


The Night Hawk at the Lost City of Nagir!

JUNGLE JUSTICE!

CHAPTER 1.
The Nagirines Attack!

RACK! Crack! Cra-a-ck!
(g Spang-g !

The ringing smack of a heavy army
rifle crashed above the chorus of light
Winchesters. On the edge of the Congo
jungle cighty vards away a black arm jerked
suddenly into view beside the bole of a great
tree; a black body followed and lay still
The man m the soiled white uniform who
crouched 1n the littlo square, stockaded hut
on the glittering M’Bolo bcach grinned

wirthlessly.

‘But the grin changed
next instant to a harsh
grunt of pain as
another volley of angry
lecad whined from the

The Night Hawk draws the White
Serpent’s ¢ fangs ’ with tongues
of flame !

jungle, and a bullet nicked in tirough hLisg
loophole, scoring a burning furrow acro-s
his sweating cheek. He recoiled hastily,
glancing round with haggard ecyes at his
single companion in the room, a grant negro
peering  cautiously through another :lot.
And even as ILieutenant Descartes, of the
Belgian Congo Force, stared -at him, the man
flung back his head and sagged Imply down
to the floor.

The licutenant, chief of the hLittle oflicial
trading-post at M'Bolo, pursed hiz lips
arimly. Four other quict forms lay agamst
the walls of the store—a single bhig room
with a Dbroad counter
running half its length,
and, behind, shelves of
merchandise, cloth,
knives, hright herads
and ornaments  for
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although it was their shots,
fired from good modern
Winchesters, that were
pattering ceaselessly against
the store, and he himself
had been forced to shoot a
round score of them. He
could not blame them for
fishting, however. It was
that or suffer torture from
the Nagirines—such torture
that had terrified every
black in the Congo; which,
as Descartes knew, was say-
ing something. He, at least,
did not mean to undergo
that punishment.

A scraping sound at his
back made him turn quickly
to see a burly man clamber-
ing down painfully from the
loft. Like the lieutenant,
he was clad in a dirty white

A rickety ladder led from the centre
of the floor to the loft above.
“One more—one less!” he muttered, and,

barter.

ducking his head from the bullets that
spanged raggedly through the loopholes,
crossedd  to the counter, moistening his

parched lips from the water-jar. e leaned
on the support, a man tired and wounded.
““One morc—one less!” he droned lazily.

“Only Jacques and I left now. Soon be
over!”

He touched the revolver on his thigh
shakily, as though to reassure himself that

1t was still there. Only one bullet remained
1n its chambers—and that was for himself,
when the enemy made their final rush. He
was not falling 1nto the hands of the
Nagirines alive. Of that he was fiercely
certain!

- The Nagirines! The thrice-accursed men
from the Lost City of Nagir, somewhere
hidden in the depths of impenetrable bush
and once a colony of ancient Egypt. Since
noon the little trading-post had been under
fire. Now it wanted but a short hour to
sunset,

Out of the forest the Nagirines had come
1m a surprise raid: tall, high-shouldered men,
clear-brown of skin, devilish of heart. With
them, unwilling allies, were—or had been—
about sixty men of the N’Agu tribe: con-
quered by the Nagirines, like the rest of
the tribes in that part of the Congo, and
forced to ficht their battles. The
lieutenant laughed shortly. Poor devils!

He almost pitied the N’Agu men,

uniform, the left shoulder
of which was torn away
disclosing a fresh bandage
with an ominous stain, As
Lhe rcached the floor the
newcomer saluted stiffly.
Descartes smiled.

“Well, sergeant; not long

now. How’s the+ wound?”

““Liko fire, 1ny lieutenant,”. Sergeant

Jacques grunted. “But—defeat is not ours
yet!”

“Not yet, but soon!” was the grim replsy.
“T fancied just now I saw a fresh party of
the N’Agu edge through the jungle—headed,
of course, by a Nagirine dog. They will rush
us shortly. What of tho machine-gun?”

“We have but ono belt left, lieutcnant.
¥nough to knock over a few of the pigs when
they charge!” The sergeant’s brooding eye
ran over the dead native soldiers, killed in
doing their duty. ‘“We are alone, 1 sece!”

“As you say!” Descartes straightened him-
self with forced briskness. “Well, mon
brave, back to your posts. We must fire till
the end, Back to your gun, sergcant. Let
them have it when they rush. And remem-
ber ’—he touched his revolver—‘‘do not let
the Nagirines take you alive!” ,

‘““Sacre bleu! Rest assured of that, lieu-
tenant!” The sergeant, veteran that he was
in the Congo Force, knew more of Nagirine
torture even than his superior; and his lips
stiffened. As Descartes turned away once
more, the man muttered:

“If I could but get my hands on that rene-
gade cur who rules them, by the devil, I
would——-" His voice died away in a growl
like that of a trapped tiger. He looked up
to find savage agreement in the mnarrowed
eyes of his officer.

By JOHN BREARLEY
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“Then the lives of a thousand natives and
a dozen white traders would be avenged—
slowly, my good Jacques—very slowly
indeed !”” whispered Descartes viciously. *‘ But
there is no hope of that. The jackal rules
somewhere in Nagir, sending out his men,
who, In their turn, send cowed negroes inio
the firing-line.”

The lieutenant crawled forward again to
the loopholes. ¥rom post to post he prowled,
staring out over the brilliant battlefield.
Surronnding the trading-hut was a high, stift
stockade, the only defence besides Jacques’
machine-gun that I‘m’ad enabled the little garri-
son to put up so long a fight., Its palings
were dotted with black, drooping forms, with
here and there a robed figure, showing that
some of the domineering Nagirines had
shared the fate of their conscripted followers.
The expanse of eye-aching sand beyond was
dotted with other black figures, right up to
the odge of the jungle. Red flashes came
constantly from the dark background of
trees: sounds as of hail dropping pattered on
the stone walls of the hut. Lieutenant Des-
cartes suddenly pushed out his rifle and fired.

Out on the sun-blistered beach, a few
yards in advance of the jungle, another
crouching black figure stiffened, dropped his
rifle and rolled over. He had exposed his
head an inch toco much. Like a lizard, a
lean brown man in dingy robes crawled from
behind a bush, recovered the rifle with a
swift grab and edged back again.

On the other side of the shelter another
man, coal-black like the one who had just
died, had the rifte thrust into his unwilling
hands. For a moment he rolled his big eyes
in rebellion, but a bitter scow! and a fierce
gesture from the Nagirine sent him crawling

onwards to take his place in the advanced

firing-line. No sooner had he reached the
body of his fellow-tribesman than, to the
roar of Descartes’ rifle, he, too, gave a queer
lurch. And this time his brown leader let
the Winchester stay where it had fallen. Des-
cartes’ bullet had struck the breech-block
before killing the rifleman, and the weapon
was not worth recovering.

Instead, the Nagirine let his fierce eyes
rove behind him to the trees. The jungle
fringe was dotted with little partics of blacks,
ten to a group and cach group in charge of
a robed lcader like himself.

Straightening, the Nagirine picked up his
own Winchester, put fingers to his mouth
and blew a long, peculiar whistle. Instantly,
from amid the trees, camo the sharp, harsh
bark of Nagirine orders. Foliage rustled;
?leaming black bodies prowled reluctantly
rom cover, prodded onwards by thair
lecaders. The Nagirine, flinging up his rifle,
stepped boldly from the bush with a ery like
a trumpet-call.

““Charge, dogs of N’Agu!
Nagir and the White Serpent!”

His clarion-call died away in a groan as
Descartes’ rifle found him from the store.
But the charge, once started, rolled on. A
solid bunch of the N’Agu, spreading out

Charge for

fearfully as they ran, rushed down the beach
for the stockade, blazing a vicious, panicky
volley as they went. Behind them, the robed
Nagirines urged thgm on with shrill shouts
and blood-curdling threats.

Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

From the store-loft flickering jets of fire
stabbed into the rush; the harsh chatter of
the machine-gun drowned the volleys of
Winchester shots. Down in the main room
Licutenant Descartes, tight-lipped, narrow-
cyed, moved from loophole to loophole,
firing desperately at the onrushing blacks,
shouting 1n cracked triumph as their van-
guard crumpled up, and two of the
Nagirines pitched headlong to the sand also.

‘“Well done, Jacques!” he croaked, as
though tho sergeant could hear him. But
his eclation was short-lived.  Suddenly, so
suddenly that the shock struck him lhke a
hammer-blow, the machime-gun above ccased
fire. Thers came a shcut of agony, a
jarring crash, and as he swung round the
body of Sergecant Jacques sagged across the
loft-opening.

Something snapped in the lieutenant’s
brain. He leapt up the ladder, pushing past
his gallant comrade to hurl himself at the
machine-gun. Through the loophole he saw
the Nagirine band almost at the stockade,
the leaders whooping like demons now that
the spitting weapon was silent. With ice-
cold hands Descartes thumbed the trigger.
sending out a fresh screen of death. Then
came a metallic click—and nothing more.
The cariridge-belt—the last one—was empty |

Grabbing up another rifle, he poked it out,
dropping blagk figures that had begun to
scramble over the stockade. A bullet, ping-
ing through, knocked him backwards, clutch-
ing at his shoulder. Doggedly he dragged
himself up again, plucking at his revolver
with feeble fingers.

It was the finmish.

Into the stockade dropped a handful of
lithe fighters; the main body charged up be-
hind with redoubled cnergy. A few minutes,
three at the most, and the store would be
full of bloodthirsty, torturing natives.
Licutenant Descartes dragged his gun f{ree,
pressed the muzzle to his temple.

And then the miracle happened.

Out of the blazing sky, twin automatics
roaring in outstretched hands, swooped an
amazing winged figure under glittering
wings that slashed the hot, still air. Straight
into the heart of the charging tribesmen 1t
strecaked, reckless of flying lead. Each
bullet from the spitting automatics found a
billet. The men already in the stockade
dropped like wheat before the recaper.

In a flash the yells of victory had changed
to throat-cracking screams of terror and dis-
may. The charge wavered, halted—began
madly pouring back up the beach towards
the trees. Swinging above tham, the strange
phantom with the wings began to reload his
guns deftly, gliding less than twenty yards
above the {ugitives’ heads. The jungle-
fringe spurted black bodies again as a fresh
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reinforccment were driven forth to stiffen
the flecing attackers. As the two parties
mingled, and the winged avenger dived
again, the second miracle arrived.

The glazed, weary eyes of the Belgian
officer bulged. He drew his hand across
them as though to wipe out the sight, for
1t  seemed t%lat delirium—a fantasy of
approaching death—had gripped him.

Squarcly 1n front of the stockade, like some
silent, protecting monster, dropped a giant
airship, its steel sides brilliant in the sun-
rays. So vast was its bulk that it completely
blocked the store from the shrieking, milling
natives. So utterly uncanny was its swift
vertical plunge to earth under whirling
helicopters that Descartes almost swooned
from the sudden shock,

Recovering, he saw a squat turret on the
airship’s roof burst into a rattling crescendo
of machine-gun fire. From the great sliding
door nearest to him men tumbled out briskly
—hefty, grinning white men, with bandolicrs
slung round their drill tunics and rifles in
their fists. They doubled swiftly round the
stern of the astonishing vessel, chucking
themselves down on the sand, slinging out
solid, crashing volleys of slugs across the
beach.

To the panting, wounded man in the
store-loft there came a babel of sounds that
wracked his ear-drums.  Shrieks, groans,
hideous yells of fear that only native throats
can achieve, welled up above the reports of
rifles, the chatter of machine-guns.

As 1n a drcam he caught occasional
glimpses of the shining, winged figurc dart-
ing and swooping high in the air above the
distant jungle trees, red jets of fire still
flashing from his hands. Saw, too, the
whirlwind charge of the white riflemen
emerge from beyond the bright airship and
hurtle up the beach. Before them, plunging
madly away or dropping in their tracks,
sped the natives, N’Agu and Nagirine alike,
in a terrified bolt for shelter.

And, with the sight, a red mist of pain
welled up in him, changing swiftly to the
blackness of unconsciousness. With a sigh
and a little twitch of his lips Licutenant
Descartes, defender of M'Bolo, slumped for-
ward in a hcap.

CHAPTER 2.
Whoe is the White Serpent?

WHEN he came to again he opened his

cyes slowly, blinking at the bright

clectric lights c¢verywhere above

him. He was in a comfortable
bunk, his shoulder and the bullet furrow in
his check skilfully bandaged. He felt clean
and cool, too, and although his wounds
naincd him, the instinctive knowledge that
fle was in safc hands poured over him like a
healing balm.

A cool hard, laid quietly on his forehead,
made inm look up more alertly, gasping
with surprise to see a pretty girl in neat
khaki smiling down at Lim. From the

girl his cyes travelled in awe to where
a group of hefty men stood watching im
quiet curlosity.

“The rifleman !” he muttered, almost to him-
himself. And another dazed glance round at
shining steel walls, divided by great windows,
at other bunks, a long table, a steel ladder
beside a control-platform, leading to the gun-
turrct above, told him that he must Dbe
aboard the massive airship that had dropped
so miraculously from the sky to his rescuec.

Then his brows went down sharply. Two
men came towards him from the group, men
with leadership written in every line. One
was superbly tall and ecrect, with strong,
clever face and slight bus kindly smile. The
other, shorter, sturdier, but with lincs of

hardship ctched deeply on his bronzed
visage.  Recognition came at once to the
lieutcnant. He tried to sit up.

“Sir John Alan!”

The famous British explorer smiled and
shook hands warmly.

“Awake at last Descartes!
you put up a wonderful fight! Allow me to
introduce my friend, the leader of this
party—Professor Thurston Kyle !

Descartes put out a hand, although
naturally he did not recognise in Thurston
Kyle the uncanny winged gunman who had
first flashed to his aid. The Night Hawk
bowed. -

““I salute a very brave mian, licutenant!”
he said deeply in faultless French.

“M-merci, monsicur—" _bcgan  the
Belgian officer, and almost choked. With a
strong cffort he pulled himself together,
turning again to Sir John with wonder in
his lcok.

“But, Sir John—how are you here? The
last I saw of you was—many months ago,
when you left M’Bolo for the bush in scarch
of Nagir with your expedition. Your
friends, Scnor Alvarida and his men, who
struggled back alone wecks later and camped
beyond the village, told me that you and all
the rest were dead—killed by those Nagirine
dogs !

A dour look crossed Sir John’s face.

‘““Alvarida was a traitor!” he said quietly.
““I was in his camp all the time he was
here—till hc fled to France on the next

Gad, man,

steamer. You did not know it; reither
could I get word to you, lieutcnant!”
“"You—you were tn  Alvarida’s camp?

And he was a traitor? But, Sir Jochn——"

To case his obvious amazement, the ex-
plorer told him briefly the story of tho last
expedition to Nagir. Of how Alvarida had
deserted 1n the face of a Nagirine attack, of
how he—Sir John—and his threc DBritish
friends, Foster, Hendricks and Langdale, had
actually pcnetrated to the Lost City, found
and hidden the Priests’ Treasure there. And
of how lhe escaped after the death of his
threc comrades, only to fall into the hands
of Alvarida and be tortured and imprisoned
for the secret of the treasurc.

‘“He wanted to know where we’d hidden
1t, meaning to equip a strong party to go
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back for it. When the Nagirines tracked us
to M’Bolo he fled, taking me to a fake
asylum in Paris. My friend here
resuced me and took me secretly to
England. But Alvarida followed. And ”’—
Sir John’s voice decpened—“so  did
the Nagirines. They, too, wanted the hid-
ing-place of tha trcasure. They lkilled
Alvarida ip my own garden, attacked my
friends, my daughter and myself. We beat
them off. And now we have returned n
Professor Kyle’s airship Thunderer—on a
mission of vengeance against these torturing
Nagirines |’

“Torturing Nagirines,” rcpeated the Bel-
gian, with a shudder. ‘‘Yes, you are right
there, Sir John. They are devils incarnate.
And they followed you to Europe, ch? Hal
I sco the hand of their white lcader 1o
that!” '

‘“Can you tell us of this white leader, licu-
tenant?’”? Thurston Kyle spoke softly. An
cager look answered him.

“Not much, monsicur, save that he is a
fiend of fiends. My government have a
theory that he is either a deserter from the
French Foreign Legion who has wandered
to the Congo, or that he is a certaiu
Parisian millionaire who ruined himself with
cards and racing, and fled some time back
to avoid disgrace. We -cannot tell, though,
for no one has ever seen him—and lived!”
He gripped the blanket over him with tense
fingers. '

‘“But of his deeds, messieurs. Ah, I can
not speak of them before mademoiselle here,
Suffice it that he rules the Nagirines, and
has welded them into a terrible scourge.
They are armed, as you saw, with Win-
chesters, smuggled doubtless across the
Cameroon borders. Under his leadership they
have emerged from tho mysterious forests
in which they lived, and terrificd the Western
Congo. At least a thousand tribesmen have
been wiped out—the others forced under his
banner. He has paralysed their very souls.
And besides that, every white trader and
governnient post from ﬁere to the Luglaba
has been destroyed. And every white man he
has captured——" He shook his hecad with
a grim significance that made his listcners
and the Kittens beyond growl savagely.

“The White Serpent, as the Nagirines call
iheir leader, plans to wrest the Congo away
from my country. Ior the last month his
attacks have becn ceaseless. M’Bolo was the
last official post left, and they surprised us
at noon, mowing down all my detachment,
save five native soldiers, who werc near the
store with Sergecant Jacques and myself.

I have appecaled to my government for
aid—for an expeditionary force to fight this
growrmg mcenace. But it is difficult. No
one save yourself, Sir John, has ever reached
Nagir and returned. We do not know where
the ecity lies. And for whitoe soldiers in the
bush » Ho shrugged. ‘If the snakes and
crocodile-swamps don’t get them, the Nagir-
imes and their slaves dol!”

He fell back, weak and tired. Thurston

Kyla smiled in a way that made his datk,
handsome face almest cruel.

“Yet my men, flying above the Bush, not
marching through it, will give this White
Serpent something to think about!” he
gritted.

Descartes struggled up again.
- “You arc going to Nagir?
ship? DBut. of course, you said so.
ficht the Nagirines??

“To the last man, licutenant!”

“Ah!” Descartes’ face twitched with
numbed wonder and delight. “It all seems
a drcam. I do not understand yet how you
got here !”

Thurston Kyle smiled sardonically. He did
not explain that, but for Scrapper Huggins
sceing the fight miles away through the long-
range glasses in the ‘‘look-out,” the
Thunderer would have passed high over
M'Bolo and into the forests beyond without
stopping. Getting in a tangle with Belgian
officialdom was the last thing he had in-
tended. Neither did he tell how he had
donned his great wings at the first alarm,
slipped out of the air-lock and hissed to the
rescue, with the airship following. . IKxplana-
tions like that would come later—if at all.
He said soothingly :

“Let us talk of that when you are strong,
lieutenant. We will rest on this beach to-
to-night, and, in the dawn, set forth again
for Nagir—and a reckoning with the Nagir-
ines. It will be a stern one, I assure you!”’

A thought striking him, he stared at the
officer with pensive eycs. |

‘“But I forgot. You are the Belgian officer
in charge of this territory, and we are
Britons, carrying arms. Have you any ob-
jection to this invasion? In any case, you
are too badly wounded for us to leave you
here!”

“I object, monsieur?” cried Descartes
cagerly. “Non, non! If vou smash theso
Nagirines, the thanks of Belgium will be
yours, and more. And I—I, monsicur, shall
be the proudest man in the world to serve
with you!”

The Night Hawk smiled again, and gently
re-arranged the blanket over the wounded
man.

“Good! Now try.to sleep, my friend, until
dawn. And recmember—we shall not fail!”’

Tuarning, he gave quiet orders that sent
the Kittens and Snub Hawkins, his young
assistant to their bunks. Margaret tip-tocd
to the little cubby-hole that had been made
for her at the other end of the ship.

QOutside, the velvety darkness of the beach
was suddenly flooded with white radiance
from two purring searchlights, whose beams,
joined together, covered the shore for

undreds of yards. The forest fringe stood
out starkly in the glare. Bechind, all was
dark and still. Thurston Kyle and Sir John
turned at last to their own bunks.

But a fresh disturbance came dong before
the dawn.

Scarcely had four hours dragged by when
Nobby Clarke, on sentry duty, camec pattere

In this air-
Will you
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¢ The Whif{e Serpent commands

that you turn back at once !

said the Nagifine messenzer.
¢ Disobey and you die I *

ing down from the turret. Thurston Kyle
was awake in an instant, springing from his
bunk to meet the alert Kitten. Nobby
saluted.

“A bloke’s just walked into the lights—
from the forest, sir. One of them niggers
who woere a robe. And he's got a flag o
truce stuck on a stick, sirt!”

CHAPTER 3.
An Astounding Discovery!

ITHOUT a word, Thurston Kyle
Q;V wheeled to the door and shid 1t
open, taking precautions against
trecachery, however. Behind him,
the Kittens, who had turned i1in “all-stand-

ing,” stood in line.

Out on the brilliant beach, a tall figure
plainly to be seen, stood a man in the robes
of a Nagirine. As Thurston Kyle appeared
he held up the white flag he carried. After
a brief pause the Night Hawk raised his hand
to call him in. He went back while the
man was approaching and buckled a gun
round his waist.

The Nagirine, lithe, hawk-faced, clean-
shaven. strode in through the door at last
with the arrogance of one who enters a con-
quered village instead of an impregnable for-
tress. Holding the flag over his shoulder,

~)

he folded his arms, glancing disdainfully at
the little group of white men. His lips
curled in a contemptuous smile. And thus
he stood, in silence.

Thurston Kyle frowned. At his command.
Scrapper Huggins and Alf Jenkins sprang
to tho man’s side and led himm to the bunk
of Lieutenant Descartes.

“We may want you to interpret, lieu-
tenant!”’ explained the Night Hawk, in
French, as the Belgian raised his eyebrows
inquiringly, To everyone’s surprise, the
Nagirine replied in a broken variety of the
same language.

““No need for him, white man!” he said
insolently. “I sce you are chief here. My
message is for you, therefore!”

Thurston Kyle eyed him leisurely up and
down.

“Speak, then!” he said curtly.
smiled derizively as before.

“I bring a message from the White Ser-
pent, he who holds the Congo 1n his toils!”
he intoned. ‘““He who rules in Nagir; he
who——7"

“You come from the renegade murderer
who leads voul!l” cut in Thurston Kyle
shortly, “Be brief, man, lest I lose patience.
and turn you away. What is your message?”

Again the man began to smile, but this
time the Night Hawk stepped clese to him.
and even his hold cves faltered before the
expression on Kyle's face. He shrugged.

The other
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“Fhis, then, is the message, whitc man.
My lord knows of your coming here at
M’Bolo before sunset; and he has guessed
your purpose. He commands you to do two
things. One, that you return at oncc whence
you ocame. The other, that you send him
the secret hiding-place of the Priests®
Treasure that was removed from the temple
of Nagir!” )

At tho haughty words Thurston Kyle's
~heeks flushed angrily. But after a moment
he laughed in the man’s face,.

“So the White Serpent commands that,
does he? Tell me, man, what follows if we
do not obey ?”

The Nagirine stiffened in amazement. It
was elear he did not believe anyone would
have the hardiheod to disobey the commands
of his mysterious leader.

“Death follows, white man!” he spat.
“Death after many terrible hours. If you
do not retuim to your country, if you try
to reach Nagir, your end will be the worst
our priests can devise!”

“8o0!” Thurston Kyle surveyed him un-
pleasantly. “And if we do not yield the
hiding-place of the treasure, either—what
then 7™

“Then your friends die by torture!” was
the astounding reply. So astounding, in
fact, that Thurston Kyle gave back a .pace
and a queer hush descended. Then a. strange,

choked cry burst from Sir John Alam, who
pushed hastily forward.

“Friends? What friends?” he gasped.
“You hold no friends of mino captive,
Nagirine, What do you mean?”
t"ﬁhe answer that came was more shattering
still.

“1 mean the three white men whom we
captured 1in the temple over three moons
ago!” retorted the Nagirine calmly.

Reeling as from a blow, Sir John clutched
at Thurston Kyle, lips trembling.

“He means—he can only mean Foster—
Hendricks—Langdale ! he panted. “But
—but they are——" Hoe laid a grip of iron
on the Nagirine’s arm. ‘“You and your
White Serpent lie!” he thundered. ‘The
white men you captured were killed, I
saw them die beneath your knives. I, who
was also in the temple when you attacked.
Do you understand? I was there, but
escaped from you mad dogs. But my friends
were killed 17

"It 1s you who lie, white man}” snarled
the Nagirine, frecing himself savagely.
“We knew there were four in the temple
and one escaped. Wae followed. But the
others were not killed—no. We captured
them alive{”

“Ye gods!” Sir John passed a hand over
his eyes, trying bitterly to think back on
that terrible night when the Nagirines had
broken 1into the temple. He had been
firing from a niche in the rcof. The others,
Foster, Hendricks and Langdale, his three
companions in the expedition, had becn
below. The Nagirines had poured in like a
torrent—he had seen his friends go down,

and, powerless to help because his rifle was
enmpty, he had been Forced to cscape.

1f what this man said was true, then, the
three had not been killed in the rush, but
merely overpowered. The dim temple light
had deceived him.

“They are alive! Alive!” he muttered
stupidly, while the Nagirine laughed at him.

" Alive—but for not for long, white man!”.
he snapped. ‘‘We tried to wrest the new
hiding-place of the treasure from them, but
they were British pigs, and obstinate.
They live—until to-morrow night!” mocked
the man. ‘When the moon is at its full to-
morrow we hold the yearly feast of our god
Ra-kot. In the temple. There your friends
will die. The White Scrpent has saved them
for saerifice |”

He held up his hand as Sir John gave a
cry.
‘*But—their end depends on you, white
man. They will die; that is certain. Yet
whether they die by a swiit knife-thrust or
at the fiery hands of Ra-kot is for you to
say. Send the White Serpent the secrct of
where you hid the treasure, go you back
whence you came, as he commands, and your
friends’ death will be easy. Refuse, and .
He folded his arms again and smiled signifi-
cantly.

A deadly stillness filled the Thunderer’s
cabin. It was broken by the Night Hawk,
who waved the Nagirine coldly to the door.

“Retire, man, I desire to hold private
ipcec}} with my friends. Scrapper—guard

im }’

GATHERED in a group round Licu-

tenant Descartes’ bunk, the adven-
turers looked at each other grimly.
Sir John gave a helpless groan. De-
termined man that he was, he had not yet
recovered from his recent hardships, and his
will-power had suffered. Besides—
“We're in a cleft stick!” he mumbled.
“This discovery changes cverything. What
is the treasure to us, or Nagir either, pro-
viding we can save Foster and the others
from a Nagirine death!” .
Thurston Kyle laid a firm hand on his
shoulder. .
““Now, courage, old friend!” he said
sternly. ‘‘It is not the treasure I want now,
so much as vengecance for the white men who
have died at the hands of these Nagirines
and the brave fellows who died this after-
noon. I have no intention of giving up this
expedition. Nor have I any intention of
letting your friends die at all. Don’t you
see—whecther we give this information or
not, the White Serpent will kill them? And
what faith can we place In a renegade’s
word? Like as not he’ll torture them to
death in any caze. No!” He squared his

jaw. “They must be rescued !”’
“Rescuced ? But how?”’ Sir thn was be-
wildered. “If we refuse now this man will

send word back to Nagir, gnd they may
be killed out of hand!”

““Nothing ot the kind, old chap!’ The
Night Hawk shook his head, “They are
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ccremonial sacrifices, don’t you see? When
the moon 1s full to-morrow—that will be just
after midnight—they will die. Not before, I
am confident.”™

Snub struck in anxiously:

“What I can’t fathom is how the White
Serpent has learned we've arrived,” he said.
“Hang it, we've only been here a few hours,
‘and Nagir, according to Sir John, must be
many miles off, through tangled jungle.
How has he learned of this ight? And how
has he sent instructions back to his man?
Guv’nor, it's a bluff!”’

h'A feceble voice from the bunk answered

im. _

“Not at all, monsieur. The W
Scrpent knows, be assured. How fast docs
a telegramn travel back in dear old Europe?
Well, multiply that speed by twenty times,
and still ¢ bush telegraphy’ will beat it!”

“Bush telegraphy!” gasped Snub., He
hadn’t thought of that, . The Belgian nodded.

“That 1s so. Remember the bush from
here to Nagir swarms with natives. Word
has travelled backwards and forwards with
a speed white men cannot undcrstand till

White.

hours. It will be enough. Wc shall rescue
them and fulfil our other tasks, too.”

He spoke with such firm confidence thaf the
feeling inspired the others. Their faces were
stern, but almost serene as they wheeled and
strode across the cabin to where the Nagirine
waited, dwarfed by the Scrapper’s enormous
bulk. He glared at them haughtily.

“Well, white men?”

Thurston Kyle smiled deliberately.

““You may go now, man. Send word back
to your foul lecader that we refuse his com-
mands. We neither turn back from our
journcy to Nagir, nor do we yield the secret
of the Priests’ Treasure which we are com-
ing to scize !”

The Nagirine almost staggered as the slid-
ing door opened invitingly bchind him,

“You—refuse? You refuse the commands
of our lord?” His volce rosc to a scream,
“White men—jackals—fools, you go to your
death. And as for your friecnds—by to-
morrow night theyv will be cursing your
names, I tell vou!”

“And I tell you to get out!” snapped
Thurston Kyle. “You have heard our

they have been out here message. Deliver it!
for years, as I have!” Go! The palaver 1s
Were wasting BOYS OF ST, FRANK'S BETUBN TO  finished!” =
ime,” interrupted Sir erly confounded,
John impatiently. * It NORTHESTRIA! and taut with baflled
doesn’t matter how the Wonderful new series of double- rage, the Nagirine
Serpent k n o w s—the length yarns starting next week in stood striving to blazo

fact remains that he
does. What do you
mean by rescue, Kyle?
Can we get to Nagir

before midnight to-
morrow? By air?
Remember we have

only our rough compass
course to steer by and
our own observation as
we fly. And it will be night time!”

+““We shall do it!” replied Kyle calmly.
“We shall have African moonlight and our
own searchlights. Also, I shall be on
ahead !” '

Understanding began to dawn on Soub
and the others; all save the Belgian, who
gasped 1n amazement.

“You, guv’nor? Alone? Into that rattle-
snakes’ den?” asked Snub hoarsely. _

“Yes!” retorted the Night Hawk shortly.
He had caught the look on Descartes’ face,
and, as usual, did not relish discussing his
flying-powers before outsiders. “‘I can beat
the Thunderer fast though the airship is,” he
went on, sinking his voice. ‘‘But you will
be following closely. I will get there, and—
but that’s enough. Let us get rid of this
Nagirine first and discuss plans afterwards.”

Suddenly the old, eager light of adventure
gleamed in his dark cyes. He turned and
pinched Sir John’s arm affectionately.

“Don’t worry, old fellow. We came to
find Nagir and wipe out the Nagirines.
Now we have discovered that your bravo
friends are not dead, as supposed. but alive.
And will remain alive, too, for nearly thirty

which the Chums of St. Frank’s

travel to the North Pole and re-

visit Northestria, that country

primeval wonders set like a jewel
amid Arctic wastes.

Turn to page 37 for more
details.

out a fresh torrent of
words. At a nod from
Kyle, the« Scrapper’s
big hand landed on the
man’s shoulder, hauling
him backwards to the
door. He shook the
grip off, however,
drew himself erect and
slowly rearranged his
loose garments. e half-turned, hands stiil
busy; his eyes smouidered back at Thurston
Kyle. And, on the threshold of the cabin,
he spoke again, covering himself with the
flag of truce.

“I serve the White Serpent!” he mut-
tered, with strange simplicity, and his right
hand, appearing from bencath the flag,
moved like lightning.

Fast though the Nagirine drew his curly
throwing-knife, the Night Hawk bcat him
to the draw. He had bcen expecting some-
thing of the sort. The gun at his waist
glcamed in the light as though by magic.
Its ringing report echoed crashingly through
the cabin,

With a scream of pain, the Nagirine rceled
back, clutching his shattered hand. The
knife tinkled on the deck.

““Scize him!” rapped Thurston Kyle, and
with the man firmly held by Scrapper and
Jenkins, he strode over and looked deep into
his %ves. ’ “You trecacherous dog! Scrapperi”

¢ N ir ?’

“Dress hizs hand; then bind and blindfold
him. Keep hiin safe.”

After that whirlwind activity broke out
aboard the Thunderer.

of
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CHAPTER 4.
o’ The Lost City!

! HIRTY minutes later the Night Hawk,
II in flying costume and grecat wings,
stood on the roof of the Thunderer,
staring across the brightly lit beach to the
jungle beyond. He turned to young Snub
beside him, who gave him a warm but
anxious grip.

“You understand, lad; jou’re in charge
of the ship and its controls, with Sir John
to help you from the leok-out. Let go tho
moment I take off ; you’ll not be far behind
me then. From time to time I'll fire green
ftares. 1f and when I reach Nagir—two red
ones, Land in the big central square before
the temple, as Sir John has described, but
1f the Kittens have to make a rush, you,
with your damaged rib, must stay behind.
You and Margarct can work the firing-
turrct, 1f necessary. All clear?”

“Y-yes, guv'nor. And—good luck!”

Next moment, with @ langh and a swirl
of his wings, the Night Hawk was away,
gﬂ’ on his long, lone passage to the Lost
‘1ty.

He was more heavily armed than usual.
Besides his automatics, he carried a flare
pistol in his belt, and, strapped along his
back, a slender American hand machine-
gun that could be used as a rifle but with
deadlier cffect. An illuminated compass was
strapped to his wrist, and he had a copy
of Sir John'’s chart, drawn as truly as the
experienced explorer could make it. By this
he had the rough direction in which Nagir
Yay from M’Bolo beach.

_ Out of the searchlight glare he sped and
mto the velvety night, which dropped around
him like a star-spangled curtain. A bright
moon, still some way from its zenith, covered
the tangled land with unearthly radiance;
the air was soft and warm. On he flew
mto the African depths, the great river
gleaming beneath him—a lithe figure, silent
as a wraith, an uncanny harbinger of fate.

Night became day, and a thunderous
dawn found him deep in the heart of the
mysterious land, flying at the same smooth
speecd.

Presently, as the day grew clearcr, he
turned his head from time to time, making
out at last a great silver shape behind him,
many miles to the rear, but following almost
exactly in his course. The Night Hawk
smiled quietly to himself at sight of the
Thundcrer, and swung ahcad still faster.

The mornin ~wore on; hotter and fiercer
grecw the dazzhing sun, till the metal of his
flying controls grew painful to the touch.
Then, and not till then, did he fire two green
flares into the air, and, in a long swoop,
plunge towards the jungle.

Beneath the shade of an enormous tree,
on a little bluff above an oily stream, he
rame to earth, and hauled himself into the
lower branches. An intense, stifling silence
brooded over all; even the insect lige of the
jungle was still. A strange feeling of op-
pression hung - in the air, as though some

““ THE NABORB’S PERIL !’ Magnificent Long Complete School Yarn,

colossal force was gathering itself for a
spring. But the Night Hawk, iron-nerved
and gun in hand, rested quietly on his broad
perch for three good hours, rising at last from
the moist mossy ground and up through the
avenues of trees into the free air again.

Far above him, and much necarer, the
Thunderer glistened still. Again the green
flares from his pistol stained the heat-haze,
and, for a brief second, he saw & bright
answering glow from his mighty airship.
I-{e swirled ahead once more, refreshed and
alert.

But now he kept his goggled eyes glued
to the forest and shining streams, secking
everywhere for a glint of sunlight on ruined
masonry. No such sight rewarded him, but
he held on, a vast stretch of country sprecad
out bencath him like a spacious carpet.

Slowly the afternoon hours went; the sun
touched the western horizon far away, gilding
the matted jungle with crimson glory. For
a short space the world was fu%l. of ruby
light. Then, like an extinguisher, night
closed in, with no interval of soft twilight
such as occurs in Britain. An hour passed
during which jungle and g¢ky were wrapped
n impenetrabie darkness, But after that
the stars came out in equatorial brilliance,
and the bright moon loomed low in the dark-
blue heavens.

Occasionally the Night Hawk glanced at
his watch with narrowed eyes. Ten—eleven—
eleven-thirty. He was peering anxiously
over the jungle now, striving for an aerial
glimpse of the Lost City. At midnight, or
shortly afterwards, Sir John’s three friends
wero to die. Thirty minutes—fifty at the
most, he calculated. He dared not climb
higher still, lest the tricky moonlight de-
ceived him, but at whirlwind speed he zig-
zagged on his course, quartering the country,
searching. searching.

Suddenly he checked on whistling wings,

Hhs glasses flew to his eyes. Had he seen
something—the cold sheen of stonework in

‘the moonlight? Or was it fancy? With heart

bounding eagerly, he swung away in tho
direction of the glimmer, away to the left,
where a shadowy river flowed. He flung
himself lower, faster still, glasses glued in
position, body tense with excitement.

It was not fancy! Plainer and plainer
as he neared the spot gleamed the stony
light, Other shimmers appeared dimly be-
neath the shaggy trees. But more thrilling
even than these was the flicker of many
torches—the first signs of human life since
leaving M’Bolo. Like a great jewelled ser-
pent the long line of lights wound in and
out, disappearing at last into gloom,

The Night Hawk, jerking back his glasses
and drawing his guns, dived earthwards at
blinding speed. Beneath him, rowing
ever wider, was.a huge cleared spaco
in the heart of the jungle, many acres in
extent. But empty and deathly silent, now
that the torches had vanished, He swung
down to within fifty yards, smiling with tight-
lipped delight,
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Ile had found Nagir—the
Lost City of Egypt. Iis
red flares blazed high above
his head.

CHAPTER 5.
in the Temple of Ra-Kot!

OWN he went, glid-
D ing across the empty

city. It was divided

mto a serics of
squares, flanked on all sides
by greal dim buildings of
time-polished stone, each
framed in a background of_
barbaric foliage and thorps.

Behind the cold, high
pillars, dark, mysterious
shadows lurked. Grreat

human figures stared at him
stontly; half-ruined statues,
with  animal Dbodies and
ficrce eagle heads, guarded
the approaches to the
houses.

Penctiating  deeper into
the buried city, he came to
the mighty central space
Sir John had described,
bordered by the same
strange colossi—the work of
long-dead Egypt ians.
Massive flagstones. clear of
weed or thorn., lined the
square, from the wuorthern
end of which a great broad

avenue stretched to the
largest  building  of all,
chequered with moonbeams

and shadows like a great
daprled beast.

With a glance at his
wateh, the Night Hawk

flickered along this approach
between lines of crouching
sphinxes. He knew enourh
of Egyptian ruins to be sure
that the huge structure ahead was the chief
temple—and besides, he had listened to Sir
John for hours.

The dark portal loomed up before him.
guarded by monumental figures, tall and
weather-beaten. It was here that, for the first
time since gliding into this silent ancient city,
he heard the sound of human voices. Softly,
like the mutter of far-off waves. came a
solein chant from the depths of the temple
beyond.

Pausing for a sccond to flash two more
flares into the sky, the Night Hawk turned
on silent wings, swept cautiously in through
the door. Through a gloomy pillared hall
he floated until he camoe to the end, and
there met a sharp check. Squarcly before
hun, blocking his path. was a great door of
stidded Lrooza, tignr snut,  And woatr made

The earth rumbled and heaved beneath them, and there
-came 3 mighty crash as the huge idol toppled over,

the delay more maddening was that through
the chinks, toco narrow for him to sce
through, came. mucl: louder now, the sound
of many voices, rising and falling in wetird
cadence.

Nothing deterred, ne reose higher nto the
darkuess, flashing his torch recklessly at the
crumbling walls. At last, almost bencath
the square roof, his patience was rewarded.
A ragged gap yawned there, piercing the
thick wall and glowing with faint light from
tho hall beyond the bronze door. Folding
his wings and drawing a deep breath, he
wormed his way through until he reached
the other side.

And there he clung, staring down, cvery
muscle flexed. He had rcacted the inner
temple of Nagir,



Beneath him, lighted by scores of flicker
ing torches, was a hall vaster than any he
had yet seen—measuring at least one
hundred yards by fifty. ‘I'wo lines of rich
columns, sculptured and carved, divided the
spacious shrine. The central aisle was filled
with dim-robed worshippers, rising and bow-
ing oh bended knees at the command of a
half-naked priest who stalked in their midst.
Their piercing sing-song voices rose to the
Night-Hawk in a confused medley of sound.
The Nagirines were holding their feast of
Ra-kot., It must bave been their proces-
sional torches he had seen winding through
the ruined city without, !

In that case, the ceremcny could not have
started long. He glanced at his watch,
Twelve-fifteen. Spreading his wings softly,
he glided above the unconscious heads far
below, clinging at last to a massive ram-
headed Sphinx, jutting out emong the
columns half-way down the temple,

The monstrous altar of the god at the far
end, hitherto shrouded in the dim light,
was now plainly in view. What he saw
filled him with horror and fierce, bitter rage.

On a high raised dais bectween two
crouched, leering statues were the men ho
had flown so far to sce—Foster, Hendricks,
Professor Langdale. His heart leapt with
triumph at the sight. Filthy beyond deserip-
tion, wasted and haggard, they lay glaring
indomitably upwards. Yet so obviously
weak and helpless were they that their
captors had scorned to bind them, merely
sccuring their wrists in front. Beside them
lay a giant negro, whose naked ebony limbs
twitched with uncontrollable fear.

Around the captives on the dais stood a
group of priests, their arms and bodies sway-
ing rhythmically; old men in robes and the
high, colourful head-dress of ancient IEgypt.
In the midst of them a tall Hercules, whose
ivory-hued face made strange contrast to the
lean brown ones around him, was their
leader; dressed from head to foot in a
purple robe, down the front of which writhed
a magnificent serpent, worked in silver and
rubies.

With gleaming eyes the Night Hawk
studied this personage from his perch on
high—noting the masterful features, the rest-

less, piercing gaze, the clean-shaven mouth
and chin.

Power and ruthless authority radiated
from the man. The servile gestures of the
attendant priests told forcibly of the
thraldom in wbich he held theam. Renegade
and European that he was, he ruled his
strange brood, here in the heart of a jungle-

hedged city, with iron hand.

““The White Serpent |” muttered Thurston
Kyle, his smile a mirthless challenge.
This, then, was the man who had become the
scourge of the Congo—the destroyer of
hundreds, white men and black alike. His
eyes travelled from the gesticulating group
to what lay beyond—something only half
visible but vaguely and grotesquely terrible,

priests seized
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Even as he looked a fantastic, dramatie
change came over the scene. Through some
aperture in the invisible roof overhead
darted a great silver moonbeam with the
suddenness and precision of a theatrical spot-
light. Straight and clear it darted down,
cleaving the torch-lit gloom, bathing the
dais with cold light. And not only the dais,
but the monstrous figure beyond, the figurs
of a stupendous god, crouched with great
bronze claws extended.

Never before had the Night Hawk secen
such a spectacle. It was a creature out of
a nightmare. It’s body was human yect
bestial; its broad, flat faco seemed moreo
horrible by virtue of the calm, inscrutabie
expression on tho massive carved featurcs.
So titanic was its size that the men below
shrank into inis‘igniﬁca-nce. With the nmioon:
light playing full upon it, the towering god
brooded awfully over its temple, its wor-
shippers—and its victims.

A great shout, louder than ever, filled the
temple. The moon had reached 1ls full.
Before the Night Hawk could recalise it the
sacrifices to Ra-kot had begun. He had
arrived just in time.

After a short, high incantation two of the
the twitching negro and
dragged him down the dais. They laid him
out flat, sprinkling his muscular bcdy with
liquid from a heavy golden ewer. Then all
save the Yhite Serpent prostrated them-
selves 1n silence. And he, with ghoulish
dignity, slowly pulled over a bronze lever
beside the dais. There was a sound as of
cumbrous rollers bencath him.

Immediately the prone black figure began
to slide across the dais, helpless, drawn by
irresistible force. The Night Hawk stiffen~d
in savage ragze, opened his wings. As the
man was hauled ncarer, the eyes and noso
of the god belched fire, then its middle
opened, and great flames from the fierce
fires raging within gushed out. The claws

of the idol closed in, gripping the victim

with a slow, grinding clutch.

So utterly and terribly surprising was the
sight that, for a moment, Thurston Kvle
faltered and closed his eyes instinctively.
When he opened them again a second later,
to the babel of another shout from all over
the temple, the negro had vanished—into
the flaming maw of Ra-kot!

And the priests were advancing towards
the first of the white captives.

Thurston Kyle, beside himself with
volcanio fury, swooped swiftly to the attaclk.
Like a thunderbolt he launched himself from
his gerch. Into the midst of the priests he
crashed, folding his pinions, smashing into
the fiends with the frenzied activity of a
man demented.

Startled, terrified shrieks ripped through
the hall as the uncanny invader darted into
view, The White Serpent, c¢yes bulging,
sprang forward, a glittering knife in his
hand. Thurston Kyle’s left lashed home be-
tween his brows. smaching the man to the
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dais in a writhing heap. After that his
automatics came out in a flash.

Crack—craa-ck |

Caught at point-blank range by that
withering hail, the priests wilted liko straws
in a breeze till the dais was dottced with
their robed figures. With a hysterical roar,
as of a sea-tempest, the worshippers below
leapt from their knees and rushed, surging
towards the altar and the demon apparition
who had profaned i1t. The Night Hawk’s
laugh, harsh and metallic, rang out.
Holstering his guns, he slipped the hand
machine-gun from his back, crouched down
beside the 1dol. thumbed the trigger.

Brr-rr-rr-rr-p! Brr-rr-re-rr-p !

The circular drum spun madly; heavy
bullets beiched from the slender barrel
straight into the heart of the charge, mow-
ing the Nagirines down, slashing great gaps
1in the ranks. ‘L'hey gave back, rushed again,
stampeded before another burst and huddled
behind the columns,  Setting his weapon
down, the Night Hawk jerked out his Hare
pistol, firing again and again right up
the steady moonbeam and out through the
aperture above into the sky.

Even in that wild second he caught a look
of appeal from the white men on the ground,
leapt to the first man’s side, cut the thongs
about his wrist and laid the knife beside
him. Then came another tigerish rush of the
Nagirines. Again the Night Hawk’s machine-
gun barked death until the tomple floor was
piled with robed men and the survivors were
rac&ng for the tall bronze door at the other
end.

Smash! They burst it open, leapt through,
pursued by flying lead. Suddenly, from the
outer hall beyond, came another sound to
the Night Hawk’s ears above the bedlam of
vells and screams—the sound of heavy rifles,

the crashing chatter of heavier machine-
guns! |

Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

Craa-ack! Spangg-g!

Kyle flung out a hand to the thrce white
men, now freed from their bonds. Builets
were chippmig in through the bronze door,
whining against the columns, even pinging
against the god at his back.

“Down! Take cover for your lives! DMy
Kittens have arrived!” he thundered
JOX\OHSly.

They dragged themselves weakly to the

edge of the dais just as the Nagirines poured
back, caught between two fires. Thurston
Kyle fired a red flare to show his position—
heard a breathless, rolling cheer from the
distance. A speechless gesture of warning
from one of the ex-captives caught his eye
—the man’s thin bhand was stabbing fran-
ticallg behind him. The Night Hawk spun
round—in time to meet the charge of the
enraged White Serpent, recovered from his
knock-out.

Body to body the two tall men met in a
savage pounding flurry of punches. A ter-

rific drive snapped to the Night Hawk’s
chin, but his leather guard protected him.
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He bored in, shocking the breath from the
renegade’s lungs with short, fierce jabs: took
another jarring punch to the face, replied
with an uppercut that lifted the Serpent oft
his feet and hurled him almost to the feet
of the calm-staring god.

And then Professor Langdale, with his last
remaining strength, took a hand in the game
and obtained his revenge.

With a harsh croak that warned the Night
Hawk back, the feeble explorer launched
himself at the bronze lever beside the dais,
struggled with it, fell back—and pulled. In-
stantly the White Serpent was drawn nearer
to Ra-kot. Again the hungry claws of the
god closed in—in on the screaming renegado
who had worshipped it. The glare of fire
from its interior flashed for a second time
across the altar with lurid light.

The end came swiftly. . . .

The White Serpent—French soldier or mil-
lionaire, none knew which—had gone to the
doom prepared for others. The menace over-
hanging the Congo was at an end.

CHAPTER 6.
The Earthquake.

HE Night Hawk wheeled on his gasping

II friends. Below him in the temple the

Nagirines were too fully occupied
with the Kittens’ storming attack to
heed the man on the altar.

“Can you walk?” he panted. They
nodded, tried to rise, but only stumbled
back weakly. He glided across to them,
helping them up. Even as he did so,
into the main temple, like a lead-slinging
tempest, charged the Kittens. A blinding
light shone at their backs—the searchlights
from the Thunderer, which had landed betore
the temple and was flashing 1its poweriul
beams right through the long, straight
building.

The Nagirines, or what was left of them,
had scattered to all parts, scrambling des-
perately through gaps in the ragged outer
walls or through other exits. And straight
down the aisle, revolver blazing, raced Sir
John Alan, alone, shouting to the Night
Hawk as he came:

“Lift mo up, Kyle—lift me up to the
god!”

In wondering obedience the Night Hawk
reached down, wings opening. He clutched
his friend, gave a mighty beat that lifted
them both from the ground.

“To the head of the god!” gasped the
explorer; and Thurston Kyle took him there,
up into the moonlight to where the solemn,
hideous face stared at~ them unwinkingly.
Sir John hoisted himself across the tremen-
dous head, clawing into the gloomy shadow
behind.

Ho fell back at last. In his arms were three
great bundles, tied in old khaki shirts.

“Hid it on their own bally god—hid it on
their own bally god!” he cackled in hoarse .
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trimmph. “The Priests’ Treasure, Kyle—hid
behind their own bally god!”

So heavy were the bundles that one slipped
to the altar with a clang of metal. Kyle
retrieved it as he landed again, thrusting
his friend ahead.

“Go! Back to .the airship!
come the Kittens!”

His men, Scrapper in the lcad, swarmed
round him, the rearguard still iring, Strong,
gentle hands picked up the three white men
at his command, hustled them into the midst
of the bodyguard.

And with that every man there fell hcad-
long to the ground. . ..

What had happened none realised for a
moment, Only that the whole temple seemed
suddenly to have writhed 1n agony and still
was quaking. The air became filled with
the sound of mighty crashes, creaks, groans.
~ As the party scrambled up again, onc of the
thick coloumns down the aisle snapped rag-
gedly in two, collapsing amid clouds of debris
and a thunderous roar. The temple began
to sway again crazily.

Thurston Kyle was the first to recover his
wits. Memory of that brooding, uncanny
stillness in the forest, in the air, everywhere,
came to him with stunning force.

“Outside!” he roared. “Outside,
man! It’s an earthquake!”

Coolly desperate, the Kitten, bearing their
burdens between them, rushed down the
aisle. The Nagirines were bolting blindly
into the forest. Another coloumn farther be-
hind fell. Then came such a tremendous,
ear-splitting crash that madec all look back
cven in the midst of their flight, and stand
1n awe-stricken wonder.

- Ra-kot, the fire god of Nagir, was toppling.

Slowly, ponderously, the enormous figure
swayed, seeming to bow majestically to its
retreating conquerors. It reeled towards
them: the opening Dbetween its paws
yawned, streamers of fire gushed from the
interior. In a shattering, reverberating roar
the monster 1idol struck the ground, face
down, exploding into whirling fragments and
leaping flames. Thurston Kyle shoved his
stupefied men forward. |

“Run, you idiots—we’ll be trapped. Mako
for the Thunderer!”

Like a torrent tho invaders of Nagir
poured into the airship, pitching breathlessly
to the deck. At Thurston Kyle’s gasp, Snub
switched on full power.

Up rose the airship under spinning heli-
copters—up and away from that quaking city,
tumbling faster into ruins as shock succeeded
shock with greater speed and violence. A
spurt of flame from the god Ra-kot darted
through the temple roof; the sphinx-lined
avenue cracked open from end to end. The
last the dazed watchers saw as the safe upper
regions received them, was the vast temple
splitting asunder, too, as though from an
axe-blow—sinking sullenly into chaos.

The airship streaked forward.

Ah, here

every
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Within the great cabin
leapt to assist Margaret in gettin
explorers, unconscious frem wea
excitement, to their bunks and rendering
first-aid. While, in another corner, the
Night Hawk bad literally to force Sir John
away from the glittering ancient Priests’
Treasure and drag him, worn out, to his
blankets.

But when order was restored at last, he
stripped off his wings and strode across to
where Lieutenant Descartes, a speechless on-
looker from the first, lay watching. 'The
Night Hawk smiled.

““I think those white traders are avenged,
lieutenant. And the Congo is yours once
more!” ho said simply.

Descartes raised his hand slowly in a feeble
but heartfelt salute. .

“I thank you—monsieur!™

"NHEN daybreak dawned again on a

willing helpers
the limp
ess and

gale-swept world, the Thunderer

returned to hover majestically over

what had once been 'Nagir. Now
indeed it was the Lost City—lost for all time.
Mightier forces than the airship had gathered
and conspired to ccmplete the work of three
thousand years.

Where, a few hours before, had been
squares, buildings and a temple, was now a
glistening sheet of water, extending for iniles
into the jungle. Under the earthquake’s
severe shocks, the river flowing mnear Nagir
had burst its banks, inundating the surround-
ing countryside, transforming it into a mag-
nificent lake.

For some hours the Thunderer -cruised
while Sir John Alan took photographs and
wrote notes, while Margaret Alan bustled
aroundl her invalids and Thurston Kyle
examined the Priests’ Treasure with sombre
eyes.

The identity of the White Serpent would
never be cleared up now. Whatever the man
had been, Kyle was thinking, his determina-
tion and powers of organisation had been
amazing. A great man, save for his criminal
kink, had been lost to the world.

And thus, at length, the huge steel air-
ship swung away from the lonely desolation,
back across M’Bolo beach and out iInto the
ocean for home—where fame and the thanks
of the Belgian Government awaited Sir John
and his friends.

With the exception of Snub and the
Kittens! When -the fierce light of publicity
began to glow upon them, they went abroad
again, with their mysterious Ilecader, the
Night Hawk, whose slightest wish to them

was law.
THE END.

(Look out for details of a thrilling new
serial featuring your old pal, the Night
Hawk, coming soon, Meanwhile, don't
Jorget that next weel: will appear a nmag-
nificent, double-lenngih yarn of thc Boys of
St. Frank’s. Tell your pals.)
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Carmelite House, London, E.C.4.

HEARD AND FELT.

Tommy had been cancd by his father,
and he was crying.

‘““ You are a cry-baby! ’’ cxclaimed his
friecnd scornfully. ‘1 never
cry when dad whacks me.’’

‘“ P-p’raps gou d-don’t,”
50bbed Tommy; ‘' b-but my
dad p-plays the big drum in
the town band!?! "’

(F. Weeks, 30, Darimouth
Cottages, Watling Street, Bexley

A GOOD

Heath, has been awarded a
handsome watch.)
BORING.

Tho tcacher was putting ques-
tions to the class,

“What is & man,” ho asked,
““ who keeps on talking and talk-
ing when people are

If yon
good rib-tickler, send it alonz now. y
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the
sender of the best joke ; pocket wallets, panknives
and bumper books are also offered as prizes. Address
your jokes to °‘Smilers,”” Nelson Lee Library, 5,

STOP HERE FOR
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(J. Henderson, 31, Laburnum Road,
Fulwell, Sunderland, has been awarded
a pochet wallet.)

UPSIDE DOWN.

Willie: * Quick, dad, Tommy’s up to
his ankles in mud ! ”’

Pad :  Well, tell him to get out.”

Willio: “ But hc¢ can’t—he’s in head
A ﬁrSto”

(A. Skiller, 534, Main Road, Mord:alloc,
S.12, Melbourne, Awustralia, has Uteen
awarded a book.)

STUNG.

George : ‘“ Do you know that a grasse
hopper can jump a hundred times its own
length? >’ _

Tom : ** That’s nothing. I once saw a wasp
lift & fifteen-stone man three feet in the air.”’

(.J. Rogers, 7, West Streef,
Reiqgate, has been awarded «
penknife.)

THE WRONG MARKS.

Fond Mother: “ Woell, Jimmy,
how did you get on with your
examinations ?

Jimmy: “I got five marks for
everyvthing.”

Mother: “ Did you roally ?

Jimmy : ¢ Yes, and I can’t stt
down now ! "

(I'. W. Thompson, 96, West-
bourne: Road, Bedford, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)

LAUGH !

B ]

no longeor inter-
ested ? ”’

‘ Please, sir,”’ ro-
plied ono boy, *‘a
teacher.”

(. Carlisle, 26-27,
Conduit Street, Lon-

SAFETY FIRST.

Father : ¢ Willie, didn’t you go round to

the trunl-maker’s yesterday and tell him

to send the trunk I ordered ? "’
Willie : ** Yes, pa.”’
Father : ‘' Well, the trunk has arrived,

I told Ihaum
I thought you wouldn’t bLe needing the

THE BEST FOR
THE BOSS !

Customer: °“I
must say, waiter, that
this is the first time
I've ever had a tende~
steak here.”’

Waiter ¢ *“Great
Scott ! I must hava
given you the boss’s
dinner ! *’

don, W.l, has been but with no straps.’’
awarded a  pocket Willie (artfully) : ‘‘ Yes, pa.
wallet.)
straps.’’
A SOCCER SNIP,
Barber (combing  peen awarded a book.
footballer’s hair) : 3 )

‘“ Right back, sir ? *’
Footballer (absently) : “ No, centre forward.”’
(Miss Detly Keague, 252, King Cross,
Halifux, has been awarded a book.)

FISHY.

Student (to professor): “My doctor has
ordered me to take fish to improve the brain,
sir. What kind of fish would you recommend ? "’

Professor : ‘* Well, if I had a brain like yours
I think I would start with a couple of whales.”

(B. C. Warren, 42, Ificld Road, West Brompton,
Loxdon, S.W.10, has been awarded a penknife.)

POOR OLD PAT!

Pat: ‘“ How much do you charge for a
funeral notice in your paper? ”

Editor : °‘ Two shillings an inch.”’

Pat : ‘“ Begorrah! And me poor brother
was six feet tall | *?

(T. Burke, 4, Beechmount Villas, Dublin, has

(R. C. Ihaye, 13,
Letchford Cot-
tages, Halch End,
Middlesex, has been awarded a penknife.)

FOUND OUT.

Grocer: ‘I ordered a pound of meat and
you have only sent me twelve ounces.”

Butcher : ** Well, you see, I lost my pound
weight so I had to use one of your pound
packets of tea.”

(C. M. Hiuchens, 760, Grand Parade, Brighton,
has been awarded a boolk.)

BRAINY BILLY.

Mother : ‘1 told you to glve your brother
half that jam, Billy.”’

Billy : ‘“ Well, mother, I wanted the bottom
half so I had to eat his half to get to mine."’

(P. Jones, Station Master’s House, Tid-
wworth, Hants, has bcen awarded a pen-
knife.)
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The Cheery Chums of St. Frank’s at the Szaside.

CHAPTER 1.
Trouble in the Ranks!

$e= ALEF a minute!” said Handforth
abruptly.

Church and McClure, his chums

of- Study D, halted automatically;

but the rest of the St. I'rank’s Removites tock

no notice. They continuced their walk along

the brilliantly i1lluminated DBroadway of

ttovetown. ‘

“What’s the idca, Handy ?” asked Church

impaticntly. ‘“ All the other fellows are get-
ting ahead——"

“Let them ! interrupted Handforth. ¢ Look
at this!1”

Church and McClure looked, and they now
saw, for the first time, that they were out-
side the entrance of a third-rate cinema.
And Edward Oswald Handforth was looking
at tho display bills with
an eager, excited look
in his eyes.

““Checse it, Handy!”
said McClure hastily.
“We don’t want to go

number of

Handforth sails in and puts a
seaside revellers
“all at sea.”

St. FRANK'’S By

into this dump. You know joliy well that
we'voe all agreed to go to the Plaza and sec
‘The Girl From New Orlecans.” The other
chaps are going 1n already.”’

“Bother the girl from New Oricans!” re-
torted Handforth.

“But 1t’s one of the bigeest talking
pictures cver made!” said Churceh. " Dorothy
Devino 1s featured in 1t, and she's one of
your favourites, Handy.”

““She used to be—but not now,” pointed
out Handforth. *“ Look at this, my sons!
By George! This is the picture for us.

‘Two-Gun Thompson, the Terror of tho
Treble A’ Sounds pretty good, ch?”
““Sounds awful to me,” =aid McClare.

“It’s one of those cheap Western picturcs.
We don't want to see it, do we, Mac¥”

“I'd rather pay half-a-crown to stay out-
side,” replied the Scottish junior.

He and Church
walked on, leaving
Handiorth  devouring
tho bills. But they

paused twenty or thirty
yvards away, troubled.
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“He’ll mal:e us go in that rotten place 1n

the end,” groaned Church.

“Don’t be an ass,” said McClure. “Hang
it. there are timnes when we must assert our-
sclves, Churchy. This is one of them.”

They were bent upon enjoying themselves
this evening, and “Two-Gun Thompson, the
Terror of the Treble A,” did not appeal to
them at all, The other picture, at the
Plaza, was a genuinely first-rate attraction.

Over two dozen St. Frank’s Removites
were speading Faster holiday week at Hove-
town, and thay
their lives. The great South Coast resort
was full of visitors, the weather was mild
and sunny.

All expenses were being paid by the Earl
of Iidgemore, and although the earl himself
was not with the party,
kis son., Viscount Bell-
ton was denutising as
host.

were having the time of

Quite reccontly there had been soeme excit-
inz happenings at Idgemore Castle, near
St. I'rank’s., and the Removites had saved
L.ord Edgemorce’s life on two occasions.
This holiday spree at Hovetown was some-
thing in the naturc of a partial reward.

Lord Idgemore and his son had only
recently come into the 1nheritance; they
had arrived in IIngland from Canada, and
they were both rough prairie types. A dis-
tant relative had attempted to get the pair
cut of the wayv, but all that trouble was
now over. ‘Thanks to the St. I'rank’s
fellows, the rancher-carl and his son  were
no longer 1n any danger.

The boys were doing things in style at
Hovetown. They had taken possession of a
great mansion on the front—in Hovetown’s

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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most fashionable quarter. It was Lord

Iidgemore’s scaside residence, and there was

room in that house for double the number
of guests. Everything was being done on the
grand scale—his lordship had not stinted his
young guests in any way—and the boys, in
cctzngsequonce, were having a high old time
of 1t.

“What’s the idea of walking away?”
manded Handforth, joining his chums,

‘“We’re waiting for you, that’s all,” re-
plied Church. ‘““The Plaza’s flling up
pretty mapidly——" .

““Never mind the Plaza—we’'re going 1n
this place,” interrupted Handforth. ¢ You
can’t beat a really good Western drama.”

*Look here, Handy, Mac and I have made
up our minds to see ‘The Girl From New
Orleans,” ” ®aid Church dcterminedly. “It's
getting on for half-past seven, and you know
what these seaside cinemas are—they fill up
in no time, cspecially on an cvening like
this.”

“Tt’11 rain soon,” said McClure, glancing
at the lowering clouds overhead.

“What do we care if it rains?” retorted
Handforth, staring. “We're going to the
pietures, aren’t we?”’ _

““We are!” agreed McClure, walking on.
‘«“ Come on, Churchy! There won’t be any
one-and-three seats left if we're not quick!”

Handforth ran after them, red in the face.

“Look here !” he roared. ‘‘Are you chaps
defying me?”

“Don’t be an ass!’” said Church. “And
don’t make a scene in public, either! If
yow're so keen on this two-gun terror
picture, you can go and sce it. We don’t
care. We'll go to the Plaza.”

‘“You—you traitors!” fumed Handforth.
““There’s no fun iIn sitting 1n a picture
theatre all by yourself I”

“That’s your own lookout—you can come
with us if you like.” .

““Well, I'm not coming with you

“Qoe yvou later, Handy,” said McClure.
«“This way, Churchy, old man.” .

Church prepared to move away with
McClure, but Handforth wasn’t having any.
Handforth didn’t like being flouted by his
study-mates. With a bull-like bellow he
grabbed hold of Church by his socarf and
began pulling that unfortunate individual
towards him. McClure, not to be outdone,
grabbed hold of Church’s arm and hauled in

the opposite direction.
| “nggo, you chumps!” howled Church.

“Leggo! What’s the giddy 1dea?”

He broke off with a rcar of wrath. ‘Hand-
forth was tugging energetically, and Mac
was hauling just as heartily. The climax
came when Church’s coat split with a loud
tearing sound. Handforth let go with a
gasp of dismay, and Church, half choked,
catapulted into MecClure’s arms. A chuckle
went up from the amused passers-by who had
collected. .

“Come on, Churchy!” said Mac hastly.
‘““Now’s our chance!”

“That’s all very well,” grumbled Church.
“What about mv coat ?”

de-

Exciting Adventure in the Air : ‘‘ THE AIR PATROL!*

However, he decided to get away while
the going was good, and beforee Handforth
indulged in any more ‘‘rough stuff.” Tho
two i1uniors scuttled down the street. When
Handforth finally gave chase he arrived in
time to see his chums entering the palatial
entrance of the Plaza and paying for two
one-and-threepenny tickets.

Handforth was so indignant and disgusted
that he could not find words to express him-
sclf. When, at last, he felt that he could do
justice to the occasion, his chums had dis-
appecared.

‘““‘Blow ’em!” he muttered grufily. ‘Who
cares, anyhow? I'll jolly well go and see my
own picture !” |

He stalked back along the Broadway to
the small, old-fashioned cinema where the
Western talkie was showing. He reflected
that his chums were probably cxpecting him
to follow them in. Well, they would be mis-
taken! Serve them jolly well right! It
never occurred to him that Church and
McClure might be reliecved to find them-
selves without him. Handforth was a good
sort, a staunch chum; but in the pictures he
was liable to be noisy and troublesome.

“Shilling seat, please,” he said, glaring at
the girl in the beox-office.

“No shilling seats.”

“What do you mean—no shilling secats?”
replied Handforth, ‘There’s a list of ad-
mission prices here——-"

*“Shilling seats full up,” said the girl.
“Oh! Better give me an cighteenpenny
one, then.” -
“Eighteenpenny seats full up.”
- ““Look lere, I'm jiggered if I'm going to
pay two-and-fourpence—"’
“Two-and-four seats full up, too,” said the

girl. ‘““There’ll be standing room in about
half an hour.”

Handforta backed away, baffled. He had
not allowed for this contingency at all
Much as 1t went again the grain, he hurried
away to the Plaza. )

He honed that Church and McClure would
not see him, for they would only have the
laugh over him later. Well, he could go into
a different part of the house, and even if it
cost a bit more it would be worth it. He

was sorry now that he had not stuck with
Church and McClure from the first.

“How tha dickens was I to know that the
giddy place would be full?” he growled.
“But 1it. jolly well proves that I was right!
That Western picture must be a corker |”

He went to the palatial Plaza pay-box,
but before he could ask for his ticket a bi
attendant in uniform appeared. '

‘“You’ll have to get into the queue, young
gent,” said the attendant firmly.

“Queue ?7”’

“No seats left, sir,” replied the attendant.,
““I don’t suppose vou’ll have o wait long—
not more than half an heour.”

‘*“But—but two of my chums went in here
five minutes azo!” protested Handforth.
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““Maybe they did—but we're full up now,”
said the man. “Sorry, young gent; but you
can’t stand here.”

Handforth retired, baffled again. This
was very much like adding insult to injury.
And it affcrded him no consolation to re-
member that his chums had reminded him
that the cinemas were rapidly filling, and
that any delay involved the risk of being
disappointed.

‘‘Rats and blow!” he muttered, as he
walked away with his hands in his pockets.
“Why the dickens can’t they build these
cinemas largoer!” |

The realisation that it was all his own
fault only added to his disgust. DBut it
was too late now. The other fellows had
got in, and he was left out.

He drifted back to the smaller picture-
theatre, and made further inquiries, There
was a chance that he would be able to get
a scat within twenty minutes. So he decided
to take a stroll along the front, and then
come back.

But he was not altogether happy as he
leit the Broadway, and ventured upon the
dark, deserted promenade. A chill wind was
blowing, and a few drops of rain were now
falling. There were very few pcople about,
The tide was in, and the waves were crash-
ing upon the shingle near at hand. A flurry
of rain commenced, sharp and insistent—a
typical April shower. .

“This is a bit thick !”” muttcred Handforth,
fed up to the teeth.

He dodged into the nearest shelter, and
sat down disconsolatelv. He was always
miserable after he had had a squabble with
his chums. He tried to fool himself into
thinking that he would enjoy “Two-gun
Thompson, the Terror of the Treble A,”
when he went along to sce it; but he knew
perfectly well that he would be miserable
all the time. Owing to his obstinacy, his
whole evening was spoilt, DBrooding thus,
he hunched himself up into a corner of the
shelter, and listened to the beating of the
rg(}n as it fell upon the paved csplanade out-
side.

*A curious little sound attracted his atten-
tion, and for the first time he noticed that
he was not the only person on this side
of the shelter., Somebody was sitting at the
further end, huddled in the corner.

Handforth could have sworn that the sound
he hcard was a half-stified sob. He was
startled. Looking round, he could faintly
sec a dim shape in the corner. A girl, with-
out question; he could detect her light-
coloured silk stockings in the gloom.

At this point bis inspection was assisted
by a motor-car which was reversing on tho
promenade near by, For a moment the car’s
headlights flashed fully into the shelter, re-
vealing the girl with dazzling distinctness.
Handfotrth saw that sho was smartly dressed
in a greenish coat with a fur collar. She
looked up, surprised and startled by the sud-
den blaze of light. And Handforth saw
ner tcar-dimmed eyes; he saw the trim,
close-fitting hat, with the waves of fair hair

" Handforth
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nestling about her ears. Then darkness came
again as the car swerved round. :

“My only hat!” ejaculated Handforth,
under his breath.

He forgot all about the pictures, forgot
his chums. That one glimpse of the girl
had shown him that she was quite young
and extraordinarily pretty. And although
. was an unusually susceptible
youth, it wasn’t the girl’s prettiness which
had affccted him. It was the fact that sho
was cryling—that her cheeks were tear-
stained—that made his heart give a jump.

His heart, as Church and McClure had
often said, was just a solid chunk of gold,
and the sight of anybody in distress moved
fiin deeply. When the “somebody ” hap-
pened to ‘be a pretty girl, he was moved
to the depths.

He heard another little sob, and ke edged
nearcr and namrer.

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth the Samaritan!
SAY !” muttered Handforth, in decp

1

had rot dared to venture quite close to
this girl who shared the shelter with him.

distress. |
This was getting too awful for
words. He was nearer now, but he

He knew that she was still sobbing ; he could

kear distinetly.

The shelter was one of the ordinary sea-
side type, with seats on all four 8ides. Hand-
forth and the unknown girl were the sole
occupants of this particular side; and Hand-
forth did not care whether the other sides
were occupied or not. His heart had been
touched by the girl’s sobbing, and his one
and only impulse was to break the silence
and to ask if he could be of any assistance.

But it was rather a ticklish proposition.
The chances were that he would be rcbuffed;
that she would hurry away, telling him to
mind his own business. Yet it was certain
that something would have to be done.

“Er—I sav!” he ventured boldly.

Then he realised that he had only spoken
in a whisper, and that the beating of the
rain had completely drowned his words. He
cleared his throat, and tried again.

‘““Anything wrorng, miss?” he asked, tak-
ing his courage in both hands and slidiue
along the scat until he was beside her.

The girl looked up, half-frightened. Until
that moment, apparently, she had not even
been aware of his presence in the shelter.
Handforth .could see the sudden alarm in
her eyas, and she shrank back from him.

““Oh !” she murmured.

“I say, you know, it's all right,” said
Handforth impulsively. “I'm only a school-
boy. But I heard you crying,sand I thought
that something might be the matter. If
there’s anything I can do—"

He hesitated, confused. The gir] was look-
ing at him in such a straight way. But she
was reassured—both by his words and by
his appearance.
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“Thanks awfully,” she murmured. “But
—but I'm quite all right. There’s nothing
rcally the matter. It’s nice of you to bo
worried about me, but it’s nothing.

“Rats! 1—I mean, cheese 1t"’ protested
Handforth. *‘If there’s nothing the matter,
why are you crying?”’

“Well, it’s nothing that you could help
with,” said the girl quietly.

She was trying to dry her cyes now, and
io compose herself,

“Well, you never know,” said Handforth
choerfull “T'm from St. Frank's g, you know
—on a hohday down here, with a crowd of
other chaps. Ted Handforth s my name, of
the Remowe I was going to the pictures
with a couple of chums, but thero was a
bit of a mix-up, and I didn’t get in. And
now all the scats are full. So I came aivng
here.”

*“I—1I see,” murmured the girl.

“I was feclmg pretty nuserable I can
folil you,” continued Handforth conversation-
ally.

“And 1t doesn’t make me any happier

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

to know that you’re miserable, too. I say,
Miss—Miss—
“Bell 1s my name, if you really want to

know,” said the girl, half-smiling.

“Oh, rather! What’s the trouble, Miss
Bell?”? asked Handforth impulsively. ‘Be
a sport, you know! I just hate to sce a
girl mymg. 1If I can do an)thmg to help

“But you can't—really,” said Miss Bell.
‘““All the same, talking to you has made me

feel lots and lots better i

“By George! That’s one good thing, any-
how,” said Handforth eagerly. ‘“‘Let’s talk
some morce! Or what about going along to
a restaurant for a snack ?”

“Oh!” breathed the gir], with a catch in
her voice.

Handforth looked at her closely; his eycs
werc wcell accustomed to the gloom by now,
and he instantly detected the hungry, long-
ing look in her eyes. But instantly she con-
trolled herself. She shook her head firmly.
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“Thank S'ou, all the same, Ted Handforth,
but I couldn’t possibly let you,” she said.
“hl_t’s very nice of you to talk to me like
this ” | '

“Oh, 1 say, chuck it!”
forth.

protested Hand-
‘““ Look here, Miss Bell, you gave a
sort of gasp whean I mentioned food just
now. I’'ll bet you're hungry. When did you
have your last meal?”

“You mustn’t be silly—"

“You're afraid to answer me, aren’t you?”
intecrrupted Handforth. ““ When did you have
your last meal?”’

“Last night,” confessed the girl, in a
w hisper.

Handforth was aghast.

‘““Last night!” he echoed.
say that you’ve had nothing to eat all to-
day? Look here, what's wrong? I say,
why can’t you tell me? Be a sport, you
know!”

The girl was completely conquered by his
refreshing outspokenness.

“There’s no mystery about it,” she said

“You mean to

quietly. ‘I can tell you the whole thing iIn
a dozen words, I belong to the & Hallo,
Jazz!’ Revue Company which was left

stranded here last week. We were all turned
out of our lodgings this morning; we're
broke, and we don’t know what to do.
There! I’ve told you now.”

Handforth’s mind was in a whirl.

“Turned out of your lodgings!” he ejacu-
lated, when he could find words. *You!
Do you mean to tell me that some awful
landlady was heartless enough to turn you
out of your lodgings?”

“Not only me, isut the whole company,”
explained the girl. “You see, we hadn’t
paid. They’ve kept most of our baggag i

“I say!” burst out Handforth, as another
thought struck him. ¢ Then—then you must
be an actress?” .

““Not quite an actress,” said
“I’'m a dancer.”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“I’'m Joy Bell, and I do one of the
speciality dances in the revue,” went on the
giri. ‘“Oh, everything’s gone wrong—ever
since the beginning of the tour. And when
we got here, to the Theatre Royal, we were
left stranded. It’s not the show’s fault,” she
went on, with some animation, ‘' The show’s
topping all the way through. But that beast
of a manager, Mr. Shand—— Oh, but what’s
the good of telling you all this?”’ she added,
with a weary little sigh.

“If it’s geing to make you feel any better,
vou can tell me anything-you like,” said
Handforth impulsively. “By George! So
you’re a speciality dancer in a revue!l”

He looked at her with more admiration
than ever. What an ass he had been not to
guess this before! Anybody with half an
eye could tell that she was no ordinary girl!
She was so pretty, so dainty, so topping
in every way. Edward Oswald Handforth,
to tell the truth, was rapidly ‘falling.”

Not that this was anything unusual in him.
As Church and MecClure were ready to tes-
tify, their leader was apt, at any moment,

the girl.
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to be “smitten.” They hardly dared to enter
a restaurant, for fear of Handforth ¢ falling
for one of the waitresses.

“Can’t we have a few more details?” he
asked earnestly. "I say, Miss DBell—what
a ripping name that is, Joy Bell!—I say,
you know, I might be able to think of a
wheeze to help you.”

“But how could you?” asked the girl,
shaking her head.

“Well, anyway, what happened—exactly ?”’

“Mr. Shand—he was our manager—was a
rotter fromn the very beginning,”’” said Joy
Bell quietly. ““Last Saturday he capped
everything by bolting—with all the money.
Ho left the whole company without salaries,
stranded here. We were supposed to have
gone on to Porthampton, but the booking
was cancelled. The whole tour has been can.
celled. We're just stranded. Mr. Shand left
money owing everywhere, and everything at
sixes and sevens. We've been waiting in
our lodgings for something to happen—but
nothing has happened. And this morning we
were all turned out because we couldn’t pay.
We haven’t even got enough moncy to get
back to l.ondon.” |

“Or even to buy a meal, eh?” asked Hand-
forth quickly.

She was silent.

“Who's in charge?” asked Handforth.

“Mr. Wilcox, the leading man, is trying
to look after things,” said the girl. * He
and his wife—she’s the leading lady—have
been awfully nice. They've done everything
they could. He’s been wiring and telephon-
ing to the head office, but he can’t do any-
thing. We believe that the people at the
head office have bolted, too.”

Handforth was not particularly interested
in these details. |

““What I want to know is, what are you
planning for to-night?” he asked. “How
about feeding—and lodgings? Haven’t you
any money at all ?”

“We’'re broke—all of wus,” said the girl
simply. ‘“That’s just the truth of it, Ted
Handforth. And when 1 sat down in this
shelter, I broke down. I just couldn’t help
it. Perhaps it’s because I'm hungry, and
tired. I'm really awfully sorry for bother-

ing ”
me be blowed!” interrupted

Handforth indignantly.
of the company?”
“Mr. Wilcox and the others are in the
next shelter—talking things over, discussing
ways and means,” replied Joy Bell. “I felt
so much like crving that I came away, 80
that I could be alore. I suppose I'm dread-
fully silly.” | - :

“The next shelter!” exclaimed Handforth,
standing up.. “Como on, Miss Bell! We'l
go and join them.”

His mind was full of ideas already. Hae
hadn’t much money of his own, but there
was Skeets—otherwise Viscount Bellton—and
Archie Glenthorne and Vivian Travers and a
few other fellows with a good deal of cash.
If the St. Frank’s crowd couldn’t do some-
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thing for this stranded theatrical
company 1t would be a pity!
“Oh, but really—" began the
cirl, in alarm.
She broke off, for Handforth
was already walking on towards
the next shelter.

L ]

CHAPTER 3.
Handy the Host!

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH was fairly on the
warpath now; and when
Handforth was on the war-

path, things happened.

He did not know much about
theatrical companies,” but when
ne arrived in the next shelter he
needed no further corroboration
of Joy Bcll’s story., There were
about twenty people there, and it
seemed to Handforth, at first,
that they were all girls. They |
were talking animatedly, some
excitedly. Then Handforth saw |
that there were four men amongst |
them. As a matter of fact, these
were Mr. Wilcox, the leading
man, two character actors and ﬁ
the company’s comedian.

“We wondered where you had
got to, Joy,” said one of the
girls.

“It’s all right—she’s been talk-
ing to me,” said Handforth
bluntly. “And she’s been telling
me what a mess you’re in.
You’re the ‘Hallo, Jazz!
Company, aren’t you?”

“The *“Hallo, Jazz!” Company
was silent, too surprised to utter
any comments,

“Well, my name’s Handforth
—Ted Handforth,” continued
Edward Oswald. “I belong to
St. Frank’s School, and I’m in
Hovetown on holiday with a
crowd of other chaps. Now we
know one another, don’t we?”

“What on earth——" began
Mr. Wilcox.

“He’s all right—I’'m sure he is,” Inter-
rupted Joy. “He thinks he might be able
to help us.”

““A schoolboy ?” chorused two or three of
the girls,

“Which of you is Mr. Wilcox ?” asked
Handforth, looking from one to another.

“I'm Wilcox,” said the leading man.
“This lady is Myrs. Wilcox.”

He made some introductions—the character
actors, the comedian, the comedienne, the
twelvo chorus girls, and another speciality
dancer, Mr., Wilcox was inclined to be
jocular,
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“Well, look here, we don’t want to waste
any time,” said Handforth, in his direct way.
“Is it a fact that you’ve been chucked out
of your lodgings, and that you haven’t had
any grub all day?”

“I don’t see that we’re called upon to
answer that question, young man,” said
Wally Weeks, the comedian—who, off the
stage, was a grave, melancholy individual.
“We don’t believe 1n advertising our
troubles.” o

“But it’s a fact, all the same,? insisted

—~
~

Handforth wanted Church to go to one cim
a tug-of-war resulted witl
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na ; McClure wanted him to go to another—and -
Church acting as the rope !

Handforth. *“Now, look here—I don’t want
to be a nuisance, but I believe we St. Frank’s
chaps can help you—if you’ll let us.”

1 think you mean well, young man,”
saild Mr. Wilcox kindly, ‘“but for the life
of me I can’t see what you can do—you, or
your friends, either, In any case, we haven’t
the slightest justification for accepting any
help—even if you could give it.”

Handforth was impressed by the ¢ Hallo,
Jazz!” Company. Mr. Wilcox was a clean-
looking, athletic man of about thirty; his

wife, rather pale and frail,
seemed  several years younger.
All the rest were a thoroughly
nice-looking crowd. The chorus
girls, many of them tired and
weary and haggard, were quite
a3 young as Joy Bell—and she
could not be any older than
seventeen or eighteen.

“I hope we’re not going to
have any arguments about this,”
said Handforth unhappily.
“Miss Bell has told me that your
manager walked out on you, and
left you stranded. That’s true,
1sn’t it 7”

Mr. Wilcox took Handforth by
the arm, and he dropped his voice
to a confidential murmur.

“We appreciate your feelings,
young ’un, but I'm afraid we
can’t accept any help,” he said.
“Ii’s & fact that we've been
kicked out of our digs—I'm
not denying it—and it’s also a
fact that we don’t quite know
where we’re going for to-night.
But we’ll get through somehow,
and we'll keep our ciins up, too.
Thanks, all the same——"

“But this is rot!” interrupted
Handforth., “I can help, and
youwre all coming with mel”

“My dear kid—"

“Look here, all of you,” went
on Handforth, brushing Mo,
Wilcox aside and addressing the
company, ‘‘I've got a brainwave.
If you like to make your own
arrangements to-morrow, all well
and good. But for to-night I
want you to be the guests of
Viscount Bellton.”

“What!” went up a chorus.

“Say that again, laddie,” mur-
mured Mr. Wellington Grant, one
of the elderly chatracter actors.

“Visceunt Bellton,” said Hand-
forth, with some importance.
“Wea call him Skeets—he’s one of
our crowd, you know. He’s the
son of the Ifarl of Edgemore,
and we’re all staying at his big
seaside mansion on the front.
You can take my word for it that it’ll bb
all right. - If he were here he would invite
you, just the same. But he’s at the pictures
just now, and I can’t get in touch with
him.” .

“Are you trying to kid us?” asked Wally
Weeks suspiciously.

“Great Scott, no!” replied Hand.forth,
with some impatience, *“Can’t you believe a
chap when he tells vou the truth? There's
tons of room in this house—bed-rooms by
the dozen, not even used. There’s grub in
plenty, too. If you’ll all come along with
me, you’ll be sitting down to a ripping
supper within half an hour.”
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Lead me to 1it!” murmured

24
“Oh, -boy !

onc of the girls,
“Will you come?” asked Handforth
cagerly.  “I’'m not asking you to take my

word. If Skeets cuts up rusty, I'll take my
boots off and eat 'em! You're all tired,”
he added, glancing tenderly at Joy. “You're
fed up with life in general. Come along
with me, and a good hot supper will put
new life into you. I’'m not playing a silly

joke on you—and if you take my word
vou'll soon find that cverything 1s all
serenc.”’

The company was silent,

There vvas no doubt that Handforth was in
deadly earnest; his tone was sincere. Yet
the stranded actors and actresses could hardly
“be blamed for hesitating. Handforth was
only a schoolboy, and his offer was not only
astonishing, but unique. And Mr. Wilcox,
at least, did not overlook the fact that Hand-
forth was inviting the ‘“crowd ” to somebody
clse’s house. .

“Don’t think I’'m ungrateful, young 'un,”
Lhe said, “but I feel that we arc not on
very safe ground. Your hcart’'s all right,
and you're sorry for us because we're
stranded. DBut this young viscount might not
look at the thing in exactly the sameo light.
We dor’t want to butt in where we're not
wanted, and, if it’s all the same to you, we'll
carry on as we are.”

“Rot!” burst out handforth excitedly.
“Rats! It’s only your silly pride that's
standing in_the way! You’re too jolly in-
dependent! You're all hungry and tired,
and you're jolly weéll coming with me!”

“Yes, but look here—"

“I've heard enough!” said Handforth
ferociously. ‘“My only hat! It's a pity if
a chap can't do a good turn to somebody
without all this fuss! Come on—get your
ba‘gs and things! We’re going {”

‘The kid’s a sport,” said one of the chorus
eirls. ‘“Let’s take a chance!” |

“I really think it would be as well, Wil-
cox, dear old boy,” said Mr. Wellington
Grant. “I'm really seriously worried about
these girls—and we can, at least, see that they
arc cared for.”

““Good egg!” shouted Handforth boister-
outly, “Let’s have no more objections.
Come along, everybody !"

His manner was so compelling, his enthusi-
gsm so contagious, that even Mr. Wilcox
gave In. Within three minutes the entire
company was marching along the promenade,
b[?gsl az(mld grips in hand, with Handforth in
the lead.

66 ERLE we

briskly.

He turned through the gateway

of one of the biggest and fincst

houses on the front. It was a detached man-

sion, set well back from the promenade, with
ornamental gardens in front.

“I hope this boy knows what he's doing.,”

murmurcd Mr. Wilcox, into his wife's car.

‘1‘31’?" 1’1’ncdmf0rtable about the whole business,
il

arel!” said Handforth

“he asked.
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“I'm past caring, Dick,” said Mrs. Wilcox
wearily.

Handforth had boldly taken Miss Joy DBell
by the arm. He was genuinely sorry for the
whole crowd, and he was anxious to help
them; but it cannot be denied that his main
thoughts were for the girl he had met first.
He had noticed, to his dismay, that she
had limped during the walk. He needed no
further evidence that she was footsore and
weary in rcal earnest.

“We'll soon have cverything settled,” he
sald cheerfully, as he rang the bell. ‘None
of the chaps 1s in now—they’re all at the
pictures—but that doesn’t matter. I expect
supper's prepared.”’

“But we mustn’t touch it,” said Joy
softly. ‘It is your friends’ supper.”

. “They.can get another when they
in,” replied Handforth. ‘“Hallo} Herc we
are! It's all right, Mason; I've brought a
few {riends home.”

. A middle-aged man, apparently a butler,
eyed the visitors in astonishment.

“Is his lordship here, Master Handforth ?”
 8s “Does his lordship know—-"

Never mind his giddy lordship!” inter-
rupted Handforth. ‘Come in, everybody !
Make yoursclves thoroughly at home.”

Handfarth pushed Mason before him, and
backed him into a corner at tho end of the
spacious hall. Mason was in charge of tho
household, so to speak; his wife was the
cook, and they had several servants under
them. Lord Edgemore had done things
thoroughly for his son and his son’s guests.

“I’Vow, look here, Mason, don’t make any
fuss,” murmured Handforth, getting straight
to the point. ‘‘These people are absolutelv
broke. I want you to give 'em a good
supper. Fetch Mrs. Mason, so that she can

take all the girls up to some of the spare
rooms——"

But, blsss my soul, Master Handforth,
are you sure that you’re doing right 7"’ inter-
rupted Mason worriedly.

3 "Cheese it, Mason !” protested Handforth.

Skeets - won’t mind. Skeets 13 a brick.
You take my word for it, Mason, that every-
thing 18 going to be all serene. Now, buck
up. and do as I say!”

The startled butler, unable to take any
g.thcr course, obeyed Handforth’s instruc-
ions.

There was no doubt that the boisterous,
good-natured leader of Study D had taken a
very high-handed course, considering that
he was only one of Skeets’ guests. But no-
body could denv that Handy’s heart was in
the right place.

come

CHAPTER 4.
Something Like a Surprise!

¢ EEN anything of Handy?” asked
Church.

He and McClure had just come out

. of the Plaza with the rest of the big
audience, and they had joined up with
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Nipper, Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West and
a. crowd of other Removites.

**You don’t mean to say you’ve lost him ?”’
asked KirbveKeeble Parkington, with a grin.

“He went to that mouldy little picture
theatre down the Broadway, I think,” re-
plied McClure. *‘But that place is closed.
Churchy and I thought that Handy might be
hanging about waiting for us.”

“Far more likely that he’s gone home,”
sald Travers.

Other members of the holiday party joined
them, and before long all the schoolboys
were together—with the sole cxception of
Handforth. The rain had stopped now, and
they strolled along the sea front in a cheery
crowd.

““I guess we’ll find Handy at home, having
supper,” said the young Viscount Bellton.
“Maybe he’ll be peeved with you two fellers
for deserting him.”

“Let him be peeved, then,” said Church
grufly. "“He shouldn’t be so jolly pig-
headed !”’

Skeets chuckled, and the subject of Hand-
forth was dropped. During the rest of the
walk the boys discussed their plans for the

INOIrow,

“Gee! What’s all this?” asked Skects,
when they arrived at the big housc. ‘ What
do vou make of it, fellers?”

Many of the windows were illuminated.
The house, in fact, was practically a blaze of
light. Yet most of the front rooms, as.the
boys knew, were unoccupied.

“Funny !” said Nipper.

“Funny be blowed !” grunted McClure.
‘“ Handy’s been up to something! You know
him as well as I do. We can’t lgt him out
of our sight for five minutes without his

getting up to some dotty wheeze or other!”

Skeets had a key, and he opened the doer;
they all trooped into the hall, peeling off
their overcoats and caps. As they did so
they glanced at one another in astonishment,
for, from the dining-room, came the sound
of laughter and voices.

““Great Scott!” murmured Parkington,
looking round. ‘“Have we come into the
wrong house ?’’

“T was thinking the same thing,” said
Skects. bewildered.

Much of that laughter, proceeding from
the dining-room, was feminine. Without
question there was a number of girls in
there! Church and McClure glanced at one
anather in a frightened sort of way; in-
stinctively, they vaguely guessed the truth.

“We’d better go and see,” said Nipper,
siriding towards the dining-room,

Mason appeared from the rear quarters at
this moment, but he was too late to inter-
cept the boys. They burst into the dining-
room, full of curiosity and wonder. And
they were all struck dumb by the spectacle
which now lay before their eyes.  They
crowded in the doorway, opcned-eyed and
breathless.

The scene was certainly startling.

Edward Oswald Handforth sat at the head
of the great table, and all round were num-

@

bers of laughing, cheerful girls! 'There were
one or two men, it was true, but they scemed
lost amongst this host of femininity. The
table itself was loaded with food, and every-
body was eating with tremendous heartiness.

*“Oh, hallo, you chaps!” sang out Hand-
forth, standing up.

1he company, as one individual, ceascd
eating and talking. Everybody looked at the
fresh arrivals.

“Come in, you chaps!” went on Handforth
breezily. “I want to introduce you to thcse
new friends of mine !|”

The Removites were aghast.

‘““What’s been happening, Handy ?”’ asked
Nipper feebly.

“You’ll understand in a minute—when I
tell you,” replied Handforth, *‘ Everything’s
all right—nothing to worry about. Come 1n,
all of youl”

“Oh, my only hat!” groaned Church into
McClure’s ear. “ We never ought to have
let him loose!”’

“But we thought he’d gone to that other
cinema !” said Mac, staring.

Mr. Wilcox was on his feet by this time.

“Just a minute, please,” he said quietly.
“I feel that 1t 1s up to me to give an ex-
planation——"

“"Not much!” interrupted Handforth.
“I’'m responsible for all this, and I’ll do the
explaining, if you don’t mind, Mr. Wilcox !
Skecets, old. man, let me introduce Mr.
Richard Wilcox and the °‘Hallo, Jazz?V
Revue Company.”

“Jumping Snakes!” ejaculated Skeets.

“Revue company !’”> whispered Church,
reeling,

“Mr. and Mrs. Wilcox,” continued Hand-
forth. with a wave of his hand. ‘ Miss Joy
Bell; Mr. Wally Weeks; Mr, Wellington
Grant; Mr. Francis Farrant; the gyoung
ladies of the chorus——""

“My only Sunday topper |”

“Great Scott !|”?

“Don’t stare like that, you asses!” rattled
on Handforth, scarcely glvinq them time to
breathe. *“'The ¢ Hallo, Jazz !’ company was
stranded last week. The manager bunked
with all the money and left the crowd flat,
I found them on the front, and invited them
along. They’ve had no food all day—no
lodgings—no anything. I told them that it
would be gll right with you, Skeets, and so
it will be. You're a sport.”

‘“ Which of you is—er—S8keets ?”? asked Mr.
Wilcox, looking round.

“I guess I am,” said Skeets, moving
ward.

“You are Viscount Bellton?”

“Well, yes.”?

“We owe you an apology, Viscount Bell-
ton,” said Mr. Wilcox gravely. “Your
voung friend, Handforth, induced us to ac-
cept the hospitality of this house; but we
realise that the whole business i1s a bit
thick——"

“If that's what’s worrying you, stranger,
vou’d best forget it,”” interrupted Skects,
grinning. “If you are friends of Handy, I

for-
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auess you're friends of mine. You're sure
welcome here.” '

There was a chorus of excited comment
and cheering,

“"I’'m afraid we've made rather a mess of
your supper, boys,” said Wally Weeks, with
a sigh. ‘‘Bu’ young Handiorth tells us that
there 1s plenty more——"

‘“Heoaps and heaps!” interrupted Skeets.
“Good old Handy! Always doing something
unexpected !”’

ITHIN an hour Skeets and his fellow
schoolboy guests were fully ac-
quainted with all the details of the
situation. Handiorth lost no time

in explaining the full position. And, for
oncce. the fellows considered that he had
acted brilliantly.

Skeets himself was, as he desceribed 1t,
““tickled pink.” It was just the sort of
thing he would have done himself. All the
boys were gonuinely sorry for the stranded
revue company.

“This 1s one of those things we shan’t
easily forget,” said Mr. Wilcox, after supper.
“You boys have helped us more than you
know. A square mezl when you’re hungry, a
‘bed when yvou’re tired—they may mean small
things to you, but they’rc mighty big things
to us just now.”

+ The girls had all gone off to their rooms,
and the schoolboys were left alone with the
men of the company. )
“I can’t gell you how I've been worried
about mv wife and all those girls,” con-
tinued Mr. Wilcox. ‘“Poor kids! They've
had the very deuce of a time to-day. Hardly
onec of them has a stitch of clothing except
what’s on their backs. All our stuff was
scized at our digs—in licu 'of money.”

“CGood gadl” said Archie Glenthorne,
genuinely distrossed. ‘“What about it, old
things? I mean to say, isn’t this onc of
those occasions when a whip-round would be
somewhat juicy 7”

‘“Rather |” said Handforth eagerly.

“I trust, old bean, that you will allow us
to lcap into the breach?” went on Archie,
taking out his pocket-book. ‘“Just a tem-
porary loan——"

“Hang it all, you boys have done enough
without lending us money!” protested Mr.
Wilcox, thoroughly uncomfortable. ‘ No,
I'm hanged if I'll accept it!” .

“Can’t do it, kids,” muttecred Wally Weeks.

“Aw, shucks! What's tho difference?”
asked Skeets, “I guess we’ll take it as an
honour if you'll let us——"

‘““ Not now, at all events,” interrupted Mr.
Wilcox. “To-morrow I'll do my best to get
in touch with our London pcople. You're a
great crowd of youngsters, and we'rc more
grateful than we can express. But there's a
limit, you know."”

“But you want to get hold of your bag-
gage, don’t you?” asked Handforth. * Sup-
posing we lend you enough just for that?”

‘““To-mnorrow,” smiled Mr. Wilcox. “ We'll
leave everything just as it stands until to-

Follow the Adventures of “ JIMMY SILVER & CO. OUT WEST ! *

morrow, if you don’t mind. I’'m going to
move Heaven and earth to get something
going in the morning. And one day, perhaps,
wc’ll be able to square this account.”

CHAPTER b.
The Hon. Clarence!

REAKFAST, the next morning, was an
exccedingly merry meal.
A hcarty supper, a good night’s
sleep, and a solid breakfast had put
new life into the ‘“Hallo, Jazz!” Company.
The outlook seemed brighter; they were able
to view their troubles with a smile.

“We'll get things moving to-day!” de-
clared Mr, -Wilcox, during the meal., I
should advise you girls to get out and enjoy
{oug;s,elves. It’s a sunny morning, and warni,
00,

“We’d have a bathe if we weren’t so
broke,” said one of the girls, laughing.

‘““I say, dash it, what about that loan?”
asked Archie, jamming his monocle into his
cye and looking round. ‘Don’t be so price-
lessly proud, old things. A couple of quid
each all round, what? Just until that
manager chappie can be rounded up?”’

In the end the boys had their way. Such
fellows as Archic Glenthorne and Vivian
Travers and Skcets and Sir Montie Tregellis-
West whacked out substantial loans. Mu.
Wilcox gave his personal promise that tho
money would be refunded at the first oppor-
tunity. -

“The fsct 1s, you boys are overwhelming
us a bit,” said Mr. Wilcox, smiling. “I'll
get some action to-day, never fear! I’ll take
a run up to London by the first train, and
sco 1f I can't get 1nto touch with the boss.
We'll be off your hands by tea-time, at
the latest |”

“Oh, I sav, what rot!” protested Hand-
forth, with an anxious glance at Joy, who
was sitting next to him, ‘“There's no reason
why you shouldn’t stay on here for the whole
week ! .

““I guess that goes with me, too,” said
Skeets, nodding.

“But we can't take advantage of your kind-
ness to that extent, young 'un,” replied Mr.
Wilcoz. “Besides, we’ve got our tour to
think of. I'm hoping that we'll all be in
London by this evening, and that something
definite will be fixed up.”

““All in London?” murmured Handforth,
dismayed. ‘Oh, crumbs!”

To the amusement of the others, Hand-
forth looked stunned. He wasn’t worried
about the company loaving—but only about
Joy Bell. If they went, she would go, too.
The ptrospect filled Handforth with dismay.

However, ho was cheered somewhat by the
girl’s promise that she would let him tako
her for-a long walk along the promcnade at
eleven o’clock.

“Why at cleven?” asked Handforth
cagerly. “Why not now?”
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“I'm gomg with
tho other girls for a
bathe,” replred Joy.
smiling.  “But I'll
be back long before
cleven, Ted, and
then wo’ll go for our
stroll.”

She was humour-
ing  him—for she
knew, as well as
anybody else, that
the burly schoolboy
was “‘smitten ”’ with
her. But she hadn’t
the heart to rebuff
him.

Handforth  him-
self consented to go
with the St. Frank's
crowd for their own
morning bathec.
They had 1ndulged
m a dip every day
since they had been
i Hovetown, and,
although the water
was a bit chilly,
they were growing
accustomed to i1t by
now.

‘““But why should
they all go so
soon 7’ asked Hand-
forth, as he and the
others walked along
the esplanade
towards the bathing-
huts. ‘I mean, 1it’s
rot! They haven’t
got an engagement
this week, and they
might as well stay

‘“Can’t you see,
you ass, that they
don’t like accepting our help?” put in
Nipper. ‘‘Skeets has told them that they are
his guests, but they feel that they are im-
posing upon him; and, naturally, they want
to get away as quickly as possible.”

‘““And she’'ll go with them,” murmured
Handforth wretchedly.

“Eh?”

“I shan’t even have the opportunity of
sceing her dance—on the stage,” groaned
Ildward Oswald. “I’ll bet she’s great, too!”

“Poor old Handy!” said Church sympa-
thetically. “I don’t like saying so, but I
expect the whole show must be a proper dud,
or it wouldin’t have gone bust at the end
of last week.”

“It didn’t go bust, you idiot!” retorted
Handforth angrily.

“Didn’t it? Wasn’t 1t supposed to go to
Porthampton this week 7”

“You can’t blame the show for that,” put
in Nipper. “I was having a talk with Mu.
Wilcox, and he tells me that the <how 1s
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The St. Frank’s juniors stared in amazemeni. Handforth was seated
with ug——"" at the head of the table in the dining-room, surrounded by a crowd of
laughing girls !

one of the raciest, smartest, cleverest revucs
on tour. It’s beautifully put on, and ecvery-
body 1s tip-top.”

“Oh!”’ satd Church.

‘“Joy Bell is a speciality dancer of extra-
ordinary talent,” continued Nipper, whil:t
ITandforth beamed his approval. “Mr, YWil-

cox says that she only needs her chance, and
she’ll be snapped up for @ West End show.”

“There you are |’ said Handforth triumph-
antly.

“The revue didn’t go bust last week,” con-
tinued Nipper. ‘“The manager, Mr. Shand,
was a wrong 'un. He boelted with the takings
—swindling both the company and the theatre
management. It scems that he had been
wangling things from the very beginning of
the tour, and everything is now i1n a hope-
less mess. It's just bad luck on these actors
and actresses.”

“It’s a pity we can’t do something—some-

1:hing really useful, I mean.,” remarked
Parkington thoughtfully. “ Sl T dare =av
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they'll get out of their troubles all right.
That chap \\ ilcox scems to be a bramy, go-
ahcad chap.”

At this point therc was an interruption,
and the subject was forgotten. An cxtremely
clegant youth attired in the whitest of white
flanncls, was strolling longuidly past, along
the p10menade He glanced casually at the
schoolboys in a weary, tired sort of way. He
was about seventeen or eighteen, this youth,
with aristocratic features.

“What-ho!” he ejaculated, coming to a
sudden halt. ““Young Archie Glenthorne, or
I'm a filleted ovster'

“(Good gad!” said Archic.

The t“o starcd at onec another for a
moment, whilst the other juniors gathered
round, grinning. Then Archie and the
stranger dashed at onc another, and clasped
hands,.

“Clarence, old boy!"”
lnrr

said Archie, becam-

** Archie, old chappie!” chortled Clarence.
“The last bllmhter I expected to see 1n
Hovetown, what?”’ smiled Archie.

“Upon my word and honour, this is abso-
Jutely priceless-cum-ripping !’ declared the
youth in white flannels. ‘*Archie, old lad,
it's within vour power to save my life! I'm
not sure that you haven't saved it alrcady!
What are you doing here in this mlldeu-

infested pot‘?”
““ Kaster holidavs, and all that sort of
thing,” cxplained Archic. “I say, old things,
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gather round. Meet the Hon. Clarence Pop-
kiss, an old pal of my family’s, you know.
Clarence and I are by the way of being
kindred spirits, althou"h I haven't scen the
chump for months.”

The Hon. Clarence Popkiss,
ance quite fitted his name,
all round. DBut he was like a cat on hot
bricks; he scemed tremendously anxious to
tell Archio something.

“Are you std)mﬂ' asked
Archie, at length.

“Not a,bsoluldy on the jolly old spot, if
you know what I mean,” 1eplled the Hon.
C'larcnce ““As a matter of fact, I am staying

vith my Aung IInlda over at Bellamy Court,
auout eight miles inland.”

“Oh, I see!” said _Archie.
f the way, what?”

whose appear-
was Introduced

down here?”

“Rather out

" Positively the l_nst place on carth!” de-
clared the Hon. Clarenee. with a nhuddel

““The nearest nllar*c 13 Liattle Hocklewell-in-
the Wold, and Bell'nm Court is in the
thickest of that same wold. Surrounded by
nothingness and desolate parklands, if you
can gather my meaning.”

‘“House party?”’ asked Archio sympa-
thetically.
““Oh, rather! Chrowds of people there and

all that. but I must admit that they’re not
my sect,” said the Hon. Clarence. "I don’t
min telling vou, Archie, old life-saver, that
I’'m having a pmfectly poisonous time. Meet-
ing you has bucked me up most frightfully.”
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“1 always thought your Aunt Hilda was
something of a sportsman?”

““Oh, Aunt Hilda’s all right, in her way!”
admitted Clarence. “But you mustn’t for-
get that she’s the wife of Sir George Marley,
the big City chappie. Always getting up
these blighting society functions. If 1 had
known that anything of the sort was mapped
out for this week, 1 would have avoided the
place like the plague. But once a chappie
has accepted the old invite, well, what could
he do? 1 mean to say, he’s more or less
landed.”

‘“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie.

‘““ And to make matters worse, there’s some-
thing else,” continued the Hon. Clarence
feelingly. “Mark this, Archie, old bird, and
mark it well! At the present moment there
i1s a gang of male and female loonies, calling
themselves the Mayfair Amateur Dramatic
Society, infesting the Imperial Hotel.”

“Good gad!”’ said Archie. “I must con-
fess thaii I don’t quite gather the connec-
tion—'

“Wait!” interrupted the Hon. Clarence
tragically. ‘“These scourges of humanity—
these Bright Young People—have been re-
hearsing a wretched revue for weeks. And
when I tell you that they wrote the revueo
themselves, including the music and the
lyrics, you will understand the full horror
of the situation.” |

“It certainly sounds frightfully frightful,”
admitted Archie.

“This gang is due to descend upon Bel-
lamy Court this evening,” continued
Clarence, in a mournful voice. “My aunt’s
giving a special feast for the nobs and the
landed gentry in general. One of those bhig
society functions, you know. And the piece
de resistance of. the evening will be this
blighting amateur revue. Can you imagine,
Archie, what my feelings are when 1 tell you
that Aunt Hilda insists upon my being
present ?’’

““1 gather that this revue will not be up
to the usual specifications ?”’

“My dear old lad, stir your brains a bit!”
protested the Hon. Clarence. ‘‘Haven’t I
told you that this show is being got up by
Bright Young People—by empty-headed
society youths and maidens with about as
much sense, between them, as the off-side
hind hoof of a donkey? I can tell you, 1L
am appalled at the prospect.” |

“It certainly sounds a bit cheesy,” ad-
mitted Archie. -

“But you ncedn’t go to this show, need
you ?”> asked Nipper, grinning.

““Obviously, you don’t know my Aunt
Hilda,” said the Hon. Clarence, with a
sigh, “My only chance of dodging this
horror is to have a good excuse for bemng
elsewhere., And as I don’t khow a soul in
the dashed neighbourhood, I've been stumped.
But this meeting with you, Archie, causes
the old heart to thump with considerable
vim. Invite me over for the evening,
laddie !” )

‘““Oh, rather!” said Archie.
you like.”

¢ Anything
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“Then that’s offcial?”’ asked Clarence
eagerly. ‘““You have invited me to a most

pressing jollification this evening, what? 1’il
try it on Aunt Hilda and see what the effect
18. 1f that won’t work, I shall have to get
you to kidnap me. Any fato will be better
than sitting through that ghastly revue. 1
am not,” added Clarence, *‘‘such a frightful
ass as I look, Archie. I bar Bright Young
People emphatically, and without reservation.
And when Bright Young People write and
produce an amateur revue, I maintain that
it 13 time to bleat for help.”

CHAPTER 6.
Poor Old Handy!

“YIPPER and Parkington and Handforth
and the other St. Frank’s fellows
were grinning amusedly.

They rather liked the Hon. Clarence
Popkiss. He was another edition of
Archie Glenthorne himself. But it seemed
quite clear to Nipper & Co. that he was
grossly exaggerating the ‘‘horrors’ of the
situation,

. *“1I shouldn’t worry so much about it,” said
K. K. to Clarence, with a chuckle. *‘‘After
all, this amateur revue might be enter-
taining.”’

The Hon. Clarence stared blankly,

‘‘ Entertaining ?”> he repcated. “My dcat
kid, you don’t know these brainless lads and
these loony lasses! They’re the terror of
every hostess in Mayfair,- and why my aunt
has invited them to Belia»my Court to give
this mouldy perfarmance is beyond the grasp-
ing power of my onion. I have an idea that
one of the girls 18 more or less engaged
to Aunt Hilda’'s eldest son, who, candidly, is
a prize chump! Possibly Aunt Hilda is hop-
ing to clinch the catastrophe. She seems to
be hypnotised by these frightful bores. 'They
have even induced her to invite down thrce
or four big Lendon managers.” |

‘“‘Theatrical managers?”’ asked Nipper.,

‘“ Absolutely!” said Clarence.  * These
Bright Young People are so dashed conceited
that they think they’re good, and they have
an idea that these London managers only
need to spot them. in this revue and they’ll
got West End engagements—although, of
course, they don’t neced ’em because they’vo
all got pots of dough. You sce, my Aunt
Hilda, being the wife of Sir George Marley,
is such an important person that these
dashed managers haven’t dared to refusoe the
anvite.”

“A scaly prospect, whichever way you look
at 1it,” said Archie, nodding. “Well,
Clarence, old Jad, you can rely upon me.

I.am here, and you can usc me as you
will.” |

‘“Good enough,” said Clarence, clasping
Archie’s arm. ‘“Well! Pip-pip! I’ll de-park
the old two-seater and tootle back to Bellamy
Court. You'll be hearing from me anon,
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Good gad!

way ?”’
rchie gave it, and he went along with
Clarence to see him off in his two-seater.

Meanwhile the other St. Frank’s fellows
continued their stroll to the bathing huts.
And it was noticeable that Handforth was
looking flushed and hot. There was a tense,
excited gleam in his eyes.

“What's the matter, Handy?” asked
Church, glancing curiously at his leader.

“Dry up! I’'m thinking!” said Hand-
forth. .

‘““I thought there was |, something the
- matter with you,” said Cfiurch. “But 1
shouldn’t strain too much if I were you.
You look as if you might burst a blood-
vessel—-"’

““Yes, i1t's an idea!” interrupted Iland-
forth eagerly. ‘““By George! Not merely an
idea, but a brain-wavel It’s the wheeze of
the year!”

“Are you talking to yourself, or to us?”
asked McClure.

‘“‘And Joy will get her big chance!’’ con-
tinued Handforth excitedly. ““That’s the
brainiest part of i1t! What'’s more, 1 shall
be able to see Joy doing her bit in the
show, and the managers——"

“What on earth are you drivelling about ?”’
interrupted Church impatiently. ) .

Handforth looked at him with wild eyes,
and then he waved his arms.

What’s your address, by the

‘““Hold on, you chaps!” he sang out. *Col-
lect round, everybody! Listen to me! I've
got a wheeze!” :

‘“ After the bathe, old man,” said K. K.
kindly.

“Rot! You'll listen to me now!” de-

clared Handforth. ¢ It’s about those stranded
theatricals!”

“You might as well listen,” said Church.
‘“‘Ho won’t give us any rest until he’s got
this brain-wave out of his system.”

‘““Make 1t brief, then,” said Parkington.

‘“I guess we’d better gather round, fellers,"
murmured Skeets, with a wink at the others.

They gathered round.

‘“ Now, here’s the i1dea in a nutshell,” said
Handforth impressively. “You heard what
that chap Popkiss said, didn’t you? There’s
going to be an amateur revue at Bellamy
Court this evening, given by a crowd of
brainlcss young Socicty people.” -

‘“We’ve only got tie fellow’s word for
that,” said Nipper.  He was probably ex-
aggerating.”

“Well, that doesn’'t make any difference,”
insisted Handforth. ‘“We know that there’s
going to be an amateur revue—and we
also know that two or three big West End
" theatrical managers are to be present to wit-
ness the show.”

“Yes, that seems to be certzin,” agreed
Travers.

“Well, there you are!” said Handforth
triumphantly. “ All we've got to do is to
wavlay this mouldy amateur revue company
and substitute the ¢ Hallo, Jazz!’' crowd!”

46 }'Vhat !.”
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‘““My only sainted aunt!”

““Cheese it, Handy I

“Don’t be an idiot!”

“It ought to be casy,” continued Hand-
forth eagerly. ‘‘These, Bright Young People
ace staying at the Imperial Hotel, and
they’re going over to Bellamy Court, all
rcady for the show. We can have the
‘ Hallo; Jazz !’ company all ready, and when
they arrive Lady Marley won’t know the
diffcrence. Even if she does, it won't matter
—it’ll be too late to make any alteration
then.”

‘“ But—but what’s the object of this crazy
wheeze ?”’ asked Church, in amazement.

“This what wheeze?”

‘“Well, what’s the object of it, anyhow ?”

“Isn’'t 1t obvious?” said  Handforth, star-
ing. ‘“These big West End managers will
see Joy doing her speciality dance, and then
they’ll fall over themselves in their eager-
ness to give her a starring part in a big
West End show |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Handy !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“We thought there was a catch 1n 1t some-
where |”

‘“Ha. ha. hal”

““Catch be blowed!” roared Handforth,
glaring round. “Yoa know as well as I do
that these touring. revues companies often

contain as much talent as any West End
show.”’ :

““Well, that’s right enough,” agrced
Nipper. “But it scems to me, Handy, that

there are too many difficulties attached to
this wild whecze of yours. We can’t go
interfering with Lady Marley’s arrangements
like that! This is going to ke a swell Society

function——" .
that?” interrupted
“You heard what

“Who cares about
Handforth impatiently.
Popkiss said about this amatcur show. What
does it matter to these Bright Young People
whether they give their performance or not?
They’'ve all got pots of money—they've
nothing to lose. And here’s this genuine
revue company, stranded, broke, without en-
gagements. And there are to be big West
End managers at Bellamy Court this even-
ing! It’'s a chance in a thousand for this
genuine revue to be seen by the nobs!”
“Ha, ha, hat”

“What are you laughing at,
heads ?”

“I’'m afraid vou're thinking more of Joy
Bell than vou are of the stranded company,”
grinned Nipper. *‘I’'m not denying, Handy,
that the idea has possibilities, but 1t seems
to me that the difficultics will be too great.
And. after all, we've no justification for
barging in on these amateurs and prevent-
ing them from giving their show.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said K. K.,
nodding. ‘“It would be a bit of a dirty trick.
Even for the sake of helping Miss Bell and
her stranded company we couldn’t very well
do a shabby stunt of this sort. We've got
nothing against these amatcurs—and we'rg

you fat-
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Some of the Bright Young
Men squatted upon Hand-
forth and held him down,
while others went round and
dented his ear and emptied
bis petrol into a roadside
diteh,
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under no obligation to help that chump,
Popkiss,”’
And Handforth’s brain-wave was lightly
dismissed—much to Handforth’s disgust.
VEN during the bathe Handforth con-
E tinued to argue his cause,
In his opinion here was a golden
opportunily to help the *“ Hallo, Jazz !’
revue company. A big Society functfon—
West End managers—cverything! A chance
in a millicn for these talented actors and
actresses to show what they could do!

“You're all dotty!” said Handforth, as
he swam. “‘I wouldn’t miund if I could work
the wheeze single-handed. But I can’t! I
need the help of you chaps.”

“IForget 1t, old man,” said McClure
wearilv.

“You’re jealous—that’s the trouble!” went
on Handforth, his voice full of bitterness.
“You all know that 1t’s a jolly good wheeze,
but you always run down my wheeczes. I'm
disappointcd. I thought you were all made
of better stuff.”

In the dressing huts he was mere elocquent
than ever, and when all the juniors gathered
t?gqt-hcr, after they had dressed, he was still
at 1t.

“1f T can only make you fellows realise

he was beginning.

“But you ecan’t!” interrupted K. K.
“You haven't realised the difliculties, Handy.
And, apart from that, it wouldn’t be playing
the game.”
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“I guess we came here to enjoy the Easter
holidays,” said Skects pointedly. “Cut it
out, Handv! Who's for going on one of
these sight-seeing trips? There are heaps of
coaches rcady.”

‘“Good egg!” said Fullwood. ‘“Let’s

- make up a big party. Coming, Handy?”

“Blow your sight-sceing trips!” retorted
Handforth gruffly.

"He couldn’t come, anyhow,” said Church,
with a sniff. ‘“He’s going out for a walk
with his best girl.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth turned red, and glared at
Church.
“"You silly i1diot!” he snapped. “Miss

Bell is a ripping girl. and I'm not going to
have her insulted ”

“But I didn’t insult her, you ass!” inter-
rupted Church. *“Didn’t you say you were
going to meet her at eleven o’clock? You're
a fine chap! It’s five past ecleven already !’

““What |” yelled Handforth, grabbing for
his watch.

le took one look, gulped, and streaked
off, leaving the other fellows roaring with
laughter,

CHAPTER 1.
The Bright Young Peoplel

OY BIELL, looking very sweet and fresh,
was waiting near the pier when Hand-
forth hurriea--up—eight minutes late.

“1I say!” he burst out breathlessly.
“"I’'m most frightfully sorry |”

“It’s nothing,” laughed the girl. “I’ve

only becen here half a minute mysclf.”
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Handforth was looking at her with admir-
ing cyes. His heart was thudding rapidly.
Pretty as Joy had looked overnight, she
was a hundred times pretticr now. She was
dressed in @ quict, fashionable frock, which
revealed her slim. graceful figure to full ad-
vantage. Standing there, with the wind
rufling her wavy hair, she looked, in Hand-
forth’s opinion, too. ripping fer words.

The burly Romovite hardly realised, how-
ever, that she had consented to go for this
walk because he had expressed a desire for
it. She liked him well enough; but, after
all, he was only a schoolboy. And Joy was
really too worried just now to c¢njoy
any walk. However, she successfully con-
cealed her troubles, and only revealed to him
a smiling face and a pair of merry cyes.

“Did you enjoy your bathe?” she asked
as they started their walk along the front.

*Not much,” admitted Handforth.

“Why, I thought the water was fine this
Lnorning'," said the girl., ‘A little chilly,

u{:‘____”

““Oh, the water was all right—but those
chaps made me tired,” said Handforth re-
sentfully. “I got a wonderful idea to help
you and the rest of the company, and they
turned 1t down.”

“That was too bad of them,” murmured
Joy.

“I'll tell you all about it !” said Handforth
impulsively.  “Before we had oqur bathe,
Archie Glenthorne—he's one of our chaps—
happened to meet a friend of his—"

At this point Handforth. broke off, for
the esplanade was fairly crowded on this
sunny morning, and intimate conversation
was rather difficult, Handforth suddenly
halted., another idea occurring to him. He
was full of ideas to-day.

‘“We can’t talk properly here,” he said.
“How about going for a run in my car?”

The girl laughed.

““You haven’t a car of your own, surely?”
she asked.

“You bet I jolly well have!” replied
Handforth. “I’ve got @ Morris Minor—and
a run into the country would be ripping,
eh? What do you say, Miss Joy? lot
better than this walk, and wc could talk
easier. too!”’

“It’s up to you,” smiled Joy.
vour hands for this morning, Ted.”

He felt thrilled. She was so jolly and
friendly. No side about her. No affecta-
tion. Just the-sort of girl he admired.

Within five minutes he had carried her off
to the garage where his Morris Minor was
parked, and they drove off on their ride. As
soon as Hovetown was 1left wecll behind,
Handforth trotted out his brain-wave. The
girl listened gravely, shaking her hcad once
or twice, but making no comment. |

“The chaps won’t help{” complained
Handforth, in the end. ‘ And it’s such a
chance, too. Think of it, Joy! You don’t
mind my lcaving off the ¢ Miss,’ do you?”

“Don’'t be silly,” laughed the girl, “Why
should I mind ?”

“T’m 1n

“than to the road.
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“You're a sport!” declared Handforth
enthusiastically. “Just think of the chance!
Here are two or three big London managers
coming down to Bellamy Court this even-
ing. Really big West End men! Why, if
the * Hallo, Jazz!” company gave the show
instead of this mouldy amateur crowd, you
would be made! The managers would spot
yvou in a tick, and offer you big, fat con-
tracts!”

The girl laughed merrily.

‘“Managers only do things
stories—or films,”” she said.

‘“Are you against this idea, too?” asked
Handforth, amazcd.

“I'm afraid I am.”

“Oh, I say! But why?”

““Because it wouldn’'t be fair, for one
thing,” rcplied the girl, becoming scrious.
“I'd rather get a job in a straightforward
manner—much rather than by playing a
trick. I'm afraid that you are so infatuated
with your ideca that you haven't thought of
the difficulties. For all we know, these
amateurs may be putting up a really good
show. And what excuse have you boys for
butting in and ruining it?” )

“The excuse of giving you a big chance,”
replied Handforth promptly.

‘““That’s not a real excuso at all,” said the
girl, “No, Ted, I'm afraid you'll have to
forget all about it. Mr, Wilcox has gone to
London this morning, and I'm sure he’ll
fix something up. He'll probably get things
straightened out, so that our tour can go
on. It’'s awfully nice of vou to be so in-
terested, but can’t we talk of something
else ?”

They were driving along slowly, ITand-
forth giving more attention to his companion
But, fortunately, there
was little or no traffic, and the road was
wide.

“Let’s talk about you!” he said eagerly.

“Oh, no! I'd much rather hear about you
and your school,” said the girl,

“But there's nothing intercesting
school!” protested Handforth. “I .avant to
know about you—and your act. I want to
know if you’'ve ever appeared in a West End
theatre, and all the rest of it. What do
you actually do on the stage?”

“I’'m a dancer,” smiled the girl.

“I know—but what kind of a dance do
you do?”

““Oh, I dance on my toes,” said the girl
amusedly. ‘It’s not an ordinary toe-dance,
of course—something special of my own, It’s
a sort of step-dance, on a special mat, and
I do it all on my toes. And I do some acro-
batics—doubling over backwards, with a few
somersaults, and all that sort of thing.”

Handforth looked at her with open admira-
tion, .
“My only hat! Can you do all that?”
he asked, deeply impressed. “ You must be

awfully clever!”

“It’s not cleverness, you silly—it’s just
practice and training,” replied Joy. “My
dad taught me everything I know, He used

like that in

in a
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to be one of the cleverest dancers on the
stage.”’

“I'd give quids to see your act,”
Handforth, with sudden gloom., :
chance is there? Nobody will help me in
this wheeze for to-night, and——"

“Don’t look at me so much, Ted,” inter-
rupted Joy, amused and yet embarrassed.
£*You mustn’t forget that you’re driving.”

“I’'m trying to picture you on the stage,”
saild Handforth, continuing to look at her.
‘“‘By George! I’ll bet you’re marvellous!”

Hoe had taken no notice of his fair com-
panion’s warning; he found her so attractive
that tho driving of the car became of second-
ary 1mportance. - Unconsciously, he had
veered over to the off-side now, unaware of
the fact that there was a sharp bend just
ahead. And at that very moment a big
limousine came swinging round the bend at
high speed. The driver gave a loud warn-
ing hoot on the electric horn, and Handforth
jumped. ]

““Great Scott!” he cjaculated, gasping.

He clutched at the steering-wheel, attempt-
ing to swerve. But the luxurious limousine
was practically upon him, and there was no
time for him to get back to his right side
of the road.

A crash seemed inevitable.

The driver of the other car took the only
sensible course. He swerved on to the green-
sward at the side of the road, his brakes
shricking. The next moment the great car,
lurching and bumping, came to a halt, the
near-side wheels nearly in the ditch.

Handforth had pulled up, too, shaken.

“Oh!” murmured Joy, pale and trcm-
bling. ‘“I—I thought we werc going to be
killed !”

"The driver’s door of the limousine opened,
and a tall, lanky young man emerged, his
face red with anger.

‘“Hi, you!” he shouted, striding across to
the Morris Minor. ‘“What do you think
you're doing? Do you realise that you
might have killed the lot of us?”

Handforth opened his own door, and got

said

out.
“I’'m most awfully sorry!” he said
carnestly. ‘It was all my fault, and I hope

you haven’t damaged your car at all. I—I
didn’t notice I was on my wrong side. I'm
really terribly sorry!”

It was an abjcct apology, and it should
have served. But the tall young man did
not accept it. Handforth was recally sincere
—he knew that he was entirely at fault—and
he had done the right thing in acknowledg-
ing his gult. '

The limousine was now pouring out an
astonishing strecam of young people. Hand-
forth had never seen so many human beings
get out of one car. There must have been
nine or ten of them altogether—including
four young ladies. He looked at them with

astonishment, and without much pleasure.
Seldom had he seen such a crowd of un-

plcasant-looking voung men and girls.

‘““But what
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All the young men were dressed in white
flannels and gaily coloured sweaters. They
were knuts of the most blatant type. The
girls, in short skirts and woollen jerseys,
were hatless. Two of them were smoking:
At the first glance Handforth could tell that
they were society people of the wrong type.

‘“So this 1s the young blighter who ncarly
sent us into the ditch?” said one of the
other young men, striding up. “We ought
to kick him, Ceecil |” .

Cecil, the driver, nodded.

“Ym going to kick him, tco!” he said
angrily. “A silly schoolboy, spooning with
this girl!”
~ “Here, I say!” protested Handforth, flush-
Ing.
‘““Well, weren’t you spooning ?”’ demanded
Cecil unpleasantly. ‘What other rcason was
there for your driving on the wrong side
of the road? A kid like you ought to be
barred from holding a licence!”

The Bright Young People—for, without
doubt, the occupants of the limousine were

of that clan—gathered round, noisy, rude,
and ill-mannered.

hHandforth’s temper was rapidly becoming
short.

“I've said that I'm sorry, and I've ad-
mitted that the fault was mine,” he said.
“What else do you want me to do? (o
on 1;13: knees and grovel for your forgive-
ness ?’

“You’d better not getr cheeky, my lad!”
sald Cecil darkly.

““Cheecky be blowed!” retorted Handforth.
“No damago has been done—your car isn’t
scratched. So what the dickens are you
gassing about?” -

“It’s a bit thick, you know, being driven
into the ditch by this sardine-can!” said one
of the others, moving round the Morris
Minor and pushing at it. “I think we ought
to do something, you fellows. Just to show
this kid what we think of him, How about
tipping the contraption on its side?”

“That’s not a bad idea,’” said one of the
others, grinning.

Handforth boiled as two of the fellows
walked round his car, tapping at the wings.
One of them had a big spanner in his hand,
and every time he tapped he left a dent.

‘“IHere, I say!” roared Handforth. *Mind
what you’re doing to my car!”

“Your which?” asked the fellow with the
%Qan,?er. “Sorry! I thought it was a dust-
in.

Tho others yelled with laughter at this
inane sally,

“You leave my car alone !’ shouted Hand-
forth hotly. ‘Look what you’ve done to this
pff-gtl;c{e’ wing! There are two or three dents
in 15l

Jov cauzht at Handforth’s arm.

‘‘Hadn’t we better be going ?”’ she mur-
mured. ‘ There’s no scnse in standing here
arguing.”

“Yes, vou'd like to go, wouldn’t

you ?’*
said Ceeil, who had heard the words.

‘“RBut
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before you go we’re going to teach this young
fool a lesson!”

Handforth quivered.

“I've admitted I was in the wrong—that
it was my fault!” he said thickly. “You
cads! If you touch my car any more, I’ll

)

You'll do what?” interrupted one of the
voung mcn. “Get out of the way, you little
idiot !”

““What. about emptyving
suggested one of the others.

“Gad! That’s a good adea!
him stranded !” |

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

Handforth was roughly seized and sat
upon, while the others entered into their
task with cnthusiasm. The girls took no
part in this; they stood by the limousine,
watching. But, judging by the manner in
which they were laughing, they heartily
approved of the entire procedure.

his petrel 27

Let's leave

CHAPTER 8.
A Different Matter!

ANDFORTH, | helpless wunder the
H welght of three or four young men
squatting on various portions of his
anatomy, watched with rising in-
dignation as the others commenced their

“dirty work ” on the Morris Minor. Joy,
unable to do_anything, stood by looking on

angrily.
With considerable enthusiasm they un-
ciipped Handforth’s spare petrol can,

cmptied it into the ditch by the roadside—
thus avoiding the danger of fire—while some
of the others unscrewed the petrol pipe.
Then all th2 petrol 1in the tank was drawn
off into the can—the can being emptied
again. Finally, the Morris Minor was left
without a drop of * juice” of any kind.
“Gad! This is better than the show!”
erinned one of the young men. ““ How about
introducing a scene like this into eur revue?”

“"Too late now,” replied Cecil. “We
shouldn’t have time to rehearse.”
“Show! Rehearse!” ejaculated Hand-

forth, with a start. He had been released,
and was on his feet now.

“We’re amateur actors and actreszes,” said -

Cecil importanily. ‘““We're giving a revue
of our own to-night at Bellamy Court. Lend
a hand here, Splinters! You, too, Jammy!”’

Handforth was so startled by the discovery
that these Bright Young Pcople were the
actual stars of the amateur revue company—
which was to give @ performance that night
at Bellamy Court—that he hardly saw what
they were doing. But Joy Bell saw, and
she boiled with indignation,

“Oh. Ted I’ she breathed, clutching at his
arm. “This is—outrageous! Can’t you do
something to stop them?”

Yelling with ?oolish laughter, the young
men—thinking themselves clever—were heav-
ing at Handforth’s Morris Minor and over-
turning it on to its side.

“ NUMBER NOUGHT !* Read this Gripping Mystery Yarn in

“You—vou rotters!” shouted Handforth
angrily. “You can’t leave us here like
this!”

“Can’t we?” grinned Ceccil. “Watch us!
Come on, everybody {” |

They all climbed back into their limousine,
and, still shouting with laughter, drove away.

“The rotters!” panted Handforth -again,
as he looked at his damaged car in dismay,
“What arc we going to do now?”

“It’s too bad.” said the girl sympatheti-
cally. " But you mustn’t worry, Ted. When
somcbody comies along we’ll be able to get
your car put right. I don’t think there’s
uny real damage.”

*“They left wus here, stranded—de-
liberately,” said Handforth. *“They knew
jolly  well that we couldn’t set the Minor

right ourselves. And they’ve thrown all the
petrol away, too. The miserable cads! I'll
bet when they were at school they were just
like Forrest and Gore-Pearce and their ecrowd
at St. Frank’s!”

’ OWEVER, Handforth and his com-
| pamonsgs were not destined to be

stranded for long.

-Within five niinutes a super-coach
came along, and, luckily, it was filled with
the St. Frank’s erowd. "They were on their
sight-secing tour, and it was fortunate that
they should come along this road at such a
time.

“Ureat Scott!” sang out Church, standing
up in his excitement. “There’s been an acclt-
dent up the road. there! Lock! There's a
car on 1ts side !”

“Isn’t that Handy standing next to it ?”
asked Nipper,

“By Jove! So it is!” yelled McClure.
“It’s Handy’s Morris Minor! I hope Le
isn't hurt 1”

““He scems to be all right—and so docs the-
girl,” said Skcets. *“Whoa, driver! You'd
better pull up here for a bit!1”?

The driver was already slowing down, and,
as soon as the coach stopped, the St. Frank’s
fellows poured out of her in a flood and
surrounded Handforth and Joy Bell.

‘““Thank goodness you chaps have come!”
said Handforth brecathlessly. “By George!
I've never been more pleased to see vou!”

‘“But what’s happened?” asked Church.
“How did vou overturn like this?”

“Don’t be a hopeless ass!” retorted Hand-

forth. *1I didn’t overturn!”

‘“But therc’s been an accident, hasn’t
there 7"’

““Of course not |” said Handforth. “There

might have bcen one—and it would have
been my fault, too. But that’s not the
point.”’ N

Indignantly he described exactly what had
happened, and the juniors listened with
growing heat. ‘

““Of course, you were wrong to bo on the
off-side of the road,” said Nipper at length.
““But that didn’t justify these fools in what

they did. It was a dirty trick !”
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“And that’s not alll”?
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went on  Handforth
eagerly. “They're those
pcople Clarence Popkiss

was telling us about. The
Bright Young People who

Q "f-"
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are staying at the
Imperial!”

“The crowd that’s going
to give that amateur revue
to-night ?” asked Parking-
ton.

-

- f

¢ &rQSon ——————ega. ‘
“Oh-ho! Then the i
genial Clarence was just

about right,” said K. K.
“He told us that those
Bright Young People were
no good.”

“I never saw a mouldier

crowd!” declared Hand-
forth.

Nipper was looking
serious. .

“1I don’t know what you
other fellows think, but 1t
secms to me that the Re-
move has been insulted.
And 1t’s up to the Remove
to wipe out the stain.”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“That’s just what 1
think!” shouted Handforth
excitedly. “We'ra not

going to let those bounders
get away with this, are
we ?”

“No fearl”

“ Never!”

There were plenty of
ready helpers, and the
Morris Minor was soon set
upon its wheels again.
Handforth, hurrying
round, made an anxious
mspection. The damage
was not very serious; a
few dents in the wings, a
slight buckling of the front
bumper and a broken window.

“My 1dea 1s for us to square this thing
ourselves.” said Handforth at last. *“You

hfave?n’t forgotten that wheeze of mine, have
you?’’

“I'm thinking about it now,” replied
Nipper, nodding. ‘Handy, we’'ll do it!”

“You mean that?” gasped Handforth.

“Rather! Don’t you sece, old man, that
we've got full justification now?’”’ said
Nipper briskly. *“It’ll serve these Bright
Young People right if we dish their revue.
':l;}'l’e,y’\'e asked for trouble—and they’ll get
1% .

HE sight-seeing tour was forgotten.

Handforth bundled Joy into his

Morris Minor again, and drove back

into Hovetown, The coach turned,

and the St. Frank’s fellows went back into
Hovetown, too.

e e—————
~— w s

_'1!(‘]'
:'l

e
i

pft
I

! l\' ' .‘ 1} :.I )
: ) ooy, ‘ s ! l
’ ! I, \ L N |.}
1,- ’ i' ) O .
‘.| o) I.: t“’ l' l.
| HIBakE SRR
! ?A i "-li' . ' ‘ ' - { y ‘ 1
i g‘!l| I .H“'- | ‘ '
i :‘ 11 : | of ! '
;" L ' ' ! 1S " I"‘
| | { e i rr,
3 '.' ',n. .’ -\" ‘ VA 1Y

As the last of the Bright Young People passed inaio

Clarence closed the door and barred it.
chaps ! ”’ he yelled {riumphantly, to the St. Frank’s fellows.

———— -
-
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the harn,
‘“ It’s worked, you

Archie Glenthorne was acquainted with
the facts, and ho dashed off to the nearest
telephone and got into touch with Bellamy
Court. Luckily enough, he was able to talk
with the Hon. Clarence Popkiss at once—and
the Hon. Clarence promised to dash over.

He was in Hovetown within half an hour,
and he listened in a dazed sort of way as
the scheme was outhned to him.

“By gad!” he ejaculated, when he had
heard all. “I can’t help saying it, old
chapples—by gad!”

“What do you think of the wheeze ?” asked
Handforth.

‘““As a matter of fact, old thing, the onion
13 slightly dizzy,” replied the Hon. Clarence.
“But if you want to know what I absolutely
think, I regard the whole scheme as a stroke
of genius.”’

““Good for you, Clarence,” grinned Hand.

forth,



36

“I mecan, 1t’s perfeet!” said the Hon.
Clarence dreamily. ‘A real revue instead
of that frightful amateur hotch-potch! And
a perfect dishing in the eye for those
blighters. Of course, my aunt Hilda might
cut up rough about it, but who cares?”

“We want to talk to you about your Aunt
Hilda—and about other things, too, laddie,”
said Archie firmly, “You needn’t think that
we got you over here just to tell you all
thiz, A few details are indicated.”

“Details ?”’

““ Absolutely !” said Archie. “We want to
know where this show 1s to be given—how
it is to be given—what the arrangements are,
and so forth, and such like. In a nutshell,

1)

spill @ few mouthfuls!

The Hon. Clarence was able to give the
plotters @ good dcal of vitally nceessary 1in-
formation. Thus they were made familiar
with all the inner details of the arrangeinents
for the big function. And they were able
to make their own plans with precision.

At lunch-time Handforth—who -regarded
himself as the master of the ceremonies—
put it to ‘“‘the crowd.”

The whole “Hallo, Jazz!’’ company had
turned up for luncheon, even including Mr.
Wilcox. Ho had got back from London in a
depressed framo of mind—as the other mem-
bers of the company saw at the first glance.

“Nothing doing,” he said bluntly. *“The
London offices are closed, and it seecms that
the man who was backing our show has
bolted with, Shand. We're just as much
¢etrarided as ever.”

“Good!” said Handforth, grinning.

- “What do you mean—‘ Good’ ?” asked
Mr. Wilcox.

“Well, I didn’t want you to fix anything
up i1n London,” replied Handforth frankly.
“I've got a scheme of my own. We St.
Frank’s chaps want to help you pcople all

we can—and there’s just a chance that we’ll

be able to do it to-night. I want cverybody
here—every member of the ¢ Hallo, Jazz!
company—to be ready at a certain fixed
hour.” :

“Ready for what?” asked the mystified
Mr. Wilcox.

“Ready dressed for your parts—ready to
go right on the stage,” replied Handforth.
“You don’t know it yvet, but you’re going to
give your show to-night. And you're going
to give it at Bellamy Court, the home of Sir
George and Lady Marley. They’ve got every-
thing ready there—a stage, temporary
d I5'0.~:.sing-rooms, and everything you can think
0 .’)

““What on carth

“What’s more, two or three big West End
managers will be in the audience!” said
Handforth impressively. ‘“And if you give
vour show with all its usual vim and pep,
it’s a cert that these West End managers will
spot you and sign you up.”

And Handforth procceded to explain to
the excited, mystified company cxactly what
was in the wind. They wcre staggered at

9
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first—and then dubious—and, finally, ex-

cited.

“I'll take all the responsibility,” promised
Handforth, “If there’s any trouble over this,
I'll take the blame—at least, wo St. I'rank’s
chaps will.”

‘“Hear, hcar!” chorused
“We'll back you up, Handy |”

“It’s a chance in a thousand for you
pcople to be scen by these big managers,”
continucd Handforth. “Now, we don’t want

the others.

any arguments. You'ro just going to do
as we say. Leave all the arrangements to
us! All you'’ve got to do 1s to give your

show at the right time.”

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY

And the “Hallo, Jazz!” company, fecling
rather weak, gave 1n,

CHAPTER 9.
The Trap!

Vﬂ‘HE Hon. Clarence Popkiss beamed.
“That’s all tixed. then, what?” he
asked genially. “Here's a fiver for
cach of vou, and you'll do cxactly
what I've told you?”
The two men in front of him touclied their
oaps.
P‘That"ll be all right, Mr. Popkizs, sie,”
said onc of them.
“You know the place, don't you—just
against the big elm near the bend,” said
the Hon. Clarcence. . ““And don't forget the
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time, cither. We shall be relying upon you,
lads.”

“We'll be_there on time, sir,” promised

the men.

They departed, and the Hon. Clarence
beamed agein. He was somewhere at the
rcar of Bellamy Court, and the men he had
been speaking to were two of Sir George
Marley’s employees. An extensive farm was
run by Sir George, and one of the men to
whoni Clarence had been speaking was the
driver of a farm lorry.

Clarence went by a roundabout route to
the quiet country lane which led from Bel-
lamyv Court through Little Hocklewell-in-the-
Wold to the main road. It was a very quiet
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lane, and traffic upon it was infrequent.

At the bend, near the big elm, he came
across Handforth and Nipper and Skeets and
several other St. Frank’s tellows. They were
all perspiring, and they had evidently been

working hard.

“How’s everything?”” asked Hand{orth
eagerly.

‘“ All fixed, laddie,—all fixed,” replied the
Hon. Clarence, with joy in his voice. * As
far as I can sce, this affair will go forward
without the slightest hitch. Archie, old
thing, iny meeting you to-day was morc price-
less than I first imagined. This is going to
Ihc a big night. Whoopee!”

*“ Absolutely !” agreed Archie stoutly.

The Hon. Clarence strolled along the lane
a short distance, and surveyed the handiwork

which the St. Frank’s fellows had been busy
on. He was frankly astonished.
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“But this 1s positively gorgeous-cum-
terrific!” he cjaculated, awed. “I mean to
say, so pricclessly lifelike!”

“Well, it was a bit of trouble, but I fancy
the dodge will work,’” grinned Nipper. “ For-
tunately, those amateurs won’t come along
until after dark, and I doubt if they will
suspecet any trickery.”

The Hon. Clarence was impressed.

“I shall have to come along to St.
I'rank’s one of these days,” he said firmly.

“I mean, the place is absolutely a home of
genius!”’

HE Bright Young People were rcady.

Dressed in their stage costumes, with

coats and wraps flung round them,

they were piling into the special

luxury coach which had been hired to take
them from Hovetown to Bellamy Court.

It was evening, and darkness was falling.

‘““All aboard for the big show !” yelled one

of the young men in the coach. *“We're

going to knock spots off every London show

that was ever produced! We'll show ’ent

something to-night !”

“Something they won’t forget for years!”
declared one of the others. -

The Bright Young Pcople, at all events,
were confident of the success of their show.
Clarence, who had been present at one of the

rehearsals, knew perfectly well that the show
was too awful for words.

The coach drove off. Hovetown was
quickly left behind, and soon it was bowling
through the country. By the time sleepy
little Hockle-well-in-the-Wold was reached

and passed, darkness had completely
descended. _
Turning a bend in the narrow country

lane, the driver of the coach suddenly applied
his brakes. A few yvards ahead was a man
waving a red lantern. The lane was com-
pletely blocked by a big, clumsy vchicle
which was sprawled broadside.

A chorus of indignant shouts went up from
the occupants of the coach.

““I say, this is a beastly nuisance!” com-
plained one of the fellows in an affected
volce,

Anxious and elarmed, the Bright Young
People swarmed out into the roadway.- They
could now sce that the obstruction ahead was
a ramshackle lorry. One wheel was off, and
the lorry was sprawled right across the lane.
To pass 1t was impossible. The amateur
actors and actresses surged towards the two
men who were standing beside the lorry.

‘““What’s the idea of having this beastly
chunk of old iron across the road?” indig-
nantly demanded one of the young men who
answered to the name of Squiggles. “You'll
have to remove it, my man—and quickly.
Wo've got an important engagement——"

“Sorry, sir, but I can’t help that,”
answered the man who had been waving the
lantern. “It’s not my fault the blinking
wheel came off. Still, we shell only be
ahout twenty minutes—"
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“Twenty minutes!” squeaked Squiggles.
“Rot! You'll have to remove the lorry
before that, or there'll be trouble!”

At that moment a figure came running
up. I+t turned out to be the Hon. Clarence
Popkiss, and he was rather breathless.

““I say, vou know, this is a bit ot off-side,
what ?” hc ejaculated. " We've been expect-
1ng you people!”

“You'd better dash back and tell Lady
Marley that we'll be late,” said Squiggles.

“Can't we walk?” suggested ono of the
others.

“But, dash it, 1t’s over a mile!” protested
onc of the girls. ‘““We’'re wearing our danc-
ing shoes, and they’ll be ruined !”’

“I'll tell you what,” said the Hon. Clarence
brightly. #** How about popping into the jolly
little inn, just round the bead? They'll make
you comfortable for ten minutes, and by that
time this lorry will be out of the way.”

“Inn?” said Squiggles, staring. ““There's
no inn in this lane.”

*Oh, but I mean to say, I ought to krow,”
protested Clarence. ‘I dare sav you've
missed secing it. - It stands back a bit. Come
along, cverybody {”

Everybody went, Clarence’s idea sceming a
good onc. If they had to wait, it was far
better to wait in the inn. They could get a
drink there, too, and Clarenco could go along
to Bellamy Court and explain the cause of
the delay..

Clarence’s heart was beating rapidly as he
walked along the lane, Everything was
working beautifully.

But the big test was to come.

At tane bend he turned into what looked
like the gateway of a meadow, although it
was so gloomy that it was difficelt to sce
clearly. But something was very clear, and
that was a bulky building close by, with a
hospitable-looking door, over which hung a
softly-shaded light. And over the light was
an inn sign—the Whbhite Hart—swinging
gentlvy 1n the evening breeze.

“Well, I’'m dashed |” said Squiggles. “I
never knew there was an inn here! We
must have passed it dozens of times, too!”

“This way,” said Clarcence eagerly.

He passed through the rustic porch,
opened a door, anrd stood aside. The Bright
Young Pcople, walking in, found themselves
in semi-darkness. An old-fashioned lantern
was burning against a rough-looking wall,
some distance away. They plunged in
wondecringly, but as yet unsuspicious.

After all, many of these country inns wero
very dim 1nside until one turned into a
parlour or a tap-room. Nothing had hap-
pened. so far, to make the victims suspect
that trickerv was afoot.

The Hon. Clarence gave a gulp of relief
as the last of the crowd passed into the big
doorwayv. Then with a little yelp, he
grabbed at the door and swung it to.

““All serene!” he yelled. " Whoopes,
Jads !”

Bang-bang !
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Two bolts were shot home, and at the same
moment Handforth and Nipper and a crowd
of other St. Frank’s fellows appeared from
thie surrounding darkness.

CHAPTER 10.
Good Old Handy!

‘¢ Y George! It's worked!” gurgled
Handforth delightedly.

“Like a dream, old chcese !” said
Clarence

A confused noisc was sounding inside tne
“inn ” now, and the Bright Young People
were shouting angrily.

“Shout away !” roared Handforth. **You
won't get out of here until we let you out
—we've got two or three men on the job to
keep guard!” ~ )

‘““What arc you up to, you young fools?
came Squiggle’s furious voice. “What's
the game ¥”

“Revenge iz sweet!” shouted Mandforth,
with a chuckle. “You tipped m%,' Morris
Minor over, and you emptied all the petrol
out. Now you can sce what it's like to be
stranded! If you give your show at Bellamy
Court to-night, it’ll be a miracle!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha !’ .

The other St. Frank’s fellows roared _thi’t
laughter, and the noise within the “inn
increased.

Not that this was likely to help the
victims. They had no chance of getting out.
IFor the inn wasn’t an inn at all—but a sub-
stantially built barn! .

The thing had been worked very cunningly.
During the carly part of the evening the
St. Frank’s fellows had got busy, and they
had easily contrived a rustic-looking porch-
way over the barn door.. The inn sign, bor-
rowed for the occasion, had been just as easily
fixed up, together with the hospitable-looking
light.

gIn the darkness the Bright Young Pcople

“had had no reason to suspect anything; the

place looked exactly like an old-fashioned
inn—for, of course, they had oply secn the
doorway, with its light and 1ts sign.

And now they were hopclessly imprisoned.
The door had been provided with special
bolts, and there wasn't a window in the
place. -

By this time, too, the lorry had bcen re-
paired. As a matter of fact, the back axle
had been jacked up all ready, and it had
been meroily the work of three minutes for
the men to slip the wheel on and to tighten
the nuts. .

“Evervthing's all serene now,” said
Clarence happily. “Come on, ycu lads!
I've fixed it up with Aunt Hilda, and I've
told her that I'm bringing some pals of my
own. We're going to see the show!”

“ And the Bright Young Pcople -can be
as bright as they like in this barn!” grinned
Handforth. *“Let's hope it’il be a les:on to
,em !”

(Continued on paype 40.)
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?
ST. FRANK'S BY THE BRINY!
(Continued from page 38.)
EANWHILE, the rest of the plot was
M working just as smoothly.
- Tho ** Hallo, Jazz!1” Revue Co., in
another luxury coach, arrived at
Bellamy Court dead on time,

And as they were all dressed 1n their stage
costumes, wcaring their make-ups, nobody
suspected anything. The professionals were
eccepted as the amateurs.

It might not have becn so casy had the
voung society people arranged to present
themselves at Bellamy Court itself. But this
amateur revuc was to be given in a hugo
marquee, out in tho grounds, and it had been
planned that the ‘“company ” should drive
straight up to the stage-door, at the back
of the marquece. They were to give their
show, and then mix with the house-party
later, at the end of the performance.

Thus the dodgo was easily wangled.

The coach drove UF, the ‘““Hallo, Jazz!”
company marched boldly into thegmarquee,
and took possession of the temporary
dressing-rooms which had been fixed up be
hind the stage.

Mr. Wilcox himself had arranged for an
orchestra—he had hired one, in fact. It was
only a small orchestra, but it would suffice.
And it was ﬁrovided with all the necessary
music. and had had one or two hasty re-
hearsals,

Just before the curtain was due to rise,
and whiler the orchestra was playing merrily,
the Hon Clarence turned up with the whole
crowd of St. Frank’s fellows,

All the lights in the auditorium suddenly
snapped outf, and the curtain roses to reveal
the chorus—yoang, fresh, grvaceful, and full
of tremendous enthusiasm.

Members of the distinguished audience
rubbed their eyes after the first few minutes.
The girls were dancing superbly, and there
was a finished quality about their work
which made everybody sit up.

“Remarkable! Quite remarkable!” mur-
mured Lady Marley, turning to her husband,
“I would never have believed, Georgo, that
those young girls could dance so cleverly
after only a week or two’s rehearsal.”

“It’s a funny thing,” growled Sir George,
who was a big, bluff man, “but I can't spot
Cynthia, or Beryl, either. I thought you told
me they were in the chorus?”

“So they are,” replied Lady Marley.
“Dear me! I don't recognise them, either |”

A stir was passing through the audience
by now. A great many pcople knecw the per-
formers intimately—at least, they knew the
Bright Young People. But as the revue
proceeded they were bowildered by the fact
that everybody on the stage was strange.

However, the whole show was so good that
there was no thought of interruption. Pcople
simply remained puzzled. And their enthusi-
asm for the revue increascd as the time went
on. |

There was no interval—this had been de-
liberately cut out so that there could be no
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inquirics midway. From start to finish, the
show went with a fizz and a bang.

It really was a brilliant show, too. The
performers, from the chorus-girls to the prin-
cipals, werc working as they had ncver
worked before.

Handforth sat spellbaund in his chair when
Joy Bell came on and did hgr speciality
dance., She was cven better than he had
dared to hope. She was the embodiment of
gracc and beauty and daintiness. Her dance
was given the greatest applause of the even-
ing. She was a huge success.

Exactly how it got out, nobody could tell;
but before the end of the show the audience
knew that this was the wrong company |

It went round from seat to seat, and from
row to row. These were not the amateurs!
In all probability the Hon. Clarence had
passed some 1ncautious remark. But it 6idn’t
really matter.

Before the curtain went down Lady Marley
and her guests knew that the performance
was being given by tho stranded  Hallo,
Jazz !” Company. Xverybody in the district
knew of the company’s misfortunes, for the
facts had becen reported in the local papers.

It was towards the end that the Bright
Young People turned up. They came burst-
ing in, furious, weary and dishevelled. And
they were considerably startled when they
‘were hushed into silence.

had predicted.

The West End managers were enthusi-
astic abeut many mecmbers of the company.
They did nct aciually fight amongst thems.
selves as to who should engage Joy Bell—as
Handforth had said—but one of them was
smart enough to get into touch with Mer,
Wilcox at the first possible moment after the
curtain had falien, and he promptly booked
the whole company to appear in one of his
forthcoming productions at a Yest End
theatre.

The actors and actresses, of course, could
hardly express their gratitude to the boys
for the way they had helped them. Joy
Bell was particularly grateful, and Hand-
forth was the happiest fellow alive when, in
her exuberance, she kissed him as a token
of her appreciation!

Lady Marley sportingly forgave the 8t.
Frank’s plotters when she heard the whole
story, and tho Bright Young Pcople, in-
stead of receiving the sympathy they ex
pected, became the laugh of tho evening—as
the butt of .the schoolboys’ joke.

Needless to say, they were a very subdued
crowd now. They Lhad learned their lesson

T was a feather in Handforth’s cap that
things {turned out almost exactly as he

- —thanks to Handforth!

THE END.

(Double-length St. Frank’s yarn ncxt
week, lads. Entlilled: °‘° By Submeaerine
to the Pole.” And it’s the first of an
amazing new series in which the schoolboys
once again visit Northestria, where many
stirring advenhires await them. Order
your copy in advancel)
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and truly be back in its old form,
with the St. Frank’s yarn longer than
i1t has ever been before. The Iditor

NEXT week the Old Paper will really

and I are determined to go one better than.
ever in the past. And as a smashing start

we’.re going to give you a school-adventure
series of the sort you have always relished.
* » +*

Lord Dorrimore, whom you ull know as a
genial sportsman, 1s determined to be the
first to reach the Pole by submarine, and in

the next yarn you will read all about this

daring dash. The submarine doesn’t actually
get to the Pole, but 1t gets to a far more
interesting place. I wonder how many of
you remember a quaint *‘ waistcoat pocket ”
country called Northestria, tucked away in
the Polar regions, hidden by
barriers and eternal blizzards and mists?
The St. I'rank’s fellows discovered this amaz-
mg little country in a former adventure
series, and they had some exciting times.
%* g %

I'or Northestria is a land where every-
thing 1s back in the Middle Ages; feudal
castles, brutal overlords, serfs and men-at-
arms; armour, cham-mail, and desperate
tournaments! Lord Dorrimore thought 1t
would be a stunning ideca to go back to that
romantic spot, where time has stood still for
ten centuries. And it wouldn’t be like the
one and only Dorric to make such a trip
without taking ““‘the old crowd.” So next
week they’re off !

%* * #

And while we're talking about the Old
Paper getting back into 1ts former stride,
we'reo going to revive another popular
feature on this page. Every week we used
to publish a reader’s photograph. So I'm
now inviting you to send in your photos for
this purpose.  Address them to me: Edwy
Searles Brooks, C/o THE NELsON LB
LiBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Strcet, London, E.C.4.

* * *

,A timely word about these photographs.
It’s no good sending blurry snapshots, of the
kind which are turned out by ecnthusiastic

Edwy Searles
of the St. Frank’s stories, chats with

mountain

Brooks, popular author

readers of the °‘‘ Nelson Lee.”

amateurs in the summer-time. You know
the sort I mean—snapshots with a shadow
in the left-hand corner, a mysterious blob
in the ecenire, and: with you half in shadow
and half out. displaying a fine pair of tennis
shoes but very hittle face—the latter unrecog-
nisable even Bz your own mofher.

What I want you to send me are clear-
cut studio its—or, faihing these,
good, weli-deflned’ portrait-snapshots, in
whicfl- the face 1s outstanding., It doesn’:
matter a bit if you are grinning like o
Cheshire cat—all the betier. So get busy,
and send your “dials’’ along to me. And
within a few wecels we'll commence publish-
ing readers’ pbotog.ra.pys as a regular thing.

It'll be a good idea for you to send a
chatty letter of general inlerest at the same
time, and P1l. malke. a point of dealing with
your remarks at our “ Round Table ’ cvery
week, with you: looking on, so to speak.
I’ll! try to interest all the others at the
“Round Tablo > in what we’ve got to sty
to each other—and this means 1 shall
probably publish. extracts froin your letters.

Now, the above doesn’t apply only to
boys. Girls are just as welcome to send

their photographs for publication. So are
adults—fathers and mothers and uncles and

aunts, KEven grandfathers and grand-
mothers if 1t comes to that. I've had heaps
of letters from readers of over seventy, and,
if anything, they are more enthusiastic than
the youngsters! Ior if one thing has bcen
impressed upon me more than anything
clse -during the yecars I have bcen writing
the St. Frank’s storics, it 1s that our readers
embrace pecople of all ages, all walks in life,
all classes, and both sexes. Pcople may look
upon this as a boys’ paper—which, of course,
it is—but its appeal 1s really genecral.

eiing




Continuing LADBROKE BLACK'S Popular Serial of Adventure in the Arctic!

The VALLEY of

HOT

The Professor’'s New Role
WAS only making an example of the

£ ¢
][ men—just to show the pecople here
that we're standing no nonsense from
them.” explained Jackson. ¢ And,
anyway, if I hadn’t done i1t, Eric would.”

The professor turned a pair of astonished
cves towards his young nephew,

“They were torturing her,” the Dboy ex-
claimed. “You didn’t see, uncle. If you
Lhad you would have
felt just the same.”

“Yes, you ain’t just
a harmless little lamb,
guv'nor, when you're
put out!” Danny inter-
rupted, evidently feel-

A Game of Bluff—

and the penalty of one false move
is ¢death for Eric and his com-
panions !

SPRINGS

ing 1n honour bound
to support the boy.

“Will you kindiy
only speak when
you'ro spoken to,
Danny{” the pro-
fessor growled
irritably. “The
guestion 1s, what
are we to do now?
We have taken six
lives. We've alrecady
had, earlier to-day,
an cxample of tho
passions . we  havo
aroused. Now we
shall have all the
people of the valley
against us, and the
scientific  1nvestiga-
tions I wished to
make will be seri-
ously hampered, if
not rendered 1m-
possible.”

He turned to the
girl, whose hand
¥Foric was still hold-
mg., and began to
speak to her i the
tongue of the
Skrellings.

“What do you
advise, O Daughter
of the Sun, wlo
havo Dbefriended
us ?”’

“Let the Angekok go down to the Great
Assembly Stone, and standing there, summon
the guard. Then do you, O white man,
who know our tongue, tell them what has
befallen Imatuk because of his treachery.
Tell them that the Angekok has appointed
you captain of the guard. Then bring them
here and let them sce the men whom the
Angekok has struck with the lightning of
his wrath.”

“This young lady advises us to take a bold
line,” the professor
interrupted, turning to
his companions. ‘It
has 1its clements of risk,
but I {frankly scec no
other courso open to us.
We must cither make



THE NELSON LEE LIBRAR)

ourselves masters here or go under, and that
would mean a loss to the worid of scientific
material of the highest importance. You
must assufe the dress of your office, Jackson,
and come with us at once.”

Returning to the Angekok’s apartment,
the sacred symbols were brought from their
hiding-place. While Jackson was dressing,
the professor changed into a suit of chain-
mail armour and grabbed hold of a battle-
axe. As the new captain of the guard, he
explained to Eric, this was essential. Then
they all set out.

Jackson walked briskly at first, but once
they were outside in the open air his pace
dropped to a slow stately progress. As they

drew clear of the temple and began to- pass

across the open space beyond, not a living
soul was visible. Erie, walking by his
uncle’s side, questioned him in-an undertonc
as to their plans.

“Jackson takes his position on the
Assembly Stone. That is the signal for the
guards to form about the Angekok and for
the people to assemble. The Assembly
Stone is the taller of those two rocks stand-
ing by the side of the central geyser.”

Eric recognised the rock as one of the
two which he and Danny had used as cover.
Nothing could be heard except the splashing
of water as they approached their objective.
A silence like death seemed to orood over
the clustered dwellings of the people of the
Valley. They reached the rock at last.
Now they could see that stonc steps had
been cut in it which led to the top.

“What do I do now, professor?” Jackson
inquired. |
“You go to the top of the rock and you

stand there and raise your arms above your
head. The rest you will leave to me.”

The little procession climbed the steps.
As they came out on the summit Eric looked

across the valley without glimpsing one
living seul. Inwardly, he reflected, that

standing there they made an excellent target
for any hidden foes. Meanwhile, prompted
by the professor, Jackson, holding himself
very ercct, raised both arms above his head.

Instantly, where before there had been a
lifeless stillness, the open space beneath
them began to fill .-with golden mail-clad

3 3V

fizures, who came churgiiig ucioss the turt
with their spears at the present.

“Gee, Mr. Eric, this puts the wind up
me!” Danny whispered in a hoarse voice.

Eric’'s feelings were very much the samne,
The armed men were rushing straight to-
wards the rock on which they were standing.
Another moment and they would be
surrounded.

A Dangerous Situation!
FROM every point of the compass the

guards were bearing down upon the

Assembly Stone, waving theilr spears
| ana gesticulating as they ran. To
Eric 1t seemed absolutely certain that he
and his companions had walked into a trap
from which there was no ecscape.

The comparative ease with which they had
rcached the Valley of Hot Springs, carried
things with a high hand, rid themselves of
the Angekok, and assumed the authority for

themselves, had inspired them with a
dangerous self-Gonfidence. Now they were
going to reap the consequences. Was ‘it

possitble that these men, armed and discip-
lined, would tamely submit to the rule of
the white strangers from beyond the seca?
In their place, Eric was confident he
wouldn’t have done so. ' -

The, hay was telling himself all this, and
wondering if there were any chance of cutting
their way through that enclosing circle and
reaching the temple again when, as if at a
given signal, the guards halted. They
stiffened to attention and then, raising their
spears high in the air, gave vent 1n unison
to a curious.cry. The next moment they
were standipgz motionless. | |
"Gosh, Mr. Evie, but I believe they’ve
bitten it!” Danny exclaimed in rehef.

And now there was another sound. . cross
that open space, about the centre of the
geyser, hnndreds of fur-clad figures werc
streaming—men, women and children. In
ten minutes they had made a compact mass
about the circle of guards. | |

“This i3 where you’d better say your piecce,
professor,” Jackson muttered.

The professor glared at himm a moment us
if resenting that hint, gave a tug at his

Continued on next page.)
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HOW THE STORY BECGAN.

ERIC DENNING, a cheery, adienture-loving youngster, lives with his uncle,
PROFESSOR DENNING. The professor, absent-minded and interested in nothing save his studies, H
is expecting a visit from John Peters, an Arctic explorer who has discovered a narwhal’s
horn, on which is written in Runic writing the key to tremendous treasure, in Greenland.
For Peters is dead—murdercd by one of a gang of

The horn arrives, but not Peters.
scoundrels, the leader of which ie

BOSS MAUNSELL. Maunsell attempts to capture the narwhal’s horn, but is frustraled, largely

owing to the activities of

DANNY, the professor’s man-of-all-work and an ex-pugilist.

on the horn, and he and Eric and Danny travel to Greenland, and start out for the Valley
They capture Maunsell, who has been trailing them; he gives kis name us
Passing through a tunnel in the glaciers, they arrive at the mysterious valley.
They ars captured by the Angekok, or ruler of the valley, but he {s killed by Jackson, who
ey make an enemy of Imatuk, captain of the guard, and Eric

of Hot Springs
Jackson.

assumes his place of office.

and Jackson find him torturing a girl whom the
Imatuk and a number of other guards are killed,
this may arouse the People of the Valley against them,
(Now read on.)

The professor deciphers the writing ‘

have befriended. A fight results, in which
The professor is angry, for, he points out,

i
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beard, cleared his throat, and then began to

sl,eal\ er fourid himself looking down
upon a .sei” of upturned ~fuces, ol]. m»_r_»m]\
listening to what that boominy Volce wils
snying. -~ - s 4

“Tho s';m, nor's col ‘em giogeyv,” Danuny
whispered with™ a chuckle. “They ain’t
used. to him. To -lisien t6-him spitling, the
stufl like that is something new o then ;
but he won't have to do it tno often or
there’ll be @ revolution!” o

In twenty minules 1hc professor had com-
Ilct(‘d his address.

“Raise your right ]mnd’
i an uhdertone to Jack:on.
signal of " dismissal.”

With a slow, dlﬂmﬁcd gesture Jackson did
he was bid.™ 1n~tant1\ the onter Erele
of fur-clad figurez broke and dlwmmmd

1.

he
“That
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the
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as

]Cu\lll”’ only the'ﬂualds T
“We will now descend from ihe vock,”. .
the pl()lew(n 10111(1[‘]\0(] “T have_assunied .
the captaiiiey of "the guarvd, and atrer ihe
in('uluuts of to-day 1 think it necessary o
aive them™ 2 lésson.  Remember, Jackson.
1 disapprove’ of "this hlnodthu """ violeneo of
vours, but the mhdnet 13 (lfme aow. and in
our own interests 'we  must make whoi use
wo can of what” haa h.lpp(-tmd |

Descending from "the Toc . askeon.
flanked on either side by, stalwart fiwves ju

colden mail,” led the ]nufpf_s'iun Acies The
plain, the '1)10[0~~01’ lollqmnw nnm(_-d:;m]\
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behind,  Freie, clancinz at Liis uncle, saw
by the way he plucked at his heard that Ty

:\\ch-_“llﬁt‘lll"!' from some 1oendal dizturbance.

Be heard hime whisper to Danny.
it the Great Wae,
The Jposifion, soute-
of Lavingto drad
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