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“ Looks something like an orgy, doesn’tit? ’* asked Carter gleefully. ““What’'s
going to happen when the people crowd in and see this 7 It’s a fake, of coursse,
but nobody will know it.’?
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A FINE LONG STORY OF
SCHOOL ADVENTURE,
FEATURING THE WELL-
KNOWN BOYS OF ST.
FRANK’S.

For weeks past St. Frank’s
has been under a cloud, dis-
graced since the beginning

| f '- F..l.’-'.-/"/-- 7 .'
‘ ) G Y/ of term by the sinister voice
- / -
ﬁ;f 7 of scandal. At one time the

; famous school was on the verge of closing
down, and this undoubtedly would have
happened but for the loyal determination of
the Fourth, led by Reggie Pitt, to prove
the injustice of the general prejudice
against the scheol. In salvaging a wrecked
i stcamer near Caistowe, the Fourth per-
formed a public service that would have
. changed public opinion in their favour
had i1t been widely known, But those who blindly condemned the schoo!
were unwilling to admit their wrong, and the newspaper reperts omitted
any reference to the splendid achievement of these St. Frank’s boys. Still
undaunted, Pitt headed a deputation to Fleet Street, and after many rebuffs
succeeded in interviewing the editor of the ‘‘ Daily Sun,” and winning over

this powerful personage to the cause of St. Frank’s. The story you are about

to read describes the final triumph of the Fourth and hew St. Frank's came
into its own once more,

- TEE EDITOR.

By E. SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
THE LATEST.

he was arraying himseli in McClure's gac-
ments.
Church and MeClure had {followed the:t

And

LANG, clang!
The rising-bell sounded throughout
the Fourth Form dormitory in the

C Ancient House at St. Frank’s. ASs

a general rule, its note was most unwel-

come, but on this particular morning the
juniors aroused themselves with startling
alacrity.

Reggie Pitt was the first to leap out of
bed.

+ Jack Grey followed him, and even Hand-
forth gave one bound, and proceeded to
dress with lightning-like rapidity. 1t wasn’t
until he was half-attired that he discovered

leader with the same amazing energy.
other juniors were dressing with a grim,
concentrated  swiitness  which  scarcaly
allowed of any lucid conversation.

For some extraordinary reason, it seeme:!
that the whole Fourth was simultaneous!iy
imbued with the famous Kruschen feelinu.
They leapt over beds in their stride, an:
performed other acrobatics equally astonisli.
ing. !

“You've got my bags!"” gasped McClure
wrathfully.

“Who?t Me?" snorted Handforth. * Great

| pip! I'm half-dressed in your rotten togs!
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You silly fathead! Why didn't you tell
me”

“Why didn't you look?” retorted MecClure,
“You jump out of bhed and dive into my
things before you're fully awake. Hi,
steady! I say, you'll absolutely ruin—-"
.MecClure paused in horror. Handiorth was
tearing the unwanted clothing off to the
accompaniment of significant ripping sounds.
His main idea seemed to be speed.

“Just my luck!” he panted. “I'd made
up my mind to be first down—and now 1'm
dished! Here you are—take Yyour bheastly
clobber! I wouldn’t be seen dead in it!”
*“You've torn all the scams!” howled
MecClure indignantly. _

Handforth took no notice of his chum’s
troubles, but proceeded to dash into his
own' clothing at lightning speed. But he
really lost a lot of time by this haste.
In the first place, he put his shirt on inside
out, and then discovered to his dismay that
his trousers were back to front. It was
certainly a case of more haste less speed.

As a result, the first junior to leave the
dormitory was Reggie Pitt, for Reggic had
dressed calmly and deliberately and with
apparent ease. lle was closely followed by
Jack Grey, Sir Montie Tregellis-West, and
Tommy Watson. They descended the stairs
in a bunch.

“Well, we're first, anyway,” said the
Fourth skipper. *And now for the giddy
papers. This morning, my sons, is the

Day of Fate!”

“Dear old hoy, I'm ineclined to agree,”
panted Sir Montie. “ Begad! This rush is
simply shockin'—it is, really! 1 never re-
member dressin’ with such unseemly haste.
1 look an absolute sight, you know!”

% That's nothing—can't help nature!"” said
Pitt cheerfully. *“And what does it matter
what you look like? To-day, O vain one, is
an occasion of great importance, and such
matters as personal adornment weigh a
mere trifle in the balance of destiny!”

“Blow destiny!” said Tommy Watson
bluntly. “Where's the * Daily Sun'?”

“He’s very shy this morning—he’s hiding
bhehind the clouds,” said Pitt. “And I
don't wonder—if he isn't ashamed of him-
self, he ought to he! We've hardly seen
him for a week—"

“«I'm talking about the newspaper, you
ass!” interrupted Watson.

Pitt knew this all the time, but it pleased
him to be humorous. He couldn’t be any-
thing else. For Reggie was a junior who
always had an unlimited fund of cheerful-
ness, ;

The Fourth's startling energy was not so
mysterious as 1t seemed.

On the previous day a specially selected
crowd of juniors had travelled to London
—intent upon waking up the newspapers.
The Fourth had been doing some big things
recently, and the London papers had made
no reports whatever., Yet they bad been

Jgenuine, unadulterated stuff!

MO ¢
¥

willing enongh fto condemn the famous old
school at _the time of the scandal at
beginning of term. . :

St., ¥rank’s had a bad name for weceks,
and large numbers of seniors had been taken
away by their parents, and placed in other
schools, or kept at home. The Fourthewas
the only Form which remained intact, but
this was solely owing to the virile leader-
ship of Reginald DPitt.

And during these days of trial and stress
the juniors had fought a grim battle against
adverse public opinion. It had been a hard
time for the Fourth. But thcy had coine
out on top. ;

For, at last, the name of St. Frank’s :%tas
cleared.

The juniors had succeeded in their great
object, They had gained the publicity they
desired. For only the previous night the
managing Editor of the *“Daily Sun "—the
greatest of all the popular morning news-
papers—had promised to give great
prominence fo the St. ¥Frank’s cause,

Thus the Fourth’s unusual energy.

All the fellows wanted to get down, in
order to examine the morning paper.
Reggie Pitt had expressly ordered a copy
of the “Daily Sun ” for every junior study.
He had thoughtfully hit upon this scheme
the previons right—bribing Tubbs, the page-
boy, to cycle early into Bannington for the
purpose of obtaining the necessary copies.

“Here, you are, Master Pitt!” grinned
Tubbs, as the juniors swept down into the
lobby. “I thought you’d be down first,
voung gent. I’'ve put a paper in cach study,
iitke yvou told me, and ’ere’s a extra one
for you. My! You won't arf be pleased,
Master Pitt! Right acrost the page—great
'eadlines—-""

“Let's have a look!” interrupted Pitt
eagerly.

They seized the paper and gazed at the

headlines with sheer joy. Previously all
newspaper publicity regarding St. Frank’s

had been detrimental to the old school.

But Mr. Stephen Cross, the managing
Editor of the ¢ Daily Sun,” had kept his
word, This famous newspaper, with its
enormous circulation over the entire length
and breadth of the United Kingdom, was
telling the truth about St. Frank’s at last.

And the name of the famous old schocl
was cleared,

. el

CHAPTER IIL
SOMETHING LIKE PUBLICITY.

: OHN BUSTERFIELD

| — BOOTS chirrupped with
“undiluted joy. _

“Fine!” he exclaime:d

gleefully, “I couldn’t have
done it better myself! This
is  the real  goods—the
This articie

rym

is publicity with a big ‘I



And Boots,
authority on the subject, knew what he was
talking about. He was gazing at the * Daily
- Sun,” and Percy Bray and one or two other

Modern House juniors were with him.

* The old Triangle, in fact, presented a
startling sight.

Knots of fellows
where, and newspapers
from one corner of the Triangle to the
other. Never before had so many papers
been seen. The whole school was literally
littered with them.

And joy abounded.

For right across the main news sheet
of the paper, in huge type, ran this legend:

“THE TRUTH ABOUT ST. FRANK'S
* COLLEGE.”

were standing every-
were in evidence

And underneath this were the headlines
on the left-hand side of the page, spread
over four columns—* The Good Name of a
Famous School ”—¢ The Amazing Grit of the
Fourth Form.”

The article itself, which followed below,
filled the four columns, and was bold, plain-
spoken, and generous. It made it perfectly
clear to the whole world that the good
- name of St. Frank’s was cleared, and that
the famous old school was unsullied by any
evil. :

The full story of the Fourth's heroic effort
in saving the s.s. Trident from destruction
on the rocks of Shingle Head, was set out
in detail. And the writer of the article—
undoubtedly Mr. Stephen Cross himself—
made it abundantly clear that the Fourth
was a set of clean, wholesome British boys.

The old scandal was referred to, and the
true story told—for Reggie Pitt had supplied
the full and true details. These were now
- published for the first time. Hitherto, the
story had becn a wild exaggeration of the
truth.

And at last the whole country was able
to judge for itself, and there was not the
slichtest shadow of doubt that this supreme
publicity would restore St. I'rank's to its
former glory. Those who had condemned
the old school would now feel very small
indeed, and, if they had any decency at
all, would regret their hasty and ill-con-
sidered judgment.

Many parents had removed their sons in
a kind of panic, without inquiring too
closely into the facts of the ecase. Other
big schools had boycotted St. Frank’s con-
sistently.  Redcliffe College, Hazlehurst
College, Carcliffie School, Ielmford College,
Banninzgton Grammar School—these, and
several others, had “cut ” St. Frank's dead
during the past weeks. Football fixtures
had been cancelled, and other indignities
had been heaped upon St. Frank’s.

“I should think these chaps will
ashamed of themselves now!'
Christine grimly. “My hat!

feel
said Bob
Some of the

who was something of an ; Hazelhurst
green when they read this paper!
all the rotten things they’ve been saying

Linore or less of a farce.

LAy

and Melmford chapse will go

After

about St.
wrong!"”

“We shall have 'em swarming round us
like flies,” declared Boots. ¢ They’ll come
here begging to be forgiven. Well, I sup-
pose we'd better do the decent thing and
let matters go on in the same old course.
There's no sense in harbouring ill-feeling.”

“Hear, hear!” agrced Reggie Pitt. * The
sooner the scandal is dead and forgotiten
the better. And don't forget that the other
newspapers will fall into line now. The
*Sun’ has started the ball rolling, and all
the evening papers will bhe jumping over
themselves to give us some more rippiug
publicity. My sons, we're cleared!”

*Hurrah!”

“Three cheers for St. Frank’s!”

“Hurrah!”

“ Good old Fourth!”

The enthusiasm was tremendous. Even
the seniors were thoroughly excited. The
masters pretended not to show their anima-
tion, but failed. They were just as keen
as the boys themselves. Mr. Stokes, indeed,
came out into the Triancle and actually led
the cheering. But Mr. Stokes was different
to the others—he was like one of the boys.

Dr. Malcolm Stafford read the * Daily
Sun ” article with whole-hearted delight.
He knew that he had to thank the Fourth
for this wonderful vindication. And the
hcadmaster could see the end of the sus-
pense in sight. After this term, St. Frank's
would have rogained all her old prestige,
and would again take her place in the first
rank of British public schools.

For once, Chambers of the Fifth rose to
the occasion.

Cuthbert Chambers was generally regarded
as several kinds of an ass. He was chiefly
famous for his coneceit and his swelled hea-.
But great moments sometimes bring out the
best in a fellow—and Chambers certainly
proved that his head contained something
more than water.

I'or he conceived the idea of sending off
a big batch of telegrams to every Fifth-
Former who had left the school—telegrams
urging the absentees to return without
delay.

Chambers even took his scheme to Fen-
ton of the Sixth. And tne captain of St.
Frank's not only approved of the idea, but
copied it. He sent telegrams to all the
Sixth-Formers who had departed. For it
was Cuthbert’'s idea to bring back every
single senior who had deserted. St. Frank's
was cleared of every vestige of scandal,
and- unless the absentees returned they
wouldn’t be worthy of their Alma DMater,

his was the general view.

There was general rejoicing throughout the
school during the morning, and lessons were
Even the strictest

Frank's, they’'re proved to bhe
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“Form-master allowed his clazs to do very
Saaneh as it liked.

For it -was generally agreed that 1this
oceasion, at all events, was a red-letter day

in the history of the famous coliege.

CHAPTER 1IL
1WO0 ROTTERS.
LAUDE CARTER, of
the Ancient Louyrth,
( A lounged ahout the old
stile in Bellton Lane.
Tt was rather chilly, for the
November morning was raw
and  damp. C.lrter was
attired in his ordinary Etons, with a heavy
overcoat over them. Now and again he

. reered impatiently down the lanc. ‘

... It was midday, and morning le:sons had
only been over- a short time. Carter was
thinking about the general excitement which
was stirring St. I'rank’s--and he wasn't
particularly pleased.

- He was a comparatively new hoy, having
arrived at St. Frank's at the beginning of
the new term. The fact that he was on very
intimate terms with Fullwood & Co proved

his character. And he had taken rather a
delight in p:.rfornnntr all sorts of despicable
actions of tate in order to besmirch the fair
name of St, Frank’s. - ’

- He didn’t like the article in the “ Daily
sun ?”?oat all. It annoyed him.  Further
weundal would have pleased him more than
anything else. I'or some extraordinary
reason, Carter delighted in evil mischief.

The more trouble he could stir up, the better
.he was™ pleased. He had not the slightest
‘nride in his school, and the recent scandal
at St. I'rank’'s bad given him undiluted
‘pleasure.

A ligure came striding by hH_‘, up the lane,
and Carter watched the newcomer’s apprnach
with interest. HHe was a =mallish young
man, with a jaunty stride and an air of
importance about him. He wore an insignifi-
cahit moustache on his upper lip, and he
“was apparently one of those voung men who
believed themselves to be superior beings,

“ Hallo, Tupper!” said Carter, as he held
out his hand.

“Have you got that thirty
Mr. Tupper hluntI)

bhob?" asked

“You needn’'t bc in such a hurry about

it—1'm not going to :windle you!" growled
Carter. ‘“Here's your giddy money. I had
a bit of luck yesterday, and I've not only
cleared myself, but I'm a couple of quid in
pocket.”

“You backed a winner?”

i Yen——‘minrathon at a hundred to eight.”

ood luck to you!'’ =aid Mr., Tupper, as
he ook two notes from the junior. ‘ That’s
all square now—thanks! If
to put anything on for
races——"

this afternoon’s

you'd like me’

“Well, you ecan do me a favour, if you
like,”” saild Carter, handing over another
pound note, *Yon wmight see that this
quid goes on Jumping Bill, for the three.-
thirty——"? :

“You're chucking your money uaway!"
interrupted Mr. Tupper hmpatiently. .-

“But Jumping Bill i3 the best tlip of
the day-—" .

“Don’t yon believe it,”” =aid ihe
man. * Ife doesn't stand an earthly.
what's the price, anyway? Two to cne!
Why, he’s not worth risking your noney
oin! Take my advice, and don’t todely it.
If you want to have a splash, put two quid
on Rough Rider.” ¥ i

“Rough Rider!"”
rotten donkey!”’

“You can call him a donkey if you like;
but he’s going to win!"’ dechrpd Mr. lu]rpu
knowingly. “ Being on the ' Qazette,” 1 get
to know these things. As a matter of fact,
I was chatting io one of the trainers’
assistants only vesterday. Rongh Rider is
in the betting at twenty-five to onc—and
you can take it from me that you're on a
cert.”

“Thanks awiullyl!l”
“You're sure?”

“Positive—!'m
myself !”’

“ AlI' right-—-hiere’s another two quid,” mnl
Claude. *“ That makes three—it’s all 1've
got. I think you'd better put the moncy
on thut3 bob c¢aech way——-"

“Don’'t be a young fool,”” interrupted Mr.
Tupper. “What do you want to throw
pounds away like that for? Put the whole
three on tno win—and you'll clear a small
fortune.”

Carter was convinced, and agreed. He had
had quite 2 lot of luck through Mr. Tupper’s
tips, and Mr. Tupper lmd always taken a
percentage of the winnings for himself.
'The young man was a junior reporter on the-
“RBannington Gazette,”’ and he was appar-
ently in touch with a number of shady
characters in the town. For it was scarcely
probable that he knew any really respectable
trainers or tr.unercs assistants.

“Seen the ‘Sun’' this morning?” II‘SLQII
Mr. Tupper, as he prepared to go.

“Yes, I have!” growled Claude.

young
And

echoed Carter, - " That

said Carter cagerly,

putting a [iver on -]:im

"X lﬂt-

of rotten spoof! Pitt did it, yon know—
went up to London, and fooled the editor.”
“T thought as much,” said Mr. Tupper,

nodding.

They discussed the subject for some little
time, and it was abundantly clear that Mr.
Tupper himself was by no means pleased at
the tone of the “ Sun ”’ article.

The pair parted at length, and Mr. Tupper
retraced his steps towards the village. Just
before reaching the bridge, he encountered
a cheerful junior of small size who was
progressing along the lane in a sommewhat
remarkable fashion. The small junior, in
fact, was walking sideways like a crab, and



dragzing his feet on the rough road in a
1005t peculiar shuffle—and showing a lament-
able disregard for his shoeleather.

Mr. Tupper was abount to pass when the

small junior Jooked round, and at once
assumed a more human attitude. He was
Willy Handforth, of the Third, and he

regarded Mr. Tupper with a kind of joy.

““Hallo!" he said cheerfully. ‘ Been get-
ting more copy?”

“Not much good my getting copy, when
they print such piffle in the ® Daily Sun,"”
retorted Mr. Tupper sourly. “But I didn’t
speak to you, kiddy! Run along, and don’t
be cheeky!”

Willy grinned.

“Feeling a bit sore, eh?” he asked calmly.
“] don't wonder at it! You're the brilliant
scholar who came up to St. Frank’'s at the

time of the scandal, and faked up a lovely
varn for the *‘ Gazette '—"

“What do you mean—faked up?”
rupted Mr. Tupper angrily.

“What I say,” replied Wilty. ¢ You faked
it up. It wasn’t true at all—it was a whole
string of giddy fibs! Dut you're dished this
time, old lad!. The * Daily Sun’ has shown
you up—yo1 and your giddy ‘ Gazette ’! You
and your fakes!”

Mr. Tupper turned purple.

“You cheeky young toad!” he snorted.
“My article was the truth! And, what's
more, I'm going to tell the truth again!
All that whitewash in the ‘Sun' won't be
allowed to stand! You know as well as [
do that St. IFrank’s is rotten to the core i

“Say that again!” interrupted Willy
grimiy. “If you do, I'll punch your nose flat
into vour dirty face! Go on—say it again!”

inter-

e i

CHAPTER 1V.
WILLY’S WATERLOO,

R. TUPPER scowled.

““* Are Yyou ftalking

to me?’ he de-
manded thickly.

“I'm talking to something

that 1looks mnearly human,”

- replied Willy, with biting

sarcasm. “Yah! All you can do is to

write filthy articles for your giddy rag! 1It's

ﬂt *H_'?pder your editor keeps you on the

staff!"

“You impertinent little whipper-snapper!”
roared the reporter. “St. Frank’s is rotten
to the core—a beastly collection of
snobs and evil-living—"

Crash!

Willy was as good as his word. He was
a mere shrimp compared to Mr. Tupper, but
what he lacked in size, he compensated for

yvounyg

in aggressiveness,
warrior strain
in Willy.

Mr. Tupper staggered back under the be:
wildering force of a mighty biff on the

The famous Handforth
was very highly developed

nose. He gave one yelp of surprise aand
pain, and before he could make any attempt
to defend himself, Willy followed up his
advantage.

Crash! Biff! Slam!

“He fairly leapt at the cad, and hit out
right and left. Mr. Tupper received severe
punishment. And at the same time he was
aware of a blinding sense of utter humilia-
tion. That he—a fully-grown man of twenty-
five—should be Kknocked about by a mere
fag was altogether too much.

-

And when Mr. Tupper recovered his
scattered senses, he attacked. He did so
in a manner peculiarly his own. Willy was

a most elusive youngster, and he kept well
away.

So Mr. Tupper upset all the fag's calcu-
laticns by suddenly driving out with one of
his feet. It was, indeed, a cowardly, con-
temptible action. Willy hadn't been prepared
for any such disgusting exhibition of fou!
play.

Crash!

Mr. Tupper's heavy, winter boot caught
Willy on the right shin, and the fag
crumpled up with a sharp cry of agony. Foi
the moment he was completely out of action.
Indeed, he hali-believed during that first
moment that his leg was broken.

‘““Now, you little beast, I've got you!”
snarled Mr. Tupper.

He pulled Willy up from the ground, and
then commenced knocking him about in the
most atrocious manner. Mr. Tupper had
lost his head, and he was so enraged that
he hardly realised the enormity of his
offence. Not that this provided him with
the least possible excuse.

Certainly Willy had been the aggressor—
but he had fully warned Tupper in advance, .
So the young man had only himself to
blame. And now he was acting in a manner
which bereft him of every vestige of an
excuse.

He had seized one of Willy’s arms, and
was twisting it in such a manner that the
fag was helpless And while he held him
thus, he punched at Willy’s face with brutal,
uncalled-for force. Within a few seconds
the fag's visage was a ghastly sight.

The hero of the Third had met his
Waterloo!

And it was at this moment that three
cyclists appeared down the lane. They were
Handforth & Co., of the Fourth. Their
arrival was timely. Had they not appeared,
Willy’s fate might have indeed been grave.
For Tupper was so mad with rage that he
was like a wild thing.



“ Great pip!” said Handforth blankly.

He practically fell off his machine, and
allowed the latter to run into ihe hedge.
Church  and MeClure dismounted, rather
more scdately—but they lost no time, even
Q.

“Tet that kid alone!” roared Handforth

furiously. _

Mr, Tupper turned, aware of the new
arrivals for the hrst time.

“Mind your own confounded bhusiness!”

lie snarled.
“ You—you
Iandforth.

licoted
that

contemptible worm!”
“Yonu're half-murdering

THE NELSON LEE LIBRAR
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MeClure picked Lim up, and dragged him
azide. -

In & flash they commenced first-aid tactics.
There was a diteh near-by, and it fortunately -
contained clear running water. For in this
month the ditches were no longer stagnant.

Mr. Tupper was scared now. He was juxt
beginning to realise the villainous nature
of his attuck. And he had no reason to
love the St. Irank’s Fourth, in any case.

For all the juniors knew that he had made
thie bitterest of all attacks on the old school
at the time of the seandal, He had heen
sent Lo the scene by his editor, and instead
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His face is covered
You--you dangerous cur!”
Topper Dbreathed hard, partially

ag! My goodness!
with blood!

Alr.
sobered.

“The young fool checked me!" he panted.

“That’s no excuse—you're nothing better
tlran & rflian!”’ snorted Handforth. *Quick,
Church—take the kid away and wa:zh him,

ar something! 1'll deal with this rotten
bully!”
Willy had fallen into the muddy lane.

Iis shin was still hurting him <o nmmueh that
he couldni’t stand properly. Arnd his face
had been battered to such an extent that
he *was partially stunned. Church and

of gleaning the actual facts, he had based
his report on all the gossip and scandal and
tittle-tattle he had been able to get hold
of. And that report in the “Bannington
Gazette > had been the forerunner of all
the antagonistic articles in  the London
Press. i

So Mr. Tupper  was by no means a popn-
lar character in Bellton and district.
Indeed, it. was not until: recently that he
had ventured to come near, and now only
for the purpose of inciting a few {foolish
juniors .to perform the very acts which

| Mr. Tupper condemned so scathingly in his

reports. The young man was a thoroughs.
paced hypocrite to the backbone.
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L1

said

then,”’
crimly,
*you're going through
it1*
The leader of Study

“Now,
Handforth

D was deliberately
rolling up his sleeves
in that cold, calm
manner of his which
was so well-known at
St. Frank's. Mr.
Tupper stepped back,
scowling.

“1 tell you the kid

cheeked me——"" he
began.

“I say, Handy,”
roared Chureh, with
excitement, “this is
Willy; it's your
minor! He’s halt
Killed!”’

Handforth started
violently.

“My minor!’”’ he
echoed, with a gulp
in his voice. *“By
George!"”’

The news came to

him as a complete
shock, for he had
failed to recognise

Willy at first. And

now he turned to the |agony.

Mer. Tupper's heavy winter boot caught Willy on the
right shin, and the fag crumpled up with a sharp cry of

quailing Mr. Tupper i
with a light of danger in his eyes.

CHAPTER V.
SOMETHING TO BE GOING ON WITH.

ILLY looked rather
dazed.

“That's all right.
thanks!” he
muttered. “Don’'t Keep
jabbing that giddyv handker-
chief in my face! And take
that thing offi my eyve! I can't see at all!”’
‘“Sorry, old son!"” said Church gently.
“Thete's nothing on your eye; it's simply
bunged up. Your nose is swollen, too.
Your lip's cut, and there's a nasty dent on

the side of your face!”’

“Th> cad—the beast!”’ muttered Willy
indignarntly. “I'd have whacked him, only
he started kicking. 1—I believe my shin's
busted!*’

He looked round with his good eye and
grinned. It was rather a paintul effort, and
made his face go sort of sideways.

““(Good!’”’ he murmured. ¢“Ted's on the
job! Oue of you chaps had better go and
ring up the hospital and tell 'em to send

an ambulance. Or better still, get the
mortuary ready.”’

Handforth was iIndeed looking very
dangerous,

he said, his voice
Attack-

““You beastly cad!”’
deadly quiet. * You ruffianly rat!

ing my mincr like that, and balf killing
him! I'm going to smash you up!”’
“Look here——"" began Mr. ‘Tupper
desperately.

Crash:

Handforth’: right shot . out, and Mr
Tupper's punishment commenced. He
wasn't quite sure whether an earthquake

had happentd or whether somecbody had
dropped a bomb. He only knew that he was
the viet:m of a devastating bombardment.

For a few moments Mr. Tupper had had
an idea that he could treat this schoolboy
as he had treated Willy. In his panic he
kicked out wiluyy. But Handforth had the

enormous advantage of being warned. He
knew what to expect. And it was easy
enough to avoid the man's cowardly
tactics.

Willy, on the other hand, had been
totally unprepared for such caddish
hehavicur. Otherwise Willy might have

easily held his own against this well-dressed
ruffian.

¢“Take that!’’

Biff!

Mr. Tupper took it—a glorious uppercut
which nearly lifted him off his feet. And
Irene Manners, turning the bend in the
lane, was just in time to see the blow
go home. Doris Berkeley and Tessa Love

said Handforth grimly.



and Ena Handforth were with her, The
fonr Moor View School girls came to a halt,
+(h, a fight!”’ exclaimrd Doris gleefnlly,

““My brother, of course!”’ said Ena. “1
might have known it. YWhen Ted isn'l
ghting he’s preparing for one. About the
only time he’s safe is when he's asleep!”

The girls walked up slowly, and they were
provided with some really exceilent enter-
tainment. Mr. Tupper and Handforth knew
nothing of this f{resh audience, and they
were going at it bammer and tongs. For
the reporter had recovered himszelf sufll-
ciently to make a show.

It was a disgracéful show, certainly, but
IMandforth was quite capable of dealing
with it, Time after time Tupper attempted
to kick, to cluteh, and to do anything and
everything contrary to the unwritten laws
of sportemanship. For his pains he only
received crashing blow safter crashing blow.

e was indeed receiving the hiding of his

life.

Irene strode up with cet lips, and Willy
Handforth, spotting her, half rose to his
feet. He clutched at lrene’s sports coat,
and held on to Lt

“Hold on!” he =aid gruffly. “*No infer-

fering, mind!”?

*“Oh!’ exelaimed Trene, gazing at Willy
aghast.

“Yes, I knov I'm a hit of a wreek, bat
don’t take any notice of that,”” said the
fag. ““That rotten ecad kicked me in the
shin, and then sloshed me hefore I could
recover. 'Ted's just paying him out!®?

“Yes, 1 can 3see that!” replied Irene
slowly.

“If you try to stop him-—"*

““Yon needn’t worry; I wonldn't dream of
stopping  him!"? interrupted lrene  lhotly.
*“That fellow Is a beast! I don't know
very much about fizhting, but I can =ee
that he’s not playing the game. I want to
see Ted knock hLim clean out.”

Wiliy stared, and gave a gasp of joy.

““Good for you, Mizs Irene!”” he
exclaimed. ‘1 always thought yon were a
hit of a prim young lady. I'm jolly glad
to find that yon ean waich a ficht and
enjoy it.”?

“Ted’s winning!”
way, ““My goodness!
I shall hawve to remember that one. It
might come in nseful on Ted himszelf!??

Handforth, indeed, was putting the final
tonch to his earlier work., Mr. Tupper was
nearly finished. He was sagging somewhat
drunkerly at the knees; he was heating the
air idly with his hands. 1lis defence was
completaly a. an end,

One more bl)w was enough—a beautifully
‘placed punch or the jaw. Mr. Tupper
reeled over backwards, sprawled full length
in the lane, and rolled over and over. He
had received the thrashing he deserved,

in her calm
That was a beauty!

said Eua,

|

CHAPTER VI.

TLFPER'S REVENGE,

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTIHI
breathed hard.

“ Now you can crawl

off and get into your
burrow!’* he said witheringly.
“You're not human at ajl—

vou're only &n jusect! Things like yon
onght to e exterminated with a garden
spray!??

““Good old Ted!”? exclaimed Willy,

“You came along just at the right moment,

Thanks, old man—=?

““Don’t thank me, JYyou young ass!”’
growled Handforth. ¢ Just like your fat-
headed — carelessness—letting  him  ‘kick
you——  0Oli, my gracious! J--1 didn't
know—""

He pansca abraptly, staring at Irene
and Co. in confusion,

“Jolly good!’* said Deoris warmly. “TI've
never seen you hiff better, Ted! That Iast
one was a regular beauty. If any man

ever deserved a licking this one did!”’

“Well, he's got it!’”? said Ena, as Mr.
Tupper liftea himself up and slink awuy.
““] feel lik: going f{for him myself!”’

“He's a regular brate!’? declared Tessa,

But Handforth hardly leard them. He
was gazing at Irene. He knew that she
disapproved of him fighting, and Irene was
the pick of the whole bLunech, so far as
Handfo:rth was ecancerned. He certainly
wasn't in love with lier, as so many of tle
juniors facetiously suggested. But Handforth
liked Irene quite a lot, and he regarded her
as his best girl chum. There was no none-
sense abort Edward Oswald.

“I--1 say, Miss Irene. I simply coukin't
help zloshing him, youn know,”” said Hand-
forth awkwardly. *‘‘le kicked Willy in the
shin, and half killed the poor kid. It was
just a matter of duty. I had to give him
a good hiding!®?

Trenc smiled

“Don’'t be so silly, Tu]” shie said.
think it was perfeetily ught of yon -
punch the biackgnard.?’?

“But—ht you don't like fightling,”” said
Handforth, siaring.

“In a case Jike this, fighline is
necessary,”” replied Irene. ‘I don’t like
yvou krocking poor Church and MeClure
about for nothing, Ted. 1 don't like yon
hitting out withont any proper cause.
There's a difference, you know.”’

f.'.[
to

Irene was a very level-headed girl, in
addition to bLeing charmingly pretty. She

was by no means prim and severe, as some
of the fellows believed. But she had her
own way of looking at things, and it was
generally a szensible way. .
“That's {lhe kind of cad the ehap is,”’
said Church contemptuously. f
(¥

He indicated Mr. Tuopper with a nod



—

the head. The latter had now paused, aad
wus shaking h.s fist viciously in the direction
of the juriors. Hc probably felt that he
was at a safe distance.

“I'll mak. you smart for this!’" he
shouted thickly. ¢““I'll prosecute you for
assault! TI'll have you before the local
justices. I'll make you pay for this
outrage!’’

“My hat!”? roared Handforth. ¢ He

hasn’t had enough!”’

He miade o move in Tupper's
but the fellow moved away.

“You haven't heard the last of this!"’
he snarled. “ Don't forget I'll have my
revenge!"?

““Indeed!” said a voice at Mr. Tupper's
rear. ‘““What have these boys been doing
to you, young man? 1f yvou havce any com-

dircction,

plaint to make, and it appears you have,

You cannet do better than make it to me."”

Tupper turned abruptly, and found himself
fucing Mr. Beverlev Stokes. the house-
master of the Ancient House,

““These younz brutes have assaulted me!’”
shouted Mr. Tupper.

“That's not ‘rue, sir!”" declared Hand-
forth, running up. *I did it—1 gave him
this hiding! The other chaps didn't touch

him. I've just licked him!’’
‘“And you apparently did the job quite
thoroughly, Handforth,”’ said Mr. Stokes.

casting a critical eyc over the vaunguished.
‘““Why did you commit this—this somewhat
drastic act?”’

‘““Because he's a
shouted Tuppcr.

“I did it, sir, because the fellow kicked
my minor oi: the shin,”” replied Handforth
steadily. “I caught him in the act. and I
simply went for him. That's all!"*

“Well, sir,”” said Mr. Stokes, turaping to
Tupper.

“Go to the deuce-—all of you!”" rasped
the fellow, turning on his heel.

Mr. Stok.s made no comment. But he
examined Willy, and the nasty gash on the
latter’s shin, surrounded by an ugly bruise.

young hooligan!™’

told its own story. DMr. Stokes was a
sportoman,

“We'll cay nothing more about the
matier boys,”” he exclaimed checrfully,

“I'm sorry, Haundforth minor, to see vou in
this condilion

and I think perhaps you'd
better have a day or two in the
sanatorium-—=""
“Not likel;. sir!”’ snorted Willy., *“I'm

At least, I shall be after I've had
a wash. Don’t shove me in the sanny, for
anndness’ sake!”’

Mr. Stoke: smiled.

““Well, we'll see,”” he replicd. ““Come and
report {0 m Defore afternoon lessons, If
I think vou leok strong and fit, I'll allow
vou to iemain out and about; and we'll
forget all about this little affair.””

But if Mr. Stokes forgot it, Mr. Tupper
didn't, His m-ain idea, as he went back

all right.
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He tidied

lo Danninglon,
himself up as nuch as possible, and then
reported for duty in the editorial office of
the “ Bannington Gazette.’’ e was. in fact,

was revenge.

late, and in some little muxiety on that
account.  After all, Tupper wus only a
junior reporter, and not a very trusted one
at that. He knew very well that his posi--
tion was by no means solid, and the editor's
temper was rather short.

The “ Gazette” was an established jour:
nal, typically provincial in tone aund general
get-up. The St. Frank’s juniors described it
as “a mouldy old rag "—and in many re-
spects this was correct. For the “ Bauning.

{ ton Gazctte ” was wretchedly printed, and

acnerally contained little else but local newsa
—all of it dry and uninteresting

The oflices were grubby and dingy—the
printing works being in the rear. And Mr.
Tupper was rather disappointed - when he
sidled in to discover the editor waiting for
him. This gentleman was a swall, wizened
individual, named Jamces Poole. And as he
was the sole proprietor of the journal. he
always kept a sharp eve on his stafl.

He peered at Mr, Tupper fiercely over the
tops of his spectacles.

“You are late!”’ he rapped out. “Didn’t
[ tell you to be back carly. in order to
make a report of the Vicarage flood?™

Mr. Tupper looked indignant. e bristied
with rightteous anger  He had his excuze all
ent and dried.

. et

CUHAPTER VI,
ARCHIBALD'S TELEI'HONE CALL.
my

q ORRY, sir—not
fault”' said Tupper
hastily. “I was do-

tained by soine of
those young hooligans of 8t.
rank’s——"

: “Good graciouz me 't ejacn-
lated Mr. Poole, rising from his chair, and
coming to the reporter’s side. “What on
carth have you been doing to yourself, youny
man? You're in a shocking condition!”

“Yes, sir)y I—=I—"

“Shockingz condition!” said the Editor.
“You've been fighting, sir. I won't allow
this sort of brawling among uienithers of wmy
stalt!  What have you got to say tor vour-
self, Tupper?” A

The cditorial office was a dim, cobwebby
apartment, and it was ouly after Mr. Poole
bad come close that he clearly saw the
extent of the damage. Mr., Tupper was a
perfect sight. One eyve was closed, the other
was ouly Kecping open by stern effort—and
was, in fact, in course of liquidation—his
nosc was much larger than it should have
been., and there was a curious twist to his
mouth. In short. Mr. Tupper was no
heauty, :

“1 haven't heen fighting, &ir! he szaid
indignavtly, “It was those boys—the 8¢,




me without
is the

IFFrank’s ruffians!
the slightest provocation,
result!”

Mr. Poole frowned darkly.

“Those boyse are an infernal nuisance!”
he snapped irritably. “ Didn’t you make
any attempt to defend yourseli?”

“Yes, sir—of course,” replied Tupper.
“ But there were six of them against me,
and I had no chance. With your permis-
sion, <ir, 1 thought about writing a report
of this affair for this cvening's edition,
Those St. Frank's boys are getting beyond
all endurance, Mr. Poole!”

The editor fumed up and down.

“ Scandalous—atrocious!” he barked. * So
they have dared to lay hands on a mem-
ber of my staff! By lleaven! 1I'll make
them suffer for this! Yes, Tupper, you shall
write that report—certainly you shall write
it! Do it at once. Go to your table, and
get out the strongest story you can! We
ought to sell an extra edition this even-
mg!??

“That’s just what I thought, sir,” said
Mr. Tupper eagerly. “I'm always thinking
of the paper; sir. and it's about time those
boys were put in their place. The school
ought to be closed, sir!”?

“So it ought—so it ought!” agreed Mr.

They set on
and this

Poole. ‘““Those boys are beconiing a public
scandal. They’re nothing more nor Iless
than a disgrace to the district! I detest

boys—always did! Well, don't stare—get
on with your work! You haven’t got the
whole afternoon, confound you!’!

Tupper, who was well accustomed to his
chief’s temper, hastily went to his desk, and
got busy. And before half an hour had
elapsed he had evolved a highly- imaginative
narrative—the greater part of which, in-
deed, was pure invention e submitted the
manuseript fo Mr. Poole, and breathed with
relief when the latter passed the copy with
a grunt of approval.

“Splendid!"* said the editor. “You are
improving, Tupper-—your styvle is much het-
fer nowadays. You are quite certain the
incident happened exactly as you have de-
seribed 772

“Yes,
reporter.

“Good! Then take it down to the works,
and tell them to set it up at once. We'll
cause a scnsation in Bannington to-night,
young man!”

In the meantime, afternoon lessonz were
in progress at St. Frank's. A few minutas
before they were due to finish Merrow, of
the Sixth, looked into {he Ancient TFourth
class-room,

“Glenthorne is wanted on the telephone,
sir!” he exclaimed, as Mr. Crowell looked at
him inquiringly.

Archie Glenthorne rose to his feet.

“Oh, T say!” he protested. “ I mean. dash
1t all, sir! T can’t help it if some bright
a: takes it into his head to encroach npon
the good old lessons. I haven't the faintest
h;l_e_a who the chappie can be, sir.”

of course, sir--exactly,” said the
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drgue—you cdan

arinning,

this was hurrying.

Gazctte’

dashed class-room, you positively ring

“On the last occasion of this sort the
caller was a tradesman—a tailor, I believe,”
said Mr., Crowell severely. “Well, we won't
c0o, Glenthorne. But in
future you will sce that this sort of -thing
does not happen.”

‘*“ Absolutely, sir,”” said Archie. “As a
matter of fact, I'm positively groping abouf,
in the good old dark! I mean, what about
Phipps? Phipps generally attends to tele-
phone }nessages and all that sort of bally
fag—"

“Phipps is out,” interrupted Morrow,
“And if you don't hurry up, my
lad, the connection will be cut off.”

Archie hurried off without further ado-—
at least, he made his way at an even pace
towards the prefect’s rcom. In his opinion,
Usually he progressed
with the utmost languor.

“Hallo! Hallo!”? he exclaimed, placing
the receiver to his car. ¢ So there you
are, what? I say, it's dashed inconsid. of
you to ring up now, laddie! I mecan, those
neckties, and all - that—"’

“Is that you, Master Archie??’
youthful voice.

“Good gad!”? said Archie.
not the outfitter?’’

“No—I'm Jim,” said the voice.

“Oh, Jim?” repeated Archie vaguely.
“Gond old Jim, what? Jolly pleased to see
vou, old sunbeam! That is, in other words,
it's priceless of yon to ring me up, and all
that sort of rot. But I must confess,
laddie, that I haven't a dashed idea who
you are.”

“ Jim Briggs, sir,”” came a chuckle over
the wire. -

“Qh, rather!” said Archie, light dawning
vpon him. ¢ The cheerful laddie who used
to c¢lean the old footzear up at the pater's
place. Jim, of course! llow are you, Jim?
Haven't seen you for ages.”

“T'm working on the ‘ Rannington
now, Master Archie,” said Jim
Brizgs., ““In the printing works, von know.
And I've got something to tell yvou that
will give vou a bit of a shock.” '

came a

“Then you're

CHAPTER VIII.
THE ORDER OF THE BOOT.

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
lcoked alarmed.

“O0Oh, come!” he
protested. < Dash it
all, that’s frightfully steep,
don’t you know! After a

perfectly foul session in the
me
up to deliver a shock! Scarcely playing the
came, 1 mean.”

“Well, T asked for you, Master Archie,
because yon know me,” replied Jim Briggs.
““You see, I'm one of the compositors 72

“Jolly good!” said Archie. *“Jim, old deav,
you're getting op. 1 don't know what a
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compositor is, exactly, but a few congrats,
old sweep! Kindly allow me to——”

«] wish you’d let me speak, Master
Archie—it's important,” interrupted. the
other. ¢ Do you happen to know a man

named Tupper?”’

“Tupper?” repeated Archie. ¢ 0Oddslife!
What a perfectly poisonous name! Kindly
allow me to inform vou, old chestnut, that
I absolutely wouldn't know a chappie with
a frightful handle like that!”

““He's on our staff, Master Archie,” said
Briggs. “One of the reporters, in fact. e
came here this afternoon properly bashed
about, and claims that he was assaulted by
some of you young gents.”

Further light dawned upon the startled
Archie.

“Gadzooks!” he ejaculated. “Of course!
I remember now. So Tupper is the horrible
merchant who kicked young Willie in the
shins? That man, said Archie, is a chunk
of fungus, laddic! He's a cad, a coward,
and a dashed blackgnard! I trust you never

hobnob ¢’

y¢ Never, sir—] hate him!”’ came the voice
of Briggs.

¢ Good lad! Wise chappie!” said Archie
approvingly,

“What I want to know is, sir—was Tup-
per attacked by half a dozen of you young
cents, and brutally knocked about?” asked
Briggs. ‘

“When it comes to the knocking about
part—absolutely,’” replied Archie promptly.
“But it wasn't brutal, oll Tulip—it wag 2
mere matter of justice. This fearful toad
positively kicked one of our fags in the
shins—about the most cowardly attack any

chappie could make. So Handforth satled
in, and delivered. a few of his best as-
sorted.”

Archie gave a few details of the affair,
trying the patience of Jim Briggs very
sorely. But the young compositor was
clated. He had guessed correctiy. Tupper's
story was a string of falsehoods! And Jim,
who had spent two vyears at Glenthorne
Manor. in the employ of Archie’s pater, was
very anxious to set this unfortunate matter
to rights.

“I''n glad 1 ’phoned up, sir,” he ex-
claimed. “ Tupper's written a report, and it's
being set up in type now-—a horrible libel
ot St. Frank's. He claims that he was
attacked without provocation.” -

Jim, who.had seen the repert—his fellow-
compositors were even then setting it up in
type—gave Archie the gist of it, and ad-
vised him to seec that something was done.

¢ There's one just over an hour, Master
Archie,” said Jim. ¢ We shall be running
olf the paper then, and wc can't stop presses
once theyv're on the go. You won't let
on that I gave you the information, will
you? It might get me the sack, sir.”

Archie promised, and a few moments later

he rang off in a state of great alertness.
His usual inertia bhad gcne, L'or when
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brisk an«l

liked, he could be as
active as anybody.

And he took the best possible course.

He went straight to Reggie Pitt. Lessons
were over by now, and Regzie and Jick
Grey were in Study E. Archie quickly toli
the I'ourth-Form skipper what was in the
wind.

“I say, this is scrious,” exclaimed Pitt
grimly. *‘To-day, too—to-day of all days!
Just when 8t. Frank’s has cleared her name
—and when everybody is talking about her!:
If that lying report comes out, it’ll dc an
awful lot of harm.”

“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie. *“ It secms
to me, dear old banana, that something
positively ought to be done. How about

getting up a good old fighting corps, and
dashing to Bannington? Anything for the
cause, what? It might be a bright schemne
to smash up the printing machines!” -

“I don't think we’'ll'do anything quite sn
drastic as that!" said Pitt crisply. “But
we'll certainly dash into Bannington with-
out delay, and interview the editor of the
‘ Gazette.! He's the man we want! We'll
tell him the truth of this affair, and defy
him to publish that faked-up yarn. Jack,
buzz next door, and fetch Handforth and
Co. in here, will you? Then tell Watson and
Tregellis-West—and De Valerie and a few -
of the others. We can't wait for tea—
this job has got to be done on the instant.”

Jack hurried, but it wasn’t necessary for
him to enter Study D, for Handforth and
Co. were just passing along the passage.

“He’s all right now,” Handforth was say-
ing. “ A bit knocked about, and he limps
a trifle, too—but Willy's as hard as nails,
and he can stand anything. You fellows
needn’t worry—— ENh? Speaking to me?”
he added, as Jack Grey caught him by the
arm,

“You're wanted—skipper's study!” said
Jack briefly,
“Rats!”? said Edward Ozwald. “We're

just going to have tea—"

“Can't help that—Tupper has made a lot
of mischief in Bannington, and we've got to
go along and kill it,” interrupted Jack.
«“ Reggie will tell you all about it. ['ve got
to buzz along and get the gang.”

IHandferth needed no second bidding. Wte
could scent war in the air. And whenever
it came to a matter of battle, Edward
Oswald was cenerally in the vanguard. e
burst into Study E like a bull.

“What's this about  Tupper?” he
demanded grimly.
Reggie Pitt told him, and Mandforth

bristled with anger. He was still bristlii
when the rest of the juniors came in. They
were all looking excited and concerned.

“It’'s no good Esing any half-measurcs!"”
said Handforth f{iercely. “We've got to
raid the ° Gazette’ office, and upset tho
whole apple-cart! If that rotten report
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comes out, there’'ll be a further brew of
scandal!”
Reggie Pitt looked determined.

“Don’t worry,” he said quictly. “That
report won't come out!”
CHAPTER 1X.
MR. TUPPER IN TROUBLE.
R. JAMES TOOLE
started like a

frightened squirrel.

Without the least
warning the door of his
office had burst open, and a
perfect flood of junior school-
boys proceeded to pour irto the apartment.
The placid peace of the * Bannington
Gazette " office was torn into shreds.

‘“ Good heavens!” ejaculated Mr. Poole,

His spectacles quivered precariously on
the end of his nose, and he adjusted them
with some haste. And before he could rise
to his feet, he was confronted by a par-
ticularly aggressive-looking junior, who
leaned over the other side of his desk,

“Now!” said Handforth, in a voice that
contained all sorts of sinister threats.
“Now, Mr. Puddle! What about that
rotten article? What about that cad of 4
Tupper—"

“What is the meaning of this?" inter-
rupted Mr., Poole sourly. “What do you
boys want herc? Get out of this office,
you infernal youngz scamps! I won't be
disturbed like this!”

“Won't you?” said Handforth scornfully.
“You'd better realise, Mr. Puddle, that
you're in our hands——"

“My name is not Tuddle!” shoutecd the

Editor.

- “Well, Pond, then——-""

“My name i3 Poole, sir—James Poolc!”

“I knew it was something to do with
water!” said Handforth impatiently. * But
what does it matter? Why quibble over
‘a beastly word? We've come here to wreck
your premises——""

“Y'll call the police!” stormed Mr. Poole.
“Unless you boys get out of this office
within the next ten seconds, I ring up the
police-station—"

“Wait a minute, Mr. Poolc—go easy,
Handy!” interrupted Reggie Pitt. *“You're
going to work the wrong way. We've
come here on a peaceful mission, and—"

“ Pcaceful?” interrupted Handforth,
staring.

“ Peaceful!” repeated Reggie. “It all
depends upon Mr. Poole? whether war is

declared. If he prefers to be reasonable
and just—-"
“There is no question ol preference

whatever!” barked Mr. Poole. *“You have
stormed this office like a gang of young
hooligans, and unless you get out at once
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That is the
Are you going now,

I will have you thrown out.
matter in a nut-shell.
or shall I—="

“The first thing, Mr. Poole, is to kecep
calm,” put in Pitt. “ We havec heard fromn
a reliable source that one of your reporters
—a mwan named Tupper—has written up a
false report concerning a fight which took
place this morning. We’ve come hcre to
stop the publication of that libel.”

Mr. Poole was quite cold with rage.

“Qh, indeed!” he exclaimed, his voice
quivering. ‘“Indeed! You have comc here
to stop the publication: of my paper?
Splendid! A wonderful exhibition of enter-
prise! You confounded young puppies!” he
roared, with sudden violence. *“I've had
enough of this impertinence——"

“Keep your temper, sir—keep your
temper!” said Pitt calmly. “In a nut-
shell—do you intend to publish that report
or not?”

“I do!” replied Mr. Poole curtly. ¢ And
I might as well inform you that the report
Is a very complete one. 1t describes the:
outrageous assault in full. Make no mis-
take, I do not intend to whitewash you
boys, as the London papers are doing—-"

“All we want, Mr. Poole, is the truth,”
said Pitt quietly. “Tupper has given you
a false report of that fight. We’ve come
here to give you a true account of the
affuir.”

And, although the Editor raged and pro-

tested, Pitt gave him all the details. He
point-blank refuscd to believe a word. He
had cooled somewhat, but he was an

.obstinate gentleman.

“This story docs not interest me in the
slightest,” he said curtly. *“In any casc,
it Is too late now. The paper is in the
press, and the first copies are already being
run off.”

The next few moments were critical.
Handforth wanted to invade the printing
works and wreck the machinery. He was
only kept in check by the tact of Church
and McClure. And then Tommy Watson
uttered an ejaculation as he peered over
the top of the gauze screen on the door.

“Quick—there’s Mr. Stokes!” he ex-
claimed. “Old Barry saw the fight, didn't
he? Why not bring him in here—-"

“He didn't actually see the fight, but he
heard Tuppet’'s rotten threats after it was
over!” said Church quickly. * Better bring

him iIn—perhaps he’ll convince Mr, Poole
that we're telling the truth.”
And s0, a few moments later, Mr,

Beverley Stokes was literally seized by force
in the Bannington High Street and dragged
into the *“Gazette” office. Barry—as the
juniors  affectionately called him—soon
grasped the situation.

“You don’t believe these boys, eh?” he
said briskly. ¢ Does that mean to say, Mr.
Poole, that you wouldn’t believe me?”

The cditor was rather startled.
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“Not at all,” he said hastily. “You are
one of the wmnasters, I believe? Naturally,
sir, 1 should accept your word without
reservation, But you cannot mean to assure
me that you uphold these young
-scamps——'

“Tupper is a cowardly blackguard!” inter-
rupted Mr. Stokes. *“The thrashing he re-
ceived was thoroughly deserved. The man

is nothing more nor less than a cur. Not
content with insulting one of my junior
boys, he kicked bhim in the shins, and

generally behaved like a ruffian.”

And Mr. Stokes in a few well chozen scn-
tences, gave the editor such a vivid account
of the affair that further scepticism on Mr.
Poole's part was impossible. The editor, in
fact, was convinced.

- His anger died away at once, and he be-
came a changed man.

“Is it possible that I've been misjudging
vou boys all this time?? he asked huskily.
“Good gracious me! I am sorry—deeply
sorry if such is the case. 1 can assure you,
Mr. Stokes, that this matter shall be ad-
justed.”

Mr. Poole was anxious to set things right,
and he gave his positive assurance that the
““ Gazette " would appear minus the false
report. And the juniors departed in
triumph. Handforth was about the only
fellow who felt a pang of disappointment.

¢ Jolly decent of the old rotter to come
round like that, of course,’” he admitted.
““ All the same, it's a swindle. I thought we
were going to charge into the printing works
and bust up a few machines! I didn't even
have the pleasure of dotting the old boy
on the nose!”

In the meantime, Mr. Tupper was having
a most painful interview with his chief. De-
tails are unnecessary. It is quite sufficient to
say that when Mr. Tupper took his hat from
the rack, he did so for the last time.

In brief, the rascally young reporter had
rcceeived the order of the boot.

CHAPTER X.
SAVED BY THE FOURTH.
UTHBERT CHAMBERS
looked very pleased
with himsell.

“It only shows,” he
said casually; ‘it only shows
that when you get a master-

ful fellow on the job., things

get done. liere we are again, with the
I'ifth Form absolutely intact.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“ Good old Fifth!"

Chambers was addressing the Form.

Three days had clapsed, and they had been
thrée days of subdued excitement for the
whole zchool. Absentees had been returning
in twos and threes at all times of the day.
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Aund the Tifth, at least, had rallied loya!ly
to the call, '

The publicity in the  Daily Sun ' ha:
wrought a miracle.

St. Frank's was no longer a school with «
bad name. Other newspapers had copied
the ‘‘Sun,” and no praise could be high
enough nowadays for the famous old publ.c
school. Everybody was talking about the
grave injustice which St. Frank's had begn
sulfering froni.

Dr. Stafford was delighted—and
startled—to receive countless
by letter, telegram

rather
applications
] and telephone, fron
cnthusiastic parents. 1t seemed that every-
body wanted their sons to come to St
Frank’s. Popular opinion is a queer, erratic
quantity. At the least provocation, it wil!
veer round like a weathercock, and con.
found all the prophets.

A brief week ago St. Frank's had been dis-
cussed with scorn. To-day the old college

was the mnst celebrated in the country, 1t
rothing else, this dramatic reversal of
opinion clearly proved the astounding value

of newspaper publicity. The ¢ Daily Sun "
had started it, and since then the affair had
been like a snowball, gathering force daily.

But at St. Frank’s, at least, it was gener:
ally admitted that the saving of the schoo!
was due entirely to the plucky, unceasing
efforts of the Fourth. Even Chambers had
to admit it—although it caused him a bite
of an effort to do so.

“You can't get away from the fact that
these Fourth Form youngsters started the
ball rolling,” he said grudgingly. ¢ Of
course, the Fifth had done some wonderful
things these last three days. We were a
spent forece—with half of you fellows awav.
But now we're at full strength again.”

¢ Nothing very wonderful in that, old
man,’” said Stevens. ¢‘*We've come bngk
because our people have sent us baek

Goodness knows, I don't like giving credit
to these cheeky Fourth Formers——bqt in this
case they're deserving of it. They've saved
the school.” |

¢ Just what I thing,” nodded Simms.
“ And it isn't the Fourth so much as the
Fourth’s skipper. Pitt's been behind all
this activity—he’s the chap who's worked
the strings. That kid's smart.”

Even the Sixth TFormers were saying the
same sort of thing. Reggie Pitt was un.
doubtedly the most popular fcllow in the
school. And he deserved to be. Il'or it was
certainly due to his unceasing activity that
the period of stress and trial had bheen
brought to an end.

One or two members of tlie Sixth had
failed to return—but it was known that thev
would resume their old places in the schaoni
in the course of the next few days. Thr
others had already arrived. St. Frank's
was busy and lively once again.

Empty studies, deserted passages, and neg
[ected playing fields, were no longer the order
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of the day. .It was immense relief after
the dismal slackness of the past weeks.

Pr. Stafiord made a point of addressing
. the school in Big 1lall. And he unstint-
ingly gave crediy to the Fourth.

- “We r#ust all adieit that the Junior

Sehool has shown us the way to be
staunch,’ declared Dr. Stafford. ¢ We have
to thank the juniors for the present happy
position. But for the cfiorts of a few chosen
boys, this welcome publicity would never
have come. And I should like to take this
opportunity of publicly thanking Pitt, of
the Fourth Form, for hiz——? .

“ Hurrah!”

*“Good old Reggie!”

“*Three cheers for Pitt!”

The cheers that rang out were startling
in their volume and intensity. Reggie stood
there, in the ranks of the Fourth, flushed
-and  econfused. e hadu’t been expecting
- any such publie ovation as this—and cer-
- tainly didn't want it.

“1 have always had a
Pitt,”” went on the Head. ¢ Since becoming
Captain of the Lower School, he has proved
himself to be not only capable, but virile in
the extreme. It is boys of his type that
Zrow up to be great men. I am proud of
Pitt, and I am no less proud of the entire
Fourth Form. These boys have remained
loyal throughout the entire time of stress,
amd they have not only helped . the school
by their loyalty. but in a much more
material way. too. 1 do not forget their
ctfforts to raise money—so that St. Frank’s
muhl carry on. Fortunately, there is no
longer any necessity for such assistance.
Our sehool is now on a sound basis, and [
feel ‘convineed that we are on the eve of a

high regard for

greater period of prosperity than ever
hefore.”

‘““ Hurrah !*

“Good old St. Frank's!"

“Three cheers for the Head!"

*“There is just one other little poiunt I

should like to mention,” continned the Head,

when he could make himself heard. ““ We

are on the threshold of a celebrated- anni-

versary—as you will all guess, the Fifth

of November.”?

““*Good old Guy Fawkes!?®?
“Shall we have fireworks,

“I have decided that the Fifth of Novem-
ber shall be a day set apart for celebrat-
ing our regained prestige,” said Dr. Staf-
ford. ¢ We shall have a firework display
of unusual magnificence, and the oceasion
will l:-t. wt dp.ut as a whole holiday for
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And after that, of course, the Head simply
couldn’t say another word. Iie was cheered
to the echo. The Fourth was cheered, too,
Guy Fawkes was cheered. And, in fact, tho
cheering was so general that the fellows
made themselves Iw;u% hefore they d(.m«lul

[]

CHAPTER XI.
CARTER'S CUNNING.

(6 ALLO!"” said Claude
“Cayter, coming to
a halt.
He was jn the
quiet  part of Bannington
High Street, and he had
come to a stop facing Mr,
Tupper—a  forlorn, dejected-looking  Mr,

Tupper compared to the jaunty young gene
tleman of a few days aygo.

“You can go and hang )uurwlf”’ said Mr.
Tupper &omly “T1 don't want .111)th|nw to
do with you infernal schoolboys! I've had
cnough trouble o

‘“Hold on!” interrupted Carter. ¢ That’s
a bit steep, isu’t it? You don’t class me
with those fools who make such a fuss of
that cad, Pitt? I'm with you, Tupper, old
son—I’ m as much against St. Frank’s as you
are. I'd like to see the rotten school
smashed up! You don't think 1 cnjoy lnmw
in the hole, 1 suppose?’?

Mr. Tupper looked less fieree.

*“0Oh, weli, T suppose _}'rm‘re different,’” he
arowled. 1 got the sack through your
beastly pals——

“They're not my pals,” inlerrupted Carter
tartly. Al this fuss about St. Lrank’s
makes me sick. The Fourth Form has gone
mad. All the chaps can do is to voost the
school sky high! 1'd give anything to bring
about another scandal, and see the old barn
closed up for good!”

Clande Carter, apparently, was not pos-
sessed of that loyal and  staunch  spirit
which had zo characterized the Tourth of
late. 1le was an execption. Even such
well known cads as Fullwood and Co. were
feeling rather pleased at the recent turn of
¢vents.  For, in their hearts, the young
rascals of Study A were rather foud of the |
old school.

“ Another scandal, eh?”
cagerly. ¢ That would be rich,
this sickening whitewash,
it’s no good tulking-—-—

13

said Tupper
I,l*.t' glf'e[ rlll
wuululn t it? But,
Lln:t'e woell't be another

scandal.”

“There might ne—you never know.,” said
Carter thoughtfully. * What about fto-
morrow??? = &

“Weil, what about it?"

“It's the Iitth—and we're having all
sorts of Kiddish celebrations—fireworks and

bonfires and guys,” said Carter. ¢ Most of
the chaps have gone off their rockers, I
think. There'll be visitors by the score---
and aunls and uncles



and friends galore. It's going to be a kind
of celebration.”

“I'm not interested,’” growled Mr. Tupper.

“But think what a fine chance it would
be to work something!” said Carter cun-
ningly. ¢ Another scandal, for example.
Even a repetition of the old one would be
good cnough. Perhaps we can work some-
thing if we think hard cnough. Are you
busyv just now?”’

“Do I look busy?’ asked Tupper bitterly.
“I've lost my job, and can't find another.
I expeet T shall have to clear out before
long—there's nothing doing- in this rotten
town. But, by Jingo, 1'd like to get even
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Ralph Leslie Fullwood. *“I've los{ enough
money on the gee-gees lately. And #f it's
a game of cards you're after, we don't feei
inclined——-"? )

“ Nothing -0 tame as that,” interrupted
Carter. ¢ Look here, 1'll put it in a nut.
shell.  I'm sizk of this advertising piflle.
I'd like to se2 St. I'rank’s in a worse pickle
than before——-"'

“0Oh, rot!” interrupted Gulliver. “I'm
jolly glad that we’'re back in the old rut.
It wasn't nice, I can tell you, to be jcered
at wherever we went. 1'd rather be lonked
upon with respect. I'm jolly glad that scau-

dal i_s killed and done with.”

One more blow was enough—a beautifully placed punch on the jaw.

=

with those school kids first! I'd starve for
a week for the satisfaction of seeing St.
Frank'’s in disgrace again!”

The pair fell into deep conversation, and
by the time they parted, Mr. Tupper was
looking intent and eager. He had ecom-
pletely lost his hang-dog cxpression. And
Carter returned to St. Frank's with a very
self-satisfied expression on his face. lle im-
mediately sought out Fullwood and Co. in
Study A.

‘“ Are vou fellows game for a spree?” he
asked bluntly.

“* All depends what the spree is," replied

Carter.

¢ Same here!” said Fullwood and Bell.

Claude Carter frowned. *“This wasn't
very encouraging, but he stuck to his guns.
He laughed scornfully. -

“ Getting soft and simple nowadays?' h=s
sneered. ‘‘Nothing would pleas¢ me better
than to upset these smirking snobs. My
idea is to get up a big champagne party-—-"’

“A what?” asked Fullwood, staring.

““ A champagne party—with cigars
gambling, and all the rest of it"”
“We could hold the
to-morrow——"’

“You're mad!"”

and
said
party

interrupted Fullwood.
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“Jt was a champagne party that eaused
all the trouble at the beginning of teim.
Besides, it would be fatal to hold an affair

like that on the Fifth—with the school
crowded with visitors. We should be
spotted.”

Carter nodded.

“ That’s just the idea,” he said calinly.
¢ My plan i3 to hold this party in the even-
ing, while all the crowds are outside look-
ing at the fireworks. Then the party can be
*accidentally ' bowled out, bnt we shall be
safe, because we’ll scoot, and leave no traces
of our identity. But there’ll be the cham-
pagne and the cigars, and all the rest of
_it.li

‘““But what's the idea of it?” asked l'ull-
wood curiously.

“Think of the scandal!” said Carter. ‘It

would be worse this time than before—be.
cause everybody is fooled into believing that
St ¥rank’'s is a kind of model school,’” ex-
claimed Carter. “It would mean the ruin
of the place—"
4“4 You rotter!” interrnpted Tullwood
grimly. “1I don't pretend to be cxtra good,
but, by gad, T wouldn’t join your rotten
game, I can tell you! You'd better chuck
it up, my son.”

“ Hear, hear!”” agreed Gulliver and Bell.

‘“Yes, but look here—-"’ began Carter.

‘“We're not particular, but we draw the
line somewhere,”” interrupted Fullwoaod
eurtly. *““Clear out of this study, you
beastly cad! There's been enough trouble
at St. I'rank’s without you making it
worse 1%’ :

And Carter departed—disappointed, but
‘n no way squashed.

CHHAPTER XII,
THE GLORIOUS FIFTH.

T: FRANK'S fairly
hummed.
In faect, the school

__ not only hummed, but
positively exploded now and

again,  Willy and Co., in
p;irj;iculm'. were  busy  with
erackers and squibs, and one crossed the

Triangle at one’s peril.
It was the evening of the celebrated Fifth.

All day long St. Frank's had been revels
ling. By great good fortune, the weather
was fine. Ccld, with a chill nip in the air,
but a elear, windless day. And the evening
was proving to be ideal for fireworks and
bonfires and =zl the other details of the
geeasion.

Visitors had been arriving all the after-
noon. A surprising number of parents had
found. time to run down. On any ordinary
IFifth they wouldn’t have taken the trouble,
But this was more than a Guy Fawkes ccle-
bration. It was a day of rejoicing to mark
the triumph of the school over the demon
)f scandal who had at last been slaughtered.

]

commenced.

The fellows
immensely.

The fags were having the time of their
lives. Crackers and squibs and such-like de-
lights were officially banned. Not that this
made the slightest difference to Willy and
his gang. They broke rules and regulations
with a sang-froid that was educating to
watch.  And for hours, the 'Triangle and
the junior passages and studies of tle
Ancient ilouse and Modern House had been
echoing with the explosions of various minia-
ture bomnbs.

Most of the fags were content to let off
the fireworks in the orthodox manner. But

were themscelves

enjoying

| Willy Haudforth was nothing if not original.

He preferred to
material, :

For example, ae nearly blew Chubby IHceath
and himself to picces by constructing a
special explosive horror out of four Roman
candles, a dozen squibs, fourteen jnmping
crackers and a rocket. The thing went off
in the Third Form passage, and quite =
number of people thought a new war had

improve on the existing

The casualties, however, were slight.
Willy ouly lost half an inch of skin, aud
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon had their
eyebrows singed off. But these werc mere
trivial details, and not to be counted.

Some of the jumniors had not ouly ex-
hausted their pocket-money, but also their
main supply of fireworks. Thus, a few were
reduced to the almost contemptible condi-
tion of striking red and green wmatches.
This was widely considered to be the lowest
possible form of firework entertainment.
When a fellow struck red matches, he was
obviously at the end of his resources.

Tea had been over for some time, and
active preparations were now being made for
the big events of the evening. Senjors and
Juniors were crowding out on to the plaving-
fields. For it was here that the great dis:-
play was to be given—flights of rockets,
Roman candles, and various sect-picces were
on the vrogrammue,.

There was a bonfire, too—the biggest hon-
fire that the school had ever officially jro-
vided. Naturally, there were all sorts of
guys—but the FFourth had a very special oune
up their sleeves.

And as soon as the bonfire was well alight,
the star guy of the evening made its ap-
pearance. He was a formidable-looking
fellow—and the Tourth was proud of ils
handiwork. -

For this particular guy, instead of being a
mere scarecrow  sfuffed with straw  with
somebody’s - ancient suit buttoned over it,
was a most claborate coneeption. .

The guy represented the Demon Scandal—

and he was to be consumed in the flames to
signalise the end of the bad days. The

| demon was a weird, grotesque-looking mon-

ster of gigantic proportions. The figure was
a brilliant .ed in colour, with repulsive fea-
tures, staring ecyes, and great pointed cars.
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He had a tail, too, and he was hoisted upon
the fire by any number of willing hands.

There was a great deal of enthusiasm, and
the juniors vigorously cheered the destruct-
tion of Scandal. And the visitors were im-
pressed, too.

“Very apt—very well thought out!” de-
clared Sir Edward HNandforth approvingly.
¢ (iood heavens! What on carth——-"*

He broke .oft suddenly, for the guy had
~commenced sending forth hissing spurts of
red and green and yellow fire. The flames
had gained © good hold, and the display was
voted to be top-hole.

‘“Enjoying yourself?’” asked Mr. Stokes

“1 think

cheerily, as he passed Reggie Pitt.

‘“ Rather, sir!”’ replied Reggie.
we're all pretty happy this evening. After
this we shali be able to settle down com-
fortably. And there'll be football, too—I'm
longing for another game, sir.”

“Same  here!” agreed Mr. Stokes.
*“ Nothing like footer to buck a fellow up.
When do we get the star turn of the even-
ing? When do the rockets go up?”

“In about twenty minutes, I think, sir,”
replied Pitt.

He passed out of the playing fields into
the Triangle—which was now more or less
deserted. One or two figures were moving
about, but nobody took any notice of
strangers on an occasion like this. JFor the
school was literally teeming with visitors, to
say nothing of endless local people who had
dropped in to sce the firework display.

Nevertheless, Reggie Pitt paused, and
frowned. For a brief moment, he had caught
sight of two figures walking away towards
the shrubbery. They had been illuminated
for a brief moment by the bursting of a
preliminary rocket. And Reggie Pitt recog-
nised the pair as Claude Carter and Mr.
Tupper. '

“ Fishy!” murmured Reggie grimly.
by Jove, fishy!”

CHAPTER XIII.
REGGIE ON THE ALERT.

USPICIONS flitted
through Reggie Pitt's
mind.

He knew  Carter's
character, and he was well
aware of Tupper’'s, It was
surprising cnough that the
Iatter should be within the school erounds.
After the recent events, one would _have
thought that Mr. Tupper would give the
school a wide berth. :

But his association witii Claude Carter
weuld possibly provide some sort of explana-
tion. The close way in which the pair were
talking hinted that mischief was brewing.

At all events, Reggie Pitt acted on a
sudden impulse, and followed the pair to-
wards the shrubberv.  He didn't usually
slindow people in this way, but he was
acutely suspicious of Mr. Tupper.

< 1'03'
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“That fellow’s got a grudge against St.
I'rank’s,”” Reggie told himself. ** He was
sacked because of that affair the other day.
And Carter loves St. Frank’s about as much
as he loves poison. This little garden party
needs watching.”

He was very cautious as he followed.

His quarry didn’t actually go into the
shrubbery, but skirted it. And, finally, the
pair came to a halt outside the window of a
rcom at the rtear of the Ancient House.
Reggie knew at a glance that this room °
was usually used by the juniors as a dark-

room for photographic purposes. Conse-
quently, it was little frequented, and oo

such an evening as this would be deserted.

Mr. Tupper and Carter hopped nimbly over
the sill, and vanished inside. The window
had been open—prepared in advance, obhvi-
ously., Pitt crept up cautiously, wondering.

“It's all right—the others will be here in
five minutes,”” Mr. Tupper was gsaying.
**You're quite sure it’s all safe?” v

“ Safe as houses,” replied Carter calmly,
“All you've got to do is to saunter round
here with two or three highly respectable
natives at exactly half-past eight. Every:
thing will be prepared, and there can't
possibly be a hitch.”

““ But what abcut when I give the alarm?”
asked Mr. Tupper. *“If we're at the window,
how will you all escape?”

Carter grinned.

“That’s the beauty of using this room,”’
he replied. “You and the rest will catch
just a glimpse of vs—you'll aee our school
caps, but we shan’t let vou see our faces.
And before you can get in, we'll vanish."”

“How?”

“Through the door. of course,” said
Carter. It leads straight out into an en-
closed yard on the other side of the build-
ing. In fact, it's the only way to get
to this room. Everything will be dark, you
see, s0 all we've got to do is to nip over the
wall, and mingle with the crowd. Notliong
easier. Understand?”

“Yes; it's first rate!”" declared Mr.
Tupper gloatingly  You'll escape; but the
evidence will be left! Within five minutes
the place wiil be ringing with the ncws—
and then for some lovely publicity! We'll
teach these kids who's master the
situation!"’

Reggie Pitt had heard, and his suspicions
were confirmen. There was something very
significant about these secret arrangements.
But Reggie didn't quite catch the idea vet.

He ventured a little nearer, and cauntiously
peered over the window-sill into tlie rcom,
Then he started Mr. Tupper and Carter
were standing against a table. The only
light was provided by an ‘electric torch,
which Claude was in the act of flashing upon
the centre of the table.

“It’'s all ready, you
““ Looks nice, eh?”

“Great!” chuckled Me. Tupper,

of

L
s£0e.

he grinned.



Even Reggie was startled out of his usual

calm. The table was in an extraordinary
ecndition. There were bottles of champagne,

whisky, gin, half-einpty glasses, and a syphon
of soda. Cards were strewn about the table,
too, to say nothing of ash-trays and boxes
of cigarettes and cigars.

“Looks smnethmg like an orgy, doesn't
it?” asked Carter gleefully, * W]mts qoing
{o happen when the people crowd in and soe
this? It’s a ifake, of course—hbut nobody
will know it.”

He flashed the light out, and Reggic Pitt
beld his breath. For a second he thought
about revealing himself and confronting the
two rascals at once. Then another idea
cm"ll;c to him, and he remained perfectly
still.

A fake! A carefully preparcd “orgy !
The cunning of. the plot was obvious. No-
body would doubt the genuineness of this
- disgraceful affair; and all the good work of
the Fourth would be destroved at one blow.

Parents and relatives were at the school in
dozens. They would see this scene, and their
freshly regained confidence in the school
would be dispelled at the first glance. What
would be the inevitable result? There could
be one only. St. Frank’s would lose half
its scholars at a single blow,

“The cad! The miserable, contemptible
cad!” muttered Pitt fiercely. “It wouldn’t
. be sneakina to expose him—he doesn’t de-
serve to remain in the school! He’s been a
retter ever since he arrived!”

It was fortanate that Pitt had blundered
into this plot, instead of Hamdforth. The
tatter woulil certainly have acted on the
spur of the moment, and thus left the
identity of the plotters undiscovered.
Reggie Pitt was more level-headed. Tle
always. thonght before he acted.

And he theught now—swiftly, keenly.

And while he was thinking he heard a few
more things, too, and stored themm away.
This affair was what Ulysses Adams would
have described as a “frame-up.” 1t was a
carefully prepared plot to bring fresh dis-
arace on the school.

In the nick of time, Pitt slipped away {rom
the window. Some forms were approaching,
and he hadn't been avare of it until they

were almost upon  him. But he cluded
discovery.

And the plotters went ahead, sublimely
igitorant of the hitch in their carefully

plned schemes.

CHAPTER X1V,
THE CLIMAX.

R. TUPPER clapped
enthusiastically.
“Good!” he de-

_ clared. “One of the
best bits I've scen.”
He was watching the firc-
works, and he had got into
with one or two gentlemen from

ccnversation
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London, who, fortunately for Mr.
did not know his identity or record.

They were some of the boys' relatives, and
were really enjoying themselves. Being old
boys themselves, they were intensely proud
of the fact that St. Frank’s had ewmerged
triumphantly from its ordcal.

Mr. Tupper was playing his part well.

Having applauded warmly, he strolled off,
knowing that he could easily pick out these
three or four gentlemen at a glaice when
he wanted them. It was just 8.25, and the
time for the disclosure was near at hand.
Mr. Tupper didn't go far. He departed into
the shadows, and kept his eye on the little
group lhe had recently been talking to.

He waited three minutes, and then cawmo
bustling up.

‘{;Lntimnen, I'd like you to come mih mo
a moment!’ lie panted anxiously. “ I

Tupper,

think there's something wrong—something
queer going on, I don't like the look of if

ap allt”

“ What are you talking about, my friend?”
asked one of the others—a somewhat
pompous individual who was none other than
Chambers’ uncle.

“I fear some of the hoys are taking ad-
vantage of the occasion,” replied Mr. Tupper
‘s.-'uguely. “T may be wrong--I hope I am—
but I coald swear-—— No, I don't like to
say anything further, in case I am wrong.’”?

IIe had successfully pigqued the curiosity of
the little group, and the four gentlemecn
looked at him rather strangely.

‘“Perhaps you will come with me?” asked

Mr. Tupper quickly. “Just to the rear
of the Ancient House, that's all. You can
then see them with your own eyes. If I am

mistaken, I chall apologise most profusely
for the trouble T am giving you.”

“Man ahive, what is this mystery?” de-
manded Chambers’ uncle.

But Mr. Tupper wouldn't say. He was
cunning enough to realise that @ bald statc-
ment would possibly result in a scofling
remark or two, and the matier would then ne
ignored. But he had aroused the curiosity
of these gentlemen, and that was suflicfent.

They hesitated a moment or two, and then
accompanied Mr. Tupper across the Triangle,
past the shrubbery.

“1 don’t like it at all—it looks very un-
healthy,” Mr. Tupper was saying. “The
scheol has only just rccovered from the
previons scandal, and it would be an awful
blow,if another one cropped up—particularly
to-night.”

“ Another scandal?”
others.  “ Oh, hnpossible!”

“I'm not so sure, sir—I hope not, any-
hew,” said Mr. Tupper. “ But you'll he able
to judge for yourselves in a momwenf——
There you are! That window! I was
passing it a few minutes ago, and—-"

ITe broke off, and crept cautiously near the
window. The others, mnow thoroughly
curious, followed, There came the distinct

repeated one of the
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sound of chinking, and money
rattling.

And as the investigators approached the
window, the heavy curtains were thrown
aside, and a youthful figure appeared, out-
lined against the light behind. It could
only be seen that he was a junior in Etons,

“Too much smoke in here, you chaps,” he
said distinctly. ¢ And not so much noise,
either. You're nearly drunk, Tom, you ass!
Better go easy on that whisky next time!”

“ Good gracious me!” ejaculated Chambers’
uncle, aghast.

The figure vanished from the window, but
left the curtains drawn aside, A hazy mass
of smoke was pouring out. Wafting into
the still air, some of it came across to the
group of watchers.

“By Heaven! This iz a replica of the
disgusting aftair which caused the scandal at
the beginning of the term!” exclaimed one
of the relatives angrily, * This school iz no
better than it was! And I thought——""

“I'm afraid we've all been deceived, sir,"
put in Mr. Tupper. <1 live near by, you
know, and I -can tell you a few surprising
things about St. Frank’s if I like. The
school is a hotbed of vice—a disgrace to the
whole country! This scene is nothing com-
pared to what happens sometimes.”

“We'll find out the truth of this

once!"” snapped one of the others.
- He strode forward, and at that moment a
figure appeared at the window again, as
though to close the curtains, But he
paused, and stared out into the gloom.

“Cave!” he gasped abruptly. *“We're
spotted! Bunk, you chaps!”

He backed into the room, and there came
a confusion of sounds. Chairs being pushed
back, glasses breaking, and money falling.
Then the light went out with a snap, and the
shuffling of feet sounded.

It was all done very naturally.

The newcomers, positive that they had
surprised a forbidden party, hurried up to
the window and peered in. All was dark.
Mr. Tupper quickly leapt over the sill, aud
into the room,.

“I've got an electric torch with me, for-
tunately,” he said, flashing on the light. <1
thcught so—they've escaped! That’s a pity!
Phew! They meant to have a real spree this
time!"’

Mr. Tupper's torch revealed all that was
necessary.

The bottles,

glasses

at

the hLalf-empty and broken

glasses, the scattered playing-cards, the
averturned  chairs—everything, 1  fact,
pointed to one obyvious and terrible
conclusion.

A party of fellows—presumably juniors—
had been taking advantage of the school's
preoccupation to hold a drinking and
gambling party! The very self-same dis-
graceful behaviour that had caused the
original scandal! It was a startling dis
covery.
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had acted

Mr.

Tupper throughout a3

| though he were a disinterested visitor, and

nohody suspected that he was one of the
chief movers in the plot. It was Mr. Tup-
per’s plan to quietly efface himself now—and
leave the rest to these shocked gentlemen
who were already crowding into the room.

The evidence was conclusive. The rest of
the affair would be easy. Mr., Tupper could
see it all. There would be an immediate
inquiry, a sensation throughout the whole
school, and a fresh scandal. The culprits
would not be discovered; but that was a
matter of little importance,

The damage to the school itself would
now be irreparable!

CHAPTER XV.
TRRAPPED !

LAUDLE CARTER had
done his part well,
Considering that he
had evolved the whole
scheme in his own mind, it
was only natural that he
should act his part well. As
in the room went out, Carter

tlie

lights
made a rush for the door.

Others were there before him, and they all
pressed out into the short passage which-
lay beyond. The only other exit was into a

small yard. For this room was a curious
place, and had been originally built as a
kind of isolated detention chamber for
unruly scholars. But that had been many
years since. Such mebhods were not in
favour now. :

And Carter had quickly realised the advan.
tages of such a room. The exit was bound
to "be free from observation. And he and
his  fellow-conspirators could easily mnip
across the yard, scale the wall, and minglc
with the. general crowds.

The whole thing was cut and dried.

But Carter made one trifling miscalcula-
tion. He regarded the isolation of the place
as a supreme advantage. He failed to
realise that it might be a fatal disadvan-
tage. _

He was fairly gloating with triumph.

Everything had gone gloriously. He had
seen the group of men approaching, and
knew that the rest was inevitable. Carter
himzelf was safe—lhe had been seen, but
not recognised. Standing at the window,
he had been but a mere outline—for the
light had been in his rear. Not one of the
men would be able to give a name.

And now the rest was simply a question
of bolting.

But it wasn't quite so easy as- Master
Carter believed. To bolt in a really eflicient

manner, it is one of the first essentials
that the coast should be clear. 1In this
caze, the coast wasn't clear at all. It was,

indeed, as Archie afterwards remarked. ahso-

b lutely hazy. .



el

Carter and his henehmen—mysterious imli
vidvals so far—reached the yard all right,
There was nothing ditlicult about that., Any-
body could reach the vard. The next thing
was to do a quick hop over the low wall.

But this quick hop was mpever accom-
plished.

IFor, as the plotters seattered across the
yard, a considerable number of ysterious
figures appeared., They came into being like
ghosts, emerging eerily from the surrouml-
ing gloom.

Altogether there were six plotters, inelu:d-
ing Carter,
But it seemed as though there were at

least sixty ghosts in that yard. They closad
upon the hapless half-dozen with dramatic
precision. And they didn’t utter a sound.
There was somefhing horribly sinister about
the whole dark business,
_ Claude Carter himself felt his heart give a
mmp.

“What the— Who—-"

He really hadn’t time to ask any polite

questions., These strangers were hy un
means  courteous, They didn’t surround
(arter in a gentle manner. They adopted

far more drastic measures.

Carter's feet were suddenly whisked fram
nnder him by means of a neat trip, he
erashed on his back, and the next second
the dazed young rascal was startled to find
somebody sitting on his ehest, Two others
were trying to make themselves comfort-
able on hiz legs, and both hands were heid
by other enemies.

“@Got you, my
made Carter shiver.
little plan was working sweetlv, eh?
shonldn’t be too sure, old zon.” .

The words were uttered by Reginald Pitt,
and Carter gulped.

“You're madi"”

Jad!” came a voice that
“So yon thought the
You

he blustered. < What's

the idea of thiz? T—I just came into this
vard beecause I thoueht 1 heard - some
thing—""

“You lying rotter!” roared Tlandforth

“You just came ont of that doorway, and if
you don’t get the sack for this, I'll go to
the Mead and {ell him he’s not it for his
job!”

Handforth spoke loudly.
was rather unneceszary.

Iis
Pt

vehemence
he had been

hottled up for ten whole minutez, and the
strain  had been appalling. And he was
disappointed with the climax, too. He had

pictured a territic serap, but he hadn’t got
in a single puneh.

Pitt had collected the juniors together—
after giving them a brief idea of what to
expect.

Carter’s companions were a motley cellee-
tion.

All of them were Bannington
gutter urchins mostly, from the lower section
of the town. They had been selected by Mr

- /@ "THE NELSON LI

boys — §

Tupper, and sneaked into the <school |
grounds some time earlier. They were all
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wearing school caps, with the St, IFrank's

colours,

More than this bhad net been mnecessary.
Those gentlemen, glancing through the open
window, had caught a briel glimpse of
ngures round the table—figures wearing the
selivol colours.  And then thie light had gone
out. Carter had borrowed those eaps from
the Anclent House cloak-room, and it had
been his intention to replice them straighy
awiy.

‘ut. such a thing was now impossibie.
The plot had heen upset, and there was
every indication that grave trouble lay in
store for the chief plotter. Claude Carter
had had the wind up on many an oecasion—
but never (uite so vertically as now!

CHAPTER XVI.,
ALL SERENE.

R. STAFFORD tarned
smzilingly _as  Fenton
raised his cap.

““ Enjoying yourself,

Fenton?” asked the Head
genially. “1  must remark
these fireworks are excep-

tionally attractive Why, good gracious,
IF'enton, what is the matter? You are posi-
tively pale!” '

“] want you to come, sir—quickly!"” sald
Fenton, with a husky note in bhis voice.
“ Something's happened, sir. Mr. Chambecs
is asking for you.” ;

“AMr. Chambers?"” repeated the Ilead.

“Yes, sir—he's the uncle of Chambers, of

the Fifth,” said Fenton impatiently.
“There’s some trouble round at the bhaek
of the Ancient House. Party of some kind
—samoking and  ecard-playing and drink-
ing L

““ Good heavens!” said the Head abruptly.

ITe followed without another word, all his
cheerfulness gone. Three or four minutces
later he was staggered. [Ile stood at the
window of the dark-room, eazing inside at
the scene—a scene which explained itself,
Dy this time the electric light had been
switched on, and the glare of it illuminated
every corner of the apartment.

“YWhat does this mean, sir?"” demanded
Mr. Chamberz tensely. “I came down to
St. Frank’s under the impression that the

school was thoroughly celean and wholesome,
and 1 find this appalling orgy in progress!"”

The Mead compressed his lips.

“] scarcely know what to say, MNr.
(‘hambers,” he replied quietly. “ Needless
to say, I shall investigate this matter
thoronghly—-"

“Investigate it, sir?” interrupted the
‘other. “It needs no investigation! The
whole truth is palpable at the first

glance——-"
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At this moment a number of fignres came
hurrying round the angle of the llouse, and
they proved to be a crowd of juniors—

forcing half-a-dozen wretched prisoners Ip
front of them.
Dr. StafTord, Fenton, and the others

watehed the new arrivals with mystification.
But they were not left -long in doubt.

“Here yon are, sir!” said Reggie Pitt

cheerfully. “I think these bright specimens
will throw a light on the affair. 1It’s not
what it seems, sir. Just a fake, yomn
know.”

“TUpon my =oul!” gasped the Mead. A

fake?”
LIT

I

“Who—who are these people?” asked the
Head blankly.

“I think Mr. Tupper will explain, sir,”
said Pitt. “IHe's the Gazette reporter who
was sacked the other day—sacked for pre-
paring a lying report about St. Frank's.”

“And do you mean to say ull this aflair
was faked up?” asked Fenton joyously.

“A swindle from beginning to end,” said
Tommy Watson, _

Mr. Tupper was like a jelly, Exposure
had come unexpectedly—dramatically. And
Mr. Tupper’s nerves were not quite pre-
pared. He was not a particularly courageous
sort of gentleman.

"#!,'“, g
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‘* Now !’ said Handforth, in a voice that contained all sorts cf sinister

threats. *‘* Now, Mir. Puddle!
that cad of a Tupper——"

What about that rotten article ? What about

“Yes, sir—a swindle!” shouted Handforth.
‘“These rotters tried to work the dodge
so that everybody would be fooled. They
wanted to give the school a bad name
again, But they couldn’t fool the Fourth!”

The six prisoners were foreced forward, and
they turned out to be the five Bannington
youths, and Mr. Tupper. Claude Carter
had been released—and Tupper seized in
exchange. Carter was a St. Frapk’s fellow,
and would be dealt with later by a speeially
seleeted Fourth-Form committee. As Pitt
said, there was no reason why Carter’s con-
neetion with the affair should be disclosed..
But Pitt was reckoning withont his host.

“Jt wasn't my idea at all!™ he said
 thickly. “I was against it from the first—
it was Carter's plan! He got me Into it,
the rotten young cad!”

“Carter?” repeated Dr. Staflord sharply.

«“Not Carter, of the Lourth?” asked
I'enton. .

“Yes, of course,”” panted Tupper. “le
wanted me to help him, and I was idiot
enough to agree. You can’'t do much to
me, anyhow—it wasn’t criminal!”

Dr. Stafiord looked very grim,

“Iave no fear, there will e no police

conrt proceedinps if you tell me the full



truth,” he replied. <“Be good enough to
explain this matter in detail. I can hardiy
credit that such a cunning plot could be
evolved by one of my ,unior schoolboys."”

But the Head did eredit it, after Mr.
Tupper had gone into a full explanatiou.
There was, indeed, no shadow of doubt that

(‘lande Carter was the instigator of the
whole business.
And Iater, in the Head's study, -Carter

found himself on the carpet. Ile blustered
at first, lied wholesale as a second string,
«nd finally broke down and confeszed the

truth in an access of self-pity.

Carter was expelled from St. Frank’s on

-'J""'_.n_

seen  sinee his to the Tlead's
study.

He had ,;mw from the school, and there
1 was not a single fellow who I‘t‘,"l‘(*tti‘d his
Lll:'}}:trt!l!‘e.

As for Mr.
that he would not forget in a hurry,
St. Frank's was left to settle down
itz regulur, orderly routine.

The famous old college had regained its

summons

Tupper, he had learnt a lesson
And
into

full prestige, and the days of fate were
over, But the term wasn't. And although
many fellows predicted that a quiet time

wias in store, there were others who believed
differently.
For they held the simple view that where

the spot. Although very liftle was made | the St. Frank's Tourth was conecerned, a
of the plot, the whole school was talking | quiet time, like the celebrated problem of
about it the next day. Carter had not been er. Fuelid, was absuard.

THE END.,

'ByYour

My dear Readers,

The story you have fust read concludes
the powerful series dealing with the great
scandal at St. Frank’s, The stirring events
that have ended so triumphantly for the
Fourth might have finished in quite another

way under a less capable leader than the
new skipper. As it was, at one time the
prospects of St. Frank's ever recovering

from the virile attacks made against its
name seemed almost hopeless. It was Pitt’s
first term as captain, and there were doubts
aong some of his followers as to whether

he would be ahle to survive the trying
ordeal before him,
THE ACID TEST.

When the school was denounced in the
newspaprers, when every respectable person
was influenced against it, and when boys
were being removed by their parents ln

alarming numbers, it reguired gre at courag

and ability on the part of the Fourth Furm
skipper to take upon his shoulderz the
responsibility of fighting for the existence of
St. Yrank's, It put to the acid test his
powers as a leader, and from now onwards,
having won the esteemm and confidence cf
every member of the Fourth, his position
as their captain and leader is unassailed.

COMPLETE STORIES.

As a result of a number of requests from
readers, I am devoting the next few weeks
to complete stories written around ona or

other of the leading characters at St.
Erauk’s. Next weck, for instance, there will i

Editor:

complete story about Archie

long
“ARCHIE'S AWFUL ANCESTOR'!'”

be a
entitled,
The week after next there will appear a
complete story about another famous junior,
and so on, until the two special Christmas
Numbers and the New Year Number, Aflter
that, we shall start a brilliant new series,
which is going to be something really great.
The author conceived the idea for this
series some months ago, and has decided to
save it up for a New Year super-attraction.
The time i3 not yet ripe for me to let vou
into the secret. Meanwhile, 1 advise you
not to miss any of the complete stories
of the next few weeks. The Archie story,
mentioned above, finds the authior at his
best a3 a humorist, for it is a story that
wibl keep you laughing from beginning to
end.

NEXT WEEX'S JIM THE PENMAN
STORY.
This popular detective series, featuring

JIM THE PENMAN and NELSON LEE and
NIPPER, will be continued in another thrill-
inz episode called “THE MAN FROM
HEADQUARTERS!” In this story, as in
the one appearing in the present issue, Jin
proves himself to be as skilful in the art
of disguise as he is a forger. Such a man
at III‘"E is likely to cause the great detec-
tive a heap of trouble before he is finally
caught. It is a story full of action, sur-
prises and counter-surprises, and will appeal
to every lover of a good detective yarn.
Your sincere friend,

TIE EDITOR,
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A POWERFUL DETECTIVE STORY OF
NELSON' LEE AND NIPPER, INTRO-
DUCING THE

NOTORIOUS FORGER,
JIM THE PENMAN.

N ; In this second story of the Jim the Penman

series, Jim uses his powers of penfanship
in paying off an old score against Sir Rodney Marshall, K.C., the
eminent counsel, whose forensic skill sent the forger to penal servitude

for five years.

But Jim has to reckon with Nelson Lee, whose unexpected

appearance upsets the ingeniously laid plans cf the forger.

THE EDITOR.

_—
CHAPTER I.
AN URGENT SUMMONS,

IR RODNLEY MARSIHALL looked up
from the mass of papers which lit-

tered his desk, and swiled awmiably
at his wife,

¢ Qtill busy, my dear!” he exclaimed.
“This work has taken me a little longer
than I anticipated, and I'm afraid we shall
have to postpone our visit to the theatre.
Business before pleasure, you know!”

Lady Marshall glauced at the documents,
and nodded rucfully,

¢“So it scems!” she returned, in a tone
of disappointinent. **What is it which is
occupying your attention so closely—that
horrid Ferudale case?”

Sir Rodney nodded.

“That horrid I'crndale case, as you call
it, is a highly important matter, my dear,”
he said. *“ I think it will turn out to be
one of the most seusational trials for the
past twenty years, and I am very thankful
indeed that I have been chosen to conduct
the defence. A case of this sort is very
exceptional, and it is just the chance I
have been waiting for.,”

Lady Marzhall looked at ler husband
anxiously.

“You seem to be very optimistic, Reod-
nev,” she said., ** But suppose the trial
turns out diflerent to your expectations?
Suppose the prosecution is stronger than
you think? Arkwright is a very famous
man, you know, and he'll do everytiing in
his power to get the better of you——"

“Let bim 2?2 interrupted Sir Rodney, with
a determined Juok in his eyes. *“1'm not
the lecast bit afraid of Arkwright, my dear!
1've got a cast-iron defence for Lord Fern-
dale, aud 1 don't sec how it's possible for
me {o lose my case!®?

Marshall spoke in a tone of great con-
viction, and it was obvious that Dbe had
his heart and soul in his work. Sir Rodney
was a very eminent K.C., and he was on
thie cve of conducting the defeunce of one
of the “money kings ? of the commercial
world.

Lord Ferndale—a financial magnate and a
great power in the City—had found himsclf
unexpcctedly brought into notoriety by his
enemies, who had- taken the bold stcp of
charging him with a series of frauds. The
charges were completely unfounded, and
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were designed solely te injure the peer's
financial standing, aud to give his opponcents
an unfair advantage over him.

But Lord Ferndale was not the kind of man
to allow his reputation to zuiter. Without
a moment’s delay, he had

unturned to vindicate his honour.

And, very wisely, he had briefed Sir
Tlodney Marshall to conduct his delfence at
the trial—knowing full well that he could
not find a better man for the job. @or Sir
Rodney had already gained a tremcndous re-
putation in this class of work, and was well
Ij';mwn as one of the cleverest counsel at the

ar,

liis opponent at the forthcoming trial was
to be Mr. Brian Arkwright—another ex-
tremely eminent K.C. But Sir Rodoey
appeared to have mo fcars as to the ulti-
mate result—and he based his convictions
upon his own knowledge of the facts. In
his opinion, Lord Ferndale could not pos-
sibly lose his ecase, and Marshall rather
loecked forward to the baftle between him-
sclf and the counsel for the prosecution.

Sir Rodney’s absolute confidence was not
- lost upon his wife, and she again glanced at
him with aoxiety in her eyes,

“Pon’t you think it is a little unwise of
you to be so terribly sure of voursell,
dear?” she asked. ¢ Thcre’s notuing I want
more than to see you win, of course—but 1
can't heip thinking what a tremendous task
you have undertaken. Lord Ferndale is a
millionaire, I know, but his opponents have
unlimited wealth at their disposal, and
they're totally unscrupulous. They—they
might resort to some underhand methods of
defeating you——"'

““ Nonsense my dear!” said Sir Roduey,
looking at his wife in some surprise. “ Surely
you arcen’t getting unervous on my account?
There’s nothing for you to worry about at

all. I'm going to win thiz case for
Ferndale, and T refuse to look on
the black side of things at all. Why,
just think what it'll mean to me!

Winning this case will be a feather in
my cap, and it will place me at the wvery
head of my profession. For vears I've

waited for just such an opportunity as this,

and now that it’s arrived, I mean to make
the utmost use of it. It's going to be a
trinmph for me—the triumph of a life-
time!”’

Lady Marshall smiled happily at her Lus
band’s supreme confidence, and murmmu-ed
her hopes that he would carry thie day. Ior
some little time they continved to discnss
ac matter—Lady Marshall completely for.
getting their postponed visit to the theatre.

Sir Rodney had seldom been so en-
thusiastic over a case as he was over this—
and he was amply justified. For he knew
that this particular matter had created a
very great stir in the land. Lord Ferndaie's
interests were nation-wide, and the slightest
breath of scandal in connection with any

commenced to |
ticht his enemies, and he had left no stone

of his undertakings was ampiy suflicient to
canse something akin to panic in financial
circles.

IFor suclh a man to be deliberately accused
of fraud was an appalling catastrophe, even
if the accusations were true. Yhen they
were false the matter assumed a totally dif-
ferent aspect, and Sir Rodneyv intended to

leave no stone unturned to prove hia
client’'s complete immunity from dishonest
methods.

Lady Marshall was just about to Icave hee

husband’s :‘ den '’ when a knock sounded
upen the ° door, followed immediately
by the cnotrance of the butler. The man

carried a salver, upon which rested a sealed
envelope, and he approached his master at
once.

“This note just arrived for vou, sir,” he
said respectfully. “The man who brought
it is waiting.”

Sir Rodney took tine envelope, and loched
at it in some surprise, But it was evident that
he recognised the writing upon the outside.

“ Why—this is from Lord Ferndale!” Te
exclaimed, as he placed his thumb under tha
flap and ripped the envelope opeun. * What
on earth can he want to write— Well,
['m bothered!”’

Sir Rodpey hiad by this time extracted-
thie single sheet of folded notepaper which
the envelope contained, and had rapidly
cast his eve over the message. [t was
brief, and ran as follows:

“ I'erndale ITouse, }
“Park Lans, W,

«“ Dear Marshall,—Some rather surprising
deveiopments have occurred which neces-
sitate an immediate discussion, Will you
be good enough to come to my house
at once? The chauffeur who brings this lras
instructions to await your pleasure, asd
to drive you to Park Lane at your coun-
venience.—Yours very faithfully,

“ FERNDALE."

Sir Rodney .passed the note to his wife,
who scanned it qulckly. .

«I'll go at once,” said Marshall, ¢ Feru-
dale wouldu't send for me in this manner un-
less he had something of extrcme import-
ance to communicate to me. I can’t imagine
what dcveloptnents he refers to—but I shall .
soon know.” L

Within three minutes the eminent bar-
ricter had taken leave of his wife, and was
seated in the waiting notor-car—being
whirled towards his destination,

CIHHAPTER 1.
Sik RODNEY'S DIZAPPEARANCE.

. ORD FERNDALE
chuck!led.

There was no doubg

that the peer was n

the wvery bhest of moods, for

Ite repcated the chuckle

several times. Chuckling, in

to be getting quite a habib

fact, seemed



with him—for the sole cause of his good
humour was the almost certain knowiedge
that he would win the forthcoming case.

He had been assured, on several occa-
sions, by Sir Rodney Marshall that the
issue would be decided in his favour, and it
was very pleasant for Lord Ferndale to sit
in his library, and to drecam of the shock
which was undoubtedly awaiting his un-
serupulous encmies.

Ferndale told himself that he had nothing
whatever to worry about., He had done
everything possible to counteract the
slauders which had been hurled at him, and
the trial in the Law Courts would prove that
he was a man of honour, in spite of his
financial opponents, 1lis counsel would sce
to that.

The peer had unbounded faith in Sir
Rodney Marshall, and he was perfectly con-
tent  to leave his defence in such able
hands. There was not another barrister at
the Bar who could *hold a candle ?” to Sir
Roduney when it came to a hard-fought
battle with opposing counsel, and Lord
Ferndale had no fears regarding the results
of the trial.

But a bombshell was shortly to explode

uite unpleasantly near to the self-satisfied
gnancier-a bombshell which seemed likely
to upset all his confidence and complacency.

He was still chuckling in his chair when
a servant brought him a Jetter—an un-
stamped missive, which bhad obviously been
delivered by a messenger. Yord Ierudale
frowned as he took the envelope, and pro-
ceeded to open it.

A minute later he jumped from his chair
as M he had been shot from it by some
nnscen force, and glared at the letter. in
his baunds with eyes which almost started
from his head.

’ Then he gave vent to a savage growl of
ury.

“The {raitor!”’” he exclaimed angrily.” " The
infernal, cowardly quitter! By the Lord
Harry! 1've never heard of such a glaring
example of craven fear! Marshall—of all
people—-is vunning away, and leaving me in
the lurch!”

Lord Ferndale paced up and down the roowmn
for some moments in a very frenzy of rage,
every now and then glaring afresh at the
letter, alinost unable to believe the evidehce
of his own eyes. The very last thing he
thought could have happened, had happened
—and just at the very moment when he was
congratulating himself upon the <mooth-
running of all his plans!

“1 can’t credit it!” muttered Lord Fern-
dale. “1 simply can't believe that Sir
Redney intends to abandon the case at the
eleventh hour i this abominable fashion!
It’s incredible, “~preposterous, monstrous!
And yet his infernal letter is clear enough!”
‘For the tenth time Lord Ferndale looked
at the Jetter. As he had said, it was clear
enough, and there could be no doubt what-
ever regarding the writer's meaning. It
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was, in fact, almost brutally outspoken, and
the peer frowned at it savagely once more.

The message was not by any méans a long
one. It was addressed from Temple
Chambers, E.U., and was worded in the
following manner:

“My Lord,—A\ sudden break-down in my
health reuders it an impossibility for me
to undertake your defence at the trial to-
morrow. A brief rest is vitally necessary
to me, and I am therefore going for ar
immediate holiday.

“With apologies,

“I rematn, my lord,
“TTaithfully yours,
“RODNEY MARSHALL.”
Lord ['ecrndale fumed as he rc-read the
letter.

“Bah!”’ he exclaimed. *“A man who can
treat his clients in such a scurvy manner
is obviously uscless to a living soul! And
yet I could have sworn that ‘Marshall was a
man {o be trusted. 1 can’t understand it!
[f Sir Rodney goes away, as he imtimates,
I shall lose my case, as sure as the sun will
shine to-morrow! It is impossible for me
to get another counsel in time. Marshall
can't run away like this—he simply can’t!
What’s more, he isn’t going to!”

A sudden gleam of determination appeared
in IFerndale's eyes as he spoke, and-he ran
out into the hall. There was somecthing
extremely queer about the arrival of this-
letter from Sir Rodney, and the peer made
up his mind to discover what it was. For a
famous barrister to act in this way was,
bevond belief, and Lord Ferndale quickly
ordered his car, and instructed the chaufieur
to hurry to Sir Rodney’s private residence,

When he arrived he was met by Lady
Marshall, who regarded him with a very
surprised look.

“ jood-evening, Lord Ferndale,” she said.
“Ias not my husband rcturned with you?
[ understood that he went to Yyour
house "

“You are mistaken, Lady Marshall!” cut
in the peer grimly. “1 have not seen Sir
Rodney this evening! But I received a note
from him, and I have hurried here to
persuade him to abandon his holiday! I
trust I am in time?* |

Lady Marshall stared visitar
blankly.

“ Holiday!” she repeated, in surprise. I
don’t understand! Sir Rodney received your
note a short time ago, Lord Ferndale, and
hurried off at once to sce you!™

“What?” exclaimed the peer. ¢ You say
vour husband received a note from me, Lady
Marshall? Such a thing is impossible—for I
did not write him!" 1

The Dbarrister’s wife looked at the peer
with a peculiar expression, and then abruptly
turned and walked to Sir Rodney’s den.
Wlhen - she returned she carried the note

at her



which had called Sir Rodney away, and she y

thirust the sheet into Lord Ferndale's hand.

“There .is the message,” she exclaimed.
“My husband left in your car immediately
he received it!"”

Lord I'erndale looked at the message, and
he saw at a glance that the handwriting was
exactly similar to his own. He frowned
angrily, and then looked at his hostess.

“This is a forgery!” he exclaimed em-
phatically. *“I never wrote this note, Lady
Marshall! There is something very queer

here—very queer indeed! 1, too, have re-
ceived a message—ostensibly from your
husband. But its wordingr was so extra-
ordinary that I could scarccly believe it!
Here it is—read it fer yourself!™

Lady Marshall did so, and declared
instantly that the sccond note, like the first,
must be a forgery. She wasz very much
upset.

“8Sir Rodney has been
Ferndale!” she exclaimed in distress. ‘“He
has been spirited away—and it is obvious
that the outrage has been committed by the
anen who are responsible for the charges of
fraud which have been lodged against you!
They are afraid that my husband will suc-
cced in his defence of your case, and they
have taken these means of preventing hun
from attending the court.”

“ By glory,” exclaimed Lord TFerndale, “if
that's the case, we’ll soon have the police on
their tracks——"

“Tlhie police won't find my husband quickly
enough!’’ interrupted Lady Marshall quickly.
“We must cnlist the most expert help in
T.ondon, Lord UIerndale! Mr. Nelson Lee,
the famous criminologist, Is the only man
who can undertake a matter of this sort, and
I intend to seek an interview with him at
once! Will you come with me?”

“Immediately., Lady Marshall,” said the
peer. -“ Your sugegestion is an admirable one,
and we will as: Mr. Lee's advice without
delay. e is the one man in London capable
of helping us, and I am sure he wili do s0."

Lady Marshall’s conclusion regarding her
husband’s kidnaprers was somewhat wide of
the mark, and, as events turned out, it was
fortunate that she decided to interview the
famous dctective of Gray's Inn Road, for
he very speedily formed the opinion that the
barrister’'s disappearance was solely due to
the activities of a certain astute criminal

who was very badly wanted by the police.
CHAPTER IIIL
NELSON LEK TAKES A HAND.
IPPER grasped his
master’'s arm, and
pointed to a placard
held by a street news-
“Great Scott! Yook ab
that, guv’'nor!” he exclaimed
~ vendor.
“*“Marshall throws up Ferndale
It's--it's incredible!"

kidnapped, Lord

excitedly.
defence!”

Nelson Lece nodded.
“JIt is certainly surprising, young 'un.,” he

agreed. “Sir Rodney must be mad to
abandon such an important case at this
stage, and his reputation will surely suffer—
even if it ever survives!”

The fawmous detective and his assistant
were strolliug along Gray's Inn Road towards
thicir home, snd the wording of the placard
cave them awple material for conver:zation,
They were both frankly astounded at the
news of Marshall's conduct—but the: were
soon to obtain cnlightenment.

I'or, a few minutes later, they were greeted
in the hall of Nelson Lee's residence by
Mrs. Jones, the housckeeper, and informed
that two visitors were awaiting them in tho
consulting-room. Such an event was by no
means unusual; but both Lee and Nipper
were a trifle surprised when they discovered
the identities of the callers.

Their presence—taken in conjunction wilh
the news they had just learned regarding Sir
Rodney Marshall—was highly significant, and
Nipper looked at his master keenly as tho
pair mounted the stairs.

“ Dashed queer, guv'nor!” he commented.
“Looks as if there’s something pretty deep
at the bottom of this Marshall affair!”

The detective mnodded, and entered thoe
consulting-room, where he was scon cordially
shaking hands with Lady Marshall and Lord
'erndale. These preliminary courtesiez over,
the worried peer lost no time In explaining
thie cavse of their presence—the barrister's
wile assisting him in making the position
clear to Nelson Lee and Nipper.

“] believe my husband has been kid-
napped, so that he will be unable to conduct
Lord YVerndale's defence,” concluded Lady
Marshall.  “Sir Rodney anticipated a very
ficrce battle in court, but he could not
foresce that his oppounents would resort to
criminal tactics of this sort, Mr. Lee. It is
almost beyond belief that they should
employ the services of an expert f{orger to
further their plans; but there can be no
doubt whatever that both thesze notes are
forgeries.”

“No doubt whatever!"” put in Lord Fern.
dale. “They're infernally clever forgeries,
too! I could have sworn that the note 1
received was written by Sir Rodney—and the
second note is an exact imitation of my own
hand! It’s amazing!"”

Nelson Yce looked at the two notes closely,
and subjected them to a minute examination
under the magnifying-glass, When he had
finished there was a keen gleam in hig
eves.

“Y fancy vou are mistaken, Lord Ferndale,
in assuming that your financial enemies are
responsible for what has occurred,” he said
quietly. “If these notes are forgeries, o3
you assers, they are undoubtedly the work
of one particular individual—" ,

“Jim the Penman, gzuvnor!" iunterjected
Nipper excited!'y. “ By Jimmy!"

e



- “IExactly, Nipper—Douglas James Sutcliffe
is the only man who is capable of executing
such amazing forgeries as these,” agreed
the detective. It is a little difficult to
grasp his underlying motives in carrying out
this scheme, but Ab, yez! I remember
now ! Sir Rodney Marshall acted as
Counsel for the Prosecution at Jim's trial
five years ago, and Sutcliffe has adopted
this plan in order to obtain his revenge! No
doubt he has kKidnapped Sir Rodney, and will
now procced to rob him!”

Lady Marshall uttered a startled exclama-
tion.
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dale was re[erriu% to an event which took
place a day or two previously—when Jim
the Penman, by a clever trick, had suc-
ceeded in getting Nelsou Lee and Nipper
away from their house. During their ab-
sence he had disguised hinself as the de-
tective, and had boldly ecntered the con-
sulting-room, where he had calmly helped
himself to Lee’s cheque-book. Later he had
visited the bank, and had drawn a cheque
for five thousand pounds—which had been
cashed without hesitation.

The -bank, of course, had been the losers
of the mouey, but the fact that Sutclific

R T o I
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Just as the car was passing over a river by Cuxley Bridge, th; forger suddenly

leapt up from his seat, and dived clean out of the car into the swiftly flowing

waters beneath ! '

*Good—good gracious!” she ejaculated,
“You must be right, Mr, Lec! ] remember
that Jim the Penman threatened {o get
~even with my husband at the time of the

trial!  But we touok no notice of it, of
course. Oh, deur! This is terrible——?
“1t is outrageous!” put in Lord Fern-

dale angrily, I suppose this audacious
criminal has spirited Sir Rodney away on
the eve of the trial so that his revenge
will he even more effective? By gad! Sut-
clifl is an amazingly clever man, Mr. Lee!
He even
not?"?

The detective nodded grimly, Lord Ieru-

~—dll

victimised you recently, did hi‘:_

- P

had committed the forgery in the person-
ality of Nelson Lee had been a triumpn
for him. Morcover, it had served to show
Jim's contempt for the famous investigator
insult which Lee vowed to speedily
avenge.

This latest development—the kidnapping
of Sir Rodney Marshall—proved that Sut-
clife was bent upon carrying out a sys-
tematic scheme of revenge, as he had

.threatened to do at the termination of his

trial five years previously. First, he devoted
his attention to Nelson Lee; now lie was
bent upon exacting vengeance upon Marshal)
the man who had prosecuted on behalf of
the Crown,



But thie detective swore that Jim should
not have everything his own way.

Obviously, Jim was adopting totally dif-
ferent tactics ou this cccasion. He had got
Marshall into his clutches by the forged
notes, and in all probability he now intended
to carry out a robbery by means of forged
documents.

Nelson Lee discussed the matter with his
two distracted visitors, and promised to get
busy immediately. And, very shortly after
the departure of Lady Marshall and Lord
I"erndale, the criminologist set out to inter-
view Sir Rodney’s bankers. _

Evidently the detective had formed his
plans with his usual swiftness, and was
actively engaged in carrying them out.

CHAPTER IV.
JIM THE PENMAN'S8 REVENGE.

DUUGLAS JAMES SUT-

CLIFFE smiled
bhed.

amiably, and glanced
at the prisoner on the
“Well, Marshall, I'm glad
— to see you've recovered all
right, and that the eftects of your doping’
appear to have vanished so completely,”
he observed, in a pleasant tone. *“It's just
as well that you've got a clear head, for I
want to have a little chat with you!”

Sir Rodney Marshall, lying bound and
helpless, glured at Jim the Penman
ferociously.

“ What is the meaning of this outrageous
conduct, you madman?’® he asked, in a
choking voice. “Why have you brought me
here?”’

¢ Just a litle whim on my part, Marshall,”
replied Sutcliffe. ““If it’s of any interest to
vou to know it, Yyou're at present in
Brighton—and you're lbere to assist me in
taking the revenge I promised you! TFive
years ago you prosecuted me, and caused
me to endure a living torture in Portmoor
Prison—~but now my turn has come! I'm
~a freec man once more, and I've made up
my mind to get my own back on all those
who had a hand in sending me to prison!
Do you understand? You're in my power,
Marshall, and I'm going to use you for my
own ends!”

Jim the Penman's voice had now lost its
pleasant tone, and the words were hissed
out in a venomous, vindictive manner, The
helpless lawyer upon the bed loovked at him
in amazement, but it was clear enough to
Marshall that Jim was in deadly earuest.

“What do you mean?” he queried. ¢ Are
you threatening to murder me?’’

Sutciiffe smiled evilly, and shook his head.

““No, Marshall—murder is a game which
ig scarcely worth the candle,” he said, I
sent you that note last night in order to
get you into my car, where you were
promptly drugged and brought here., But
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that was only a part of my scheme! I also
sent a note to Lord Ferndale—in your bhantl.
writing—telling him that you had abandoued
the defence at the trial to-day!”
“You—you fiend!” exclaimed Marshall
bhotly. “ My reputation will be completely
ruined—"’ .
““ Precisely ! agreed Jim coolly. ¢ That
was the object of the message, my dear
fellow! 1 also sent messages to the evening
papers, informing them, also, of your sud.
den determination to back out of the Feru-
dale case! Oh, I have done everything pos-
sible to make your career as a lawyer =a
thing of the past, Marshall, and I have
taken a few very active steps in the direc-
tion of reducing your banking account!. As
a matter of fact, I took the !iberty of
writing to your bank, and arranging for a
messenger to be sent here at 11.30 this morn.
with ten thousand pounds of your hard-
earned cash! Needless to say, I forged your
signature with my usual success, and the
bank will act without any suspicion. Aond

‘when the messenger arrives it will be your

duty to receive him——"’

“I reccive him?"” repeated Marshall
credulously,

‘Exactly!”? said Jim. “I shall unbind
you for the occasion, and you will receive
the messenger just as if you had actually
authorised him to bring the money. Also.
vou will sign the receipt for the cash!”

Sir Roduey Marshall laughed mirthlezsly.

“You must be a maniac if you imagino
that I will act so foolishly,” he exclaimed,
“My first act will be to inferm the bank
messenger of your fraud "

“In that case vyour first act will ke your
last!”? cut in Jim the Penman quickly. * For
I shall be belhind that screen, Marshall, and
shall not hesitate to shoot you at the
least sign of treachery! Your only hope of
getting out of this house alive will be to
carry out my orders implicitly! Do yon
understand? TUnless you sign the receipt
without a murmur, you’ll be shot down like
a dog!”

The lawyer saw that he was in a position
of helplessness, and he nodded his agree-
ment gloomily. Jim the Fenman had got him
in a cleft stick, and there was nothing for
it but to do as he was ordered.

“Yery well!” said Sutclilfe, noting his

prisoner's reluctant nod., “The timne now
is nearly half-past eleven, and the messenger
will be arriving at any moment. We'll pre.-
pare for him!”
"~ As he spoke, Jim comwmenced untying Mar.
shall's bonds, and within a minute the
famous K.(C. was free. He was then iuv-
structed to take his seat at the table, and
to await the bank messenger. Suateliffe--
armed with a revolver—meaawhile” took np
his position behind the screen hie Liad pre-
viously indicated, and he again repeated his
threat to shoot Marshall unless he carcied
out his instructions to the very letter.

Sutcliffe's scheme was extremely subtle,
for he would not have to resort to forgery

in-
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on this occasion. Sir Rodncy himself would
sign the receipt, and in so doing he would
nake himsclf completely responsible for the
delivery of the ten thousand pounds. There
could be no question of fraud, for the
tawycer would actually reccive the cash with
his own hands.

They had not long to wait, for the mes-
senger arrived within the next five minutes,
He was admitted to the bed-room at once,
and he nodded briskly to Sir Rodney as he
entered.

““Good-morning, sir!’” he exclaimed, laying
his leather bag upon the table and proceed-
ing to unlock it. “ Hope I bhaven’t kept you
waiting! Here is the money you sent for,
Sir Rodney, and here is the receipt for you
to sign.”

The messenger laid the money and the
receipt-forin in front of the K.C., and then
stepped back quickly— at the same time
casting a quick glance round the room.

Sir Rodney picked up a pen and began
to write his signature—his every movemecnt
keenly watched by the concealed Jim. So
inteut was Sutcliffc in seeking for a sign
of treachery in his victim that his whole
attention was occupied, and he failed to
observe the peculiar movements of the bank
messenger.

And that individual, wilth a swiftness
which was almost incredible, suddenly darted
towards. the screen, and quickly thrust it
aside, at the same moment producing a re-
volver from his pocket aud Jabbing it for-
cibly into Jim the Penman’s ribs!

For a moment Sutcliffe was taken aback,
but he recovered his composure in a flash,
and glanced keenly at the man before him.
Then he understood, and gave a little grunt
of chagrin.

He. realised instantly that he was gazing
into the clear grey eyes of Nelson Lee!

CHAPTER V.
A SLIPPERY CUSTOMER,
I detective smiled.

' “Rather an  un-
jor I pleasant little sur-
prise, eh, Jim?” lhe

3~ ',11-{:? murmured. ¢ But I sce that
\\N&\ You recognise me!”

LY o il
A Sutcliffic nodded.

“0h, yes, I recognise you all right, Lee!”
he returned coolly. *“This is dashed clever
of you, and I really must offer my con-
gratulations! }How the deuce did you man-
age to get on to my game?”

“ Merely a matter of anticipating your
actions, and making arrangements accord-
ipgly,” said the detective. ““Lady Marshall
and Lord Ferndale visited me last night,
and showed me your amazing forgeries, Jim,
They were marvellous, but you overstepped
yvourself by writing to his - lordship. His
action was to hurry to Sir Rodney’s house,
whére he iearned of the note which he was
supposed to have written., His suspicions
led him Lo seek my advice, and after I had
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paid a visit to the bank I had very little
difficulty in guessing your purpose. [ took
the messenger’s place, and here I am!"?

Jim nodded.

“Very astute of you, Lee!”’ he said.
suppose Yyoau've brought
along as well, eh?” :
For answer the detective gave an agreed-
upon signal, and a moment later Chicf De-
tective-inspector Lennard, of Scotland Yard,
hurried into the room, accompanied by three
other plain-clothes men. They very speedily
placed the handcuffs upon Jim the Pen-
man’s wrists, and took him to the waiting
motor-car outside.

Nelson Lee and the chief inspector, be-
tween them, soon explained matters to the
bewildered Sir Rodney, and he was overjoyed
at the manner in which Jim’s audacious plot
had been frustrated. He was delighted to
think that, in spite of Sutcliffe’s efforts, he
would be able to get to the Law Courts in
time to conduct Lord Ferndale's defence,
and thus vimdicate his honour and regain his
almost-ruined reputation.

No time was lost in leaving Brighton now
that Jim had been captured. The handcuifed
master-forger was placed in the police car
with Lennard and his men, while Nelson
Lee and Nipper followed with Sir Rodney
in the detective’s own vehicle,

The last thing Jim had anticipated was
this sudden collapse of his campaign of re-
venge, and he felt bitterly disappointed and
chagrined. But he was not the type of man
to give way to despair, and he sct his cun-
ning brains to work to find a way out “of
his predicament, |

Jim knew every inch of the London-
Brighton Road, and he was well aware that
his one opportunity of freedom would come
within the next few minufes. And he de-
termined to take it.

The plain-clothes men were congratulating
themselves upon the docility of their
prisorer. They had anticipaied a hard task
in conveying Jim the Pemman to London,
but here he was sgitting among them .as.
calinly as a statue.

But, just as the car was passing over
a river by Cuxley Bridge, the forger sud-
denly leapt  up from Lis seat, and dived
clean out of the car into the swiftly flowing
waters beneath! So rapid were his actions
that the policemen were helpless, and by the
time the car had bheen stopped and a
search made there was no sign of Jim the
Penman. The waters of the river had seemed
to have swallowed him up, and Chief De-
tective-inspector Lennard—wha was in a.
towering rage—was forced to the conclusion
that Sutcliffe had heen drowned.

Nelson Lee, however, when he learned of
the facts a few moments laler, was dubious,
and he told himself that Jimm the Penman
would soon be heard of again. -

And the famous detfective waz right in bis
surmise, as evente would shortly prove.

THE END

HI
a few policemen
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(NOTE.—If any readers care to write to me,
I shall be pleased to comment upon
any remarks that are likely to interest
the majority. If you have any grumbles
make them to me! Ii you have any
suggestions—send them  alomg.  Re-
member, my aim is to please as many
of you as I possibly can. All letters
should be addressed to me personally,
c/o, The Editor, THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, LONDON, E.C4.—E. 5. B.)

Letters have been arriving regularly, and
I am glad to say that many of them con-
tain serious and well-thought-out criticisms.
Frederick Crombleholme wants the * Maga-
zine ” section discontinued and the whole
paper devoted to detective adventure. On
the other hand, * Acme,” of Stamford Hill,
while also favouring the abolition of the
““ Magazine,” requires a long school story.

* * »

1 am wondering if it would be a popular
move if the Iditor decided to cut out
the “Magazine” altogether? Certainly we
should have more space for the other
stories if we did so. But, somehow, 1
rather think that the majority of readers
wili want the *Magazine” to be retained.

* » *

“Devoted Reader,” of Bradford, i3 ask-
ing for a bumper double number at
Christmas. Well, I'm afraid we shan’t have
a double number, but something almost as
good—if not better. The fact is, I am pre-
paring not one Christmas story, but two.
For two weeks in succession the St. Frank's
boys and the Moor View girls will be
featured in a Yuletide adventure.

o * *

“A Well-Wisher of the N. L.,” of Ponte-
fract, is a bit careless, I'm afraid. He
accuses me of creating mysteries in my
stories, and failing to provide solutions.
He quotes one or two instances, but if
he will take the trouble to carefully read
these stories again, he will find that the
*“loose ” threads are all gathered in, and
all details explained. In fact, I rather pride
myself on being particularly conscientious

-~ in this respect. .

Il MR. E. SEARLES
il BROOKS CHATS

to his readers and com-

N 4 ments on their letters : i

I sce that Harris Reynolds, of Blackpool,
iz also in favour of the ““one long story”
plan. I overlooked him in my above res
marks,

. L L

Quite a number of readers have expressed
regret that my American Notes have
finished. Naturally, I feel rather flattered,
but these comments of mine are now taking
the place of my former short articles.
However, I saw many things in America
that I have not yet described, and which,
I believe, would prove of general interest.
[f you'd like me to write up a few more of
my experiences, just drop me a line. 1
dare say the Editor will manage to squeeze
them in somewhere. But it’s up to you,
of course.

* * 3

The Editor and I have been putting our
heads together quite a bit. And we've got
all sorts of ideas stewing up. That League
I mentioned a fortnight ago, for example.
And the Portrait Gallery seems to be 30
popular that we shall certainly keep it on
until all the St. Frank's boys are pictured
—including the seniors. Then we can give
you portraits of the masters and local
characters of prominence, if you want them. -
Needless to say, Moor View girls will not
he forgotten. XRely on us! But it'll take
a lonz time, remember—even at four a
week., But vou don't mind, do you?

* * *

Oh, and there’s anether thing. A year
or two ago we gave you a map of St.
Frank’s and district. How about another
one? Don’'t you think it's about time we
produced a more up-to-date map? We've
got a really brilliant idea for a splendid
new map—it was the Editor's suggestion,
so don’t give me the credit. You'll hear
more about this later on. In the mean-
time, I'd rather like to hear your views oa
the subject.
% £ ¥

Lots of boys and girls, to say nothing of
adults, have written me asking for a St.
Frank's Annual. Of course, this isn't my
department. But I can tell you that some-
thing is stirring in the wind—although, of
course, it's altogether too late to produce
an Annual this year.



Edited by Pitt.

ES oF THE HANDFCRTH BROTHERS
SPLITTING THE ATOM A Story Without Words




OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.

SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BR{SCOE.
No. 52.—WATFORD GRAMMAR SCHOOL.
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Watlord Grammar Scheol is an old founda- y modern  cducation, meccssitating  sclence
‘tion, dating back to 1704, when Mrs. Lliza- | laboratories, gymnasium, “'01'1"51‘093-, ete.
'beth Fulle: endowed the school for the edu- | 50 @ New site was chosen on the Cassio-

rcation of boys and girls. As thie school de-
veloped it was found necessary to enlarge
,the buildings, and a new schecol was built.
In course of time the girls had a separate
ischool built for them, and the boys re-

'mained in the old building. Even this build-
mg beeame too small for the increasing

pumber of boys and the requirements of

bury Park Estate, and the prezent school,
which Mc. Briscoe has drawn above, was
erected 1u 1912, and stands in epacious
grounds of twelve acres.

The above interesting facts have been sup.
plied me by a reader, together with photo-
graph and badge of the school. I am accord-
ingly presenting this reader with the original
sketeh of hiis school.



Editorial Office,
Study E,
St.

Frank’s.

My dear Chums,

I have Dbeen asked by a number of
readers if there is any likelihood of includ-
ing sowe of the Moor View girls in the
Portrait Gallery and Who's Who. Of
course, I intend to incinde the girls in this
feature late. on. [t will be many weeks
hence though, because we have only dealt
with half the Rcemove so far, and there will
be the YFifth, the Sixth, the Third, and the
Masters to come,

ADDLED ANCESTRY.
It is scme months since this feature
last appeared in the Mag. It was in

response to several reguests from readers
that I have induced *“ Historicus?’’ to take
ip his pen again and write me another of
lhis amusing sketches of an ancient character
in history, whose resemblance to a well-
known St. Frank's junior you-will have no
dificulty in  diseerning. Hitherto, the
identity of * Historicus’’ has been kept a
secret. But this time I have given his
initials, and since his portrait appears in
this week’s “Who's Who,”” the name of
this talented contributor will now
apparent to all.

THE NEW MAP OF ST. FRANK'S.

The artist is already working on the new
snd revised map of St. Frank's. It will
include not only a birdseye view of the
school, but ail the familiar landmarks, by-
ways and highways in the viecinity of the
school. It will be drawn on a large scale,
and nothing of the smallest importance will
be left out. Readers will be able to see the

country where St. Frank's is situated for
miles aronnd, just as though they were
Jookine down wupon it from an aeroplane.

The exact position of the River House
School, the Moor View School, the villages
of Beliton and Bannington, the course of

be }

A

|
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the River Stowe right down to its mouth
will be faithfully represented. It will in-
volve a tremerdous amount of work, but I
hope to he able to announce in the next
few weeks when the map will be ready,

A GREAT DAY AT ST. FRANK'S.

It was a happy thounght of Dr. Stafford’s
to grant us a whole day’s holiday on the
Fifth for celebrations in homour of a
reassembly c¢f the =chool. Some sort of
demonstration was needed, and the Invita-
tion to parents, relatives and friends to
take part in the festival added considerably
to the enthusiasm of the boys. The Fourth
came in for a great deal of cheering, and
well th:y deserved it, too. The firework.
display in the evening was a 3ight to
hehold, and the burning of the guy repre-
senting “ Seandal,’’ amid the loud explosions
of rockets, must have been seen and heard
for miles around. It bronght to an end
one of the most memorable days in the
history of St. Frank's, and from that time
onwards we can look forward to a higher
prestige than we have ever known before.

APOLOGIES AND CONGRATULATIONS.

To complete our trinmph, letters and tele-
erams, congratulating us on our victory,
have poured in by every post from all over
the country. I regret that I cannot answer
everyone individually, but I will take this

opportunity of thanking all well-wishers
and sympathisers here and now, as they
say in America. I am pleased to find

among these letters scveral apologies from
a number schools which had turned
against us and given us the cold shoulder.
In accepting these apologies, 1 need hardly
add that T am mighty glad to bury those
misunderstandings which were  mainly
responsible for all the unfortunate incidents
that occur ed.
Yours to a cinder,
REGCGIE PITT,

~
.



’ ;i-,‘ OuR PORTRAIT GALLERY, |
\XHI  4nd wHO’S wHO. |
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No. 25.—NICODEMUS TROTWOOD.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Skinny fizure, and thin generally to
an amazing degree. Appears {o be
all legs and arms. Lean face, with
eves set in deep hollows, and a sharp
nose overshadowing his other features.
Projecting ears. KEyes, vacant-looking,
‘brown.  Hair, sandy and curly, in
thick masses like a mop, falling about
his big ears. Height, 4 ft. 11} ins.
Weight, 7 st. 8 1b. Birthday, February
20th, ‘

CHIET CHARACTERISTICS:

Looks foolish and simple, but is
actually alert and keen. Possesses
wonderful, retentive memory, and is a
wizard for figures and dates.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Takes little interest in sport. except
as a spectator. Makes a hobby c¢f
ventriloquism, at which art he i3
phenomenally expert. 1

N. TROTWOOD

No. 26.—MHARRY OLDFIELD.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Awkward and clumsy figure, inelined
to be gawky. Cheerful, ruggad
features, with a humorous mouth,
having a characteristic twist at the
right corner. Decidedly upturned nose.
Fyes, twinkling grey. Hair, chestaut.
Height, 65 ft. 1 in. Weight, 8 st. 8 ib.
Birthday, December 16th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

A careless, happy-zo-lucky disposi-
tion. Always ready to do anybody a
good turn, and hard to offend. Rash
with  his pocket-money, generally
spending it all at once, and then being
stony for the rest of the week.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Prominent in all Modern House
sports. Keeps two pet rabbits. An
expert amateur carpenter, his hobby
being the designing and making of
little wooden nicknacks.
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GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

| SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

THE FOURTH
At ST, FRANK'S.

No. 27.—CORNELIUS TROTWOGOD.

Skinny figure, and thin generally to
an amazing degree. Appears to be all
legs and arms. Lean face, with eyes
set in deep hollows, and a sharp nose
overshadowing his other features,
Projecting ears. Eyes, vacant-looking,
brown. Hair, sandy and curly, in
thick masses like a mop, falling about
his bhig ears. Height, 4 ft. M} ins.
Weight, 7 st. 27 lb. Birthday, }
February 29th. :

Simple and meek, with very mild
manners., As unassertive as his twin
brother is pushful. Is afflicted with
deafness, and generally mistakes the
purportt of any remark, invariably
misconstruing the last word.

Takes no interest in sports, and
prefers to spend his leisure time In
quiet reading or studying. Hobby:
Stamp collecting.

No. 28.—BILLY NATION.

Diminutive, wiry and active. Small
hands and feet, and tiny, clear-eut
features. Cheeky . expression, with
happy, laughing countenance. Eyes,
hrown. Hair, fair, eclose-cut and of
silky texture. Height, 4 ft. 5 ins.
;,VEight, 6 st. 4 1b. Birthday, April
2nd.

el MV

Always active and bustling, but a
champion time waster. Generally busy
at something, but never gets any-
thing done. Careful with his pocket-
money, and keeps a written record of
every penny he spends.

One of the lesser lights of junior
Modern House sports. Hobby: Lend-
ing money to Harry Oldfield, and try-
ing to get it back.

S——

NOTE.—The ages of Tourth FForm
hoys vary between 14 and 16, but for
obvious reasons no more definite in-
formation on this point can be given,
"NEXT WEEK: Teddy Long, Walter
Skelton, Arthur  Hubbard, FEugene
Ellmore,

L a2 Y
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BILLY NATION
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7 S%%2p ) By EUGENE ELLMORE. '
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THE MUNGOOSE.

This animal is of extraordinary
and value.

interest
A grey one from India recently
arrived at the Zoo. Its coat is pepper-and-

salt brindled. Its body is narrow, its tail
tapering, its face is fierce and rat-like, and
its snout is pointed. No beauty to look at.
Biit no animal in India is more loved and
valued., Tor it is a great snake-Kkiller,
Though it is only about a foot long, it will
attack the largest snakes—and it always
wins, It detights in the fight; its fur
bristles and stiffens until it looks twice its
- ordinary size, and it dances round the snake
in the oddest manner, waiting its oppor-
tunity. A cobra gets farious, and strikes
at the muncoose at random. But the fangs
fail to reach the skin of the mungoose
because of its thick fur. All at once the
mungoose ceases its dancing, and springs on
the hack of the cobra'’s neck, which it can
break with one snap of its jaws, so powerful
are theyv. No wonder the mungoose Is popu-
lar wher¢ snakes abound and take a heavy
toll of human life every year.

STRIKING FACTS ABOUT TISSUES.

The formation of living tissue is a mys-
terious process. Modern physiological
rescarch eclaims to have proved that a cell
may form skin tissue, kidney tissue, muscle
tiasue, or gut tissue, according to circum-
stances. In other words, medical science
and skill have large scope to determine what
a givan cell may become, and how it shall
act., They tell us that animals work their
organs and tissues in shifts, so to speak,
and that the higher animals, including man,
Thave more tissue than tliey need to use in
average circumstances. They have always
something in hand to meet emergencies.
A large part of a man’s liver may
he taken away, but what is left will do the
work., One Kkidnev has been removed from an
adult, and the other was called upon to do
double duty; but the man became more
susceptible to disease. When one kidney
was taken away from a child, however, the
remaining one grew to the size of two, and

the child was apparently no worse for it.
There is a certain fresh-water animal whose
body splits into two, and the tuil end after
separation develops a new head, brain, and
all the other necessary organs,

MAMMOTH SKELETONS.

In Moravia six mammoth skeletons have
just been found, packed closely together, as
if some force had placed them there in an
orderly fashion. Some think that the
animals were overwhelmed by some natural
calamity, but others think that they were
killed by men hunters. Remains of wild
horse, bear, wild cat, wolf, reindeer, and
Alpine hare, ‘were also discovered in the
same stratum, together with instruments
made of agate and jasper. A few months
ago a warrior of the Iron Age was un-
earthed near Prague, in Bohemia, and the
skeleton of a mammoth was dug up in
Slovakia, mnear Bratislava. Czecho-slovakia
is famous for its industrial manufactures and
modern progress, but it seems to abound
in relics of antiquity as well.

- TRAVEL TALES

(Continued from page 8.)

the back of the rattler’s head. Then, with
all my strength I pushed the knife againsg
the snake and into the ground. I felt it
go through, and blood spurted out on to
my hand and arm, But the writhing body
fell away from me on to the ground, and the
rattling ceased. The fight was won.

Even then I didn't let go for some time,
as I feared there might be enough vitality
left in the head to cause the fangs to act.
When I did let go, it was with a clean,
sudden, quick motion, so as to get quite
clear. But the reptile was dead enough, and
when I looked into its mouth I found that
its fangs were tightly closed over a dead
twig of mesquite. I trimmed the rattles off
and kept them as a memento of an incident
which even now makes me shudder every
time T think of it.
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" of Mystery and Tbrﬂlz}?g
Adventure, introducing
7 rackett Grim and Splinter.

By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH

THE BEGINNING
Quiver Castle, the house of Sir Makeham

IN A NUTSHELL.

“Quiver, i3 being investigated by Trackett
“Grim and Splinter. Sir Makeham is menaced
“by unknown enemies, and, after going down.
a4 secret passage, Trackett Grim and Splinter
enter a cavern. They are confronted by an
awful-looking rotter in a steel mask, who
presses a button and tries to electroeute his
victims., NOW GO STRAIGHT ON WITH
THE STORY, AND DON'T MISS A SINGLE

wonb,

I like a shillingsworth of fireworks

let off all in one go. 1t was pretty

awlul for the celebrated pair, and they were
whaecked.

I'ive minutes later they came to them-
selves, and found, to their horror, that they
were fixed to the wall, side by side. Great
steel handcufts tethered them, and they
were padlocked to some great iron stakes.

The man in the steel mask removed his
headgear, and grinned. His eyes were so
trinmphant that they glittered dangerously. -

**You dotty lunatic!” he said witheringly.
“ What’s the idea? Think von could whaek
nie at this game? I'm Standon Quiver, old
sir Makeham's nephew.”

- You rotter!” roared Trackett
“Lemme go!”

*“* Not 'likely!” retorted Standon Quiver.
“1've been trying to trap you for months,
and at last you're in my power! I mean
to put you out of the way until I've seared.
my ncle to death, and pinched all his:
¢ash!” :

And the man in the steel mask launghed
scornfully, and vanished through a narrow

CITAPTER VIIL.
THE FIRST CLUE.

IHE blue flames of electricity played
round Trackett Grim and Splinter

Grim.

| stone doorway.

On the instant, Trackett
GGirim e¢xerted all his enormous strength.
A his ropes parted with two or three lond
cracks, and he was frece. In next to no time
Splinter was also released. ~

“Follow me!” snapped Grim. “ We’'ll soon
stop this game, my son! If he thinks he's
dished 'Trackett Grim, he’s on the wrong
set of rails! ©Once alone with Sir Makeha:n
Quiver, and he'll do him in!?

‘“To the rescue, sir!” gasped Splinter.

“You bet!” retorted Grim. :

They shot through the doorway, and found
themselves in a blind passage. At the end
of It was a door, and it stood half* open.
They got through, and found themselves in
Sir Makeham Quiver’s library. '

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Trackett Grim,
staring round in blank amazement. “I
thought we were miles away from the castle!
And here we are in the middle of it!”

Trackett Grim was not in the least sur-
prised, and he remained calm and cool. And
at this moment a thud sounded overhead,
followed by a terrific scream.

“Too late!”” gasped Grim frantically.

IHHe dashed out into the hall, whizzed up-
stairs, and Splinter followed him. Sir Make-
ham's door stood half open, and Trackett
Grim pelted in. He reeled back when Le
discovered that Sir Makeham Quiver had
vanished. '

““Great Secott!” roared the detective.
““Ife's been Kidnapped!” ' :

And just then the library door closed with
a slam. And clonds of thick yellow snioke
poured in from all sides.

‘¢ Poison gas, sir!” breathed

Splinter
‘desperately. |

" (Hlow do our famous pair escape? Read
next week’s instalment, and if your shailows
don’t turn red like Sir Makeham’s, they

ought to!—AuTtHnorn.)

l



Hazarded by
“HISTORICUS ”

- (N. T.)

L1,

No.4.—YE ASTROLOGER OF ISIS

N ye dayyes of King Solomon there lived
a learned astrologer from ye City of
Isis, and ye name of this man of
science was Tuckh-Tymm-Othy. And
ye great man cidde journie far, and come
unto ye Court of King Solomon. Now ye
astrologer mude announcement that he would
proceed that nighte to give a lecture on ye

subject of ye stars.

And ye populace rolled up in yve myriads.
And King Solomon himselfe graced ye
occasion by his presence. For Tuckh-Tymm-
Othy was famed throughout ye Lande of
Egypt, and men didde travel far to hear ye
words of wisdome from his lips.

Ye lecture was billed to commence at ve
houre of eight but ere seven o'clocke had
struck on ye cittie clockes, yve halle was fulle
to ye brimme, and ye ¢ House I'ull »* boards
were placed at ye entrance, in order to dis-
courage further citizens who sought entrie.

Ye great man appeared before ve multi-
tude. And yo multitude was impressed,
For Tuckh-Tymm-Othy proved to be a man
of strange appearance. His head was bigge
with ye high dome, and hair grew upon his
head like ye tangled moppe.

And ye lecture on ye stars commenced,
but ere :ong ye subject drifted away to a
different theme, and ye learned astrologer
tolde his audience of ye domestic policie
of ye ancient Peruvians, and ye social prob-
lems of pre-historic Russia,

Ye audience thereupon became somewhat
restive, and King Solomon himselfe didde
fidgete righte testilie in his royal box. And
in due course ye monarch did arise in wrath.
and pronounce a few wordes of his cele-
brated wisdome. He didde, in truthe, pro-
nounce ye lecturer to be dottie, and thence-
forthe Tuckh-Tymm-Othy was consigned to
ye asylume as a harmlesse fattheadde.

And throughout yc ages ye Tuckhs have
remained ye -ame—ye presente dayye re-
presentative, known was T.T., being more
ai[nttle than all ye others of his celebrated
ine.

"
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By An Old
Boy

(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

LECETERE TR ERR TR R
No. 21.—How 1 Came Upon a
Rattlesnake.

E were mmprisoned in a desert hole

“f in C(‘alifornia—on the Morjave

Desert, to be exact—and our
great need was for water. We
had to find water or die. o

Whilst hunting for water one day, I fol-
lowed a rabbit’s tracks, and at times I had
to crawl on all fours. I had killed the
rabbit, and from the contents of its stomach
I judged that it had drunk quite lately, so
that there must be water near.

When wriggling through a particularly
thick clump of mesquite, a thorny bush,
[ clapped my hand upon something that
struck very cold and clammy. What was
it? A snake, undoubtedly. What was 1
to do? If 1 withdrew my hand suddenly,
and tried to run away, the snake would have
advantage, especially in that dense scrub,
and I should probably soon be a corpse. So
I held on. In fact, I could do nothing else,
for I seemed to be paralysed. The snake,
suspecting something, began to uncoil, and
started his rattles, which made a fearful
din as they waved to and fro in the air.
There were sixteen of them, and a ““button,”
as I founa afterwards,

My hand was on the snake's head, which I
pressed firmly into the ground, and daren’t
let go, for that would have been fatal.
Meanwhile, the five feet of the body and tail
were wriggling and squirming about my
shoulders and armsz and face. DBut 1 knew
that I had te hold on.

At last 1 mangeed to get out my hunting
knife, and press the edge of the blade against

(Continved on page G.)



(NOTE.—Readecrs of Tuas NELSON LEE
E1BRARY car write to me and I will reply
on this pagé. DBut don't expect an
answei for several weeks—perhaps five or
siX. Address your letters or postcards
to E. 0. HANDFORTH, c¢/o the Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Strcet, London, E.C.4.
—E-O.H.)

R.H. (Stock): Why should T tell Church
and McClure that Zambuk is good A{or
squashed noses? Their noses don’t neced
any ointment, They're tough and
leathery fromx long acquaintance with
my fists.

INTERESTED (Charmouth):
of fact, I'm a filmm actor in addition
to being 2 detective. Of course, 1
havea't actually acted in front of the
camera yet, but if I did once start,
Rudolph would have to look out!

BRUCE CHALCRAFT (Edinburgh):
worry ahout Ena. She's getting on fine
at the Moor View School. As longz as
she stays there 1 shall be satisfied.
It’s only when she comes to St. Frank’s
that I get the wind up.

SARCKY (Catford): Draw it mild, old son!
That picture .of yours is pretty decent,

As a matter

Don’t

but it's no more like Irene than my
boot is. Irene's as pretty as a dew-
covered rcs: on a summer's morning.

Have another shot!

ELIZ. HOYE (Liverpool): Your letter was
jolly interesting, but I believe you
pinched some of it from somewhere.
Glad you like the Moor View girls—yon
wouldn't be human if you dida't. But
you say nothing about Trackett Grim,

NIPPER (Grimshy): It's no good trying to
spoof me—1'm too cute. You're not
Nipper at all—and Nelson Lee wouldn’t
own a ¥ord. If you want to know how
to make oxtail soup, write to
Little. I'm not a chef, you ass!

Fatty

QiR s SRR HT T

Correspondence Answered by

FCdward Oswald Handforth
T O T O

ROBERT LANGFORD BAKER (Brixton,
S.W.2): Of course we're having fire-
works th! year, you guy! As a matter
of fact, we have fireworks every day.
Ask Church and MecClure, if you don't
beli~ve Ire. ‘

CANTAB (Cambridge): Being a girl, it's
only natural that you should like Willy.
Somehow, the young fathead seems to
bhe popular with the girls. I expect
this i3 Lecause he doesn’t care a snap
for 'em! Girls are rummy creatures!

VERA (Hanwell, W.7): It’s impossible for
me to give you any information about
Archie’s latest waistcoat. He has so
many thai we can’t keep count. I don’t
dislike Willy at all. What makes you
think so?

A FIFER (Dunfermline, N.B.): Like your
nerve to call me a Teddy Bear! No, 1
don't write love-letters. They’'re too
sloppy and silly for an active, energetlic
chap like me. I believe in curdling my

readers’ rclood!
W. T.,, S8.C., & S.C. (Gravesend): Yes, we
had our sports long ago. Ancient

House camc¢ out on top by yards and
miles. Those Modern. House fatheads
are too jolly slow for anything. They
wish they had me there! |

JUANITA MALVEREZ (Manchester): If
you're really like that sketch at the
bottom of your letter, you must be jolly
pretty. As vou say, no artist can really

L do full justice to my stories. We authors

have a hard time.

FRANCIS HOYE (Liverpool): Thought 1'd
missed vou, eh? No fear! I never miss
anybody o. anything. The fact is, your
letter ga* chucked behind the bookcase,
and your cgister’'s somewhere else. C.
and McC. are untidy beggars.

SANE (Victoria Docks, E.16): So I musin’t
tell people to go and eat coke, eh?
And my T. G. stories are piffle? By
George! I'll show you! You can not
only eat coke, but cinders and -flin
stones as well! XNerve!
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HUBERT EDWARD ARTHUR (Dorking):
So you want me to ask Willy to punch
my nose? Sorry, old chap. I can’t do
it. Willy would try it on like a shot—
and then I should have to spank him.
You know how I hate quarrelling!

CORNELIUS VANDERBUILDT (New
York): I didn’t know that a suburb of
Broadstairs was named New York.

Why didn't you call yourself Henry
Ford while you were about it?

NOORMAHAATL (King’s Cross, N.): Rose of
the Desert, eh? More like rows of
houses! You've got wonderful sense,
and I admire you. Your description of
Irene 1is correct; she certainly 1is
GREAT. I ignore your insults!

TREBOR NITRAM  (Liverpool): Here’s
your reply, Bob. Been looking for it,
eh? So my T.G. yarns thrill you to the

core? Good! You don’t realise how
terribly hard it is to think of these
intricate plots.

JAQUETTA MALVAREZ (Manchester):

Judging by that pencil drawing, you're
just as pretty as your sister. If you
two girls have got a brother he must
be lucky. Jolly glad you're both
English, and proud of it.

THE ARAB (King’s Cross, N.): Are you the
husband of Noormahaal? Or are you
merely a second self? You can take
your questions to Timbuctoo! You call
me the biggest fool at St. Frank's, and
then expect me to give you a polite

. reply!

JACK & DOI' WILLIAMS (Chester):
Pleased to hear from you, but I haven’t
got space enough to answer your string
of nine potty questions. Besides, you
say that on the whole I'm a bit of an
idiot. 'Nuff said!

KCAJ REKSA (Narwich): So you're coming
to St. Frank's. And you'll get off with
Irene? If you come here with those
ideas, my lad, you’ll soon end up by
getting oft the earth! Don't forget I'm
here!

A BOY READER
grumblrd at  your
mouldy, miserable lines.
—you'll get less this time. Can’t be
helped; not enough space. But every-
thing comes to those who wait!

AN ADMIRER OI' MY FEATURES (Hull):

" Of course I didn't give your <love to
Irene last time. Like your cheek to
send it. Why, you don’t even know her!
Don't worry—the portraits of Irene and
Co. will appear in due course,

C.P.D.A.0.8.Y. (Cleethorpes): It's a good
thing you didn't give your name in

(Plymouth): You
last = reply—five
Sorry, old chap

full, or I shouldn’t have had any space |

for a reply. I haven't got much, even
now. Ia fact, I haven’t got any at all!

Sorry!
JOAN (Killiney, Co. Dublin): Thanks for
your good wishes. Yes, rather, I'm

feeling 0.K.! Both Church and McClure
are & bit out of sorts this evening., I
can’t understand it. They were quite all
right ten minutes ago!

GLADYS BOWEN (Dudley): I 'wish you'd:
come to the Moor View School, Gladys.
You think the Fourth would do a lot
better with me as skipper, eh? You're
just the kind of girl I like to hear from.
Write again, please!

JOHN WILLIAM HERBERT WOOD

ROBERTS LUCOCK LUCAS (Toronto,
Canada): You're even worse than that
Cleethorpes chap. Don't trouble to send
any snakes to Willy. He's slippery
enough as it is.

WILLY HANDFORTH (Walworth, S.E. 17):
I did write an article on ventriloquism,
but the editor turned it down for some
reason. It’s always the same—I'm con-
stantly being squashed out of the Mag,
I never get a look in!

P. CABLE (Shepton Mallet): So I couldn't
knock the skin off a rice-pudding, eh?
-I’ll bet I could knock the skin off vour
face, anyhow, and that would be just
about the same thing. You can't insult
me just as you like.

DORIS C. (Leytonstone,
portraits displease you. The fact is it's
awfully diflicult for an artist to get
character in a face and retain youth
at the same time. We try to please
everybody, but just can't do it.

ALFRED COMPLEXION (London, S.E.1):
Yours of the 80th to hand. In reply, I
beg to say that my face is quite good
enough to satisfy Irene—therefore it's
good enough for anybody. You can go
and lose yourself, and forget to come
back!

TWO TOMBOYS (Southport): Of course, I
really thought you were two girls all
dhe time. Just a little ‘slip_on my part.
I've given your message to Reggie Pitt,
and he’s awfully pleased. Your second
letter is as nice as your first.

E.11): Sorry the

ANOTHER BIG BATCH
OF REPLIES COMING
NEXT WEEK!

AVOID THE XMAS RUSH
AND WRITE NOW !
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Hal[o 4 Hallo 4 Hallo !

Who's looking for a tip-top footer yarn > Who's
wanting fo read about a jolly sailor-boy who was
a 1rst—class foofballer too 2 '
| You mustn’t miss meeting this cheery lad. Terry
| Tmscoz‘t s his name, and he's the fellow evert y-
body’s talking about this week.
Where can you find him 2 sz , in that super-
yarn of Football and Navy life,  The Football

Deserter,” which has been specially written for

the BOYS REALM by that old favourite
ROBERT MURRAY

! You must certainly read how an honest, straight-
as-a-die young sailor like Terry became a deserter. |
It was a queer business—and, of course, Terry
wasn 't to blame.

And whilst you're reading the first chapters of
this wonderful new football story you'll be reading
a number that contains no less than FIVE other
rattlmg sports stories, all of which you can begin
right awa

| There s The Drudge of the Team,” another

| tremendous footer story ; *° Battling Grayle &
Son,” a feast of boxing thrills ; ““ Scapegrace
School,” something new in school stories; and
two more lerrific yarns.

[('s The Best Twopennyworth You Can Get ! NOW ON SALE!

M
!
|
!
|
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| s his is no “catch' ! The astonishirg prize ol £10 a week 1o the rest o {, our | |
prad ife or £4,000 in solid zash, is pumﬂ' to ic won by SOMEBODY . Why not Cg -
= | Al vru have to do is to so'v: simp.e piclure-puzzles—and there is a irsf o,‘ B
1 name: provided to help you. This zolossal competition “is now running in ths |
= "Union Jack." Buy this weel's issue and sce for rmursc” how casy i is. Ask for— =
w | =)
= THE UNION JACK -
= Out on Thursdays Price 2d. =
= N " Sexton Blake's Owan Paper -
; !'!.'lﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂnnﬂlﬂﬂ. ...-.ﬁ....--....-.....-......

YOURS for 6d. ONLY
Thiz handsome full - sized
Gene's ILever Wateh sent
upon receipt of 6d. After
a]»[mvnl send 1/- more, the
balance 18 then parable hy
6 monthly instalments
of 2/« cach. Guaranteed 5
years., Chain offered Free wilh
evary watch,  Wrist Walches,
cle,, on same terms, Qash
] . l]'.CLlII'Pt‘d tifstilusatlsﬂed I.bﬂ]d
" : s /= now to mpson’'s, Lt

Chain {{])f[’i[ 122} 94, Queen's

oad, Br ghton Sussex

HOME C!INEMATOCRAPHS
FiLMS AND ACCESSGRIES.

Our New lllustrated Liat Now
Ready. Send post card for Copy,
Post Free, Machines from 7/6,
Films from 1/- per 100 tect,
P’cst Free.

FORD’'S (Dept. A.P.).
13, Red Lion 8quare,

[ Weekl

buys a No. 300A
Mead Graomophone
with giant horn, loud
sound-box, massive
oat case and 40 tuncs  Carriage
patd. 10 Days' Trial. 300 model
37,8 cash to ree rd buyers, Tuble
urands and Cabinet models at WHOLE.
SALE Prices. \Write for Lists,

-—acum::nny(ﬂnpt Ge),
Mead &G
HEIGHT GﬂuNTS

in wmmnn success. Let the Gnrra.n
Eystem increase your height. Bend
P.C. for particulara and our £100
ﬁuarantea to Enquir DLDt A M.P,

17, Stroud Gireen Rd., London, N.4.

¥FREE FUN!—Ventriloguists® Instruments given
¥Free to all sending 7d. (P.O.) for Sample Trick

Enguirles

and new Illus. List of Magic Tricks, Novcities, eto —
P.FEARING,Travancore,Seafield Rd., Colwyn Bay. promptly . London, W.C.1.
2 attended to. Entrance Dane Street.

-Yovr OWN ELECTRIC LIGHT gy<swme 5/-
1 nese wonderful Dynamos light R :

"-:brlllia.ntly 4-6 volt lamps and
. Arevery easy to work, b, -.

GREENS 2ept: Ak %, Jor @

" 100 War & Armistice; Packetl Stamp

Helight Increased 5/_ Complete
In 30 Days. Course.

No Appllances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
The Melvin Strong System NEYER
‘FAILS -~ Send stamp for particulars
and testimonijala.—Melvin Strong, Ltd

(Dept.8), 10, Ludgate Hill.L.ondon.Eng.
mounts; Set 5 Brazil-— frec toapplicants
for Blue Latml Appros. Ask for Qift 2 & sond

post —B. L. Coryn, Wave Crest, Whitstable, CU I I HlS OU l

23 FREE! . FREE! FREE! | Nelson Lee Lrbrary PEN COUPON  VALUE 2d.

We. send ahanlutnir froe THE MYSTIO.| Send_7 of these eoupons with only 2/9 direct to
: v ] the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet St., E.C.4.
DANCING CHARLIE CHAPLIN to all You will reccive by return :;splt .ndid British Made

th?ﬁ[:?;?g 'lli’rt(:kswm:zg?era m.‘rrnﬂl."aeﬁ“'f_ 14c¢t. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, Value 10'6

THE EOLIPSE NOVELTY CO." (Dept.J). | (fine. {mttﬁuum or ibr%a;igmggl IIl’ nnlyul ct:lm:}c';:;
N is_ sen e price is wing allowe

Francls Terrace, London, N.19. edch extra coupon up.to 6. (Pocket Chp, 4d.).

HBIGHT INCREASED 3-5 ina,, without ap- qal,mm.cmnnéuarauto{,d o' cash returned. épccml
p!ln.nma drugs or dieting. Complete system, 5/-. | New Offer—Your own name in gilt lettera on |

OL'[VE 8, Scafie'ld Rd., Coluyn Bay. (I'ar- “ either pen for 1/- extra.
ttcs testimonials, stamp.) Lever Self-Filling Mode! with Safety Cap, 2" ext.ra.
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