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““ You impudent young scoundrel ! 7’ roarved Mﬁ:*-Creepe.
It was a perfect bellow, and the school sat up with a jerk.
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Considerable excitement reigns
at Moat Hollow School, for a
revolt against the tyrannical and
~ hypocritical principal of the school
is about to take place. How St.Frank’s became interestedin the movement
against Mr. Creepeis explained by the presence of Tommy Watson, an old St
Frank’s boy, as a new boy at Moat Hollow, and also because Moat Hollow
is in the same locality as St. Frank’s. The dramatic return of Nipper in
the last two stories is still kept a secret from most of his former school-
fellows. In the story you are,about to read this week, Nipper takes an
active part in bringing about the mutiny, which is the first step towards
the overthrow of the rascally schoclmaster. Undoubtedly, this fine school

series is approaching an exciting climax,
A - THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

"l

CHAPTER 1. “Quite a mistake on my part, sir,” said
- e - Phipps penitently. “I shall have to attend
RISING BARLY I THE MORNING. to tﬁatploose b%ard. The creak is most
RCHIE GLENTHORNE started up | annoying—although I have hitherto
A in“b:ad. - . attempted {o avoid treading. in that spot.”
Good gad! ~What's that?” he | «p ¢hould think so, dash it!” grumbled
v, demanded huskily. = ., | Archie.  “I don’t wish to be frightfully
 “It's all right, sir—only e, UG 4 01t | inguisitive, old sparrow, but what’s the
voice from the darkness of the room. “I | eyact jdea of gliding up to the old bedside
thought you were asleep, sir ' in the still hours of the night? I mean,
“Here, I say!” said Archie feebly. }is this a new game, or has somelthing hap-
““ Dash it all, Phipps! = What's the bhig | pened?”

idea? What’s the priceless scheme? Creep-: It is time for vou to get up, ‘sir,” said
ing in the old sleeping apartment like a | Phipps.

dashed ghost, and giving the young master “To get up?”

heart failure? Why, dash you, I'm all “*¥es, sir.”

dithery!” “Who—me?”

The genial ass of the Fourth felt rather “Yes, sir.”
aggrieved. - His bed-room in the Ancient “Good ead!” said Archie blankly
House was dark, and although the blind | e sat up in bed, staring at Phipps in a
was up mno light penetrated, save the}q,z0q kind of way. If Phipps said it was
twinkle of one or two watery-looking stars. | 5" then it was. Archie never doubted his
Archie had been aroused out of a light | valet’s word. But he was frankly startled.
slumber by the creak of a board, and he “Y have brought your tea, sir,” went on
had started up, half awake and half asleep. | phipps, ° o
The shadowy figure of Phipps, his valet, |~~~ . s _
lurking near the bed, had given him a The tea?” repeated Archie vaguely.
turn. “Yes, sir.”
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“What? I
“'‘That is to say—— What-ho!

tea?” yawned Archie.
The good
nld works begin to {function! The brew
Phipps? The cup that cheers and revives?
Kindly allow me to absorb the old stuff!”
He took the tea greedily and sipped at
it.

mean,

“ Ah, the absolufe stuff!” he sighed con-
tentedly. “I mean to say, Phipps, you
absolutely stcod there, with this cup cof
magical nectar in the old paws, and I
didn’t know a dashed word abouti it! Al
you eould do was to stand there and mouth

at me! Hardly playing the game, what?”

“The time is just mchltt.en sir ?” said
the valet smoothiy.

Archie mnearly upset the tea over his
silken pyjamas.

“TFive-fifteen?’ he repeated  dazedly.

“Oddslife! But, laddie, I dow’{: usually risc
at this ghastly hour! And why do we con-
verse like this in the gloom? Switch on the
lights, dash you!”

‘1 thought it would be more discreet, sir,

to altract as little atliention as possible,”
remember that

“You may
mission is

said Phipps.
. your early-morning
secretive.”

Archie took another sip of tea.

“I inay remember, Phipps, but, dash you,
I don’t!” he said plaintively. “I mean,
it’s tco muech to expect! . It’s bad enaugh
to come gliding in here in the centre ‘of the
. seeond dog- watch but when you ask me
- to remember thlnﬁn it’s time to ‘start howl-
ing . for -help. 1 mean, the good old grey
matter is somewhat co*lﬂealed at this hour.
Congealed, Phipps—absolutely!”

Phipps was very paticnt.

“It was your own suggestion, Master
Archie—and if you will recall the circums-
stances, I strongly advised you to abandon
the idea,” he said gently. “But you in-
sisted, sir—and it is only my place to

ohey. 2] _ _ _ _

“ Absolutely I’ said “The good
old willing slave stuff, what? Absolutely
priceless of you, laddie, but allow me to
warhle that the mind still remains a blank.
I don’t remember giving you such poisonous
instructions as you intimate. I mean, dash-
ing out of bed at five-fifteen in the morning
is nothing more nor less than a piece of
foul business!”

“But, Master Archie—"

“Tantamounti to dirty work at the cross-
roads!™ declared Archie firmly. ¢ And,
what’s more, Phipps, I absolutely refuse!
The young master will now proceed to take
forty more of the best! Xindly vanish!”

*Very good, sir,” said Phipps. “But I
am afraid your young friends will be dis-
appointed—not to say let down.”

“Young friends?” repeated Archie. “Let
down ?”

*“1 think it was arrangzed that you should
visit the ruined windmill on the edge of
Bannington Moor, sir,” explained Phipps.
“It i1s your intention to reliecve Master

somewhat

Archie.

THE NELSOH IE‘.E LIBQARY ﬁ}

T That was the idca

we

Handforth. - That, at least, is what I under-
stood from your remarks last night.”’

Archie started, and the teacup rattled.

“Good gad!” he bhreathed. “The grey
matter bhegins to stir! Somehow, Phipps,.
I believe you’re right. Six o’clock, what?

to relieve Hdndfcnth at
the murky hour of six.”

“Allow me to remind you, sir, that the
minutes are slipping bv——-and unless you are
prepared to hurry, you’ll be late for the
appointment,’ said Phipps. “YT rese an
four-forty- five on purpose to facilitate your
departure,” he added, in a kind of reproach-
ful vome.

“Oh, I say! Really?’ said Archie. “ That
was frightfully sporty of you, Phipps.
Well, a promise, dash it, i3 & prum»-
suppose I shall have tec drag the weary
bones out of the old couch, and array my-
self for the day’s doings. The lissues are
still flabby, Phipps, but a promise, as I
observed, is a promise; In ether words,
duty must-be done.” '

. “I have already set out your clothes,
Sll‘ 3 .

“Oh, you have? Good!” said Archie,
climbing out of bed. ‘I say, this is some-

at the edge! Aloth-eaten
so to speak. Why do
Pmpp“"”

what mouldy
round fhe old hem,
do these 1hings,
“Which things, sir?”
“Make promises overnight,” said Archie
complainingly. “I mean, there ought to be

some dashed law fo suppress thalb sort of
thing I o

CHAPTER 1L
TWO EARLY BIRDS.

) HIPPS felt relieved.
8 </ He had hegun to
fear that Ar dl'e
would fail to -turn
out—and Phipps knew, froh
previous experience, that he

- would be unjustly bIaJle for
uhe dlb‘:lfntel' fater on in the daj

“I.  mean, these f{righ tful overnight
promises,” went- on Archie, as he removed
his elegant pyjamas. “Thm re ail -very

but later on they
and hite you!”

svell at the time, Phipps,
leap out, dash it,
1] 'Yr{’q SL].»”
£ ‘bmlutely bite you!” repeated. Archie.
“ At night, you see, everythiang is hlithe and
t*d,}—the ohi tissues are fuli of hea Ith and

strength, and the gear-box is working at
full pressure. Up at five-fiftcen, what? it
sounds easy, Phipps—nothing in it, as it
e &
were.

“Exactly, sir.”

“Butl .in the cold, dread hours of the

mworning, the old tale strikes a chappis in
a mfferent light,” .went on Archie complai

ingly. ¢ Herec we are, groping about befors
the dawn! In future, Phipps, I shall not
only think once, but I shall think twice!



In order to be absolutely on the safe side,
Il bally well think three limes!”

" A wise decision, sir,” said Phipps feel-
gy, :

“I say, what’s this?” ejaculated Archie,
as he took a garment from the valet. “You
don’t mean to say, you foul bounder, that
you've condemned me to the jolly old
tweeds?”

“ At this early hour, sir, the air is some-
what raw,” explained Phipps. “And I
hardly think the Xtons are suitable for
climbing ladders—-> _ |

“But, dash 1it, Phipps, this suit is
decrepit with age,” protested Archie.
1 mere rag, old chirper! It ought {o have
gone into the dusthin weeks ago. Why do
you keep this old tosh, Phipps?”?

“The suit was new two months ago,
sir,” explained Phipps. “I think you have
worn it on nine or ten occasions, sir.

purely it is still wearable.”

“Well, if you say so, Phipps, there it
13,”" replied Archie. “You're the high
hancellor of the wardrobe, so to speak.
Lut if I had my way, dash you, I'd give
the frightful thing to the first tramp. No
well-dressed chappie can possibly. wear a
suit after it's a month old. However, con-
sidering the darkness, I'll give way.”

And Archie finished his dressing with a
resigned air—as though he were attiring
himself in rags and tatters. The suit, of
course, was practically new, and in perfect
condition. g _

It was twenty minutes to six when Archie
vent downstairs and prepared for the
journey. There was no law at St. Frank’s
against any boy rising early in the morning

—hbut, strictly speaking, Archie would be
breaking bounds. Not that this thought

ever occurred to him. It was Phipps who
warned him to be cautious—a warning, of
course, that was utterly ignored.

The genial ass of the Fourth sallied out
of the Triangle, well wrapped up in a thick
overcoat and muffler. The early March
morning was raw and cold, and there was a
cutting wind. Archie made his way towards
the gates in a solemn frame of mind. This
early-rising was a fearful bore, and some-
thing wouid have to be done about it.

The gates were open, for old Cuttle, the
porter, was generally up and about before
five-thirty. Out in the lane, Archie turned
his footsteps towards the mocr, but he
almost immediately came face to face with
an clderly gentleman of quaint appearance.
He was attired in an enormous travelling-
cent with a wide cape, but the effect of
this sombre garment was somewhat marred
by the fact that a school cap, many sizes
too small for him, reposed on the top of
his Bead.

Tt was scarcely
sturted and winced.

any wonder that Archie
He¢ had a keen eye for

13 I.t?s
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and this sentleman’s

elderly

general get-up struck Archie as being par-

ticularly poisonous. ‘ _
“Good gad!” breatned Archie hoarsely.
He saw nothing comic in the appearance

clothing,

of Profesor Sylvester Tucker—for the
elderly gentleman was no less a person than
that celebrated scientist. To Archie’s eye,
the whole thing was {tragedy. He was
positively shocked to observe that the pro-
fessor wore one brown bool and one black
boot. And both were only partially laced.

Archie shuddered., It was bad enough to
see the professor in ihe dim, uncertain light
of early morning—but cold chivers went
down his &pine wh®n he realised that the
light was growing with every second thab
passed.

He forgol the oid mill—he forgot the
waiting Handforthh, There was only one

thing to be done. At all costs, he must
smrugele Professor Tucker indoors before he
brought utter disgrace upon the school.
“What-ho!” said Archie. * That is, good-
morning, sir! Greetings and all that rot!
What aboul trickling indoors, old fright?
Er—that is—sorry, sir! . But you grasp the
trend, perhaps?”
- Professor Tucker fixed
Archie,
“Go away Y’ he said testily. “Go away!™
“On, I say! But look here—-"

“Why,” asked Profesor Tucker, “should
I be pestered like this? And why should
I look there, when I have no desire to look

a stern gaze upon

there? I am in the midst of an important
experiment.”

“Oddslife!” said Archie, “An experi-
ment, sir?”

¢« Some time during the morning the sun
will be partially eclipsed,” said Professor
Tucker, his voice becoming dreamy and
abstract. “Do you understand, sir—
partially eclipsed! Nothing to interest the
ordinary lay mind, I dare say, but in the
realms of science this occasion is one of

importance. - Yes, young man—one 0f
importance.”

“ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. “But, you
See_______?] 5

“At present,” went on the professor,
“the sky is cloudy. A distressing circum-
stance, and one that may ruin everything.
It is scandalous—perfectly scandalous!
Why,” demanded Professor Tucker heatedly,
““ do they allow clouds to obscure the sky
on such a morning as this?”

Archie started back.

“Dash it all, sir, it’s not my dashed
fault!” he protested, “I mean, there's no
need to squirt liguid fire in my direction.
The good old eyes, if I may point it out,
arz absolutely blazing, sir.”

Professor Tucker waved his hand.

“The class is dismissed!” he said abseni-

minded!y. “ You may gol”



CHAPTER II-'I-.-

EETTER LATE THAN NEVER,

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
raised his eyebrows.
““ There appears to

be some slight nis-

understanding, sir,” hB said.
“I am .}.lone-a bsolutely !
And here I stand, swaying

sh r;;tly, positively dazed by that dashed
cap of yours! I mean, I’m getting dashed
dizzy !” . : ¥ T2 w "

“ (?,ap?” repcated the professor. - “What
Clp EF] i i

*You're wearing 1t sir.”

The professor tore himself away from his
thoughts, and took the cap off his head.
"~ He ¢ .:ued at it, and then glared at Archie.

“Wel] sir?” he demdnded stuffing the
cap into his pocket. *“What is w10ng9 I

failed to find my own hat—so I took the
first head-covering available, Be good
enough to leave these trifling matters
alone, Upon my soul! Am I to be pes-
tered continuously?” :

“But, good gad!” gasped Archie. *“You
don’t mean to assure me, sir, that you
aEsiUh?Iter donned that frightful cap dehher-
a e »

. Lnouwh"’ said the professor. “I am in
the mldst of my observations—I am trying

to determine whether the clouds will dis-

perse  before. the hour of the eclipse.
‘According to my present caleculations, there
is just a chance—  Good gracmusf The
‘wind has suddenly grown.cold!” he added.
*“My head is poaxtnelv chilly 1"

He reached up to adjust his ecap, and
found nothing.

“Good heavens!
my cap?” he demanded.-
cap? I shall catch a cold
sneeze—yes, a snceze!

“Where is my
There! A
How distressing!”

Professor Tucher jerked the cap out of his

pochet and procecded to blow his nose.

But he stopped in the nick of time.

“Well, well, well! How remarkable!”
h: murmured. *“Indeed, how extraordinary !
By what curious c:rcuvnstance did my cap
set into my pocket? Splendid!” he added,
donning it, “That is better! Much better!
And now, sir, what is it you require? . I am
very huay at the moment“I cannot spare
any time——-"

“ But, really, your bools, you know——

“My boots!”

“Those frightful things on your fect,
said Archie.

Professor Tucker stared do wn at his fcet
and started.

‘““ Dear me!? he murmured.
singular mistake, to be sure!
remarkable  blunder! The  bootmaker,
obviously, has made one shoe black and the
cther shoe brown! Distinetly. careless of
him !”

Archie nearly gave it up.

“I don’t think the good old booimaker is
to blame, sir,” he observed. *“It scems {o

“What a

emerging-—-"

| Archie gently.

What has happened to

What a itruly -

me that ydil ‘have miked up iwo jolly old

pairs, so to speak. lhe cifect, of course,
is. bomeuhat venomous.’ | :
Professor Tucker 'ldjllsted his  thick
spectacles. ; : =
“Why should you bother about my
shoes?” he demanded. “Why should you

concern yourself about my cap? Go m\a}f
I have not had a moment’s peace since you.

entered the room! Get out of my study,
young man, and clese the door!” |
“The door?” repeated Archie vagucly.

 *“ This draught is appalling!?’ roared the
professor.

“But, dash it, you’re in the open air,
sir!” gasped Archie.

The professor looked round him and
started.

“Bless miy soul! So I am!” he ejaculated
In surprise. “VWhat on earth am I doing
out here? Why, indeed, did I come out at
all? Surely I had some gocd reason for

“The good old eclipse, what?” suggested

“Ah, yes! The eclipse?” said the pro-
fessor - triumphantiy. “0Of course-—of
course! How ‘careless of me to forget it.
It is .your fault, young man!” he added
severely..~ “How can you expect me to
remember things when you will persist in
hothering -me? Where is it?7 YWhat bave
you done with it?” cOR

“Eh? Done with what, sir?”

“The eclipse!” snapped the professor.
“No, no! Of course not! You cannot have
mislaid the eclipse—how absurd! My
telescope, sir! What hare you done with
my telescope?”

“Pash it, I haven't seen the dashed
thing !”

““How dare you?” asked the science
master. “How dare you siand thele and
deliberately—— Upon my soul!” he added,
taking his telescope from -beneath :his
ulster, “Here it is all the time! Splendid!

You may go, sir! I must lose no time
in getting indoors.”
“Good!” Dbreathed
“A priceless idea, sir!” ;
The professor looked round, and inspected

.fk. I‘Uhic’ "!Yit’i] Ire}.i(\fi

the sky, which was now beconiing lighter
and lighter. " e 2
“Dear me! Dear me!” he murmured.

“ 1t is evening already! Beifore we know
where we are, darkness wiil be upon us!
This half light is most trying to the eyes.
I bid you good-evening, young man!”

The professor, firmly helieving thdt it was
dusk instead of Jdawn, toddled off anxiously.
His brow -was - still worrted, and the
momentous question of the great eclipse
occupied his .thoughts to the exclusion of
all other matters. “As a-matter of fact, the
eclipse was so slight that the general pab]l,,
would kinow . nathmg about 1t wpless
expressly told. « It would be so partial that
nobody would iahc the trouble to lock at it
i1 any case,



- Archie,

“YWell,
mured.

old doings!”
Archie
fresh
early-morning
peHed. He

“YWhat-ho!”
f#8ix o'clock!

greatly
tp and set oil up the lane.

relieved,

that’s that,
“I mean, we couldn't allow the old
boy to roam about the countryside in that’
frightful rig-out. And now for
was feeling
air had braced him up, and
feeling 7’ was
glanced

swaved somewhat dizzily.

It seems to me that we’ve
got to do a lot of dashing about,

ol i

braced himself [ _
interrupted Kirby.
“Eh? Speaking to me?”

de mur- '
“Yes, I am!” said

dash 1t!”
Kirby
the gocd { hours, and i'm fed up!”

Handforth breathed hard.
much brighter. The
“that
becoming dis-
at his wateh and

plaints!” he said grimly.
behind bars has to do as he’s told!
and torture. Retribution, you cad!”

Kirby scowled—for the shot had
home,

murmured, - in alarm.

laddie!
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“Can’t you let me slecp, confound you?”

jrritably.
“You've kept me awake for the last two

“You're not in a position to make com-
“A prisoner
is a punishment for all your rotten bullying

He was lying in his camp-bed, and,
for a prisoner, he seemed to be exceedingly

The
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e T Rl M i L et ¥~ S o L S
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Tally-ho!
stuff!”
And Archie aclually

Yoicks! And all that sort of

broke into a trot.

_ "CHAPTER 1IV.
THE PRISONER IN THE MILL.

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH paced
up and down like a
caged ftiger.

“ Ten-past six!” he roa-red
ferociously. “And that fat-
head kasn't turned up yet!
By Geurﬂe' When he comes
Yii-Tril

b, st

comfortable and well-cared-for. He had an
ample supply of blankets, and the sheets
were spotlessly clean.

The apartment was a sirange one. The
walls were composed of roughly made
panels, with canvas as the main material.
And right across the apartment, in the
centre, ran a barrier. :

Waist-high, it was made of match-
boarding. “But from there to the ceiling,
bars occupied the space. They were sct
aboul four inches apart, and the bars were
really . nothing more formidable than
broomsticks. | :

However, they served their purpose, for 't
was impossible for Kirby to- escape from
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his side of the room. e was watched day
and night, and if he had made any attempt
to cut or hack down the bars, proinpt
measures would have becn taken.

Handforth’s side of the room was quite

comfortable, too. _
There was a cosy easy-chair, a table,
magazines, a well-burning oil-lamp, and a

screen. The screen was placed in front of
a trapdoor—this latter being hidden irom
Kirby’s gaze.

Up one corner stood a large pail of water,
with a syringe resting in Gt. The syringe
was fitted with a slmrp pointed nozzle, so
that a small, powerful stream of water
could be projected. This little ecombination,
standing in the corner, was significant.

It was, in fact, a weapon of deadly
offence. = | - :

Kirby had lLeen told, in plain and blunt
terms, -that if he btalted any “monkey

tricks,” the guard on duty would have no
hiesilation in brmﬂmg the syringe into full
play. Kirby had not tried any monkey
tricks. -

“ Quarter-past six!” e\chimed Handforth
fiercely. ‘“This is what eomes of bringing
Archie into the game! - I'll half slaughter
him when -he does arrive! I shan’t have
time for a nap, cven!” -

fully. .

. The .chief monitor of WIOa,t- Hollow Schoal
Was getting resigned to his fate. He had
heen-a prisoner since the previous day, and
it:. was obvious to him that he was to
remain a . prisoner -as long-as his captors
chose to keep him. There was little or no
hope of, escape. The precautions were too
thorough.- : . '

I_I'mdforth- had ~every reason to Dbe
annoyed. He had broken bounds at the un-
earthly hour of three-thirty, ‘and -had
relieved Teginald- Pitt at four o’clock.
Edward Oswald’s spell was from four {till
SiX. And now his relief had failed to
appear,

This careless young "entleman was, how-
ever, hwixying with “all speed.. Archie
reached the moor in a fine glow of healthy
perspiration. The trotting had brought
colour to his cheeks, and his languor had
completely vanished.

The moor -was looking very bleak and
drab in the grey, early-morning light. Some
distanee back the gaunt, leafless frees - of
Bellton Wood stood out againsi: the sky
like massed sentinels. And in the fore-
ground stood the dilapidated ruins of the
old mill—with the stumps of broken and
missing sails. There was nothing particu-
farly inviting in the prospect.

Quite near by a figure was moving across
the moor. e glanced round as Archie
hove in sight, paused for a momentl, and
then halted. Archie came up at a trot.
But before reaching the other he faltered,
and stopped.

‘don’t mean that at all!

.} for

| stranger!

“ Gadzooks ! he breathed. “I mecan to
say, you've escaped, dash you!”

He was standing face to face with Kirby,
the Moat Hollow monitor!

“Well, what do you want?” growled
Kirby.

“Eh? Oh, dash it all!” said Archie. “1
snean, greetings, old sportsman! Ng; I

How the deuce
did you escape from the bally old dungeon,
dash you?”

The other’s face broke into a grin.

“Come along, Archie, where are your
wits?” he asked, with a startling change in
his voice. “I’m not Xirby at all—but it’s
gratifying to find that you can mistake me
bim so easily. Just going to relieve
Handy, 1 suppose? loule late my lad!”

Archie stared. | : P

“Good gad!” "he ejaculated. “Then—
then——  Oh, really! I mean to say, oh,
really! This is a bit dashed thick, don’t
you know! I absolutely mistook you . for
Kirby. You must be -careful, Nipper, old
This sort of thing absolutely
strains the -sinews!” ; .

Nipper chuckled. It was true—this hulk-
ing looking vouth was not Kirby at all, but
Nipper himself. The ex-captain of the

. _ '_Fourth was disguised with amazing clever-
“‘lake one now!” sugge:,ted Klrby hope-'

ness.
“Come on we’d better go and .find

Handy,”’ he baid briskly. “I was expecting
to get hold of you alone, Archie, but it’ll
be all the better to chat with Handfmth as
well.” .

They entered the old mill and climbed up
the ladders from floor to floor. At last they
reached the top, and ecame up into the
prison chamber behind the screen. They
closed the trapdoor and walked round.
Handforth was just getbing himself ready
for the onslaught.

“Qh, 30 there you are!”” he said sourly,
as Archie appeared first. “ What’s the idea
of arriving here twenty minutes late—-"’

He broke off as Nipper appeared. iy

“Why, hallo! What the-—""" he 'went
on. “Oh, I thought—— 1 didn’t expect to
see you here this morning, Nipper. By
George! You look 50 much like Kirby th"d;
I ﬂot a start!’’

"vow that the real and the substitute were
in the same apartment together, the exact
likeness wes more uncanny t‘lan ever. Iland-

forth looked from one to the other, and
forcot all about Archie. |
“I thoug:t we shouldn’t see you for

days?’’ he asked.

“1 didn’t think I should have ocecasion to
come,’’ replied Nipper, lowering his voice.
“But things hare gorne so0 well that I have
decided to bring the whole affair to a head
ab once.’ _

Handforth looked rather startled.

“You mean——-" He mused

“I mean that the ‘rebeilion is due to starg
to- da}"" said Nipper quietly.



CHAPTER V.
THE PLAN OF ACTION.

EBELLION!

It was a significant
word—a word that
hrought a tarill to

the turbulent heart of Kdward
Oswald Handforth. His one
and only regret was that he
was not in a position
to take part in this
great affair. DBut the
very thought of a re-

volt—a  barring-out—
wlirred him to the
core,

For a harring out

was indeed being pre-
- pared! :

Not at Kt. Trank’s,
- however—that cele-
brated public school
nwas contented and
happy. Everything
was «oing well at St
- Frank’s, The scheme
of the rebellion, if it -

actnally came to a
" head,” would be at
Moat Hellow.

It wos here that
Tommy Watson, late
- of the Fourth, was

suffering the tyranny
and oppression of Mr.
Grimesby Creepe. The
owner and master of
Moat llollow was, iu
_many ways, an extra-
cordinary mai.

e lhiad succeeded
in earning himsetf a
cood name in the dis-
"trict. Everybody,
from the vicar down-
wards, regarded him
as a kindly beuefactor
and a genial, generous
wman towards his boys.
Everyvbody believed
that Moat Hollow was ,
run  more after the -

~style of a private
home than a school.
And yet, startlingly

enough, precisely the

| style.
opposite was the

““ On duty or mot on duty, it is your businsss to be here ! ¥
intsrrupted Wir. Creepe. |
Nipper shrugged his shoulders

in Kirby’s truculent

case. If everybody had

reversed their views about Mr. Grimesby

Creepe, they would have been somewhere
near the truth. For the squat, heavy-jowled
schoolmaster was  false to the core—a

-plausible fraud of the very worst description.
-He had humbugged the entire district with
consummate skill. = ,

For in reality he was a mean, miserly
tyrant. Onece behind the walls of his own
extablishment, his cleak of kindiiness and

benevolence dropped from him. And his
pupils knew him at his truth worth.

His schoo! was a prison. His unfortunate
scholars, numbering two dozen, were little
better tha:n drudges and slaves. They
worked constantly, from morning till night,
with never a pouse. The word “liberty
had practically no meaning for them. - They
didu’t know what it waz to enjoy a moment's
freedom. '



From the
ing till the

moment they rosze in the morn-
moment they went to bed they
working, cxercising, or eating.
were always watched. There
was always a monitor on hand, and others
within call. For Mr. Grimesby Creepe kept
s;X of these burly monitors to maintain
order and discipline.

Kirby was the chief of this choice group.
But he had not been missed from »Moat
Hollow, because Nipper had taken his place,
and Mr. Creepe was quite unaware of the
coming storm.

Watson had been sent to Moat Hollow
because his father had encountered him
in financial difficulties, and Moat Hollow had
scemed cheap. And Tommy himself had
expressed a strong desire to go there, since
he would st:ll be near his old school chums.
Little had he dreamed that it would have
been better for him to join a school two
hundred miles away. For in that case he
would at least have been able to keep in
touch with his chums by letter.

But ot Moat Hollow the boys were not
cven allowed to write, or if they did write,
it was at Mr. Creepe’s dictation. They only
left the school grounds on a Sunday, and
then they always walked in close file, with
Mr. Creepe at the head, and. with the
monitors in ciose attendance.

"Things had been better of late, for Nipper
had been quite active. In the guise of a
hooded, elusive Unknown, he had watched
over the Moat Hollow unfortunates, hoping
to bring about a ehange. But Mr. Grimesby
Creepe was a hard nut to crack, and Nipper
had come to the conclusion that only
drastic measures would succeed. '

Not only Nipper but all the best fellows
in’ the St. Frank’s Fourth had burned with
indignation at the disgraceful state of affairs
at  Moat Hollow. Such tyranny and
oppression made them boil.

Moat Hollow, after all, was a neighbouring
school, and Tommy Watson’s inclusion
among the pupils gave the Fourth a personal
interest in the place. They were longing to
gtve some practical demonstration of theu'
sympathy.

And now it seemed the Oppmtumty was
at hand.

“What’s sked Handforth
breathlessly. _

** Nothing much—yet,”’ replied Nipper, in
a whisper. “We don’t want to talk too loud
—there’s no reason why Kirby should know
our secrets. You know I went to Moat
Liollow last night in Xirby's place?”’

“ Absolutely!” breathed Archie. “Odds-
life! I hope dear old companion. that
nothing frightful has happened? You're
not lL“’“’lIl“ it, by any chance? 1 meuan,
they dldn £ penetmte the masterly disguise? 9

“No, they're all fooled, even Mr. Creepe,”’
replied Nipper. “1I think Tarkington sees a
litile change, but he doesn’t suspect.

werz elther
And they

happened?’’

He

accepts me as Kirby all right. But the
sooner this deception is over the better.”

“But I thougnt you were going to be in
Kirby’s shoes for two or three days?”’ asked
Handforth.

“I was prepared for it, because it’s always .
best to be on the safe side,’’ replied Nipper.
“Last night I talked to all the chaps;
put the whole thing to them straight from
the shoalder.”’

“Good! What happened?’

“Well, as far as I can sece,.
ready Lo mutiny -when 1 give the signal,
replied Nipper grimly.

they’ll be
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THE PLAN OF ACTION,

‘6 Y gad! That’s fright-
fully interesting!’’?
murmured Archie.

. “Ihen
the signal, eh?”’

Handforth. “And when are

- you going to give it? Let’s
hear all about it; don t heep anything back.
I’'m as keen as mu;tard on this thmfr &

Nipper smiled.

“I'm glad to hear it,>’ he replied.” “If
those "\Ioat Hollow felloua had your spirit,
Handy, there wouldn’t be any neced for a
rebellion at all. I'd better explain that I
appeared bhefore the boys with my hood and
mask on—-’

you give
breathed

“As The Phantom Protector, eh?”’ |
“Yes; I thought it 'was bebter,” said
Nipper softly. “You see, Kirby, is hated

iike poison; he’s the worst bully and tyrant
of the Iot,\(,u,ept for Mr. Creepe, and if
I'd egged on a revolution in his r)}a;actcl'
there wouldn’t have been an earthly chance
of success.”?

“ Absolutely not!’? agreed Archie. .

“But the Phantom Protector is -a kind of
mystic figure to those poor kids,”” went on
Nipper. “You see, I've butted in once or.
twice during the last week or two, and I've
generally managed to save somebody- from
Creepe’s eclutches. So the chaps think I'm .
a kind of miracle worker. Poor beggars!
It was good to see the way they bucked
up when I put it to them.”’

“You talked about the rebellion?’’ asked
Handiorth eagerly.
**Yes, rather!” whispered Nipper. <1

asked them why they should continue to be
slaves meekly and tamely, why they should
put up with Creepe’s bullying, and why they

should cringe before him. I explained the
freedom and liberty of a big school like
| St. Frank’s.”

“Good!?

“Of course, a private school is always
stricter and more hidebound than a big
public school,”” weut on Nipper. “Even at
its best, Moat Hollow couldn’t give its

pupils the same freedom as the St. Frank’s
fellows enjoy. But I clearly pointed cub



that {hese kids were nothing but
And—would you believe it—they opened out
like flower: in the sunlight? They worked
themselves up, and as good as wanted ,to
rebel on the spot.”

“That must have been vour eloguence, old
man,”’ said Archie, nodding. “I mean, when
you get tke good old flow fairly goingz you
absolutely carry all before you. We've seen

some of it, what? A dashed political
speaker, laddie—~that’s what you'll be one
day!*? ~

Nipper groaned. -

“If that’s goiag to be my fate I'll chuck
up the sponge at ‘once!’ he said. “I care
about as much for politics as a cat cares
for red ink. Well, about those Moat Hollow
chaps. I've decided to start the rebellion
at tea-time to-day.”

“ Good man!’’ said Handforth approvingly.
“There’s nothing like acting at once.
Strike while the giddy iron’s hot. Of
course, you'll want some help You'll need
the Fourth?”’ -

Nipper nodded.

“Not all the Faurth-—but our special
crowd, anyhow,”” he replied. ‘“Once the
mutiny ‘has fairly started {he thing will

become public, so everybody can be brought
into the secret. 1 suppose the whele school
knows that I've furned up again?”’ s

“Nobody knows, except a few of us”’
replied Handforth. “Didn’t you ask us to
keep it dark? IEven my minor knows, but
he daren’t let on. He'd have me to reckon
with if he did!*’

Nipper was rather amused, He wasn't
afraid of Willy Handforth in the least, but
he had certainly feared that Edward Oswald
would inadvertently say a few things in

p}l}lbl-ic. But it wasn’t wise to tell Handy
this.
“Well, after this evening all that secrecy

can erd ” he said, “It doesn’t matter who
knows I'm here; I don’t care. Once this
storm starts it’ll sweep along at full speed.
I want you fto give the tip to Reggie Pitt

and the others, and then stand by, as they
"~ say on the radio.”

“Stand by ?’’ repeated Archie.

“Yes; hold yourself in readiness for

action when I want it,”’ replied Nipper. *“If
I’'m any judge of Mr. Creepe, he’ll fisht
to the bitter end. This barring-out won’t be
an easy victory. We shall have fo battle
every inch of the way. And if we can rely
on some help from St. Frank’s, it'll be a
great comfort.”’

“We'll rally rhund as soon as you like,”’
declared Handf{orth.

“Good man!’ said Nipper. *Strictly
speaking I think the Fourth will be the

dceiding factor in the whole business. It'll
depend upon the I‘ourth whether old Creepe
is beaten or not.” ;

And soon afterwards, I\:pper having given
a few more details, he and Handforth left.
Archie remained in charge of the * prisoner.”
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slaves.

i

L am sure~—very kind indeed!

A.._.l.__L

He would remain on duty until eight o’clock,
when Tubbs, tne page-boy, was due to relieve
him.

Tubt: was a t
it so happered

rustworthy voungster, and
thhat he was enjoying a
holiday, sc hiz time was his own. To-day
would be his first day, aand the page-boy
was resolved to acquit himself well.

After leaving the mill, Nipper and Hand-
forth parted, for any chance observer might
have thought it strange to see Handforth
of St. Frank's on amiable terms with Kirby
of Moat Hollow.

Nipper made ali haste on his way back to
¥Mr. Creepe’s school. He had come out with-

out permission, and was confidently expecting
a row when he got back. But he had no

fear of Mr. (ﬁeepe The schoolmaster was
more or less in the hands of his monitors,
and dared not inflict severe punishment
upon then. |

It wa+ just afier seven when Nipper

unlocked the door of
and walked in. He had naturally seized all
Kirby’s keys when Reggie Pitt & Co. had
captured the chief monitor. In fact, Nipper
was wearirg Kirby's clothing.

Moat Hollow was looking more forbidding
than ever in the early light. The sky was
grey, and a cold wind blew through the
trees and ruffled the surface of the moat.
There was something even sinister about
the appearance of this grim old houcse.

The bridge leading to the front door
was in position, and Nipper crossed it at

the biz main gates,

once. Indoors, he found the boys just
commencing their  breakfast—for seven
clock was the hour for this meal. The

dav started very early at Moat Hollow. By
{’:10‘1113 o'clock the bms were always at work.

Nipper walked leisurely into the dining-
hall, and found the school indulging in thick
slabs of bread-and- butter and weak tea.
Tarkington was in charge, and he looked
at the newcomer sourly.

“Playing a fine game, aren't you?” he
growled. < Mr, Lr‘eepe been looking for you
everywhere, Blessed if I can make You
out, Kirby—you’re different, somehow,
What have vou been doing?”

“AMinding my own bmme: ! retorted
Nipper, in Kirby’s unpleasant tones.

They glared at one another for a moment,

v JHD

and '\mper walked out into the hall again,

He came face to face with Mr. Grimesbyr
Creepe.
CHAPTELR VII,
FUEL TO 1HE FIRE.
. CREEPE gave  a
Li‘nd of growl.
“Oh!” he ecx
claimed un-
pleasantiy, “Sc you have

had the goodness to return,
Kirby. Very kind of you, I
And may I ask
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where you have heen? May I be allowed
to know why you calmly walked off just at
the hour you were most needed?”

‘The schoelmaster’s tore was an indication
of his inward rage. When Mr. Creepe was
very angry, he adopted a purring kind of
note. It was always a sign of danger. He
stood there, his sguat, ugly figure attired n
rough tweeds, with a coarse sweater in place
of a waistcoat. His face, with its big,
heavy cheeks, looked singularly unpleasant.
Nir. Creepe was in need of a shave, and this
did not add to his looks.

“When 1 was most needed, sir?” re-
-peated Nipper sullenly. I didn’t know it.
I’'m not on duty until after breakfast——>

“On duty or not on duty, it is your busi-
ness to bhe here!” interrupted Mr. Creepe.
“Do you think you can ruon out just when
and how vyou like? I am becoming tired of

you, Kirby—my patience i3 almost ex-
hausted!  Yon are taking too much on
yvourself, young man!”

Nipper shrugged his shoulders m KII‘bY
truculent stvie.

- f“No need to get hufly about lt 511'*,” lie
_n_rowled deemmg it wise to smooth AMr.
Creepe down a bit.. I wasn’t exactly feel-
ing unwell, but I wanted some fresh air. So
I went for.a walk. I didn’t think I should
be needed until atter oreakfast. Sorry if I
upset you,; sir.” '

Mr. Creepe grunted.
.~ X1 am glad to find that you realise your
faults, Kipby,” he said, with a  heavy
syeer.- “Wonders will nevér cease!
beginning to think that I siould have to
take you fir 1

= 5 Don t waste vour breath on that stuif,
sir,’ mter:upued Nipper sourly. ¢ Thme
other kids may be prisoners—but. you can’t
keep me under lock and key! Why was I
needed this morning, anyhow?  Has any-
thing happened?”

Mr. Creepé scowled,

““ Nothing has actually happened, but the
hoys are im an extraordinary mood!” he
replied. “Truly, an extraordinary mood! I
am frankly puzzled. They seem to he ex-
cited, nervous, worked up. I don’t know
why, I can’t imagine why. Even the
meekest and mildest are flushed with some
secret excitement.”

Nipper was inwardly pleased. AL,
{Creepe’s words proved that the Moat Ilollow
boys were not falling back into their pre-
vicus condition of tame lethargy. His
Iecture to them was having a lasting effect.

“Your fancy, I supvose, sir,” he growled.

“I’ll take charge of the young brats if
you like. They'd hetter not start any
foolery with me—that’s all!” i

rather relieved.
take charge,”

Mr. Creepe looked
“Yes, Kirby—you had better

he said. “I really don’t know what 1
should do without you for my deputy.
Tarkington and the others are different—
they don’t understand. I wish you had
heen here cariier, XKirby—the boys have

been very troublescme.”

1. was
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‘and he took f )

' he threatened, but none of the bors

iy ity T
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He had

JE@ -

off,
‘not failed to note the conmhator} tone in

Mr. Creepe’s voice. The schoolmaster kncw
bettf:r than to fall out with kis chiel
monitor.

Kirby nodded, and walked

Nipper walked infto the dining-room and
glared round. The boys were still at break-
fast, and one glance showed }:ipper that
they were a very different set ol youngsters
to those who had sat down to supper the
previous evening. Their eves were brighter
—even their figures looked bigger. They‘
were not so drooping and forlern., Their
spirit was awakening.

“Yes, you can stare—they’re a bright lot
this mornmg!” said ‘Tarkington sourly.
“T've had a deuce of a job with Jevons, the

yvoung cub! He actually turned round and
cheeked me half an hour ago.”

“They’d better not cheek me!” cnapped
Nipper. ¢ Now, then, Watson! Siton that
grinning! You infernal voung hound!”

Tommy Watson finshed; but not with
fear. He was the only Moat Hmlow oy
who knew the secret. He was amazed
at Nipper’'s perfect impersonation, and he
flushed at the thought of what waz 1o
ceme.

“TI ean givin if I like, can’t 17”7 he de-
manded defiantly.

“No, you can’'t!”

“Perhaps I can’t breaih, either?” asked
Watson sarcastically.

A snigger went round the table, and Tark-
ington started. This was something new

indeed! Previously, the boys would have re-
mained dull and listless—too broken-spirited
to dare to snigger. :

“Did you hecar that?”
sharply.

““Yes, I heard it—and I’'d better net hear
it again!”’ roared Nipper. “ Where's my
birch? The next giggler will have some-
thing to giggle about! Now, then-—get nup!

!?’

The whole crowd of you!

The order was obeyed with alaerity, al-
though the boys had not yet finishied break-
fast. Ordinary common sense warned them
not to try any petty rebellion against the
bullying Kirby.

“Please, Kirby, we haven’t ﬁn: hed
breakfast, » said Jevons.

““ There'll be the birch for Tou, my
roared Nipper. ¢ Now then—Iline up !
me? Line up! I'll teach you
master!”

Tommy Watson was enjoying hims
mensely. Nipper's imitation of Xirbi’s
raucous bluster was astounding. Now and
again Watson caught himself vaguely won-
dering if Kirhy himself had somchow ot
back. |

Nipper knew, of course, that his ftore was
a3 good as fuel to the fire. He was assisting
the rebellion, even in his cnpacitv as Kirhy,
mhant ae of the oppor-

asked Tarkington

cuar

fad !’
Jear
WSS

elf 3;
'&

tunity.
But never once did he approach XEiroy’s
actual brutality, He raved, he bi Ubtel’Ef’

'Pt idy 1_4'3
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And, curiously enough,

sting of his birch.
for the f{irst

they didn’t notice that Kirby,
time, barked without biting.

Their thoughts were running in a different
direction.

It dawned upon most of them that tnev
were being treated like animals, and they
vaguely wondered why they had put up
with it for so long. And there was one
thought in all their minds—when would the
Phantem Protector appear?

.. They little realized that he was with them
all the time!

P

' CHAPTER VIIIL,
THE TRIALS OF PROFESSOR TUCKEER.

ILLY HANDFORTH,
of the Third,
emerged from the

Ancient ™ House
with all usual energy
and speed.

To be ahsolutely exact, he
came out feet first, turning a kind of
catherine wheel on the step. It was only
by sheer luck, and extraordinary wadroitness,

his

. that TFullwood saved himself from being
kicked in the face.
“Look out, you young idiot!”" snapped

Fullwood angrily.

“Eh? What’s that?”
righting himself with ease.
vou, funny face?”

“You cheeky young sweep!” said Ralph
Leslie Fullwood. ¢ You nearly Kicked me in
the face!”

“Sorry ! Just a little mistake!” said
- Willy blandly. “I'll {ry not to miss next
time! I don’t know how ! came fo make
such a bloomer—a face like yours is visible
miles away—just like a beacon!”

“Why, you—you——-""

%€ My 011]1 hat!” gasped Willy.
that smudge?”

€ Smu dﬁe‘?”

“Yes, underneath your iacket!” said
Willy, shading his eyes. “That red thing
with vellow stripes! Have you been in a
paint factory, or what? You're in an
awful mess!”

“That’s my walisteoat!”’ roared Fullwood.

“Great Scot! I thought it was part of
an acmdent'” said Willy. “Fullwood, my
son, you've got no more . taste than a coal-
heaxer‘ That waistcoat of yours is an
offence against society—it ought to be
punishable by penal servitude! Go away, or
I shall get dizzy!”

Fullwoed made one grab at the Third-
Former, but Willy wasn’t there. He skipped
out into +the Triangle, uttering derisive
remarks. And then he observed. for the
first time, a curious looking tripod near the
fountain, with Professor Cﬁh ester Tucker in
close attendance.

Willy transferred his attentions aithout
delay.

« Just taking a few observations,

asked the fag
“ What's intmcr

“What's

sir??

“What's on the menu
wrong with

Ite asked innocently.
this morning? There’s nothing
the sun, I hope?”

P‘I‘Uf@b&ﬂf Tucker “looked round, frowning.

“Why do you boys come here "and disturb
me?” he asked teqtm ““This is the fourth
time I have been disturbed in five minutes!
I am examining the sun, young man! This
morning there is to he a partiil eclipse!”

“Is this where we cheer, sir?” asked
Willy. :
“You may cheer if you wi n—bput don’t

interrupt!” said the professor
He turned back to his 1elescope and
applied his eye to the end of it. Naturally,
he omitted to observe that Willy carelessiy
tossed his cap wup, and hung it over the
upper end of the telescope. -
““ Good heavens!” ejaculated the professor
blankly.

“What is it, sir—a total eclipze?” in-
quired Willy eaﬂerh

““The sun is black—absolutely blaek!"
muttered Professor Tucker, his voice
quivering,  “This is extraordinary! But
how can a total eclipse be possible? One
minute ago the sun was unfouched! In-

deed, the eclipse is not due for anotlier

hour!”’

““ Extraordinary, sir!” said Willy, shaking
his head.
* "He gave a light leap upwards, and re-

moved his cap. Unfortunately, he jerked the
telescope at the same time, and the whole
contrivance came perilously near to collapse,

“Pear me! What is the matter?” asked

the professor. <“Bless my soul! The sun
is shining as brightly as ever!” A sus-

picious look came into the professor's eye.
“Young man, have you keen playing
tricks?’’ he asked severely.

“Tricks, sir?” asked Willy, shocked. <¢1°?
Little Willy! Oh, sir! How can you sus-
pect me of such naughty things?»

The professor heamed.

“No, mno! Of course mnot!”’ he said
benevolently. “You are a sweet-looking
child! Dear me! Quite a beautiful child,
indeed!”

Willy turned pale He had been enjoying

himself, particularly as several juniors were
qtandmg round appreciating the situation.

But the howl of laughter which went up at
tlie professor’s remark made Willy tremble

at the knees.

““ Here,. I say!” he gasped. “Cheese it,
yﬂu know! What rot! I'm not a child at

“Will you go away?” demanded the pro-
fessor. ¢ Your interest in my experiment is
most gratifying, little boy, but you must
run away and play. Go back to your toys!”

“Toys!’ said Will\ feebly.

He reeled away, realising that it was im-
possible to slay l’rofes:,o; Tucker on the
spot. Somebody asked him if he’d mislaid
his Teddy bear, and another junior blandly
observed that he'd seen some marhles lying
about,




THE- NELSON I.EE LIBRARY
“ (Oh, corks!® panted Willy desperately. Pausing in his experiments for a moment—
He fled, completely and absolutely | attracted by some foreign body brushing
routed. f against his- leg—the professor gazed round

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter followed him into the
Ancient House, but Willy didn’t pause until {

he reached his own- little study. For his
age, he was a wonderful fighter. He was

fearless. He shared Edward Oswald’s
tempt of overwhelming odds.

But when it came to ridicule, he was
finished—it touched - him "in his weakest
spot. It threw him into a state of com-
plete disorder. And to be ecalled a child,
to be referred to as a little boy, and to
be told to run away to his toys were crush.
ing blows that Jeft him dazed.

ile sat perfectly still on the edge of the
study table for five minutes—a clear record
for Handforth minor. And then, sadly, he
turned to Septimus the Squirrel and Ferah-
nand the Terret for consolation,

—— e e

CHAPTER IX.
TIIE UNEXPECTED.

‘s NNOYING—most an-
: noying!”? said Pro-
fessor Tucker in-
dignantly.
Everything was going
wrong. Not only was' he

being constantly bothered by
mqmcltne juniors, but, to cap matters, a
large and formidable- look (ing cloud had now
butted into -the heavens. Theé sun had
modestly retired from- view,-. as though
eager to eseape the professor’s serutiny.

The school bell was ringing, for it was
close upon- nine. qcmrsnw forms were ob-
servable on every side. Professor Tucker
was so annoved that he gathered up his
telescope and tripod and marched away,

‘Morning scheool began at nine o’clock at
St. Frank’s, and the routine was invariably
the same. All the boys collected in their
various form-rooms at the stroke of tlie
hour, and it was the form-master’s duty to
call the roll.

And at the last minute there were always
numbers of tearing
striving to dash in to answer their names.
After roll-call, each form marched solemnly
to Big Hall for prayers. And when this

ceremony was over the lessons for the day.

commenced.
Professor Tucker was such an absent-
minded gentleman that he took it for

granted that these d1~;turbance= would con-
tinue throughout the morning. Had - he
paused for a moment, he wou]d have real-

ized that in another two minutes the:
Triangle would be beautifully deserted.
But he marched out into the lane, set

his tripod up in the middle of it, and five
minutes later awoke to the fact that he
was in the midst of a floek of sheep. 1t was
i disconcerting expeifence. -

cone~

ligures rushing aloug,.

to observe endless numbers of sheep wander-
ing all round him.

Y Good gracious me!” ejaculated the man
of science. ‘“What is all this? Go away!
How dare you interrupt me in thh way?
Go away at once!”

Sheep are not exactly noted for their in-
telligence, and they gazed dumbly at the
professor maintaining, at the same time, a
steady- and somewhat eccentric movement of

the jaws.
f"i‘hts is too bad—altogether too bhad!”
sald Professor Tuckér angrily, “ Gooqd.

gracious! I am to be allowed no peace
at ali?”?

At this point he was compelled to grab his
telescope and tripod in frantic haste, for
they reeled drunkenly, and nearly subsided.
The spectacle of Professor Tucker picking
his way through the sheep was a diverting
one, but, unfortunately, nobody in particu-
lar was there to witness the incident.

The professor marched up the lane with

a resolute, determined expression. There

. was no peace in the Triangle—there was no

peace In- the road. Vaguely he seemed fto
remember that a wide streteh of moorland
existed -‘at no great distance, There, at
least, he would find peace! ' |

The“professor nearly walked into the Moocr
View School in his absent-mindedness. He
turned into the gateway quite naturally—
for it was one of his favourite little tricks
to enter every drive he came to. He was
always under the impression tlnt he haa

arrived home.

This time he was only pulled up short by
the melodious sound of numerous young
feminine voices, raised in song. The pro-
fessor pulled up <short, and started. He
was. passing by the window of Miss Char-
lotte Bond’s big c¢lass-room, where 21l the
Moor View girls. were taking their singing
lesson,

“Good heavens!”
terrified. .

He fied, bewildered. On the road again,
he came perilously near to walking back
to St. Frank’s, but wandered in the cother
directicn, more by chance than anythng
else.

And

gasped the professor,

at last, to his joy, he found him-
cself on the moor. Not a soul was in sight.
He had the entire world to himself. The
great moor stretched out endlessly, to merge
into the horizon in the far distance.

“ Splendid ! <aid the @professor.  Here,

-at least, I shall be undisturbed.”’

He set up his tripzd, and then it com-
menced to rain.

There was nothing half-hearted abount it.
It wasn’t just a mere pretence—a few re-
luetant dreps. The rain came down in a
steady deluge, and the sky was blaek and
threatening.

“Upon my word!*"? ejaculated Profeszor
Tucker, staring up with a ghint in his eye.
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“This is really too bad! The eclipse is
due to- start within half an hour, and
these clouds must necessarily fill the entire
sky» He glared at the clouds angrily.
“ (o away !” he added. “ Go away at once!”’

But, even as King Canute failed to stay
tlie tide, so Professor Tucker's words were
wasted upon the heavens. The clouds not
ouly refused to go away, but they rolled
up in formidable buattalions. .

And the rain poured down in torrents.

“ Good gracious me!” muttered Prefesser

Tucker. “I'm getting soaked—positively
soaked! Why is there no roof to this build-
ing? I shwall have to communicate with the

plumbers—— Dear me! Absurd! Of
course, I am in the open air! Something
must be done.” ®

His gaze fell upon the gaunt old miil,
wihich lay comparatively near by. It
brought fresh hope to the professor's heart.
He sprinted for the mill with surprising
agility—quite forgetting that he had left
Bis telescope stunding deserted and forlorn
o thie moor.

He entered the mill just as the rain com-
menced in deadlv earnest. It swept down
in sheets. And this, of all mornings, was
the morning of the eclipse! If the pro-
fessor had considered for a moment, Le
Wwould have known that such a thing was
bound to happen. Whoever heard of a
clear sky during an eclipse of the sun?

“Dear me! Dear me! I am in a ter-
rible econdition!” murmmured the scientist.
““And the eclipse—— Good gracious! The
cclipse will soon start, and I am in no
position to take my observations. Ah'”

He looked round, and a gleam entered his
eve. He vaguely remembered having been
in this place before--and
of hazy idea that if he went up several
ladders he would reach a window on the top
floor. And from that window he would be
able to make his observations successfully,
and completely under cover.

Professor Tucker became happy. He for-

got his soaked condition, he forgot the
clouded sky, and he overlooked the all-

important fact that his telescope was alone
on the mcor.
He resolutely mounted the first ladder.

CHAPTER X.
FRECEDOM !

UBBS,
shook
stolidly.

“1t's no good you
trying to Dbribe me—there’s
novhing doing!™” he said, with
firmness. ‘““Master Nipper
got me on to this jobh, and I wouldn't play

the page-box,

his Lhead

tiz¢ dirty on him for bags and bags o’
gold. Ses¥

inirby scowled.

“You young focl!' he snapped. ¢ Whut

e had a sort

Y
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it matter to you let me

vou? If
out of this place, I'll give you a quid for

does
yourself! You can easily that some-
thing went wrong—-"'

“] ain’t tellin’ no lies for you!” breke
in Tubbs obstinately, “I give my word
to Master Nipper, an’ thit’s enough! ’K's
back again, an’ mebbe he’ll come right back
to St. Frank's, too! That's what I 'opes—
an' so do most o’ the young gents. It ain’t
the same place without Muster Nipper.”

“ Master Nipper—Alaster Nipper!” shouted
Kirby. *I'm sick of this confounded Master
Nipper! Who is he, anyhow??” :

Tubbs looked astconished, and ihen pained,
He was sitting on Ius side of the broom-
stick barrier, and the imprisoned hirby was
standing against.the bars in his enclosure,
glaring through them.

“Who's Master XNipper?” asked Tubbs
slowly.  “My ’at! You don’t know who
Master Nipper is! Why, ’e used to be at
St. Frank’s, 'E was the captain of the
Fourth—the captain of football and cricket,
too. A rare one, is Aaster Nipper!”

“I’'d like to wring his neck!” snarled
Kirby. ¢ Nipper sounds like a confounded
gutter brat! What's his real name, any-
how?”

““Master Richard Hamilton,” said Tubbs
proudly. “That's Master Xipper's real
name-—the other’'s only what the young
gents call ’im. Besides, ain’t you ever
heard ¢" Mr. Neizon Lee?” he asked, with
scorn.

Kirby started.

‘“Nelson Lee!’”” he echoed. “You mean
the detective? By glory! Nelson Lee and
Nipper! Look Lere, you don’t mean to say
Nipper! So that's who he is! Wel),
I'm hanged!”

Kirby was startled. Curiouslv enough, this
wias the first time he had known the actual
identity of the feilow who had rung these
changes. He had never associated the nick-
name of ““Nipper” with anybody beyond
schoolboys.

But the revelation didn't worry him much.
It would be rather unfortunate for Mr.

say

——y

Creepe to have the assistant of 2 famous
detective  within his infamous school.
Kirby’s posltion, however, remained unaf-
fected.

There was no prospect of escape. Tubbs
was inmovable. Once or twice a wild idea
occurred to Kirby to smash down the
wooden hars—but he remembered that
svringe in the corner. Nothing could : be
done. He was helpless.

Tubbs got up from his chair, and walked
about. Then he paused. A curious sound
bad come to his ears. Somebody was com-
ing up the ludder. The page-boy felt his
heart beating more rapidly. He wasn’t ex-
pecting any visitors until dinner-time.

He went behind the screen, raised the
trapdoor, aud looked down. A bulky form
was mounting the ladder! At the first
clance Tubbszs could s=ee that the intruder
was a man, His heart leapt.
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“T say!” he gasped. ‘“Half a mo!”’

Professor Tucker was taken by surprise,
He was so startled that he released his
nold, and dropped to the floor with a. thud.
Then he sat down with another thud. The
way Tubbs stréaked down the ladder was
worth seeing.

‘“ Oh, corks!”’ he panted desperately ““One
of the masters!” .

To Tubbs, Professor Tucker was a man to
‘be feared—he was just as much a master as
Mr. Beverley Stokes, or Mr. Crowell, or
Mr. Pagett, or even the Head hlﬂlb&]f.
He was, in short, ‘“one of the nobs.”” All
Tubbs’s courage ooczed away out of his
finger-tips. |

““ Good heavens!” ejaculated the professor,
getting to his feet. ‘“How dare you? What
do you mean by giving me such a turn?
Boy, go away! I have half a mind to thrash

you!”
“Pleasze, sir, I——’? began Tubbs fever-
ishly. | v,
“Tnough!” roared the pmfessor 1 have
no time to waste on boys! I have been
pestered all the wmorning by boys! - It

seems to me that the whole world . con
sists- of inquisitive, mischievous boys!

away, sir 1

- He commenced climbing the ladder agaim. 1
“Hold on, sir—you mustn’t go up. there'” | Vi

gasped Tubbs frantically.

The professor took no notice of h]m
In fact, he had practically forgotten Tubbs’
existence already, for he had suddeniy re-
membered that time was —getting short.
Tubbs watched him "disappear through the
trapdoor with a dull, smkinﬂ sensation at
his heart.

He had f{failed! He had betrayed his
trust! But .it had all bappened so quickly
and so naturally that
Certainly, be was in no way to blame.
Nobody could have anticipated this eontre-
temps.

“0Oh, my ‘at!” “-—Thafs
fair done it!*

Professor Tucker found himself on the top
floor, and he marched round the screen
triumphantly. He looked for the window,
and then paused in blank astonishment.

The window was nowhere to be seen. The
Fourth Formers, in faect, had completely

groaned Tubbs.

covered it in the manufacture of Kirby’s
%mson. ‘The place was illuminated by an oil
amp

*“What on earth——?"’ began the professo r
“I say, sir—unlock tma door, .pleaae
shouted Klrby, Itis voice trembling with ex-
citement. “There’s the key,- hanwmfr on. the

wall! I'm locked in here, siri”»
Professor Tucker eyed him severely..

“bpon my word!  Another boy!’ he

IEE LHBRARY
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Tubbs was still dazed.

| schoolmaster generally left

e i B

ejaculated. “Go away, sir! How dare you
interfere——?*?

“I can’t go away until you unlock me!”
interrupted Kuby “I’ve bheen put in here
by some of your boys—and they’'ve been
keeping me a prisoner. Please unlock this
door, sir—there’s the key——"’

“Ke}’?” in-terrupted the professor testily.
“QOh, this? All these disturbances are mosb
annoymrr”’

He took the key off the rail, but 1t wasn’b
until Kirby had shouted at him for another
two minutes that he found the litile door
in the partition. He not only unlocked it,
but he pulled back the bolts. His chief idea
was 1o get rid of this noisy intruder.

Kirby emerged from his prison. He didn’f
wait. With glittering eyes, he rushed round
the screen, and nearly fell headlong down
the trap. This was the first time that he
had received an inkling of his whereabouts.
A minute L:u,er he was outside—in the rain

"““'Il -":e|

CHAFTER XI.
MR. CREEPE SEES DOUBLE.

(s B IRBY, you wiil take
charge for half-an-
an-nour—I have im-

porbant work in my

study. See that the bO’rb
_ work well.”

" ‘ Mr. Grimesby Creepe got up

from- his desk, and Kirby the Second nodded.

““All right, sir,” he said. *“‘Leave ‘em to

me!??
The morning work was well advanced. The

¢lass-room at Moat Hollow was a place of

hard -labour. This miorning the boys were
busy at the writing lesson—in other words,

they were address:ng envelopes for AMr,
Crespe’s precious mail-order circulars,

The room was ¢old and cheerless. Qutside,
the rain splashed down, and added to the
general sense of depression. Nipper was not
feeling' exactly happy. 1 was not an ideal
day to begin a revolt. Already the majerltv
of the bo):.-,. were slowly relapsing into their
old lethargy.

The weather had sometvhing to do with it.
Nobody could feel really brisk and energetic
in a cold, dismal room writing at full speed

to the accompaniment of pattering rain on
the window panes.
Mr. Creepe himsell was depressed. A visit

to his study was distinctly necessary. The
his boys at inter-
als for these study visits. He always had_

scme work to do in private.

This morning his work was exactly the
same . as- usual. He went to his study,

removed a glazs and a bottle from. the side-
board, and poured himself out a stiff livener.
Mr, Cree-pe and whisky. . were old {riends—in-
deed, they ware inseparable companions.
They had lived hand in hand, so to speak, for
years past.
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““ Abh, that's better—much better!” mut-
tered Mr. Creepe, as he drained the glass,
“The air Is quite chilly! I think—I really
“think—another little drop will be beneficial.”

e proceeded to pour it out, and at that
moment a shower of pebbles struck his win-
dow with such force fthat one pane was
‘cracked and another was splintered. Mr.
Creepe wasted nearly a quartern of whisky
on the tablecloth.

“What—what’'s
huskily. |

He zef the bottle down, and ran heavily to
tite window: Then his eves goggled. On the

that?” he ejaculated

il

b

think that tlus

~{
=
ol

- doors isn’t me at ali—you’ve been tricked!”

“Tricked!” said
‘¢ What—what—" _

His brain reeled. Ie hurried out, and ran
along the passage and into the hall. He
fluneg open the deor and heaved at the cun-
ningly constructed bridge—the only means of
communication with the “mainland.” -

Kirby eame runuing over, and Mrc. Creapa
eved him suspiciousiy, Ile was beginning to
was the trickster—not the
But he was stitl

Mr. Creepe thickliy.

Kirhy in the ciasz-rooin.
bhewildered.

“What foolery is this?" he began.

/

o

o

Pausing in his experiments for a moment, the professor

gazed round to

observe endiess numbers of sheep wandering all round him.

other side of the moat stood Kirby—Kirby
dreased in unfamiliar tweeds—Kirby,
drenched, hatless and excited.

Mr. Creepe was more than startled. Three
minutes earlier, he had left Kirby in the
class-room. And here he was, outside and
-wet through!
passible,

‘““Kirby!” he shouted. ¢ What are you
deing there? -How on earth——"

““ Let me in, sir!” panted Kirby. ¢ The
bridge isn’'t ocut! Iet me in—that fellow in-

The thing was absolutely 1m-

"4

-

-4

“T'm Kirby—don't you know me?” gasped
the monitor. ¢ Is there somebody else lLere
who pretends to be me?”

f Good heavens! I—I left you in the class-
room ten minutes ago——"’ -

“You didn't!” shouted Kirby. ¢ He's
Nipper—Nelson Lee’s assistant—in disguise!
He'’s a detective! I »nly just escaped——"

“ A detective!” broke in Mr. Grimeshy
Creepe hoarcely. ““Nelson Lee! Are you
mad, Kirby? Do vou realise what you'rs
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Boy, you must be out

Nelson Lee!

saying?
of your senses L

He paused, nearly choking. But he could
see that he was facing the real Kirby. In
a flood, numerous ittle things came back
into his mind. Ile remembered being vaguely
puzzied at a slight difference in the other
Kirby's tone—in his way of ;peakmw—-—m his
expre~=on. But having no suspicion of the
awful truth, he had accepted the substitute
for the re al

But now that the genuine article stood in
front of him, he was staggered at’ his own
obtmeneaa——he was amazed that he had mob
seen throogh the deception at a glance

It is always the way. One generally sees
with crystal “clarity after the truth has been
made known to one. 1t is the same with a
conjuring trick. One is hopelessly puzzled,
but after the trick is explained, it resolves
itseif into a matier of e¢hildish simplicity —
and one is-amazed that t-he obvious could
not be detectmd. '

- Y Come—come to my study!” said }Ir
Creepe, through his teeth,

They went to the study, and in breaihles
sentences, Kirby poured cut his stery. jIe
explained that the whole thing was a put- up
job of the St. Frank’s Lourth and that the
object was to help the Moat Hollow boys.

Ar. Creepe was relieved to hear this piece
of news—he had suspected something else.

It was only a schoolboy practical joke—and

he could deal with it. His fear left him, but
his rage increased. _ - 1 =

“By Heaven! We'll settle this matter,
Kirby!’” ‘e said grin:sly. “Come with me!
"‘h]a#thh interfering brat of a Nipper shall
sufter! 1’1l flog him—1°11
writhes!”

And with this pleasant prospect in view,
Mr. Creepe and Kirby hurried to the school-
room. They burst in, and Nipper had ' an
instinetive feeling that’ something unp‘ea:.ant

was going to happf.n

; CHAPTER XII.
MR. CREEPE SETS THE BALL ROLLING.

OMMY- WATSON gave
a violent start.,
He was not a quick-

thinking junior. He

was blunt, stolid, and honeszt.
But on this occasion his brain
acted like lightning. Kirby
was with Mr. Creepe—he had escapezd! The,
whole plot was ruined!

“ My only hat!” gasped Watson in des spair.

Even Nipper was startled His plan was
to begin the rebellion ai tea-time—and here
they were in the middle of the morning! It
began to look as though the excitement
would commence forthwith.

‘““ You impudent young scoundrel!’’ roared
Mr. Creepe.

it was a perfeet bellow, and the school sat

| up with a jerk.
| before, but not often.

_hef t

tately.

beat him until h_u_

They had heard that tone
The schoolmaster only
used it when he was enraged beyond ccnirol.

Mr. Creepe was pointing a quivering finger
at Nipper. Tarkington, Fryer, ard the other
mounitors looked on blankly. They stared
from Kirby to Nipper with protruding eyes.

“Why, what the—-—"’ began Tqrhlngton.

\1pper acted promptly. g

¢ Listen, you feilows!’” he shouted. “I'm
not Kirby—I'm your friend! Now’s the time
to show what you’re made of!  (Come on—
up! There’s only one way to act now—
mutiny!”

““ Seize that boy!’’ thundered Mr. Creepe.

The monitors were too dazed to take any
action. .Only . AMr. Creepe Lumself. and I{;rby
made for Nipper.

“Do you hear me?”
master. ‘‘Tarkington! Rcberts! Fryer!
Quick! Hold him tight! He’s an impostor!”

“Good!”” ghouted XNipper. “Come on!
I'm ready!” ;

He drew back with clenched fists. Kirby

raved the school-

and Tarkington attacked him at the same

moment.

Crasn! | g

Tarkington reeled baeck, howhno Nipper’s
had caught him on- the p{}mt of the
jaw, and Tarkmﬂton had bitten his tongue.’

Thud! Bift!

Nipper was fighting desperately. Ie used
every ounge of his strength, and all his skill. -
For the  first few moments. he held . his
attackers at bay. Mr. Creepe retired precipi-
This young fellow looked tco
dangerous,

““ Seize him! Hold him!”’ raved the school-
master. ‘“ Are you afraid? Six of you against
one! Drag him down, you foolsl?”

. But \1pper eo-ntmued to fight hhe ons
possessed.

“Wataon——.}e»on*"’ he roared. “¢All of
you! XNow’s your chance! Rescue! You’re
not going to let me go under?” :

Tommy Watson was leaping about with

wild excitement. .
‘“Come .on!”” he yelled. ¢ Where’s your
spirit? Let’s mutiny now! The time’s come!

Come on, you spineless rotters!”’

“I'm mme'” gasped Jevons breathlessly,

“Samﬂ here!?’ shouted one or two othe**s

“Then come orlwnet the example !’ roa red
Watson.

He rushed to Nipper’s assntan“e and
about hali-a-dozen others joined. 1}193! wers
the strongest of the Moat Heollow crowd.
Thinking that the moment for the mutlny
had come, they threw all precautions to the
winds and sailed in.

But the re-t were dumb---they sat in their
places, unable to move. Tiey were terrified
by" the whoie ccecurrence—staggered and
stupefied to such an extent that they comd
only stare.

The fight was now a glorious affair.

It raged in.the middle of the school-room.
All the monitors were engaged, but they were
more than matched. N}pper and Tommy
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Watzon alone were nearly capable of beat- “XNever mind that now, Kirby; there’s
ing the whole six. They were buliies of the | something Inare important on _;hnnd!"’
worst type—brave and bold when they kad | interrupted Blr. Creepe. “We will take
cringing vietims to deal witly, but marrowiess | Jevens first. Jevons must be taught tzutr

it a real fight. mutiny iz a very gerious thing.”’

“Come on!" roared Nipper, “We're Mr. Creepe was calming down. His blind

vinning!V
e looked round with gleaming eyes, bub
that one glance told him that the moment
was ill-chiosen. Most - of the boys were
scared out of their wits. There wasn't an
atom of fight in them. |
There was only one thing to be done,
“Keep it up, Tommy!”’ Lie muttered.
“I'll soen be back!”
With one {inal drive
away., Two 'monitors
him, but he aveoided them. }He streaked for
the door, dodged Mr. Creepe, and vanizhed.
The do&r slamimed and the Le&
the lock outside. -
. -**You dolts—you fools!”’
¢ He's escaped!”
- But hiz voice was unheard in the terrific
din., It did not last long. Nipper’s_escape
was the beginning of the coilapse. Watson
and Jevons fonﬂ;ht well but they were prac-
ticaliy unsupported. The other mutineers
suddenly grew- panicstricken, and threw up
thie sponge. They had discovered that they

at Kirby, he siipped

raved Mr. Creepe.

Avere unzupported, and the mnrm effect '\’b‘l'\_

devastating. -

. &Y atson and Jevons were hrlld'a't last,
struggling, breathless "and dismayed. And
all -the others scurried back to their places,
pale with fright.
failed they werce scared out of their wits.
. Mr.  Creepe soon realised ih‘i‘t he:

magter of the situation.

: “It is useless going after thai' mfernal
hoy "who escaped!” he said harshly. “By
t.iua time he has doubtless got clear away.
‘We could not engage in any vulgar pursuit,
in any case. I intend to deal mth these
unprincipled young hooligans here.”’

Hle rushed to his desk
Liorsewhip. _ |

“Now!"" he thundered, glaring round.
. I'll show you who's master; I'H teach you
t‘lﬂ meaning of discipline! You unm:tlgated
young ruﬂwnsl The whole school shall
suffer—every boy! But these mutinous dogs
shwh be hor: ewiipped on the spot!”’

CHAPTER XIIIL.
THE COST OF FAILURE.
IRBY nodded with

approval.
“That’s the way,
sir’’ he agreed.

“Ther

the young cubs! It's the or*h
lanmtaue they kn(m I'd like

to get Lold of tnose fellows who atmclwd
" Nne—""

attempted to cluteh

turned in .

Fwould remain in the school-room,

Now that the thing hadi

was |

and pi‘fvduced a

e’s nﬂthim like tanning|

rage was leaving him, but with his coolness
came an even more dangerous mood. He
was ' in a condition to hali murder his
victims, |

Yor the first time within the history of
his school there had bheen an attempt at
rebellion. It was unheard of—un-
precedented. Anrd the only way to avoid
any repetition of the scandal was to act
drasti cally.

He would terrify the school; he would put
fear into the heart of every bo}—quch fear
that no further mutiny could possibly take
place.  And Mr. Creepe felt almost plefuefi
at the prospect. It gave him real happiness
vo ill-treat his unfortunate slaves.

it was useless to go after hlpp61
schoolmaster was convmced that the intruder
had fied the building, At the same time, he
dispatched Fryer and Roberts to search the
house from top to bottom. Personaily, he
to attend

for the

tO this Hogging.

Tormmy W atqc-p had ceased struggling.

He 'was held by XKirby, and he hnew that
it was useless to attempt any further resist-
ance, Jevons was in the grip of Tarking-
ton. Al the other boys sat in their plave«
pale, tense, and frightened. :
Those who had actually joined the mutiny
were so scared that thev shivered visibly iu
their seats.- Even the others had a Imrrlb!w
fear that dIr. Creepe's wrath would be
visited upon them, | |

“If’s o all up, Watson—we've [failed!™
muttered Jevons miserably, |

“Have we?”’ said Tommy. *“Wait! [t
izn't over yet!’’

“*No t'a;kmrr”’ snapped Kirhy.

“T tvas onH sayving e

“No talking!® rmred Kirby, brmﬂm“ tis
fist round and delivering a punch on the
side of Watson's head that nearly stunned
him. It was an exhibition of brum ity that
pleased Mr. Creepe.

“That's rigit. Kirby, allow no nonsensze!”’
he execiaim d. “ A crisiz has arrived. and we
must deal with it! Well, Fryer? Did you
find any sizan of that boy?”

Fryer and Roberts had I’Lﬂpp&"lrt’i‘d

“Ile’s nowhere in the sdwol, gir,”™ said
Hryver. *“ He must have escaped.”” _
*“The bridge was in position across the

moat, sir,”’ said Roberts.
“Did you pull it in?”
*Yes, sinY

“Gooad!* said Mr. Creepe. “Then we can

rely upon being undisturbed. It is a pity
the boy escaped, a thousand pities. He
“will circulats lying. stories; he will do s

urmost to libel wmy school.”’



But Mr. Creepe consoled himself with the
thought that nobody would believe the
truth., Past experience, and a wide know-
ledge oi the world had proved to Mr. Crecepe
that the most diffieult thing of all is to
make people believe the truth. They will
readily accept lies, bluster, and false stories,
but the truth is hardly ever credited. So
Mr. Creepe felt safe.

In any case, at the moment he didn’t
much care. His whole attention was
centred upon this task of purishing the
mutineers. He knew that the school had
come perilously near to a complete rebellion,
He must safeguard against any such scene
in future.

“Jevons will be the first!’’ he said again.
“Bring Jevons forward and tie him to the
ropes. Wait! Strip him to the waist!’’

Jevons wa3 plucky; his eyves blazed
defiance. )

“Brutes!”” he panted. “I don’t care if
you kill me! I'd rather die than live here
in the same old way!”

“Silence!’’ snarled Mr. Creepe.

Jevons was stripped to the waist. His
clothing was torn off ruthlessly. And
Tommy Watson, still in the grip of Xirby,
jelt not only miserable but terribly alarmed.

Why had Nipser deliberately left them in
the lurch? 1t would have been useless for
bim to remrain, no doubt, but his exit had
been almost a flight. Why had he deserted
the unfortunate boys whom he had promised
to help? It was a problem.

But Watson refused to give up all hape.

. *“He must have had some good reason,’’

hie told himself. “Me hasn’t left the school ;
he’s in hiding somewhere. He’s plannmﬂr
some sort of——2" Watson caught his
}}rreath in with a jerk. “1I wohderﬁl wonder
} ____JJ

An idea struck him, one that would have
occurred to him long ago if his mind hadn’t
becn so full, It was an idea that provided

a full explanation for XNipper’s abrupt
departure. .
“0f course!’” breathed Watson. *“Of

course !’

He unconsciously pulled his shoulders more
erect, and as he glanced round, Xirby saw
the flash in his eye. .

“Defiant, eh?” snapped the monitor.
right—just you wait! By glory! You're
going to get the worst of anybody! You
won’t be able to walk for a month after
Mr, Creepe's done with you!”’

Watson made no reply; he didn’t want to
invite another cowardly blow like the last.
His lLiead was still singing from the effect of
tt. And in his heart he stored up a few
black marks against Kirby.

But he was feeling happier. XNipper would
never allow the matter to stand as it was.
He hadn’t fled; he would return, and perhaps
everything would come out right after all.

But as Watson glanced round his heart

Al

Never before had he seen
The
Moat Hollow boys were huddled down In
their seats, a pitiful-looking lot.

“Now!’? said Mr. Creepe grimly.

Watson looked round. The schoolmaster
was preparing his horsewhip. Jevons was
suspended from the floor by ropes which
were tied round his wrists. It was the same
old story. But this time the flogging would

failed him again. -
such a collection of hopeless weaklings.

probably be & revoiting, horrifying spectacle.

3ir. Creepe raised his whip, and
simultaneously the Phantom  Protector
appeared.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE MUTINY.

HE Phantom Protector
entered as silently as
a shadow.

He came through
the doorway without any body
noticing him except Tarking-
ton and Frver. And they
stared dumbly. That familiar hooded figure
had come again. And once more at the
crucial moment.

“Hold?’’> said the Phantom Protector
quietly. - ‘
The single word caused Mr. Grimeaby

Creepe to twirl round. Me fell back a step,
livid. For a second he nearly went mad
with rage.” He was going to be cheated out
of his revenge at the moment of its fulfil-
ment. The thought caused Mr. Creepe to
uibber.

“Touch that boy at your peril!’’ said the
Protector, his voice clear and sharp. “You
have come to the end of your rope, Mr.
Creepe. This morning your brutal reign of
terror comes to an end!”’

Nipper was sure of his words. True, his
heart had failed him for a second as he
saw the condition of the boys, but now that
he had started this thing the only course
was to go through with it.

And in the course of ten
magical change occurred.

The school was eleetrified. The terror
had gone out of the boys’ eyes—the listless-
ness had vanished from their drooping
figures.

The Phantom Protector had come!

He it was who had stirred them up to
such a piteh in the dormitory the previous
night. They had blind faith in this
nmysterious figure. He¢ wa. the embodiment
of power and strength, the vnknown friend
who delivered them from dangers.

And his appearance at this dramatic
moment was the one thing needed.

Nipper had realised this when he had
rushed from the school-room. In his dis-
guise as Kirby he had no power; even in his
own personality he would have had little,
for he was unknown to these boys,

seconds a



But as the Prantom Protector his leader-
ship would eount. And during the first few

second. he had watched tixe change with
his heart beating a glad tattoo against his
ribs.

Mr. Creepe found his voice at last.

“You again! * he exclaimed thickly. “ By
heavenz! 7You shall not interfere this time!
Kirby—Tarkington—all of you! Threw this
intruder out; eject him at once!”

The Phantom Protector laughed.

“Try it?’ he said pleasantly.

He stood there at ease, and hiz very
indifference caused the monitors to hang

back. There was something terrifyving in
the cooiness and composure of this ma%ked
hecoded figure.

“Try 1t”’ repeated Nipper contemptuously.
“You won't have much further chance! For
within five minates the end will come; you
and your precious head tyrant will be
ejected yourselves!”’

The school drank in the words feverishly.

“There can be no going back now!’’ went
on tue Protector, his voice gathering .in
strength. “Boys, T am here in accordance
with my promise. The moment has arrived.
1 call vpon you to answer me!”’

“He’s come—he’s come!”’ sobbed Jevons,
from his position of torture. “Don’t you
understand? We all promised to support
him when he appeared, and here he is, It's
the signal, you chaps!”

“The signal!’’ shouted Tommy Watson.

The school answered to the word in an

awed, subdued whisper:
“The signal!”’
Mr. Creepe cracked his whip furiously.

“Stop!’” he boomed. “ The first boyv who
speaks wiill be flogged even more scverely
than Jevons! Stand by, Kirby! We will
ignore this petty intruder! Stand by, I
tell youl!”’

Slash!

Mr. Creepe was so furiougs that he lashed
the whip round Jevons’ bare body with
terrifying force. The poor boy gave a scream
of agony, forced from him by the unexpected
nature of the vicious blow.

And when the whip uncurled an ugly mark
lay across Jevons back—a trickle or two of
blood appeared. Even Mr. Creepe started at
the sight of it. Brute as he was, he had
not intended to apply such force.

“Curl??
leaping forward. *“ Coward!’’

With one wrench he took the whip away

and sent it hurtling across the room. The
entire schceo' was on its feet now, madly
excited. |

“Come on—come on!"” roared Watson.

“It’'s the mutiny!”’
Crash!
He twisted round like an eel and delivered
a punch on Kirby's nose that sent the
monitor staggering.

I spnotted

slaves

shouted the Phantom Pratec’cor,_

At the same time the ! and cut Jevons down.

by - m..

Phantom Protector left Mr. Creepe’s side and
dashed into the.ranks of the schoolboys.
“Strike now, and victory is yours!” he
tense 1}. “Yollow me, boys—and
win the day! Watson, the window-—the
vindoﬂ' Up with it! And then out with
these brutes into ths moat!”
“Hurrah !> yelled Watson,
cracking.
“Cfn(,k them
Jevons wildly.
It was as

his voice

into the moat!” shrieked

though a match had beeun
struek and applied to a vast stretch of
dried prairie. One little burst of flame, and
then the whole thing became a staggering
conflagration.

Ifor one instant the school
thien, with inarticulate cries,
hurled  themselves
torturers,

The muting

hesitated—
the released
upon  their

nad started in real earncst!

CHAPTER XV.
SHORT SHKIFT,

R. CREEPE
hack, shivering.
~Hde was amazed
and scared. Never

Irtad he believed that his
scholarz would turn on hinv
like this! EHe had always -
mauomed them to be broken--to be com-.
pletely and absolutely under-his sway. -

He wasn’t allowed to even conslder the

£
started

1 position.

A flood of boys swept down wupon him.
Shouting madly, he was flung off his feet
and thrown to the floor. Seven or eight
boys piled upon him, and held him dow 1.
“f’ot him!”

“Give him

“Pay him!”

“Give him some of his own back!”

The fire of victory was in the blood of
these boys, and they lost their heads.
Month after month they had been crushed
dewn by this tyrant, and now that he was
in their power they only wanted revenge.

Mr. Creepe was in real danger.

“Steady shouted Nipper. “ Don’t do
anything brutal! Two wrongs don’'t make a
right! Chnuck him out into the moat—and
keep him at bay! Hold back there, you
voung idiots!”

Nipper pushed his way {hrecugh the crowd

beﬂns‘”

grimly. He was half afraid that the boys
would go too far—and that would be disas-
frous. His very presence protected Mr.

Creepe from being injured.

“Don’t o mad—take it calmly!” shouted
the Pnhantom Protector sternly.

In the meantime, the monitors were all
being attacked—the entire school-room was
a mass of struggling figures. Tommy Wat--
son's first move was to whip out his knife
Then he rushed to



op i ey

one of the windows, draggzed a form under-
neath it, and raised the lower sash.

Outside, the moat lay nearly flush with
the wall.

“All clear!” wyelled Watson.
‘em !’

Kirby was the first to go. Kicking,
struggling, but helpliess in the grip of seven
or ecight boys, he was whirled to the win-
dow and pitched out like a stone from a
catapult. He sailed through the air head
first. '

Splash!

Kirby entered the moat flat, and sent up
two waves of water before he disappeared
into the black depths. He rose,
and gasping, and struck out for the hank.
There was no danger, for even a -non-
swimmer could have strugglea to safely
without: much trouble,

- “Xexb one!” roared Watson.

Fryer was brought, kicking and fighting.

“ Hold on!” he gasped. “I'm with you!
I'll join in this vebeilion, you chaps! Wat-

“Out with

son! Don’t let them—-"

“In with him!” -

Fryer went shooting out, and Watlson
felt no pity as the monitor tasted the

waters of the moat. When put to the test
he had failed.

his life a few days earlier, and in spite
of this he had refuscd to help the con-
spirators. He wasn’t worth having as a
supporter,

-*“Look out—eclear the way!” shoutfed some-
body., “Here we¢ come!” .

Mr. Grimesby Lieepe was forced along by
a crowd of excited boys. Now that the
power was in their nands, they had bhecome

astonishingly Dbold. They cared nothing
for Mr. Creepe’s threats. The more he
nrede, in - fact, the greater grew thelr
strength. _

“Out ~ with the tyrant!” conmmnde_&
Nipper. |

e was anxious to see Mr. Creepe ejected.
Nipper’s plan was to make this rebellion a

clean affair—he had no wish to see it
marred in its opening stages by violence.

“Wait! Wait!” screamed 3ir. Creepe,
livid with terror. = ¢ Control vourselves,
boys! I will do anything you wish—1 n]II
promise you—-"

“Don’t take any nolice!” shoutlen
Jevons. “J.ook at my baek!”

“Yes! Took at Jevons’ vack!”

“Chuck him into the moat!”

The schoolmasier was dragged to 1the

window.,

“Stop!? he shrieked wildly. “Til give
you aH youf liberty Help! Help! You
young demons! I'll skin you alive—-"

Splash!

Still  screaming and threatening, 2Mr.

into the moat in an
inverted position. A roar of joy went up as
he was seen struggling in the water. Kirby
and ¥ryer, on the other side, assisted {he
defeated tyrant out of the moat,

Creepe descended

| the other they were

struggling |

i that

Tonmimy Watson had saved

“XNow for the others!” sang out Watson.
The rest of the monitors were dealt with
swiftly. There was no fight in them—they

had crumpled up wn‘lgatth’ upon sceing
the defeat of their chief, And one aiter

huried out.
“Hurrah!?

“We’ve won—we’ve beaten ‘em!”?

“Long live the rehellion!”

The bhoys capered about madly, having
t"ompletelv lost their heads. There were

twenty-four of them, and Moat Hollow was

entirely in their pmsessi'on. The hated
tyrant and his underlings bhad been
expelled! And the moal lay between the

vietors and the vangquished.

But Nipper was cool, even if the others
were out of hand. And Nipper realised
immediate steps would have to he
taken if this initial success was to be
maintained. - . |

. CHAPTER XVI

IN FULL PGSSESSION.

s ISTEN to me!”
g ! Nipper shouted the
| ‘.\Olda Joudly. His
| i* 1 . voice ~rese ahove
n | the din of excitement, and
e the majority of the rebels
turned and regarded him

with flushed faces a1 u trlealmru exes.
4

Listen!” repeated Nipper. “We've won
the first round ‘in this hght but there’ll e
other rounds jyet! AMr. Creepe isn’t beaten;
he’ll figcht to the bilter end! Anr’l if once’
hz regains control your case will .he abso-
h}te]v hopeless. Don’t, let him beat you!”

“Never!” : :
“We'll all walk
“Hurrah!”
Nipper had been "expecting this,
promptiy dealt with it.
M That's just where you're
shouted. “You can't walk

out—we're free !’
and he

wrong!” he
out—if you do,

tit’ll mean the collapse of the whole rehel-

lion! "“Calm down, my sons—there’s not a

minute to bhe lost!?

“Who are you?” shouied two or three of
the hoys. : _
\Ippev pulled off his hood and mazk, and

stood revealed as himseli—for, before
appearing as the Phantom Protector, he
had removed all traces of his Kirby dis-
- ouise, His action caused a hush, and the
Meat  Hollow ‘boys became  somewha
steadier,

“Y am Dick Hamilton—bhetter known as

Nipper!” shouted Nipper. ““Until recently,
1 was captain of the St. TFrank’s Fourth—
and I'm just as much at home there as
ever., 1 found out that you fellows were
heing tortured and enslaved, and so I came
along to belp.” ;

' TTEIII-all §32
“You’re a brick!”?



“Now that the ecrisis is over. there's no
necessity for me to stick to this Phantom
Protector get-up,” went on  Nipper.

“That’s done with—it’s a thing of the
past! TI've 2ot one thing to say to vyou,
and then we’ll get busy. Scmebody talked
ahout walking out just now—"

“Yes! Let’s all go into the village!”

“Hear, hear!”

“If you do that, yow'll ruin every bit of
work that we’ve already accemnlished!”
shouted Nipper warningly. *“You'll be
rebels-—insubordinate schosiboys! Every-

k.

"Creepe wil be beaten.

rushing out. If you do, you'll all be
drageed back within a couple of hours—-
every hand will be against you. The best
thing is to stick here and bar the brutes
out!”

“Exactly!” agreed Nipper. A barring-
out is the only sensible way. We’ve got to
dig ourselves in, and resist all attacks., A
school doesn’t bar the masters out unless
there’s something wrong—and sooner oOr
later the truth will get known, and then
Don’t zive him the

chance to make your lives worse than ever!™

i

The fight was now a glorious affair.

It raged in the middle of the schoolroem.
All the monitors were engaged, but they were more than matched.

body will he against you, and they won't
believe a word of your story! Creepe and
his monitors will come aleng, rope yeu in,
and bring you kack hcere!”

i O}]I?I

“Pon’t you understand that Mr. Creepe's
position is solid?” went on XNipper grimly.
“TUntfil that’s undermined, you’ve got to
stay here, and keep the enemy at bhay.
bon’t expect tco much in a minute! Be
content with a sucecessful beginning. Full
victory is bound to come in the long run!”

“ He’s right, you chaps!” shouted Tommy
Watson, “It’s no good getting execited and

“You mean, we've got to stay here?”?

asked scmehody.
ul'.-'eq;u
¢“ But for how long?”?

“I don’t know how long—until everybody
in the district gets to know the faects and
sympathises withh us,” replied Nipper. "It
may take days—it may take over a week.
The longer we hold out, the belter. But.
vou can take one thing as absolutely cer-
tain—if we walk out of Moat Hollow this.
minute we shall get no sympathy at alll
Creepe’ll have everything his own way!



THE NELSON

We'll be looked upon as a set of young:

ruffians !”

The excited
they said so.

“The first thing to de¢ is {o protect our
weakest points!” went on XNipper. “The
moat is a great advantage—Creepe and his
gang are cut off from us. But every door
and window must be guarded—and a strict
watech must be mmntmned mgnt and day.
We'll soon have things :zhip-shape.”

hoys were convinced, and

Aud the rebeis gave another victorious
cheer.

In the meantime, Mr. Grimesby Creepe
had made a disorderly retreat infto the
gymnasium—a building which stood quite
apart from the rest of the school.. He

gathered there with his wretched monitors.
All were soaked and shivering.
“We'd betler go to the village,
gasped Tarkington.
“Fool!” snarled Mr.
chattering teeth. ¢ The village must know
nothing of this affair! The gates are
locked, and not a soul knows of this

sipt?

Creepe, heftween his

by -

E&EE:

Creepe
harsnly. “ These boys are prisoners within
the school—they have no food—and wc have
only to keep them hemmed in, and within
twenty-four hours they will he tamed!”

“You—you mean it, sir?” asked Xirby
eagerly.

“Of course I mean it!” said the school-
master. “ They think they are victorious—
but they are fooling themselves! For the
moment, all we need is a fire, to-dry these
soaking clothes. Get this stove going, you
idiots! There’s plenly of wood here—plenty
of coal! Get it going at once!”

And Mr. Creepe and his henchmen
camped in the gymnasium. Within half an
hour a roaring fire was sending out a fre-
mendous heat and t{he soa]{ed one.s were
getfing dry.

Bevond the gates of Moat Hollow every-
thing was going on placidly as usual. Not
a soul knew of this storm. But bhefore long
the affair was destined to increase, and
there would be no lack of exeitement.

“T am not bealen!” went on Mr.

disaster. We must keep it to ourseives!” For Mr. Grimesby Creepe was far from
“ But—? beaten!
THE END,

My Dear Readers,

The return of Nelson Lee and Nipper to
St. Frank’s is now an established certainty,
and as +this is .the result of numerous
requests to Mr. Brooks, I hope that you will
all be satisfied, and wiil enjoy the f{forth-
coming yarns featuring the great school-
master-detective -and the peopular hero of
. St. Frank’s more than ever.

THE EVE OF A GREAT REBELLION,

The preuenb series, dealing with the Moat
IToliow School, is rapidly appr«;melnn-r;r the
end, aund at t-he present juncture it has
reached its most-exciting part. The school
is on the eve of a great rebellion, and our
old hero, Nipper, is once more taking the
lead. '

““THE SCHOOLBOY MUTINEERS!”

This will be the title of next week’s story.
It is a thrilling account of how the boys of
Moat Hoilow rise up at last against their

Grimeshy
of St.

cunning
Needless +o say, the boys
Frank's are keenly mtere:,ted in the turn of

cruel and

Creepe.

Oppressor,

events. The Fourth Form, in particular,
mean to have a finger in the pie, and, as you
will read, in next week’s story, they lend
their weight with good effect in the forth-
coming struggle.

LONGER ST. FRANK’S STORIES.

When the Moat Hollow series concludes,
within the next week or so, the St. Frank's
stories will be considerably lengthened. To
make this possible, we shall have to shorten
the detective serial and reduce the size of
the Aag. This is being done in deference to
the wishes of the vast majority of my
readers, whose letters to the author have
proved very useful in determining our future
policy.

Your sincere friend,

THXE EDITOR.
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mntroducing Professor Cyrus Zingrave

THREADS OF THE CASE.

A daring safe robbery has occurred in the City. Nelson Lee investigates
and discovers that the thieves are armed with 2 new and powerful instru-
ment of destruction. Lee suspects Professor Zingrave to be associated
with the crime, and this is confirmed by discoveries made in the kidnapping
of Wir, Roger Langford, and the theft of his wonderful invention, which
in the hands of criminals would prove a highly dangerous. means of
destruction. While shadowing Max EKerner, a financier, Nipper learns
that Langford has been abducted to a house 1n Puiney by Zingrave and
that Kerner is working against the professor to secure the invention.
Nipper informs Lee, and the two are leaving for Putney when Lee is shot
by mysterious assailants on the doorstep of his house in the Gray’s Inn

Road. | |
(Now read on.)

mask, and he spoke in a tone which held
genuine admiration.
“1 really must congratulate you, Lang-

CHAPTER XXXI (continued).
ITHIN the little building the scene

was & strange one indeed.

. Mr. Roger Langfoerd—Harry’s

father—was seated in a chair, his
arms and legs securely bound, and he was
glaring vindictively at two queer-looking in-
dividuals who were standing opposite to
him. '

One of them was attired in the scarlet
dress of Mephistopheles, with flowing cloak
and hideously-horned headdress. 1is
features were. completely coneealed beneath
a red, tightly-fitbing rubber mask, only his
eyes and lips being visible through apertures
in the material.

The second man wore a disguise of a
totally different mnature—being <clothed in
the usual manner, and wearing @ thick black
beard and moustache, and a slouch hat
pulled well down over his eyes.

This extraordinary pair confronted the
prisoner in the chair, and completely
jenpored his angry glances. Mephistopheles,
in fact, was smiling genially beneath his

ford, upon your remarkable achievement,”
he said, waving his hand vaguely towards a
corner ¢f the room. *“This machine of yours
is amazingly perfect, and my colleague and
I have found it to be surprisingly effective!
The manner in which it gave us access to
the zafe in Mesars., Barlow’s establishment
was nothing less than marvellous, and we
had no trouble whatever in helping ourselves
to what we wanted!” '

An angry growl came from between Lang-
ford’s lips.

“You—yon thieving ruffians!” he ex-
claimed fiercely. < How—how dare you use
my machine for such base purposes? Good
heavens! I would rather see the apparatus
smashed to smithereens before my eyes than
have it defiled in this outrageous manner!
And if only I could free myself for a few
moments I would prevent you froin com-
mitting-——="" .

“T dare say!” cut in the black-bearded
man, in a soft, silky voice. “But you are



by no means likely to obtain your freedom
vet awhile, my dear Langford! My
and I brouwht you out of your prison-room
just to have this little chat with you, and
to inform you of the astounding eﬂmmncy
of your machine. Really,
anything like it—and I am
amateur in matters scientilie!”

The black-bearded man was not boasting,
but spoke the literal truth. No doubt
Mr. Langford would have recognised the
speaker if he had not been so effectively
disguised—for his features were Kknown

scarcely

throughout the length and breadth of the |

land.

He was, In fact, none other than the]
notorions Professor Cyrus Zingrave——one- |
time Chief of the Leugue of the Green
Triangle!

His vast criminal orﬁanlm‘ﬁon tlanks to
the efforts of Nelson Lee had been com-

pletely disbanded, and most of its members |

were now- serving long terms of penal servi-
tude. Zingrave hm]self had been tried and

scient .st himself,
he was vastly
. electrical apparatus-—so interested that he

was apparently making the fullest use of it!

Harry’s father writhed Impotently in his
chair as his two captora gioated over their
triumphs.

" ® My colleague is quite Tight,”
red-cloaked man blandly,
wonderful, Langford.

fortune to be chased by Nelson Lee in a
racing car; but your machine disposed of
his vehicle in o flash! It is a valuable
~asset to us just now—but you need have no
fear that we shall harm it. Both ycu and
vour apparatus will be free to leave this
place within a short time, but for the time

said the
“The apparatus is

being we are compelled to keep you in
captivity— |
“By Heaven, vou’ll be made to pay for

your conduet!”’ said Mr. Langford angrily,
straining at his bonds with fierce intensity.
“ The police will hound you down-—-"

“If you are relving upon help from that
quarter, I am afraid you are doomed to dis-
appointment!” said Zingrave, with a smile.
“This little retreat of ours is perfectly
secure from police interference, and vou wiil
EPQTP’JIH here untll we choose to allow vou to
go! ?

Without more ado the unfurrunafe pri
was re-gagged, and carried into
ing room . ' apartment with a
strong door and a barred window. Zin-
mrave “and his red-maskeqd eompanion aumped

Mr. Langford unceremoniously upon a camp-
bedstead which stood against the wali, and
then left the room—locking. the door
securely. -

“It's a qcurw way to treat the poor
man, but there’s no heip for it,”" said

“ \ieptiibtopllcles » in a tone of stisht regret.
“But it's not f(}r long, anvhow. -Now, what

iriend .

I have never seen.
an

interested in Mr. Langiord’s i

We had the mis-

soner
an adijoin- |
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- there’s no pombmt} of a hitch.

trembling voice.

L b g T

about our immediate plans, professor? I3
there anything else to arrange?”
“Nothmg,” said Zingrave. ““We have

fixed everything up to the last. detail, and
We're
abzolutely safe, and there’s not a single
clue——

Professor Zingrave broke off abruptly, for
even as he uttered the words, there came.

a thunderous crash upon the door!

CHAPTER XXXII.
TURNING THE TABLES!

ROFESSOR VA B
GRAVYE twiried
round sharply, and
looked from the

groaning door to his startled
companion. -
“It—it  must be the

gasped the red-cloaked man fear-
“Just when we thought ourselves to
be s0 secure
““ Nonsense!” snapped Zingrave, with a
grim note in his voice. ¢ The police have

; police!”
imprisoned, but he had made ‘mq nc,mzpe a'| fully.
short time ago.- 1

A skilled chemist and

' had no opportunity to discover anything
about us! Whoever it is, it can’t be the
police: Ah! No doubt it is that con.

founded detective, Nelson Lee———?’

“ Nelson Lee!'’ repeated the other, in a
: “ That is worse than ever,

We must get away from here at
once—-—-"" '

Crash! <€rash!

- Two more tremendous thuds sounded from
the other side of- the door, and it was
evident that very determined efforts were
being made to force an entry inte the house.
The interruption had come with such
dramatic suddenness that Zingrave and his
colleague had been taken <completely by
surprise, and for a few moments they were
undecided how to act.

And these seconds of
fatal to them.

Just as they were about to make a dash
for the rear exit, the door of the cottage
was sent splintering into the room, and a
harsh voice smote upon the ears of the two
criminals.

.¢“Stop!”’ said the voice, in a sharp, snappy
tone. “I've got the pair of you covered,.
and I advise you fo act in a sensible
manner! Up with your hands!”

Zingrave and ¢ Mephistopheles ” came fto
a1l abrupt halt, and turned round to face
the intruder—who had by this time entered
the room, closely followed hy three com-
panions. These latter were a trio of grim-
Inokmg ruffians of the East End * tnun'h 2
variety, villainous and sinister in appear-:
ance. -
The red-cloaked man uttered a sharp ex-
clamation as he looked at the foremost of
the invaders and it was evident that he
recognised him upon the instant.

professor!

indecision proved
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“ Max Kerner, the financier!” he gasped In
surprise, tummrr to Zingrave quickly. * The
man who tried to buy Langford’s. machine
for two hundred thousand poundb 22

“ Exactly!” cut in Kerner readily. ‘You
are quite right, my dear sir! Mr. Lang-
ford very foollshly refused to treat with me,
with the result that his appara,tm was
stolen from him by you! But you're not
going to keep it—ob dear, no! 1. have
conie to take it away with me——

“He mustn’t be allcwed to take it!” said
“ Mephistopheles,” turning to Zingrave, with
an anqry glitter in his eyes.
ously intends to seize the machine so that
he c¢an send it out of the country!
must prevent that at all costs! He’s a

»?

German, and I should never_forgive myself
if Langford’s apparatus was stolen by
foreigners! Good heavens—ecan’t we do

smnethmg to prevent such a catastrophe?
Better a thousand times to be captured by
the police than by this man and his gang of
cut-throats #

“You're a little bit too late!”’ mterrupted.

Kerner, with a grin. <1 fancy that my men
and T hold the key to the present situation,
and we're going to make the best of it! It
iz our intention to seize the Lanwio—rd
machine at once!’”

. He turned to his men as he spoke and
commenced issuing orders, while Zingrave
“and his colleague looked on help?esslv .. They:
were obnously unable to prevent the news-
ecmers from carryirg out their purpose,.and

this fact seemed to cause « ‘\Iephl«tophele" 2

the most acute anxiety.

His words to Zingrave implied that he was
very much averse to seeing Mr. Lanﬂfezd’.

machine getting into the hands of Kerner
and his men—which indicated plainly enough
that ihe red-cloaked man was distinctly
patriotic, despite his criminal inclinations.

Professor Zingrave remained discrectly
silent—but his keen brain was very actively
encaged in seeking a way out of the present
bomev.hau pe{:uhar position. lere it was
a case of two criminal factions in cenflict;
and it would be interesting to watch whicn
of them emerged victorious.

“ Yook hvely man!”’ said Kerner brmldy,
keeping a wary eye upon Zingrave and his
| colleaqne “Don’t worry &bout these two—
I've cot them covered! (et the machine}
and pack it up as quickiy as you can.”

The three ruflians nedded, and crossed the
room to where the Langford apparatus was
standing on its tripod. Proiessor Zingrave
had taken it out of its case shorily before
for the purpose of making one or {wo mlnor
adjustments, and it vtm.ld be necessary to
re-pack it before it could be taken away

by the invaders.
¢ AMephistopheles ~*  watched the three
men as they approached the machine, and

then suddenly darted forward—ignoring
Kerner’ s revolver completely.

“You shan’t touch . it!”’ he exclaimed
frantically, standing in front of the appara-
tus defiantly. ‘1 gave my word to Lang-

“Kerner obvi-

We.

voice of the newecomer,
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and yew’ll have to kill me before
1’1l allov* youn to lay a finger upon it——?

ford that his af}paratus sliouldn’t

harmed,

“Don’*' be a frl!”? snapped Kerner
angrily. ““Stand away. from that machine
before I 'ose my temper! If ycu don t I'lL
shoot you down like a dog——"’

A dramatic mtmrupt}on came from the
open doorway. : .

shooting to be done, I

“1f there’s any

"} think it can be safely left to me!” said a

quiet, stern voice. *“You, Mr. Kerner, to-
gether with your men, will be well advised
to follow_ the example of your vietims, and
raise your hnands above your heads! . A%
once, please!”’ '

The last three words were ripped outb with
surprising sharpness, and Xerner and his
thiree henchmen swung round and peered
across the room—at the sams fime obeying
the order which had been so peremptorhy

uttered. .

The financier had already recoamaed the
but he seemed 1o
require the confirmation of his sight -before
he could bring himself to realise the truth,

“Ne!snn Lee!’? he muttered beneath his
breath. * Xelsen Lee, the detectwe” '

.CHAPTER XXXIII.
FIRE %‘ED CONFUSION!
said

66 XACTLY !’ . 3ai
Nelson Lee, step-
. _ ping into. the. room

E as he  ‘spoke,
closely followed by thper
and Harry Langford. ¢ Woe
appear to have arrned at a
very oppertune moment ! '

The man in the  red <loak, strqnvely
encugh, seemed delighted to see the detee-
tive and his two compandions.

‘““Thank Heaven you have come, Mr.

“You have

Lee!” he exclaimed {ervently.
prevented this foreign thief from stealing
Mr. Langford’s machine, and that is a
splendid achleveimnent! I will admit that
my friend and 1 have been  using it
temporarily for our own purposes—but that
i3 a totally different matter to taking it

~out of the country, as Kerner intends 1o

{10”,
- Nelson Lee looked at; the speaker
curiously. His attitude seemed to be extra-
ordinary, in view of the peculiar nature of
the situation, but there could be mo doubt
that he was serious in what he said. His
relief and pleasure at Lee’s arrival was not
assumed, buf genuine,

“Well, that's good news!’”” said Nipper,

with a nod of approvat ““We had an idea
that we should be too late—but we couldn’t
have come at a better time!?

This, indeed, was tke literal fruth, and
it was apparent to everyone. Lee, and
Nipper and Harrj had dashed -from Gray’s



Inn Road in their taxi
at almost a breakneck

speed, and they had
reached the little
“house on the heath

just as Kerner and his
men had been break-
ing down the door.
And the trie had
waited, and had
cautiously "approached

the building—Lee
making his presence
known only when he

saw Kerner's threaten-
ing attitude towards
** Mephistopheles.’’

PBut the financier, in
spite of the  dis-
advantage at which he
found himself, bhad no
intention of taking
things quietly. He
could see that every-
thing was going
against him, and he
knew that unless he
acted. quickly it would
be useless to act at
all. - e
He emitted a savage
erowl, and turned to
his men. -

“Rush

for the
door!’”’ he exclaimed
grimiy. “Come on-—
follow me!”’

" He brandished his
revolver as he spoke,
and took a couple of

steps forward. But
the three ruffianly con-
federates stood where

they were, undecxled | Pleeding face.

fNelson fLoe broke off as a curious figure came stagger-
ing towards them—a mud-splashed figure with a cut and

what to do. Nelson
Lee saw their hesita- _
tion, and he quickly took advantage of it.

Crack! ]

The detective’s revolver spoke sharply,
and Kerner's weapon was seut spinning from
his hand-—thus disarming him completely,
Lee was now in a position to dominate the
situation.

“Pont be a fool, Kerner!”
sternly, *““These men of -yours
more sense than you did, and they did quite
right in refusing to make a dash for liberty.
Perhaps it will interest you to know that
Chief Detective-inspector Lennard, together
with a force of men, is on lis way here
from Scotland Yard. They wiii be arriving
at any moment now, and your best policy
is to take matters quietiy!””

The financier gave another furious growl.
The information which Lee had just im-
parted almost drove him frantle, for he
knew well enough that if he was found hers
'by the police authorities he would be sen.
tenced to a long term of imprisonment.

he said’
showed -

His one thought was to get away, and
with surprising suddenness he turned and
fiutng himse!f at Nelson Lee. Xerner lost
his temper completely, and he flew at the
detective like a wild beast—sending his
weapon spinning out of his hand instantly.

Lee, of course, was taken uwmawares—but

_he grappled with Xerner in a flash. Within

three seconds the pair were fighting fiercely
—and Kerner's men, seeing the turn of
events, at once rushed to their leader’s
assistance. -

Nipper and Harry Langford now joired in,
and a battle roval commenced—the seven
combatants getting down to business in
deadly carnest. It was Lee and Nipper and
Harry against Kerner and his three ruffians
—the latter trio kicking and scratehing in
the - most savage manner in order to gain
the advantage.

Kerner, knowing that his attempt to
obtain the Langford. apparatus was decomed
to failure, only thought of making his
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escape, and he urged his men to fight their
way out of the room at any cost. And they
100k him at his word—resorting t0 any and
every means to achieve their object.

Nipper and Harry rushed to Nelson
Tee’s assistance without hesitating a
moment, and they gave a very good account
of themselves, Harry was the first to go
down—being completely lifted off his 'feet
by a terrific punch from one of the ruﬁi ans
imm. n

Nipper followed a moment Iater h:wmo
been felled by a brutal kick—a kick which

barked his shins, and caused him to groan
in agony. I{ was hopeless to hold “theit
own against such tactics as these, but Nel-
son Lee was standing up amely to his.
opponents.

The detective, in-fact, was ﬂfrhtmg as he
had seldom before. Time after time he sent
h}is tormentors crashing to the ground with
£rean,
had had more than enough WItlnn the hrat
two minutes.

Just as Nipper and Harry were rising td
their feet to renew the attack, he gave the
order for his men to flee—and they did so-
with alaerity. Helter-skelter they charged.
through the doorway into the blackness " of
the mndy heath-—but Nelson Lee, much to¢

Nipper's surprise, made no attempt to
follow. ' : ~
“Let them go,” he panted breathlessly.

‘““These other two men are our main objec-
tive, and it is they whom we desire to cap-
ture.- Remember that one of them is Pro-
fessor Zingrave himself—— Good heavens!”

But while the fight had been in progress,
Zingrave and his companion had not been
idle. Taking advantage of the confusicn,
they had drawn the Langford machine ‘1o
the further corner of the room, and Zin-
grave was now standing behind it—ready to
operate it with deadly effect in case of
necessity!

\Ie;aon Lee’s sudden exclamation had been
caunsed by a burst of flame which had
abruptiy arisen from the wall clcse beside
him—the weeden wall of the cottage
literally bresking out into & mass of flame.

And at the same second Professor Zin-
- grave’s silky tones burst upon their hearing.

“You see, Mr. Lee!” he said coolly.
‘“ We still have the advantage of you. This
anp&ra’oua has eaused the woodwork to flare
up at the touch of a lever, and I warn you
that if you approach a step nearer you will
be killed by the invisible force which the
machine is capable of generating! In order
to convince you that I am not emgoeratmu,.
I will repeat the demonstration!” i

As he spoke Prolessor C(Cyrus. Z_ingrave
tcuched a knob here and a lever thiere upon:
the uncanny apparatus, and foeussed its:
power upon another portion of the wall

Instantly a second sheet of flame burst
fromm the spob and roared towards the
ceiiing!

rapid drives, and Kerner and his men

1—-1-'—-—-—.“
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CHAPTER XXXIV,
" THE RESCTUE OF MR. LANGFORD.
' ‘6 0U see?” said the
professor blandly.
““ Perfectly simple,
isn*t  it? This

machine is capable of deal-
ing out instant death, and
~you will be extremely foolish
if :,ou attempt to come nearer. Its power
i3 mmble-f—but uiteriy beyond comprehen-
'._.lo-ni?’.-

’ILIDOH Lee, as well as Nipper and Harry,
were - greatly impressed. They needed no
further -convineing that the apparatus
before them was something extraordinarily
effective; 1t was amazing in its action, and
apballing in its results.

In a flash it. had set fire to the wall .of
the -room in two aeparate places, and the
flames 'u.ela gzeed: y licking their way eceil-

]Il”\:’uildb, ackling. and spluttering and
rapidly ﬁl]mrr the apartment with dense,
c¢hoking whirls__of smoke.

But even:then Zingrave was not satisfied,
for-he caused thé :rnachme to ignite the wall
in several niore -plaees in qmck succession.
‘Instantly more flames and smoke appeared,
and the air was filled with @ lurid glare.

Nelson Lee could -see that in a few
moments the room would be uninhabitable,
and he turned a grim face to Nipper and
Harry.

“This is  intolerable!”’ e e}:claimed
furiously. *“We are simply being made fools
of! Theze crooks have set the place cn fire

in order to cover their escape, and we must
act quickly if we - me to prevent that
happening——27 =

“I may as well tell. you, Mr. Lee,”’ broke
in Zingr'aw’* voice again, “that. Mr. Roger
Langford i3 & prisoner in the adjoining room.
Seeing that the house is on fire it may be
well if you. release him——""

“Great lieavens!’’  exclaimed Harry
furiously. “ Do, you mean to say bthat my
father is here—a prisoner?” ‘ : =

“Mr. Langford is certainly a prisoner!”’
said Zingrave. “You will find him lying on
:a camp-bedstead, bound hand and foot, and
-gagged into the bargain!”’

Harry was frantic with anxiety upon hear-
'ing this news, and he completely forgot the
aches and pains he had received during -
the recent fight. XNelson Lee and N1pper,
too, were now solely concerned with the
rtescue of Mr. Langford, and with one accord
‘they dashed across the room to the locked
‘docr of the “prison.”’ -

The smoke was now so thick that they
‘could  scarcely sce, and they were almost
.choked with the aerid fumes which filled
‘the air. Flames were hissing and crackling.
furicusly all around them; three walls of the
room were now burning with great intensity.

Ther. could be no doubt. That Professor

rrn
J.L{\l

Zing intended the house to burn, and
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he had Dbrought about this state of affairs
in order to enable him and hiz companion
to escape, just as Nelson Lee had surmized.

For Zingrave knew well enough that Lee
would never leave Mr. Langford to perish
while there was a chance of saving him,
and the wily professer ouessed that the
detective would he too engrossed in this

task te pay much attention to anything else.

instance of this
method:z--one of
made him
and calm-

It was only another
amazing criminal’s clever
~the subtle touches which ‘had
notorious. The man's auvdacity
11€ss were amazing.

Harry flung himself at the door of his
father’s prison and then looked at Tee and
Nipper with an agonised glance.

“The brutes have locked it and taken
the key!’”? he exclaimed furiousiy. “We
shall have to force our way in, Mr. Lece—
and there’s not a second to lose! The fiames
are coming this way with amazing rapidity !’

The young man spoke the truth, for the
fire was indeed creeping round the room
with fierce, relentless intensity. Huge masses
of flame were now pouring through the ceil-
mmg at different places, #nd it couid only
he a matter of seconds bhefore the roof of
the building became involved.

Nelson Lee pulled his handkerchief from:

his pocket and tied it tightly round his
mouth and nostrils, Nipper and Harry

following his example. This precaution had
now hecome an absolute necessity, for the
smoke and fumes were 50 dense that they
could scarcely see one another at twelve
inches’ distance. |

Then at a word from the detective the
trio hurled themselves against the door of
the locked room, charging into it with
tremendous force. g

Bui it did not yield.

Aga.n and again they were forced to repeat
the operation. and each time thev did so
they had the satisfaction of seeing the door
gradually giving way. Almost choked and
blinding. . they persisted in their cflorts,
and at last th: door burst in with a crash-
ing and splintering of woodwork.

“Thank Heaven!’’ said Harrvy fervently,
as he landed with a crash upon the floor of

the inner chamber. “My dad’s safe, Mr.
Lee—he’s safe!”
Harry pointed frantically towards the

camp-bed, which could be seen quite clearly
in the ecomparatively eclear atmosphere of the
apartment. Mr. Langford, writhing pain-
fully, was staring towards thewm with wide-
open eyes, but he was unable to utter a
word on account of the gag which covered
his mouth.

Nelson Lee quickly grasped the prisoner’s
slioulders, while Harry gripped his ankles.
Then Mr. Langford was lifted from the bed
and carried towards the doorway.

Nipper was standing just against the
vawning aperture, watching the seething
flames, and as his master aad Harry
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approached with their burden, he suddenly
let out a frantic yeli of warning.

“Go  back, guv'nor—go  back!”’ he
exclaimed. “The roof’s failing! Great
gunst’’

Even as Nipper spoke, a great flaming
beam came crashing down and struck the
door outside the doorway, upen the very

spot where Nelson Lee and Harry would now
anve been carrying their rescued prisoner
towards the_exit.

CHAPTER XXXYV.
THE PROFESSOR 2CORES.

ARRY LANGFORD
shuddered as he
stepped back.

“Great Scott!?’ he
gasped, beneath the handker-
chief  which  covered  his
mouth. “TFhat was a near
thing, Mr. Lee! Nipper's warning came only
just in time!”’

Thke detective nodded. IHHe and Harry were
still  carrying the bound form of the
prisoner, of course, and in consequence their
movements were greatly hampered.

“Our only chance is the window,’”” said
Lee tensely, looking at the roaring flames
anxiously. “We shall have to be quick, or
we shall find ourselves trapped!®’

Without a second’s loss of time, the help-
less Mr. Langford was replaced upon the
bed. Then Nelson Lee, having got rid of his
burden, devoted his sole attention to dis-
posing of the windcw-bars.

Seizing a chair, he quickly tore one of the
egs from 15, and with this implement he
hurried towards the window. The casement
was only a small one, but it was fitted with
four or five iron bars, and these would
have to be wrenched from their sockets
before an exit could be made.

Using the chair-leg as a lever, the detec-
tive frantically set about his task, Nipper
pulling and straining at the bars in order
to help in their removal.

And all the time the flames were getting
nearer and rearer to them, surging in
through the doorway and hungrily licking
the low ceiling. The heat and smoke were
now almost unbearable. but Nelson Lee
worked calmly and efficiently, knowing that
the removai of the iron bhars was their only
hope of escaping from that seething inferno.

The fire had taken a hold of the old
timbers of ‘the houze with astonishing
rapidity, and the blaze was a terrifying
sight. But {or the necessity of rescuing Mr.
Langford, Nelson Lee and his two com-
panions could have taken their departure

before the danger had become acute; but
the time which had bheen occupied in forc-

ing the deor of the inner room and carry-
ing the helpless man as they hiad done, had

hindered their retreat.
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The windew was the only possible means
of getting out of the place, and Lee and
Nipper worked with a will, slashing and
tearing at the bars with frantic haste.

Their efforts were quickly rewarded, and
ihe iron rods were wrenched
sockets one after the other. Then Lee
directed Harry to skip through, and to
hold himself in readiness fo receive his
father’s bound form,

grasped, and handed through the open
casement. _ -
It had been touen and go, for even as

.the gallant deteciive and his brave assistant ;

glambered through the window into the cool
night air the flames came surging and roar-
ing after them in a blinding sheet.
Scorched and singed, the pair tumbled
upon ithe ground and staggered towards the
spot. uhere Harry had carried his father.
And as they turned and looked at the
doomed huilding, the roof fell with a mighty
“ecrash, sending a shower of sparks into the
heavens, and completely crushing the litile
apartment they nad just vacated.
“Phew!” szaid Nipper, with a little ghiver
of horror. “WP re luecky, guv’nor!

have remaired there for good!”’

The detective nodded.

“Yes, 1t was 2 narrow squeak, }ounw un >,
e returned calmly.

from their

which Lee and XNipper |

Three
more seconds in that place and we ahou 1d

“But a miss is as gmdn i

I'm vei'y thankful
to get out without

t-hcy say.
all managed

33

jas a mile,
that we
any fatalities——
“Thankful!”? repeated Harry Langford,
almost with tears in his eyes. "Why, Mr.
Lee, my father and I will be indebted to
you until the ead of our lives for what you
have done to-night! Without your help he

would have perished in that ghastly
furnace!®?’ '
¥ The young man’s gratitude was genuine

hbut the famous detective
wearing a thought-
Harry devoted his
{rom his

and spontaneous,
!m‘_rely smiled. He was
ful expression, and as
attention to releasing his father

bords Lee turned to ‘J]pper
“I ecan’t understand what has detamed
Lennard and his men,”” he said. “If they

would havg been
upon my soul!”

had come earlier things
very different—— Wel]

Nelson Lee broke off ‘as a curious figure
came . staggering towards them out of the
smoke which whirled in all directions—a
| mud-splashed figure with a cut and bleedmrr
face,

He was r{-‘:\*a-]mfr drunkenly, - and seemed to
be almost on ‘the point of coilapse. He
tottered towards Lee and Nipper, tried to
mutiter something, and then crumpied up
 inertly into the detective’s arms.

(To be continued next week)
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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. If you have any
suggestions—send them along! Remember,

my aim is to please as many of you as 1
possibly can. All  letters should be
addressed to me personally, c¢/o The
- Editor, THE NELSON Ler LiBRARY, The
Fleetway  House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.—E.S5.B.).
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(Cornwall), IF. Greenwood (Cricklewood), A
Reader (Clapham Common), Sheawb (Bildes-
ton), H. Simpson (Wavertree), Alfred
Cooper*® (Shefiield), 8. Sirrah (Nottingham),
J. Napier (Wishech), W, D. Johnson (Stow-

on-the-Wold), B. Deal (Widnes), Trederica
Beazley* -~(Maidenhead), L. W. DBurgess
(Titehfield).

] & E

Thanks, everybody, for your enthusiastic
votes regarding the summer series. There
is an overwhelming majority in favour of
Foreign Adventure—particularly in some
troplcdl zone or other. I haven’'t made up
my mind vet exactly what I shall do, but

later on I’ll probably drop a hint in these

pages. I am sorry I shan’t be able to please
the few who want a tour of the DBritish
Isies. But, after all, the majority of the

stories deal with our own shores, So I'm
hoping it’ll be a bit of a change for every-
bedy to read about other climes.

‘tioned them all—except,

r Eowvmg
BROOKS CHATS
10 HIS READERS

4 “\“‘

I'm awfnlly pleased, C. Thompson, fo licar
that you think I'm as good an author as
Nipper.. But considering that I perpetrated
all the stories “narrated by Nipper and set
down by E. Searles Brooks,” the compli-
ment i3 a double-barrelled one. I'm not sure
that I shall excuse vour handwriting, even
though you did burn your fingers. By the
way, it frequently happens that when letters
are badly written, their writers tell me that
they have squashed their thumb, or burnt
their fingers, or twisted their wrist. Very
awkward, these little mishaps! I’mn not
doubting the veracity of these accidents, of
course, but it sometimes strikes me as being
a little strange.

s » ®

- Frank Voce Jnr., quite an old pal of
mine, wants me to write a series of football
stories, with Handforth @3 a professional,
Well, Frank, I'm not so sure ahout that. In
any case, I can't do anything until the
autumn, because I'm busy on a cricket
series at present, and after that we shall be
having the summer holiday stories, and it's
a bit exrh to settle anything for next Sep-
tember, isn't it? .
’ % L 2

I think you’ve got the list fairly correct,
L. S. Elliott. As far as 1 can remember,
no other stories of mine have appeared -in
““The Boys’ Friend Library.” You’ve men-
now 1 come to
one or two which appeared

think of it,
Thanks for your offer of

several years ago.
back numbers.
» & . ¢

Regarding back numbers, I've had many
offers, and a few other readers have asked
to be supplied. Well, I want evervbody to
be patient., If I can manan’e to get a supply
of thesze back numbers in hand, T'Il look up
all readers who avant certain issues (I've
<ot vour names filed away and marked),
and then I'll do my best to supply your

wanfts.
IS L %

Sorry 1 got your rame wrong, Joln
Smyth. It was really vour own fault, you
know, for signing your name a bit careleqclf.
in the first pla.ce It’s quite possible that
I’'ve mangled a few other readers’ names,
too. I'm not a professional signature eluci-
dator, you know! And when I get one that

(Continued on page 11 of cover.)
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CUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
No. 68. BISHOP'S STCRTFORD CCOCLLEGE.

Founded in 3153 by XNoncomformists, for | more specialised course is selected. Physical
tiie education of XNenconforniists, and I‘I‘e- drill is compulsory, and every boy s
constituted in 1904. There are about 320 | expected to learn how to swim. The school
boys at the school. A general education is | has twenty acres of playing-fieids, where
given up to the age of 1¢3, after which a | Rugby foothall and cricket are played.




Editorial Office,
Study E,
. St. Frank’s.
My dear Chums,

It must have been a great surprise to
many readers when they found out that the
Phantom Protector was none other than
our old friennd Nipper. Some of my corres-
pondents sucgested that this mysterious
ticure who haunted Grimesby Creepe and
his monitors, and watched over the boys of
Moat Hollow, was Nelson Lee, Mr. Stokes,
and several other persons, but few guessed
that it was Nipper in disguise. It was
characteristic of Nipper to return to St.
Frank’s in this quiet and unobtrusive
manner. Officially, of course, he is not back
at the school yet. But he is not far away,
and it is now generally known that he is
leading the barring-out at Moat Hollow.
With the exception of Tommy Watson, the
boys at Moat Hollow are a poor spirited
lot, and nothing short of a revolt would
ever improve their wretched existence at the
nands of old Creepe. Even with such a fine
leader as Nipper it will be no easy matter
for him to incite the boys of Moat Iollow
against their oppressor. For s0 long have
they been crushed that they have little or |
no fight left in them. Well, we wish Nipper
siceess in his revolt, and if the Fourth can
assist in any way we shall be pieased to do
0.

NELSON LEE ABROAD.

I understand from Nipper that Nelson Lee
is at piesent somewhere on the Continent on
business, and that he will be returning to
St. Frank’s as soon as he has cleared up
the case he is now engaged upon. That
possibly explains why Nipper is filling in his
time at Mout H~llow. He is, no doubt, wait-
ing for Nelsor Lee before he begins again
in real earnest at St. I'rank’s.

P

RLARE R

—— o AT S

NIPPER AND THE CAPTAINCY.

Some few weeks ago when I first made it
known that Nipper would be shortly return-
ing to St. Frank’s, I offered to resign the
captaircy of the Fourth and the editorship
of the Mag. in his favour. I have since
spoken to Nipper of this intention, but to
my surprise he has begged of me to carry
on, so that he can devote all his time in
helping Nelson Lee in his defective work. I
have lately hinted at the proposal that
Nelson Lee is going to start a special detec-
tive class at St. IFrank’s, and, in that case,
Nipper will have his work cut out in help-
ing the guv'nor., I hear also that Nipper
will be in charge of the museum, which will
contain not only interesting relics of somie-
of the big cases he and Nelson Lee have
been engaged upon, but a complete reference
to all the chief criminals of the past and
present day, with finger-prints and photo-
graphs complete. In fact, we shall be able
to boast at St. Frank’s of being the first
public schoo’ to possess a miniature
Scotland Yard.

MAG. CONTRIBUTIONS FROM NIPPER.

Since XNipper Zices noft inftend to take over
the control of tiie Mag. from me, we shall
expect to receive many more confributions
from his per than heretofore. There are
few boys who have experienced so many
strange adventures as Nipper, and if I can
induce him to wrife up some of these adven-
tures for the Mag. they will form one of our
most interesting features. Besides giving us
short accounts of strange cases in which he
has figured, I am going to ask Nipper to
write a few articles on the methods of
waging war on criminals, such as identifica-
tion by finger-prints, handwriting, etc.

Youes as always,
' REGGIE PITT.
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I' is a well-known fact that birds
will die 1n defending their young.

But it is nearly always the femnale
bird that does this. The males wili
fight cach other to the death when
choosing their mates, but when it
comes to protecting their young they
are arrant cowards. All they can do 1s
to fly around uttering excited cries, and
leave all the fighting to their partners.

Now and then a male bird will prove
himself a hero, and die in defending his
mate and her eggs, as I have heard of
a raven doing, but this is a very rare
case. : '

A naturalist tells us that he once
found a whinchat’s nest on fire. The
little mother bird stuck to her nest, and
was trying to beat out the flames, while
her lord hovered. about at a safe dis-
‘tance. The mnaturalist put out the
flames, and all was peace again.

The same writer tells us that one day
he found a robin’s nest, containing
‘young, in a treec stump, and that the
hen bird was in a state of great excite-
-ment. Looking around for the cause,
he found it 1n a weasel, which was try-
ing to locate the nest. He drove the
marauder off, and waited to see 1if it
- would return.
there. But it evidently did later. Ifor
when he went next morning the poor
little mother robin lay dead at the
entrance to her house, and all the young
had gone. She could have saved her-
self, as her mate did, by flying off. But
she preferred to sacrifice herself for her
little ones. Before the enemy could
reach them he had to pass over her
dead body. %

Surely these things are parables,
lessons: the birds of the air have thewr
message for us.

It didn’t—while he was -

nY TAVATAVAS, % NAYATACAVAYAWEY.
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MY ADVENTURES :

% HIPPOPOTAMI

% By LORD DORRIMORE

e, S iy

Y next adventurous experience

M with  hippos was in ast
Africa. The friend in whose
camp I was staying had

bought a great number of sheep and
cattle, which were herded cleose to our
tents. While out hunting I was thrown
by my donkey, through a careless
native boy bhaving loosened the saddle
girth and forgotten to tighten it again,
and I was dragged over the hard
ground before I could get free. My
shoulder was dislocated.

The pain made sleep impossible, and
I got a native warrior to sit by me and
tell me stories.  We - were suddenly
startled by the appearance of a huge
hippo.  The native shot a poisoned
arrow, which went deep into the beast’s
shoulder, causing it to dash through
the fire which was burning in front of
our camp. hen it turned and dashed
into the herded cattle. Sheep were
trampled under foot, over twenty being
killed, and many more injured, while
the cattle and donkeys stampeded. 1o
make matters worse, lcopards appeared
upon the scene during the night, and
killed nearly forty more sheep, just for
the sake of killing, for they made noc
attempt to eat them.

Next morning the hippo, a big bull
was found dead about a guarter of a
mile from the camp. It was worth
only a few pounds, and yet its appear-.
ance had caused the decath of six good
milch cows, ffty sheep, and four
donkeys! The mnative *‘'boys” wera
quite content, however, for they were
able to feast themselves upon hippo
flesh for a fortnight. The flavour of this
meat resembles that of mutton, and the
natives prize it highly,
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OCur Exciting, Thrilling, and Startling New Yarn of Trackett ' [6]

' [4] *  Grim and his Assistant, Splinter. . 6]
By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH %
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WHAT HAPPENED IN THE FIRST
INSTALMENT.
Trackett Grim and Splinter,
famous detectives in the world.
the track of a Chinese secret
- Mr. Theophilus Twiddle is being hunted

- most
are

by a pair of Tongs—in other words, two
deadly Chineze Tongs are after him.
e has - been pinched by the Yellow
Terror, the head of the "gang, and

Trackett Grim and Splinter are in-Lime-
~house, hot on the trail. They are just
about to ¢reep mto an opium ien,

CHIAPTER V
IN THE MIDST OF PERILS.

# 1KE shadows of the night, Trackett
' Grim aund Splinter tip-toed their

way along the murky passage.
| Somewiere ahead lay the secret
entrance
hundred chances to one that Mr. Thecphtius
Twiddle would be here. That clue of the
sooty foot was unwmistakable.

““The men who came down our chimney,
Splinter, have been here;”” said Trackett
Grim tensely. ¢ There's no doubt about it!
How else could that sooty
the ground? Ah!  What is this?*"

He stared at a door which faced him. 1t
was a narrow, hidden door wnieh was
absolutely indistinguishable from the wall,
It was so cunningly contrived that no
human eye could detect the secret. - Yet
Trackett Grim’s super gaze did the trick in
a trice. . - ;

“ Where, sir?”” breathed Splinter. <]
can’t see- anything!”’

“But I ean, Splinter—1 see ete vihing!”
replied Grim. ¢ Look!”

He pointed to the wall, and Splinter was
more puzzled than ever. For half-a-tick he
thought his guv'nor was goipg off his

on-
society,

to the opium den, and 1t was Q|

L ing gas-jets,

mark <comeeon |

t rocker. But the celebrated detective knew
what he was about.

He seized the door-knocker and gave a
peculiar rat -tat. Instantaneousiy, a panel
shot back in the door, and an evit *.ellm‘,
r face appeared. :
- “Youee knowee l.,aw:—:ﬂ 1.10rdea?” asked
the face, with a hiss )

¢ Allee samee vel]y good!”? said Trackett
Grim, ““ Me  oldee customer. Wantee
smokee opium. Oper door and be quickee.”?

The words were hardly out of his mouth
before the unszeen door swung silently open,
Fand our celebrated pair paszed into the
opium -den. -

CHAPTER VI,
THE OPIUM FIENDS.
‘HE scene was a remarkable one.

- After passing down a short pas-
gage, Truckett Grim and Splinter
found themselves in the opium den,

1t was a big room, with one or two.flicker-
and there were bunks on every
side. These bunks were filied with chaps
who were smoking opium with expressions
| of soppy happiness. in their bleary eyes.
Opium 1s rummy stuff to tackle, :

An attendant came up to the new arrivals,
He - was a wizened little Chinaman in a
ffowing gown. He held oub the usual briar
pipes and a pouch.

“You smokee?” he asked unemectionally.

But Trackett Grim waved the rotten
things aside, and the wmext instant. he had
whipped out hiz six=cylinder Colt. The

revolver gieained wickedly in the subdued
electric light.

““ Hands up, everybody!”’ shouted
Trackett Grim. “ Quick, Splinter, have a

look for old Twiddle!”

Spiinter leapt to the task. The Chmarmn

| flang up his hmd; and liowled in Chinese

at the top of his voice. Many of the



cpium smokers hid thems-e]v-es under the
sheets, but those who were too far gone
looked at Trackett Grim with dull, listless
€Yyes.

Passing from bunk to bunk, Splinter
examined the occupants. And at last he
gave a shout of triumph. Mr. Theophilus
'Twiddle lay there, bound hand and foot, and
heavily gagged.

‘¢ Save me!” he pleaded despairingly.
“They’re going to torture me!”
- “That’s d”. right!”” gasped
“The guv’nor’s here.”’

‘These simple words “brought such relief
to Mr. Twiddle that all the worry left his
eyes. Being gagged he couldn’t express his
thanks dudibly, for it was 1mpomlble for
‘him to utter a word.

. With one heave, Spiinter }anked the client
out of the bunk, and the next second his

Splinter.

ropes were cut and he was free. In the
meantime, half-a-dozen Chicamen had
planted themselves in the enirance, and

they all wielded wicked-looking daggers.
“Stand back!” roared Trackett Grim.
“The first man who advances will never live
“to tell the tale!  Come on, you chaps—we’ve
got to make a dash for it!” ;
It seemed to Splinter that their end: had'
come. The Chinamen—all membens of the
Tong—made one_determined rush and swepb
iowards the intruders. 5 olled

CHAPTER VILI.
THE ROOM WITHOUT A FLOOR.
RACKETT GRIM twirled round like
!ightning.
“This way!” he roared. ¢ Tol-
low mel?”

T

With his usual bravery he led the way,

and rushed straight at a door at the other
end of the opium den. Mr.
Splinter followed, with the Chinese Tong-
men hard at their heels. It'wa-s a tecose

moment. _

“Crash! ' '

With one blow of his fist Trackett Grim
emashed - the door down, and <charged
through into inky blackness. Mr. Twiddle

and Splinter foilowed before they could stop

t-h-em-selves." And all three got a ferrific
For, instead of walking into anotier room,

they dropped sheer. Down,

murky depths.

reached the Dhottom. with a

-~ And then,

terrific splash, Trackett Grim dwei bﬂneati'

a lJot of water.

As he bobbed up for the first time, Mr.

Twiddle landed on his head, and down he
went again. e came up for the second
'tme, and Splinter nearly brained nis
guv'nor with his left heel

But Trackett Grim took -no
these trifles. Being a° man’ of  iron, such

dd»enture:, as this were mere cht]d’* pldy to

- him.,
switched it on, and found thas they were in

‘headed temples.

‘ ITlackett Grim.

Twiddle and:|r n’er

"hissing

down, into the
It Seemed aﬂfeb before they-

notice of

He pulled out his f.‘]&btl’(., toreh,
a sewer. It Was pouring with rain outside,
s0 the sewer was running like a mill race.

‘““Hurrah!’? panted (xrlm “We ecan
escape! Follow me, and _we shall soon be
ouf in the Thames.”’.

The tide was so tremendous that the trio
were forced to go with it, whether they
wanted to or not, They were swept along
like corks in the gutter And, under
Trackett Grim’s guxdance, they phmfred out
of the sewer and fell with a splash into
the Thames.

- They had-escaped from the Chinese Tong!

CHAPTER Viil.
OFF TO CHINA.

drifting down the. Thames just at
that mgment

"BY a piece of luck, an empty boat came

and our heroes were

g & soon ahoard.. Trackett Grim ~seized
the oars, and pulled for the shore. i
““1 cannot express my gratitude, Mr.

Grim!”’ exclaimed Mr. Th*"{}phﬂub Twiddle.
““You have saved me from a living death!
These yellow dogs mean: to take me to
China. Years ago I pinched one of their -
silly idols, and th-ey won’t be- satisfied until
I've -been sacrificed in one of their. fat-
Thank goodness you've
saved me!?? B

“I shall protect you almy* ¥ declared
“ Providing, of course, )ou
pay for it. When we get home yvou mus
tell me your story in ful’, and then I \1111
make preparations to save you—-—"?

At this momen? Splinter gave a yell of
warning.

Unseen in the darkness o! the mnight, a
huge Chinese junk was coming domn the-
1t was the battleship of the Tong!
Taking advantage of the blackness, tﬂe-
vessel had crept up the Thames, and was
i the heart of Londoa!

And then, at that moment, ropes came
down from the junk’s deck, and
Trackett Grim, Splinter and Mr. Twiddle
were caught in the toils Yighting desper-

ately, they were pulled upwards, hauled
on board, and thrust below into a prison
with steel bars.

And the Yellow Terror himself stoed
gloating over them. - . -

 Allee samee good!”” he chuckled, rub-
bing his hands together. *‘‘We sailce for
China at -oncee! You all be put to the
torture, you rotters! Heap linee esacrifice
for Tin:Kan, the Idol of the Man-Jongg-

Tong!”?

DON'T miss next week’s marvelious
account of stirring adventures by Trackett
Grim and Spiinter in the wilds of China.—
AUTHOR.

~
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The _Fleatway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

RUN A SCHOOL MAGAZINE

Iilustrating and Decorating the Pages

hectograph printed magam}c by draw-
ing in coloured inks, it 1s difficult to
(lo the same thing if a cyclostyle is
There is, however, a good method of
ma Kin ¢ illustration
blocks suitable for
cover and title page,
and also for initial
¥ letters.  For use with
cither method of
printing, the. iilus-
\ trations and decora-
- tions can be done on
 the paper first, and
2 then it can be printed
in the usual way.
As an examp:e of
Fgl the method of making
blocks, a simple de-
corated letter has been taken, as at Fig. 1.
The block itself (is'shown at Fw 2. First of
all obtain some spare pieces of linoleum, the
thicker the better, with a plain stooth
surface. If it is not quite flat, place it in a

3 LTHOUGH it is possible to illustrate a

used.

press or under some heavy books and leave it

to flatten. A drawing is now made of the
required illustration,
and a tracing made
with Indian ink on
Japanese tissuc—ag
used by typists—not
tracing paper.

PREPARING
THE LINO.

The linoleum is
cut a little larger
than the drawing,
and g piece of ply-
wood cut to the

side of the cut, but

| the width of the

same size. Coat the back of the linoleum with

| seccotine, and presg it evenly on the ply-wood,

allowing 1t to set quite hard. The surface of
the linoleum should be quite smooth, and, it
necessary, it can be made quite level as well as
smooth b» rubbing it with a piecc of fine
plasgpaper attached to a flat piece of wood.
The surface of the linoleum is now coated with
paste or thin glue, and the tissue paper with
the design on ph{ed cen it and caretulh
smoothed down.

The cutting is done ‘ﬂluh a sharp kuife, as
at Fig. 3. A strip of
fine emery cloth
should be mounted on
a strip of wood for use
as a strop in keeping
the edze of the knife
perfectly sharp. The
knife should be held
at right-angles to the

it may inchne 311"!1“&
inwards to

{:ui
fowards the bottom.
On no account should the knife unde,rcat the
top edge. >

REMOVINQ THE WASTE.

The waste portions of tne block are removed
with the knife, as at Fig, 4, care being .aken
that the portions of the linoleum forming the

design are not damaged by a slip of the knife,

The illustration shows the whole of the thick-
ness of the material removed, but there is
rcally no need for thm, if a depth of % in, is
reached.

The block is now raadx for printing, and to

; aid this process, a frame should be prepared:

similar to that shown at Fig. 5. The centre
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hole i3 equal to the g e
outside of the block, :
and the thickness of-
the upper layer , \ v B
sheculd be  slightly ; =
smaller than the
combined thickness
of the Dblock. The
bottom c¢can be of
ply -wood: of any =
thickness., The ¢ . ;
dimensions: of the
surface should be ™ -
larger than the size of the paper to be primmted
on, so that four paper guides can be glued
on the top,.these guidea act in registering
the correct position of the paper fer ea,r*l*
impression,

INKING THE BLOCK.

The block ecan be inked in twor ‘ﬁd‘»b, cither
with printers’ ink applied with a composition
roller, or with a stencil brush. The latter
method i3 quite satisfactory in use, and is
suitable for nse with printers’ ink, Indian ink, cr
colours ; the two latter mefhuma should be
mixed with a little rice paste in order to make
them stick to the surface of the block and
transfer casily to tne
paper. Soluble
powder colours should
be used, but grdinary
water LOIOUI:: can -'bé
used if © moistened
with naﬁte instead of
water, ~'Great’ cate
i mmust be taken that
=l fi every part of the
e H block containing the
= = 1 design is covered with

: the inking mediam,

| probably it will be

necessary to press two or three sheets belore
a really saflbfdctory 1mpreqslon is produced. i

‘The best paper to use is that used for dupli-
cating, as it is somewhat porous ; it.is also the
best for use with cither the uectoﬂraph or the
cyclostyle. It should not be too porous or
rough. With the hectograph surface, a rough-
surface paper will soon cover the surface of the
graph with -a fine dust. The printing paper
will give the best results when ib is c::hmhti‘ai'
damp ; this condi- - -
tion can be produced -
by placing a few
sheets of the paper
between damp blot-
ting paper in layers
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"m'l'f'l' it

and placing under'

press. ;

PRINTING THE =
BLOCK. ;

Thz block ready for &3
printing or prooﬁn '
as it .is. termed, A
shown at Fig. G {he bheet 0[ paper being
covered “ith a pad . -formed- -of . several
thicknesses of blotting: paper. -An ordinary
]Ctt(_‘l'})lﬁ"as makes an IdCJ.l plmimg, press ior
this work., They are somewhat out-of-date for

' ordinary office work,

and can be picked
up very cheaply. A
Iinen press can also
be used, or one can
be mczde by using a
spare bench serew in .
a bzmﬂal manner. A |
useinl form of ‘press g
is shown at TFig. 7. &
This can be made to
any convenient, size,
as its construction is
quite simple and evident ﬁom the dra wing,
The arm should be long cnough to exert a good
pressure For a base of 12 in. by 15 in., tm arm
should be about 3 it. long, and ma.de et hard-
wood at least 2% by 1% in.

It is quite possible to make effective prints
mthout a press by using a baren or rubbing pad.

“he pad should be made of stout leat hor at
Ieast 4 in. in diameter, and a handle should be
sewn on so that it can be held firmly. The
methed is to rub the hback of the paper with a
zig-zag motion, so that every part of it comes
into contact with the ink covered block beneath.

COLOUR PRINTING.

Colour printing in two or more colours is only
a matter of making ,sepczrcmte blocks for each
colour.- A sumrestmn s given atb Fig. 8 for a
; lettcr T, decorated
with a simple strap-
work ornament; The
letter is in one
colour, and the or-
nament. in another..
In preparing the
blocks, the original
should be coloured
as desired, and
tracings made of the
portions in cach
colouring, these be-
ing cut out Buccess
dependb nlamly on correct I'C"lStI‘thlOIl of each
print, but this will not be dlﬁlcult with all
blocks ol the same size and fitted in a frame.
‘The block-printed pages should not be
printed on the hectograph or the cyclostyle
until they are quite dry, and when all the work
is completed, the sheets can be sewn or wired
tozzether, ; _ :

‘NEXT WEEK

GOODWIN

befrins a new series of
a,ltzcles dealing with

'MODEL AIRCRAFT

The first of these arti-
cles tells you all about

'PAPER GLIDERS—
~ How to Make and Fly Them.
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_ NELSON
LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply

{(NOTE.—Readers of THE
on this page. But don’t expect an
answer for several weeks—perhaps five or
six. Address your letters or postcards to
¥. 0. HANDFORTH, c/o, The Editor,
THE NELSO. LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
£.0.H.)

C. E. RILEY (Sevenoaks): If I've got your
secoad initial wrong don’t blame me. It
looks more like an “E’’ than anything
else in the alphabet, so I'vée put that.
And now your bad writing’s lost you a
proper reply.

JOSEPH JAGO (Redruth): All right, you're
in touch with me now. So let’s have that
nice long letter you have promised me.
You're quite right—I’ve got so many
letters to answer that I've got to cut
replies down this week.

STANLEY FAULKNER (Waterlooville): Of
ccurse I ought to skipper the Remove.
Everybedy knows that. But the fat-
heads here never give me a chance to
shine. So St. ¥rank’s is like a gold ring
with the diamond missing.

H. WOOD & CO. (Tottenham): You chumps!
¥aney stopping the Old Paper just
because Nelson Lee and Nipper were
away for a bit. Such disloyalty as that
that doesn’t deserve an answer from me
at all. So you won’t get one!

A GIRL READER (Macclesfield): Church
and MeClure don’t have a trying time at
all. They've got me for a leader, so
what more do they want? I do all the
trying, and they finish where I leave
ofi—or get bified.

BOOX BUG {Sydney, -N.S.W.): You’re a3
bad as the Americans! They call all
insects bugs. I'm glad you like the

Old Pap.r so much, but sorry you don't
class yourself any higher than a “down
under ?? inscet! You'll have Willy after
you! '

T R
Correspondence Answered by

Cdward Oswald Handfo_rt_h

g
CAJWOM.

(Toorak, Melbourne): I haven’t
got much room for anybody this week.
S0 I'm going to save a bit of space, and
pay you oubt at the same time by
ignoring your letter! That's what you
get for doubtling my sanity!

CATHERINE JONES (North Yass, N.S.W.):
Why should Irene object to vour writing
to me? She’s too broad-minded for such
piffie! Thanks for your nice letter,
Catherine, and I'm coming over to ses
Ehose Blue XMountains of yours some

ay. '

ROD BACON (Bendiygo, Victoria, Australia):
So you’'ve got to ride about twelve miles
for the Old Paper every week, and you
think it’s worth it! That's great! I
hope you’ll be just as enthusiastic after
reading about us for another four years.

LLOYD COWDELL (Melbourne): What next!
You call be a bear, and think my
Trackett Grim stories are mad. Then
on the top of it all you ask me to give

Irene your love. You can go and eat
coke, you cheeky rotter! Nerve!

JOHN D. TRESTRO (Melbourne): Your
letter’s too full of questions for me to
answer when I'm pushed for room like
-this. Do he reasonable, John! Nipper
may be a ventriloquist, but he won’t
know much about it till I start teaching

him.
JULIUS HERMAN (Capetown, South
Africa): Boys will be boys, you know.

And you can't expect them all to be
grammatical, even at St. Frank's., If
I was a master and Irene my pupil, I'd
giv2. up my seat to her any old time.

DOT FLACK (Enfield): Is this reply quick
enough for you? But although you say
so many nice things about me I'm not
going to give you any more space than
the othecs. But write again, Dot, and
tempt m. ounce more!

ALBERT NOTT (Poplar): As soon as I'd
read yvour letter I chucked it in the trash
basket, ard if Church hadn't fished it
out and reminded me of my promise to
reply to everyone you wouldn't have
got this nice answer, vou insulting ass!

ROY HEARNE (Bath): Iow long have you
been rteading the O0ld Paper? Not for



long, I’li swear, or you’d know that
St. Frank’s was one of our leading
public- schools. As to where it stands,
continue reading and you’ll soon discover.

ALAY (North Walsham): You’ve got more
sense than your brother, May, and he’ll
be sorry one day that he gave the Gld
Paper the chuck. Presently he’ll read
one, and then be after you for your
back numbers. Do write me again, May.

HARRY WHARTON (Exeter): The postmark

- gave you away. Besides, your hand-
writing’s not a bit like Harry Wharton’s
What’s the good of asking silly ques-
tions? You know Nipper’s real name as
well as I do. The ques_tion is, what’s
yours?

GEORGE G. P. V. A. N. CLARKE (Ports-
mouth)* Next time you write me, my lad,
just put that name of yours in full.
Then it’'ll take all the space, and I
shan’t have to puzzle my brains what
-1o <ay to you, like I've had to do this

time.
-G. A. BEWLEY (Bletchington): This is easy.
To your newsagent: Please see that

G. A. Bewley has the Old Paper regulariy

in fubure.—~E. 0. Handforth. There!

Show him that! If it doesn’t make him
tremble, nothing will!

J. REDMOND (Canning Town): You can tell

your six pals that  just because you

- askKed me so aicely, and 10 give everybody

an extra special freat, I’ve got round |

the Editor to put in speua] lencr TG
instalments last week and this. ~

FRANK HYDE (Nuneaton): I've given Full-
wood and Long those bifis
About your autograph-album. You can
send it along if you like. But Church
and MecClure are so careless with my
things that I can’t pronnbe you’'ll see it
again.

SIG \IAL BOX LAD  (Manchester): By
George! You ARE an enthusiast. Keep
on hoping about those back numbers

of the Old Paper. I've got Church and
MceClure busy on the job, and perhaps
- T'll- have some good news for you soon.

CHARLES O’DONNELL (Dublin): My dear
ass, if I wasn’t in tfhe stories every
week the 0ld Paper would expire in no
time. I'm glad you realise the amazing
-cleverness of the Trackett Grim tales,
a3 I’m too modest to praise them myself.

X Y.Z. (E.C.2.): Can’t vou think of any
more names to ecall me? My T.G. tales
are trash, are they? And you’re coming

_here to punch my nose if I don’t reply!
Well, I'm not going to answer your
rot! Ne: keep your threat, if you dare!

KENNETH R. CRONIN (Bath): Of course
vou’il buy the Old Paper .till you die!
It’s the only paper in the world
publishing those wonderful adventures of
the celebrated Trackett Grim and

for you.

what

Splinter.  So else can you do,
brother goalie?

GLADYS E. 5. (Birmingham):. Nipper may
be the best captain the Yourth ever
had, but you wouldw’t think that if I'd
had my proper chance as skipper‘. The
best chaps often remain quietly in the
background. But it’s no good grumbling.

G. (Upper Norwood): Of course you can re]y
on me to tell you tue truth. * But if
you’ve been reading the Old_Paper for
six years. and have such a high opinion
of 1, hew can you- doubt the reality of
St. Frank’s College?  You’ll doubt my
reality next!

JACK \10\5ELL (Oldham): I dor’t care if
you've. read the Old Paper for fifty-five
years., If you ARE a fathead, why
shouldn’t I call you one? Your last

letter proves that 1 was right. What’s
more, you're an insulting jackass! How’s
that?

S. SIRRAH (\Tottmvham) Yes. Banning- .
ton has a football team in the English
Leaguze. But if you want to see some
tlpiop footer in our part of the country,
come and see me Leeplna goal for St.
Frank’s! -

' DEADWOQOOD DICK (Leicester): Of course
you want more Trackett Grim and
Splinter! Don’t I jolly well know it.
Well, I've given you all a double dose
of 4hem in the last two numbers, and
it you were Dick Turpin’ you couidn’t
expect more.

WILLY (Belfast): That’s not nonsense about
me having a heart of gold. It’s almost
as good as an Irish heart, so it must
be all right, because you can’t beat
those, you know. I expect you've gone
potty over “The Yellgw Terror.”’

CHEESE-RIND (East Grinstead): I've given
those notes of yours to Archie, Willy,
and Reggie, and I must say your draw-
ing of the Oid Mill is pretty good. But
you spoil yourself by .boasting. Your
school te‘tm wouldn’t get a look in
against ours!

ETHEL (Toronto): There’s been such a run
on those Portrait Gallery numbers that
I'm not sure whether I can get you the
first six, But I’'m having a good try.
and if you don’t get them before you see
this, keep on hoping.

M. EATON (West Hallam): That drawing
of Irene you sent me is jolly good. 1
daren’t show it to her, because I know °
she’d want to pinch it. So D’ve siuck
it in my album for safety. When did
you see her to get such a good likeness?

A. W. WIGLEY (Battersea): You’ll get all
those sports particulars from the 0ld
Paper if you keep on reading it. Be
sure to wrife nie again when you’ve got
into your new home, and then I'il tell
vou all about “John Martin.”> Cheerio!

TED.
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, Against Larry Scott ;.2%
= By a Sufferer—HAROLD DOYLE ==
5:3 , o <>
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OODNESS knows I'm not a fibber,

and when it comes to general

matters, I suppose I'm about as

truthful as any other chap. No
cecent  fellow  likes  telling  deliberate
whoppers.

Teddy Long, for example, couldn’'t speak
the truth if he tried. Bui it seems to me
that it’s almost as bad to be the opposite.

Take Larry Scott, for example. He and
Yung Ching are my study mates. I'm not

saving anything against Larry in a nasty
spirit, but I wish he wouldn’t be so fond
of the truth! The fathead ean’t help it, of
course—for some extraordinary reason he
trots out the candid truth every time.

And, I can tell you, it’s jolly awkward
now and again. Look what happened a
fortnight ago. My uncle came down for a
tew hours, and I persuaded him {o have
tea in Study K, and tipped the wink to
Larry Scott and Yung Ching to be on their
best behaviour.

My Uncle George is a nice old chap, but
lie's got a bee in his bonnet about tidiness.
TUnless a chap has got a crease in his bags,
and a spotless collar, and well brushed hair,

he gives him the cold eyve. As for getling

a tip, it’s hopeless unless you pander to,

hira a bit. ‘

So, naturally, I warned Larry well in
advance, and told him to be smart—not
that he’s usually anything else. That after-
noon I felt awful, all dressed
and absolutely disgustingly clean. I'll
admit I’'m a bit careless as a rule, and why
not? How can a chap enjoy life with a
crease in his trousers?

Well, my Uncle George came fo tea as
merry as a sandboy, and he cocked his eye
over the study and took us all in, and said
that we were all looking jolly fine. And
then, of course, Larry c’llmh goes and
messes the whole thing up—after I'd been
going about i1n torture for two hours.

“This is what I like to see,”” says my

I'nele yeorge, no_ddmn “ Smartness!
That’s the word, eh?” he goes on, bashing
T.arry on the shoulder. “T suppose you're

alwavs neat and tidy like this, boys?”

and stiff

It wouldn’t have mattered if he’d bashed
me on the shoulder, because I should have
known

what to answer. But, of course,
Larry simply shook his head, and put his
foot in it at once.
“I'm afraid not, sir,” he sings out, .n
‘that horribly truthful way of his.
“Afraid not?” says my Uncle George,
frowning. “Do you mean to tell me
that Marold has dressed himself up like

this especially for me?”

“Not at all, uncle!” I shoved in hastily.
“I'mm talking to your f{riend, Harold!”
says my uncle sharply. “XNow, my boy,

tell me the truth about Harold!”
Naturaily, that did it. When Larry tells
the truth, he tells it. Not partially, but
the whole giddy let. I sat there like a
gibbering idiot. Out comes the whole story.
All about my baggy trousers, ink-stains,
crumpled collar, ruffied hair, and all the
rest of it. I nearly had & {it. Until Larry
trotted it all out like that, I hadn’t had
the ghost of an idea that I was so untidy.
And my Uncle George simply gave me a
shrivelling look, told me off properly, and
buzzed off. And I didn’t click as much as

a tanner., If wasn’t any good having a
row with TLarry—he hadn’t done it
maliciously.. That’s the worst of the chap,

he can’t help speaking the truth.

He's always the same, too. Only three
days ago Larry and I were going down the
lane and we met two or three of the Mocor
Yiew girls. ‘Winnie Pitt was one of them,
and she was looking simply stunning in a

new sports coat—one of those orange-
coloured jazzy afiairs. She could see we
phad spotted it. "

“It eame down this morning,” she told

us. “Do you like it?”

““ Gorgeous!” I replied promptly.

But Larry, naturally, doesn’t think the
same, Said it was too highly coloured, and
that it spoilt the look of her complexion.
Then when she began to press him, the ass
got absolutely drivelling. Said the coat
was cut all wrong, and hadn't got the right
huttons, and that it was trimmed with
imitation fur. I believe it was, as a matter
of fact, but that iast hit did it.

The girls simply gave us an icy glare, and
now they won’t speak to me at all. Just
as if ’m to hlame! And Larry didn’t even
krow that he'd done anything wrong!

That's him all over—always trots out the
truth, as blunt as you Ilike, and gets
people’s backs up. He doesn’t mean to,
but there vou are. If anybody wants him
for a study mate, I'm =2lways ready to
SWOoP.

He's a nice, easy-going chap—one of the
best—but he’s driving me off my nut with
worry. I'm always afraid to go out with
him, and his truthfulness is gradually turp.
imeg my hair grey. Who wants*him? Don’t
all shout at once, but the sooner somebody

. applies the better!
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(Continued from page 30.)

looks like a jigsaw puzzle, T just put down
what I think it resembles.

x E x

Awfully soriy te correct you, Mrs. Wilson,
but you're wrong when you state that Eileen
Dare married Captain Masters at the con-
‘elusion of the Combine Series, some years
‘ago. She was in love with him, certainly,
and in the “Phantom of Tregellis Castle”
¥ distinetly stated that Eileen Dare and her
fiancé, Captain Masters, were among the
cuests. Later on, in the following summer
series, and in a story called "S5.0.8.7
{No. 160, June 26th, 19138), there appears the
fellowing paragraph: ‘- She was engaged to
be married to one of the finest chaps 1I'd
ever met—Captain Masters, of the R.AF.”
Se, you see, Eileen hasn't got a husband. A
long engagement, eh? If it eomes to that,
my schoelboys have been a long time in the
¥ourth, haven’t they?. Please think it over.

£ -+ x

1

Roth “ A Lifelong Reader ™ and H. Simp- |

son, are as anxious as L. 8. Elliott for me to
write some more stories for “The Boys’
¥riend Library.”> Well, there’s one in hand
now, as I think I mentiored last week, and
I’ try to turn ont a fairly regular supply.
But with the St. Frank’s yarns in the Old
Paper longer than ever (as they will. be
within a few weeks), I shall have a bit of a
tussle to do it. By the way, H. Simpson,
that letter of yours was particularly nice,
and although you are correct in saying that
detective stories were my first love, I must
‘admit that it is the sehool story which now
attracts me most. I’ve grown to know my
own characters so well that I should {eel
utterly lost without them. 1 wish you all
suecess in your B.-Se. final
those aequaintances of yours, who condemn
my yarns, to glance at these notes?

* E S . *

Now then, Acquaintances, I'm sure you’re
gportsmen! Before you cast my stories
aside, unread and condemned, please he goed
enough to read just ONE—this week’s, for
example. You may not like it, but I hope
you will. In any case, you'll be in a better
position to judge, won’t you?

B * *

Thanks, Jacqueline, for your nice letter.
I should eertainly take your sehoolmistress
‘a ecopy of the Old Paper, as she requested.

1f <he is as broad-minded as I imagine, she

won’'t raise any objection to your being a
Feager.

* 7 *

Will you ask .

I've got a letter here from somebody—a .

lody, 1 think--who gives po name, and no
address.
Friends > and Willy, .Handforth’s pets in it.
Perhaps you'l write again, so that 1 can
asive a mere adequate reply. I ean’t quite
understand that reference to Willy's pets.

There’s a reference to “ Our Dumb

g

J

I say, Archie the Second, yow’re nct quite
fair, are you? After saying that you are
entirely against taking the St. Frank’s bovs
to foreign parts, you state it as your
opinion that the adventures in the Tropics
are too far-fetched for words. But you also
write this: *“ Personally, I have not read
the adventures at all that take them away
from England, with the "exception of the
American tour, which was really good:”” My
hat! How the dickens can you tell me the
tropical stories are too far-fetched if yom
haven’t read -them? You're not relying en
what those friends of yours say, are you?

i e *

I've just noticed, Faithful Reader, that

youw've made the same mistake regarding
- Eileen Dare, as Mrs. Wilson. There’s no

need for me to give you a long paragraph.
Please z_refer back to what 1 have said to
Mrs. Wilson.

i ) * *

Thanks, J. L. Higson, for those sketches,
They are exceedingly clever, especially the
tiny drawing of Handy on the warpath.
Smith-Thompsan will have t6 look te his
laurels, for  yvou bhave certainly <one one
better. You ought to go in for black-and-
white work as a career, Iiggie. That map

of yours is geod, too, and T hope St. John's

15 flourishing, as it deserves.

% # %

Your elder brother doesn't know .what
he’s talking about, Joseph Coombs, Because
you're sixteen, he calls you a hig boaob,
and says that you ouvght fo be ashamed of
vourself for reading such trash as the OIld
Paper! Tell him that yvou are in good com-
pany, for there are thousands of adult
readers, many of them mothers and fathers.
What on carth has age «ot to do with jit?
One might just as well say that a boy or
girl ought net to read the Classies! Plenty
of grown-ups take a keen pleasure in reading
boys’ stories of all kinds. That pal of yours
who told you all these answers are imagined
by myself is on the wrong track. And se
are you—for you admit that you bave an
idea that you won’t get an answer., I
hope you’lt ehange your opinien after this,
By the way, I hope you've got hold of a
good job by now.

* £ L3

You're wrong, J. Spalding. I'm afraid [
must plead guilty to being responsible for
ALL the stories. There’s nobody else on
the job—MHonest T1jun! Thanks muchly for

- your nice cemplinients.

WHO'S WHO OF THE THIRD!

This New Series of Portraits of well-known

Third Fermere at ST. FRANK'S
STARTS NEXT WEEK ¢!
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- MAKE THlS MODEL BIPLAN E

The Model works just like a real maohme,
as it ig built to scale. It's a bw model,.
too, 13 ins. long and 12 ins. span.

Complete set of cardhoard pa,rt.y, printed
in colours; together with all necessary elas-
tic, wood Wire and book of 1nstruct10ns

1 | | PRICE §/m . -
On sale at all large Toy Shopc& or d1rect bv poslb Catalogue of other aeropla,nes,
(post. 4d. e:x )frompatentees and manuxacturers enrvmes, ships, etc. free on 1'equest et

WILLIAM E. APPLEBY (N/c) & €0, Perty, 8 BysebersCrisment.
YOURS. for_ SRAVE 3

" Gent’s full- size I-‘ull '
gawe Hunter Watch, Heavy g
x \a, H Nickel » Silvern‘ﬁmbhcd T
2 If;. j case,” with double’ backeperfectly
X nmde dust and damp-proof.-Fully
— _}ewelled interchangeable Lever |

movement fitied with all latest
“Improvements (5<gold- medals )
- carefuily. <timed

- and fested. Gua-
ra,nteeﬂ i mars "

"Sent Packed FREE & ("arna'*e PAID Y
&£4 195,64, Cash'or 2/6 Weekly,
{ - Imniediate delivery, Bid B:rgains in
Second- hand Cycles™ Accessories at
Eﬂpular prices. . . Write .. for .. Free

ist & Special Oﬁ‘er of Sample Cyvcle,

#GYCLE,GO Inc.
Me a LreLkce.
; SPARKBRDOK 5 H‘BIRMINGHAM.

e g raS R e

HE!GHT GOUNTS

in wmmng success Let r,ha Girvan
-System increase your height. Send

qome wca.teh 11])011
rece1pt .0f

Sonlyss: A*ter re-
céwmg,watch, 5 Y ‘-,‘
satlsﬁed t;l*ebald,nce ==

. FREE

- 18 pamble 2i-"onre-,
. g celpt and 3/~ monthly 5. ~P.C..for, particylars and our £100
_Solid mlver ; $ unt 1611720/ is paid. Oash . s %ga.rsatﬁ%eéadto(}g%%lgd? ngrtz’dén MNPQ

with order (or balance in 7.
- ddys) 17/6 only, cash u,-":
_turnéd if dissatisfied and
~watch is'returned within 7.
- days.: Send 6d. Jto- .day. tc-—_

Ha]lmarked 5

DON’T BE BULLIED.

_ bpecw.i offer:’ Two Ilius. Sample Les-

B8 sons from my Complete Course 011
R JUJITSU for 4 pennystampsoralarg

& j_uue Portion of Course for P.O, 3;‘6

. Jujitsu js the best & sim-

-, Blest science of self-defence

; Pt v and-attack ever “invented.

R : = -Learntotakecgare of your-

B q. selrundera cncumstances SENDNOW—'YAWARA'

L T e (Dept. A.P.8), 10, (ueensway, Hanworth, Middlesex,

erte for my Free Bar s : R W “Cure Urae
gain . Lists .of the best /4 . StOp Stammel‘lng . S;u'% dlﬁ“’pﬂﬁg
Coventry mads cycles. s | ticulars FPREE.—FRANXK B. HUGHES, 7,
Sentonl4days’approval, */ | Southampton Row. London, W.C.1.

j carriage paid. Thousands Rl | - >
: ft ti m &1 & R - STAMP COLUECTOR’S OUTFIT i

y 2 eq{ ot o5t b AND 6¢ DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE &
dfﬁ“imuﬁﬂmmaim “Trigngulars, Brit. Cols. Just request appros.
. ml? CUVENTRY Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool.

CUT THIS OUT

Nelson Lee Library- PEN COUPON VALUE 2d. .

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to~

the Fleet Peano ’L 119, El'le?td BStt nnh?ag

é You will-receive by return a splendi ritis -

Eﬁldl%%smr%%?l?alsti%%lgzo; Sé)r%c:gguifl_%lt‘ls o T e lgct Golg Mbb%d %lfc?édF?ﬁ%l}LauI}f sz?lyviluc?oulgog
0 ne, medium, or

(Dept.8),19. Iudgate 11, London, Bng. 1(3 sent tlie price is 379, 2d. being allowed for

FPREE! Ventriloquists’ Instruments to all sending | each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Gllp. 4d.).
2d. stamps) for Lists of Novelties, Tricks, etec. | Ratisfaetion gua,ranteed or cash returned. - Special
Large Pcls, Magic Tricks, 2/6, 5/-. Six Amusing | New Offer—¥our own name in gilt letlers oun

Novelties, 1/6_ (12, 2/9).—P. FEARING, Travan. | sither pen for 1/- extra.
core, Colwyn Bay. ) Lever Se;f-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra

d SIMPSON'’S Ltd. [De{)t 939):
94 Quepn g Road, Brizhton.

Height Increased 5/e co'mpléte
In 30 Days. - Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. Ko Dieting.
The Melvin Strong System NEVER
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