voice sounded hollow and strangely
unlike his own, and came echoing back into
Lis ears from the recking walls and roof. No
other sound could he hear save the wash of
the stream as it hurried to pour itseli into
the Thames. g

Wildly Jack beat himself away from the
walls he could not see, as he was flung
against them by the current, and groped in
scarch of Bonner whom he knew was but a
weak swimmer despite his Marine Bervice
experience, -

He could neither feel nor hear the man Lo
sought. It was as though he were in some
underworld of watery chaos—a lone, lost sou!
himself being borne onward through an
eternity of terror.

Good swimmer though he was, Jack found
the task of keeping his head above water in

the inky darkness a matter of greatest
diffienlty.

At one point an underground sluice poured
into the narrow river, and as he was caught
in the vortex formed at the junction, he was
flung round like a top in the blackness and
swice crashed against the confining walls with
a force that almost knocked the remaining
breath out of him. And then, when he
pictured a mean death like a rat in a drain,
he saw a dull gleam of light that roused him
to a last fierce effort for his life,

The light grew stronger as he was swept
downward, illuminating the overhanging
walls, so that he was able to keep a course
down the middle of the stream.

Ahead lay the wide River Thames with
pin-points of light on a string of barges on
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the far side, and gaunt black buildings
silthouctted against tho night sky beyond.

'The stream emptied itsell from under some
warchouses, and, turning on his back, Jack
kicked himse!f free of the current and fol.
lowed the direction of the tide until he could
get 2 hand-hold on a jutting jetty

No one was about, and after a rest he
dragged himself up some wet, weed covered
steps and gazed at the dark, sluggish river
Howing past

No huwnan power, he belioved, ecould aid
his unecle. In his mind was the thought that
the man who had been the evil influence in
his lfe had passed on into eternity.

“Crombs " muttered Joack, suddenly pull-
ing himself together. “That-—that was a
narrow squeak!”

There was no feeling that he had done any-
thing heroic as he erept away from the
jeity and among the warehouses of the river-
front. and with every step a sense of relief
grew  stronger within him.  Tonight he
realised he had achieved freedom. The old
sordid assoeciates, Brass Alley, the dirt and
sgquilor of the home which he had shared
with his unele—all these were in the turned-
down pages of the past, The pages of the
{:}turp, elean and unblotted, were open before
Hm.

A drizzle of rain began teo fall, and soon
became a steady downpour. The additional
wetting mattered lhitile to the boy after his
immersion in the river, but the bitter cold
set him shivering and coughing.

Repairs were being made in a street not
five minutes’ waltk from the river, and the
cheery glow of a charcoal brazier drew him
like a magnet. Saquatted in a shelter work-
ing out a crossword puzzle was an old watch-
man, who at first regarded hinm suspiciously,
Then, as the orange hight of the five fell on
Jack’s haggard face, he bockoned liim into
the shelter.

“Pink me, young matey,” mumbic! the old
watchman, “you've pgot vourseli soaked
throuch in this "ere rain, so you 'ave., Ain't
you got no ‘eme?”

Gratefully Jack stretched out his shivering
hands to the warmth.

“Nono as I can go to,” he mumbled.

The watchman gave a grunt of sympathy;
as a boy he himself had been kicked out into
the streets by a brutal father,

“Well, get yourself dried out, son,” he

2; NO FURTHER PAY-

MENT FOR A MONTH,

14 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL with-

out obligation to buy. JUNO

CYCLES are British through-

out and sent straight to you
direct from our factory,

igE;-r1Eil|{P9ﬂ5h; Puii?ﬁf

in every
Superb quality and easy rune
ning. Guaranteed for ever,
Don't delay. Write for Free
Art Catalogue.
JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.U.2),

298 & 250, Eishad}:suate.
London, B.C 2, Estab 51 years.

ey

HEIGHT INCREASED

Your Height Increased in 14 days, or Money Back!

5 inches gained; health and strength improved,
Amazing Cowmplete Course scnt for 5/ P.0O., or
STAME brings Free Book with testimonials. Write
NOW to STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road.
London, N.W.2.

BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED

for CANADA, AUSTRALIA and NEW
ZEALAND. Farm training, outfit, assisted
passages provided. The Salvation Army
keeps in touch with boys after settle-
ment in the Dominions, Make immediate
application—The Branch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C.4.

£2,000

worth cheap Photo Material and Tilms,
Samples catalogus free, 12 x 10 Enlarge.

mint, any photo, 8d.—~Hacketts, July Rd., Liverpool.

ﬁoys./ffe{e'é
your bike

A bike to be proud of ‘@
for 2/6 down and
nothing more to pay for
a month. Perfect, long-
lastin :-;umcif BooC Bliunk-
ing. Write for Catalogue
and dﬂt_&ils of 15 days' trial,

=

o ﬁ[

AVE
Dept. (T 847)

BIRMINGHAM

saidd.  ““And here—'ave a bide of bread and
cheese and a swig o’ this ‘ot tea.”
Soon Jack was steaming away in front ‘o
1 . -~ - N . n -]
p { o 'Aas running warm MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Pkarcels, 2/6,
tho fire, and th blood was = y | guist’s Instrument, Invisible, Imitate Birds, Price &d,

.'t_LJ[.’L;[] ‘II'I hlq u.,min:q frnlll '!.i](". pm'{:’fﬂ (J'f [—ht? Ll II{.H_,?_]-I_ 4 for 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Penton-
and wholesome [ood. 'Efnl!e Road, London, N.1, :
ADD INCHES to your

“Ain't you got no relations, boy ?” inquired
tho x-—.';l.f.f‘:!‘lmﬂnh:lt l(‘rngth, ’ ;GROW TALLER height., Details frea.—

“None."” | JEDISON. 38, BOND STREET, BLACKPOOL.

“Huh! You'd better doss here, T 8'pose,
and to-morrow you can go along to the
mission.”

“It’s jolly good of yon,” Jack said huskily.

of |

5/6. Yentrilo-

IS PN IR N PR AN R BN NN FFOAEENR AR RENE

All applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

lication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, * The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

(Continued on next piage.)



42

RIVALS OF THE RAMPANT

(Continued from previous page.)

“In the morning I'll drift round to an old
pal of mine.”
That night he slept soundly in the watch-
man’'s shelter, In the morning, after thank-
ing tho man, he went off and spent most of
thie morning in the gardens near the Tower
of London. Tho firm he had worked for
down at the docks owed him morey, but ho
did not go to collect it. He was done entirely
with the old Jack Gilbert, and if he were
believed to be dead, then so much the better.
The Call of The Navy!

HORTLY after two o'clock Jack made
S tracks for a certain London County
Council fire-float station to see the pal
We had mentioned to the watchman—

the one real friend he had in the world.

There, surely enough, was old Barny
Morland, seated on the floating pier, and fol-
lowing his usual accupation of watching with
critical eye the men of the fire brigade polish-
ingfthe brasswork of their trim fire-fighting
cratt,

At the sight of Jack the old man's eyes
lighted with pleasure.

“Hallo, young Jack!” he exclaimed
cheerily, “How comes it you're here to-day ?
Thought you'd got a job?"

“So I had, Barny,” Jack answered, as he
scttled near the man, “but I've quit.”

He paused and averted his head as ho felt
the old man's eyes upon him—shrewd, kindly
cyes which had missed very little in life. He
felt a rough hand steal across his shoulders
and heard Barny’s grufl voice demanding:

“What’s up, sonny?"

Well did Jack know he could get sympathy
and help from this old friend with whom he
had often sat to hear spin yarns of by-gone
dayvs. For old Barny, who had served in the
Royal Navy and later in the London Firoe
Brigade, had been eoverywhere and scen
overything. Some said he was very well-to-
do, and 1m any case he had 3 wealth of
knowledge of human nature and a wonderful
kindliness that made all that knew him love
and respect him. ;

And into the sympathetie ears of old Barny
Morland Jack poured the amazing story of
his night’s adventure, while the old man
sucked on his pipe and listened without a
word.

“Well, Barny,” said Jack, after a pause at
tho end of his narration, “what shall I do?"

The old man tapped out his pipe on his
boot.

“So that swab Lew Bonner is gono?" he
mumbled. “To my idea, boy, it's a kindly
providence that’s taken a hand to set you free
from a rogue you ought to have run away
from long ago. Still I'm not to blame you
for sticking by the fellow who brought you
up, and who was the only relation you had
in the world, bad egg though he was, O’
course, the police have got to know about it,”

“Oh, crumbs!” :
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“And you've got to have a clean start,
Jack, my boy."

Jack nodded.

“I hoped to get a berth in the Merchant
Service,” he said.

“A good life, my boy,” commented Barny ;
“but why not the Royal Navy?”

“The Navy!” A sparkle came into Jack's
tired eyes, but almost instantly died again.
“My hat, there's nothing I should like better
in the world, Barny, but what hope has &
chap liko me of getting accepted? There's
no one to give mo a character—'cept a bad
one, and what d'you think theyv'll say when
they ask my school and I tell 'em it was a
reformatory ?”’

He laughed bitterly, and old Barny lighted
his pipe and puffed vigorously at it for a
few minutes in silence,

“Look here, Jack,” said the old man sud-
denly. “I've been turning things over in
my mind, and, tar me, I think it can be
worked! You've got no relations, and I'll
take on as your guardian and get you in
somehiow."”

“But the reformatory and——"

“Iorget ’em!” gnapped Barny, almost
biting through his pipe stem. *“ Bury the
past. Lio low for a while, and start lifo
afresh in the Royval Navy as the adopted
boy o' old Barny Morland.”

With that old Barny ambled off to make
inquiries; and Jack, whose Christian name
alone was known to the firemen, remaincd
in the vicinity of the float,

For ncarly an hour he watched the traffic
on London's river, lost in his own tangled
thoughts, and only roused as he heard foot-
steps approaching. Instcad of Barny, whom
he expccted, he saw the old man's ouly
nephew, Clement Smith—a lad of about his
own age, whose father, a policeman, had
lost his life in an affair with Kast End
crooks.

His nerves on edge, Jack gave a start, and
the colour mounted in his wan face. He
had no liking for Smith, a burly and bully-
ing youth, who, according to Barny, badly
nceded “smarterin’ up.”

“So you're here again, you voung
slacker!” was Smitli's greeting. “You
seemed mighty scared when I came along—
thought I was a cop perhaps?”

“I—T thought it was Barny,” Jack mut-
tered.

“Huh!” snecred Smith. “Come to sponge
on him for money again, I s'pose?”
Jack stiffenced, his eyes ﬂasﬁfﬁg angrily.
“Your mistake,” “I'm not

like you!”

Smith laughed contemptuously.

“And vou'd better not sav vou are,” he
retorted. *“I'd knock seven bells out of you
if you'd said you were like me—you beastly
young crook!”

(Jolly fine scrial, isn't it, chums? Next
weel's gripping instalment i3 even better
than the first, and you'll follow the adven-

he snapped.

tures of Jaek Gilbert with breathless
 interest.)
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‘LL bet you're not alwars =0 serious All the St. IFFrank's stories in the Old
Wyn Smith (Blackwater)—as vou appear | Paper have been written by me-——.J. L. Tunks
in vour photo, which looks out on us | (Eastbourne)—in addition o the bulk of
from the top of the page this weck. At | those which appeared before St Frank’s was
any rate, [ hope vou're not. You certainly | introduced. The reason why Lord Dorrimore
make out a good case for the girls when | can now fly an aeroplane, whervas in the
vou sav: “Girls have quite as much sense | eavlier stories he couldn't, i1s that he has
-——even more--than boys, For instance, | become a pilot in the meantime. Nor much
several boy friends of mine thought the | of a mystery in that, is there? The cost of

NELSON LEE too utterly boring for words,
until I explained ahmlt different characters
and interestings facts in the stories; and. lo
and behold, each one takes in the NELrRON
Ler now! H'm! Where is all this * boy’
sense |’ All T can say i1s—echo answers
where.  Naturally T keep a list of alt my
St, Frank's eharacters, 1 think 1've got
a pretty decent memory, bot I don't wani
to tax it foo. much.
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Kenmore, of the Sixth, has been
quiet larely--Peggy Rodgers (\aida

He’s not such a rotter as he used to
be, and he *tas turned over a new leaf,
You'll probably hear something of him
before long. As for Willy's dog. * Light-
ning,” of ecourse hoe still with hi< voung
masrer,
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Third-Formers, sixteen Fifth
sixteen Sixth-Formers have
in the stories—(. Rollins
(Birmingham). The masters are: Dr. Mor-
rison Nicholls, Head; Mr. Nelson Lee,
Housemaster, Ancient House; Mr. Beverley
Stokez, Housemaster, West House; Mr,
Arthur Stockdale, THousemaster, Modern
House: Mr. Barnaby (joole, Housemaster,
Fast Honse. Mr. Robert Langton, Sixth:
Mr. William Page*t. Fifth; Mr. James
Crowell, Remove: Mr. Horace Pyeraft,
Fourth: Mr. Anstin Suneliffe. Third. There
are some other masters, such as Professor
Svlvester Tneker, seience. and so on,

Aboui thirty
Formers, and
been mentioned
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Willy  Handforth's  pets—C(".
(I1nchlev)—are: Lighining. his dog:
duke, the monkey: Priseilla, the
Rupert, the rat: Septimus, the snake:
Ferdinand, the ferret; and T think he has
one or two more, If he hasn't 1T expect he'll
coon he adding to his eolleetion,
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postage 10 Australia is just the same as the
postage at home—13d., plmullwr vour letter
doesn’t weigh more than an onne
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No—F. O. Hammond (Aeeral)- the Moor
View School is not a part of St I'rank’s.
It's guite a separate establishimenr, 1 shall
bo pleased to get some further cards of
Acera, if vou ecare to send them,

% *

Nipper was not ar St. Frank’™s o No, 1,
Old Series—-R. Rigby (Southporii,  The
school didn't appear until No, 112.  Hand-
forth’s Austin-Seven was given to him, as a
birthday present, by a doting aunt. Con-

sidering what it hﬂq already gone through,

I think ir 18 wearing very well,
L8 L 3 »

The titles you want—R. J. Hipperson
(Wanstead Park)—are: No. 1, Old Sl}ﬂﬁﬁ,
“The Mystery of Limehouse Reach ™: No. 9,
Old Series, “The Clue of the Straw Sailor

Hat ”: No. 5, New Series, *‘Handforth the

Martyvr.’

.
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The most popular prefect—Cyril J. Whit.
tington (Ventnor)—is undoubtedly Iidgar
Fenton, the school captain. His popularity
is mainly due to his sports prowess, and
because he is such a thoroughlv decent fellow.
Biggleswade is perhaps next, Biggy being
such an casv-going chap with the juniors,
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= OUR WEEKLY POW-WOW !
= By The Editor, &
R T R
A Bumper lIssue!

GRAND new series of yurns foatur-
A ing the Bovs of St. Frank’s and
a stunning new serial written ln one
of the most popular authors of boys’
stories—that's the pregramme in this week's
numhber of the Old  Vaper, and therefore 1
think I am well 311-l:hm:l in calling it a
bumper issue, - =

The St. 1"1;[1;1\ s School Train series, I feel
certain. 15 going 16 cause tremendous iuterest
among readers of the NELsox LEg. Tor one
thing, l!w idea 1s something new and novel,

l“j

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORILS

Grove, South Shore, Blackpeol, wants barck
numbers, new sories,

Stanley Worthingion, 37, Oldham  Roud,
Fatlsworth, WManchester, wvants corve-pon-
dents anywhere,

Raymond . Dixon, Tl. Boston Road,
Mt Eden, Auckland, New Zealand, wunt-
correspondents  anvwhere:  mterested n
stamps,

J. Buadeger, Old Bar, Manning River,
North  Couast, N.8.W., Australia, wunt-
correspondent- anvwhere.

Mif-,uwl Jo0 Scehultz, 1, Marlhoronugh
Avenue, Glebe Pt Sydney, NSW., Aus.
tralia, wants correspondents in England,
America, India, and New Zealand,  Wili
T. (. Mereer, Waterloo, Liverpool, sepdd
details of his stinp elnh?

RH_‘-' I"101d, 32 BoHeyue E[l’t'l‘l, Arenchiffe,
NBW, Australta, wanis 1o <oreespotid with

a Spanish or Irench reader,

Never * before has any school story paper W . H_lwi'iurk_ 620, Vietor Steeei, Win.
published a scries of stories in which he | S Mtininulm, Canada, wanls corvespon.
tlmmnvl- go for a trip round Great Dritain dents anywihiere,
in the. novel fashion Edwy Searles “Drooks dames Towe. 487, 13h Seeci. Brooklyn,
-:’u.--mrb(m Then, "again, rveaders will keenly | NY.B, US.A,, wants carrspondents any.
an!icipate ﬂu- ‘woek  when Nipper aud his | where, . -
chiwms  visit their ewn partieular town or | G. L Midls, Kelvin Len i Ve Huiti, New
distriet,” This  latrer  faet, perhaps mwove | Zealand, wants baek vajolve~ - o
than "dny other, makes me think™ thay the Regmald B, Hoegett, 54, Stoafs' . Nest
School  Train serics will prove one of the | Village, Coulsdon. Sairvey, wants correspes:
most popular thai } He evep :quuzu‘ i the | doenes overseas, ' v
Old  Paper, : Miss Annte” Bothoaa, 23 25, Caledon Sireid,
Next iveek finds the St Frank's boss in | Cape Town, 8. Africa, wants givl corresporn.
Norwich and Shéffield.” Natorally readers in g dents anywhere, B
those {]M:uh ‘will be expecially interested, |0 15 " Watkins, (174, Daker Steeef, Brighton.
but my other chums clsewhere  will "‘-'-’!"‘“;l!ll‘irﬂuh‘li]'f'}t. NEW Zealand, wanis to Fwea.
thoroughly enjm'tim fipe yarn. Dow't for- t fiom yeaders in histdistrict to forin # cor.
get to write, and tel] e what you think of respoudence  ¢lub: also from DBrian Suow
this new series: ]u;ml it you want to do wme | Lall, Rangoou. e
:l g?{:inli“:”. 1:.(!,] uH ﬂ:;lr:-m pals d].nl._a, 1_hv Roy Gallimore, 13, Ringoer Avenie, I-‘ul-
i i X .
E ¥ e A o Tax Yoivor. | bam, Lendon, S.W. 6, wanis corrcespondent..
« "umae w Tiga £ e who are stamp collectors 1o 1he British
; ' IKmpire, Roumania,  Hunguary, DPersia, and
- * ' ' - : ;i ]l Grand Lebanon,
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED. C. Darker. 53, Alexandra Road. Windser,
F W Steno 13 i « : i Berks, wants N1, L. Nos, 535, 539. 552, o'
- W, Stune, 14, Fofwersit Bldeet, 4 bureh | gof: X155 dD4F, 48, 99. 8L, uw sorics.
Road, I_iqltt-m*ﬁ{-a: London S.W. _'11,' WAl® | O B Bimeles, ZB2 kil 8 pecs
i o ; ¢ . : i At VLS . - gl
g?:larﬁ?ma::;ﬂ;:.t;th i Scotland,  Irelaood, - and Albury, N.2W.  Australia, winis con.
A v . e : respondenis who are  stwnp eollectors i
R. T. Staples, 4, Colworth Grove, Diecan- | Englamd, Ameries, and Australio.
u;g sereet,  Walworth, Lenden, S.E, ”,l Mis< Invy Tippett, 10, Jeevois Sireet, Tor
wants (mieipnnc{l nts anywhere. rensville, Adelaide, South Australia, wishbiees
W. IIHI'“DDl‘.l and ]Jl]!{l' (1["0!“".- I':.} Fiv it to CUL‘;’i‘h’IUIIII with I_\:u! Feslors,

« SSPRIY the finest Lﬂ\'l:nlr,\
rtiilt cyrles ON 1a DAYS® AP.
FROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
"r OARRIAGE PAID, cn recelpt of
a small deposit, Lowest Cash
§ prices or easy payment terms.
ertuforrm“uruin L'staNow

A m\ ““‘ﬂakﬂé“

l

P W ithmlt sppliances — drugs — or dmunn

ior further partics, btamg

[

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- ﬁé‘é‘}‘éﬂi‘“ AR

inches Iin ONE MONTH

-~ 51

The Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Complete Course, 5/« P».0. p.

~P, A, Lliva.
AY, Hurth Wales.

= tn

Harrock House, COLWYN
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