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PREPARE YOURSELVES FOR ¢ FIREWORKS* IN—

I'HE LIVING GUY!

T T N

By EDWY E,
SEARLES BROOKS. '
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CHAPTER 1.
The Yellow Face!

THE wind came moaning and whistling through the trees of Bellton Wood. and Erie

Gates, of the Third Form at St, Frank’s, hurried his foorsteps. Tt was dark
lonely in the lane, and Gates was not famous for his pluck.

The November evening was wild and dark; thick masses of clouds were scud-

ding &cross the heavens. In the distance, the gleaming lights of Bt. I'rank’s could be

seen, and the fag broke into a run, He would be glad when he turned into the Triangle,
leaving this dark lane behind him, : '

Erio was an extremely simple youth.
he was known as *Soppy.”

Lilll.t

S0 simple, indeed, that amongst his feilow-fags



—THIS STUNNING “FIFTH OF NOVEMBER® YARN!

— o STa——
. e ——

Fifth of November at St. Frank’s—and necver before has the school known such

an exciting * Fifth” |  Mystery after mysiery, sensation after sensation ;

{bey bappen with a rapidity which will leave you gasping. There’s hours of
enjoyment 1n this magnificent yarn, chums!

¥ric Gates was very scared of the darkness, and it was this fact, perhaps, which had
induced Willy Handforth to send himm down to the village to buy some fireworks., Willy
didu't believe in any of the fags being nervous, and pcrrfmps he felt that an object lesson
or two would do Gates good. There was nothing to be afraid of in the lane, and Gates
was only a silly young ass to be scared.

It was ridiculously early in the evening—not yet six o'clock—so what on carth was there
to be afraid of ? :

Not that the hour made any diffcrence to Eric Gates. The darkness enveloped him;
that was sufficient. He saw grotesque and menacing shapes in everv sapling along the
hedgerows, Hemagined that lurking figures were about to spring out on him. He had
u horrible feeling that something was following behind, reaching out to grab him. Even
as he ran he kept turning his ﬁoad, glancing fearfully baclk, and once or twice he could
have sworn that he heard soft, padding footsteps.

It was all imagination, of course,

And 1t seemed to Gates that the lights of St, Frank’s grew farther away, instead of
nearer. Would he never reach the Triangle? Onece there he would be all right, for there

were plenty of friendly windows, glowingly
ﬁ‘ illuminated, There would be fellows moving
e about, crossing from one House to another.
: o And it was certain, too, that some of the

juniors would be out, letting off fireworks,

RS
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The famous “Fifth ¥ was near at hand, and
8t. Frank’s—particularly the Junior School—
had caught the prevalent fever. Everybody
who could afford fireworks was buying fire-
works, Letting them off in the precincts of
the school was prohibited, but who took any
notice of such absurd orders? Crackers and
squibs and Roman candles had becen seen
in _abundance already. And as long as the
fellows kept well away from the school
buildings, none of the prefects or masters
look any notice,

On the big night there would be an impres-
sive demonstration—a more or less semi-
official affair. The seniors were arranging it,
and a large fund had been raised. Set pieces
were being fixed up, and there would be a
huge bonfire, too. The juniors were looking
forward to the o¢casion with much joy.

However, splendid as this spectacle would
bo, there was nothing quite so pleasurable as
letting off the fireworks thernselves. Watch-
ing a display is all very fine, but to handle
squibs and Roman candles, and to experience
the thrill of personally lighting the fuses, was
worth a great deal.

(Gates, who was stony—a condition he in-
variably found himself in by Monday morn-
ing—had been promised bfa Willy that he
should have the honour of letting off at least
three jumping crackers as a reward for his
trip to the willage.

He was eager to get back into the Triangle,
where Willy and a gang of fags would be
waiting. There was some scheme afoot—so
Gates ﬁm]ieved—fnr preparing an ambush for
i cnup[e of I"ifth-Formers who had incurred
Willy’s disfavour. 1t was only natural, thefe-
fore, that Gates should be filled with eager
anticipation, since anything up against the
seniors was to the good.

At last Gates reached the school wall. He
slowed down a bit, breathing heavily after his
run. He was nearly home now, and he felt
somewhat sheepish because of his former
fears. The wall was on his right, so high that
the lights of the school were no longer visible.
On his left stretched the high hedge, with a
big meadow beyond.

Suddenly Gates faltered in his stride. He
stared fascinatedly at a point of the wall
some yards farther on, about midway between
him and the main gateway. There were
heavy stone buttresses jutting out from the
wall, which was itself separated from the
lane by a grassy bank, And Gates was ready
to swear that a vague, indistinct fizure was
standing close to one particular butfress.

He knew there was no bush there, for
ordinarily there was just the grassy bank.
Now there was this motionless, silent figure—
this thing! Tt had a human shape, too. As
(Gates halted, irresolute, he could sce the
head and shoulders, and it seemed to him
that the head was crowned by an unusual
type of hat,

With his heart beating rapidly, Gates stood
stil!, staring, He was afraid to pass, and
although he knew he was afraid he told him.
seif that he was a silly young ass. It wasn’t
a man at all. Of course not! It was just a

shadow, or something. Not a bush, because
there weren’t any bushes there, but perhaps
a fallen branch, which had blown down f{rom
one of the neighbouring trees.

And yet—and yet—— The thing moved!
It turned its head! Then, without a sound,
it retreated behind the cover of the buttress.

(Gates panted with fear now. Ii wasn’t a
fallen branch—it was something alive! Some-
thing lurking there, ready to spring out on
him! He almost turned pale, and fled back
to the way he had come. But what was the
good of doing thut? He had to get to the
school—and the gateway was invitingly close.
One dash, and he would be in the Triangle.
He tried to gather np sufficient nerve for the
move,

A squib exploded on the other side of the
wall, and there was a brief flash of fire
reflected. Gatgs felt comforted. It was good
to know that some of the fellows were only
just on the other side of the wall.

Perhaps that objeet on the other side of
the buttress wasn’t anything to be scared of,

anyhow. Gates advanced a step or two,
falteringly, uncertainly.
He stopped again. He couldn’t quite

manage to gather up the necessary amount:
of courage for the dash past. e had a
horrible feeling that the thing would spring
out on him and grab him,

Just then a roaring noise sounded on. the
other side of the wall, and Gates, glancing
up, saw some sparks shooting into the air.
A Roman candle, by the sound of it. Ft
was a Roman candle, too, for immediatcly
afterwards a red star was shot upwards, fol-
lowing a tremendous bang. Yells came from
the Triangle, and Gates took a grip on him-
self and prepared to make his dash. It was
so utterly ridiculous, standing out here like -
this, getting more and more scared. Well,
thank goodness none of the other fags would
ever know,

Bang!

Another star shot upwards from that un-
seen Roman candle, and this one, caught by
the wind, was blown over the wall. For a

brief second 1t fell towards the road, the
star—a green one-—blazing brilliantly.
But CGates was not looking at it. He was

still staring fascinatedly towards that buttress
where he had scen the lurking figure. And
now the momentary green blaze revealed
something which cansed Soppy to let out a
shrick of wild terror.

He saw a hideous vellow face, perched on
a pair of narrow shoulders—a face that was
appalling in itz ugliness; a face that pos-
sessed two gleaming, evil cyes. Those eyes
were looking at himn, sinister and menacing,

Then the green star exhausted itself, and
the darkness shut down again. Cafes had
only seen that dreadful apparnition for a brief
moment, but it was enough. Terror had
ot him in its grip.

He shrieked again, and ran to the gate-
way, braving the lurking figure. He ran into
the Triangle, his screams rising above tho
whistling of the wind.
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. ITAT the dickens is that 7" asked
Chubby Heath, in a startled
voice,

“Somcbody Linrt, by the sound
of if,"” remarked Juiey Lemon.

Willy Handforth made no comment. He
stared across the darkness of the Triangle,
his c¢yes keen, his senses alert, The three
fags were over by the Ancient House steps,
where they had
heen letting off a
few fireworks.
Chubby had just
been  preparing
to set fire to the
fuse of a squib
when the inter-
ruption occurred.

“Better lend a
hand, y 01l
chaps,” said
Willy briefly.

He had just
canzht sight of
(rates’ figure.
He ran forward.
and Heath and
Lemon went
with him. They
caught hold of
Eric Gates as
the latter came
stumbling and
tottering 1into
the Zono of
light.

“Steady,
head !"
Willy.
yvell like

“Gc r e
Scott 7
Chubby  Heath.
“He’s as white
as a sheet!”

“Scared,”
nodded  Willy.
“Now then,
S op p y—pull
vourself to-
rethoer ! Don's
be a young ass!

WHO'S WHO

fat-
said
“Don’t
that 1"
a t
gasped

AT

RALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD.

b

“No!” sobbed Gates. “Avybody would
have been frightened! It's out there, I tell
vou—a horrible thing with a yellow face !

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Chubby.

“I don’t think he meant your only sainted
aunt, Chubby,” said Willy., *“ He must have
seen something else—probably a bush waving
in the wind. Better get him indoors.”

They half-dragged, half-carried the fright-
ered fag up the
stops of the
Ancient  House,
and in the lobby
he seemed to re-
cover somewhat.
But even now
hizs  eyes were
wild, and his
face was deathly
pale. He starved
fascinatedly out
through the
open doorway
into the dark-
0SS, '

“Hallol
What's wrong?”
asked a boistev-
ous voice.

Willy
round.

“Of

ST. FRANK'S,

glanced

conrse,
vou wonld butt
in, Ted!” he
said impatiently.
“This 1s our
affair. Soppy
has scen a ghost
—or he thinks
he has.”

“He'’s old
enough to know
better,"” saud
Edward Oswald
Handforth
sternly., “There
aren’t any such
things as ghosts.
What rot !
Better pive the
kid a good shak-
g and a punch

There's  nothing on the head.
to_be afraid of 1™ ” : There’s nothing
qf,ii’:l “.i{f d?'.,’t i A one-time rotter, he bas now reformed and — to beat it.”
Willy & Co. for 1S one of Nipper's staunchest supporiers. \Shreh and
a moment, then A popular and prominent member of the with Handforth,
he seemed to Remove, and a clever footballer. as was to be
recognise  them, expected — since
and a sob of these three
relief came from his half-open mouth.  Removites were inseparable,  Nipper came
* It s—it's out there!” he panted. *“I |along, too—Nipper, the cheery, enpuble
believe at's after me - skipper of the Remove. Tregellis-West and
* Nothing’s after you, angel-face,” said | Watson were with him, and they were ali
Willy. unpressed by Eric Gates’ pallor.

Don’t stay here!” urged Gates tremu- “I'm glad you're all here!” panted the
lously, *“Let's—let's get indoors! Ol, let's | frightened fag. “I'm not fooling! ‘I'here's
get indoors! I'm frightened !” something out there—in the lane——"

“Huli!”  grunted Willy. “Aren't you “Hold on!” said Willy, “Tell us exactly
ashiuned to admit it ?” ' '

what vou saw—and whero vou saw it."”
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“Only just outside the gates,” said the fag.
“I was coming along when I saw something
standing against one of the buttresses—near
the wall. didn’t know what it was at first
~—JI thought, it was a sort of shadow. Then
somebody let off a firework, and a green star
came over into the lane——"

“Must have been from that Roman candle
of ours,” said Juicy Lemon, nodding. :

“And that green star allowed me to see
the thing that was standing against the but-
tress,” went on (Gates hoarsely. ' Obh, it was
awful! A horrible, ghastly-looking man, with
a fiendish, yellow face. A hideous thing like
—like you see in a nightmare. And the eyes!
Awful eyes, staring at me——"

“Cheese it!” interrupted Tommy Watson.
“There's nobody about here with a yellow
face! You must have imagined it, Gates!”

“Of course he imagined it!” said Hand-
forth impatiently. “ What absolute pifile!”

“But 1t's true!” insisted the scared fag.
“1 saw 1t there——"

“You saw nothing!” broke in Willy
sternly. “We all know what a frightened
baby you are, Soppy! I thought that run
to the village would do you a bit of good—
but I was wrong. Isn’t it marvellous what
the imagination can do1”

““ Help—help 17

It was a wild yell from the Triangle, and
as everybody turned to the open doorway a
wild, dishevelled figure came tecaring in.

CHAPTER 2.
The Scarel
66 ! NOTHER of 'em!” said® Handforth,

in astonishment.
The newcomer was Teddy Long,
of the Remove—and Teddy was
well known to be a coward. He was almost
as frightened of the dark as “Soppy ” him-
self. And Teddy now ran into the lobby,
stared round at the circle of juniors, and
pressed in amongst them as though seeking
protection. His face was ashen, and his eyes

were filled with dread.

“Shut the

“Shut the door!” he babbled.
door! It's after me!”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Chubby Heath,
staring outside with growing uneasiness.

“What’s after you, lunatic?” asked Hand-
forth, “ A dragon, with fire pouring out of
its mouth? Or an ogre, with a whacking
great club 77

“Steady, Handy|” said Nipper. * Long is
genulnely [rightencd—as frightened as Gates.
Look at them!” ’

“They're a pair!” nodded Handlorth dls
paragingly. *'Just because it happens to be
a dark evening they get the wind up. Never
known such boobies. What's St. Frank’s
coming to?”

“It’s out there—in the shrubbery |” faltered
Teddy. '

“In the shrubbery now!” said Willy. * Nofi
long ago it was outside in the lanel”

Gates pulled himself together, and grabbed
at Teddy Long’'s arm,

“What—what did you s=ee?” he asked
breathlessly.

“His own shadow I” said Handforth, with a
sniff.

“I didn’t!” shouted Teddy.
something awful !

“If it was your own shaduw it would be
awful,” nodded Handforth.

“It—it was

“It was a thing with a horrid face,”
babbled Teddy. “ A yellow face—"
“ What "

“A yellow face.”

“Well I’'m blessed!” said Willy. *Two of
'em! And they've both seen the same
thing 1"

“(Can’t be imagination, then,” said Nipper.
“They couldn’t both imagine a yellow face—
independently, It’s rather a good thing for
Gates that Long has come in—he’s cor-
roborated Gates’ evidence. Let's hear your
story, Teddy. What did you actually see?”

Long managed to pull gimsalf together.

“I—I was out in the Triangle, and I hap-
Paned to be near the shrubbery,” he said.
‘I was just waiting there, you know "

“What was the 1dea 7’ asked Handforth
suspiciously. **Who were you spying on?”

“I wasn't spying!” protested Teddy, with
such readiness that it was fairly clear that
Handforth had scored a bullseye. “1I was just
there, necar the shrubbery. I forget why,
now. And suddenly I noticed something
creeping towards me, I thought it was one

of the fellows, and I asked himn what he was
doing.”

“And what happened?” asked Nipper
curiously.

“He stopped—as though startled,” said
Teddy, shivering. “I don't suppose he knew
I was there.”

“T don’t suppose 8o, either,” nodded Hand-
forth. “You're pretty clever at lurking in
dark corners, aren't you, Teddy 1” :

“Well, T didn’t like the way the figure
stood there, so I struck a mateh,” continued

Long. “I saw a horrible, yellow face with
glﬂaming eyes——"’

“That's right!” panted Gates. ‘““Just the
samo as I saw out in the lane!”

“The awful thing turned away and
bolted !” said Long. “T bolted, too. |

don’t mind admitting it,” he added defiantly.
“ Any chap would have bolted! That thing
was horrible—ghastly! I don't believe it was
human !

“Rubbish !” said Nipper. “The fellow
may have been a tramp of some kind. Both
you two fatheads saw him in a sudden flash
of light, after the darkness, and you only saw
him for a tick. A tramp with an ugly facc
would have scared the pair of you. Anyhow.
I think some of us had better go out and
search.” |

“Rather!” agreed Handforth briskly. “I
was just going to suggest the same thing.
I'm not seared of this apparition with the
yellow face, anyhow, What rot!”

“Don’t go out!” urged Gates feverishly.
“Pon’t go out there! It wasn’t a tramp! 1
wouldn’t have been scared by a tramp like
that, Handforth! It was something different

|33

| —something too awful for words!
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UT nobody took anv notico of Eric
(ates,  Nipper and Handforth and
Travers and scveral others marched
out into the Triangle, Electric torches

were produced, and a thorough search of the
shrubbery was made. Other juniors went to
ail parts of the Triangle, and they penetrated
out into the lane, too. Willy & Co. also
helped in the scarch. Nothing unusual was
found. And after about fifteen minutes, the
various parties collected in the Triangle and
reported,

* Well, we've found nothing,” said Nipper.
“T didn't expect we should.”

“Neither did I,” said Handforth, with a
grunt. “Those two idiots were only lmmagin-
mg—""

“Hardly that, dear old
fellow!” put in Vivian
Travers. “They couldn’t
both imagine the same
thing — independently,
Aud we know for a fact
that (ates and Long
hadn’t met one another
until Long came into the

lobby. They both saw this
merchant with the rummy
face. Kither he was a
whost or else a tramp.

Personally, I’'m in favour
of the ghost story.”
“You’'re mad!”
Handforth, staring.
“There's something intriguing and fascinat-
ing about a ghost,” continued Travers
stoothly, “Those two kids probably saw the
speetre of an old monk—one of the johnnies
who used to inhabit the monastery. Perhars
there was a murder committed seven or ecight
hundred vears ago, and the ghost walks on
this particular might every year.”
“Shut up, you ass!” said Jimmy DPotts,
“0Of course, it's far more likely that the
continued

said

figure was merely a tramp,” :
Travers dryly. “But that theory 1s so dis-
appointing. 1 mean, it’s so ordinary. It's

the logical one, but I’'m not in favour of it—
I'd much rather think of that mysterious
figure as a ghost. Let’s conclude that it
was a ghost, dear old fellows. Awfully thrill-
ing, what?”

“Checse it, Travers,” said Nipper. “This
affair isn't a joke. (Gates and Long were so

)

scared that it'll probably take them a day-

We don't want the

or two to get over it.
The

whole Junior School to become nervous,
less talk of ghosts, the better.”

“Just as you like, dear old
drawled Travers. "But I can’t help think-
ine that ghosts a

He broke off as a sudden seream arose on
the evening air, above the buffeting of the
wind. All the juniors stood stock-still,
startled. That scream had come from tne
rear of the West House, some little dis-
tance away.

It rose again, this time very alarmingly—a
scream of sheer, unnameable terror. It died
away, and then there was silence.

fellow,”" 1

7

“What was that?” muttered Tommy Wat-
{ son shakily.

“Bettm;igo and sce,” said Handforth, with
a gu!p. My only hat! It sounded like a
givl 1"

“It was a girl—or a woman, anyhow,”
said Nipper grimly. ‘‘She's horribly fright-
ened, too, and after what's been happen-
ing—""

“Come on, you chaps!
{ and have a look!"

They dashed through West Arch, some of
them not particularly eager. But as Nipper
and Handforth had led the wav they were
reluctant to hang back, More than one of

We'd better go

those juniors felt a keen desire to dash

and lock the door.
Nipper,

and to slam
Scott !

indoors,
“Great
startled.
The gleam from his eleetrie toreh had re-
vealed a prostrate figure on the ground,
some little distance from the rear door of the
West House—not the door through which
the juniors were in the habit of gaining
entry, but another door used only by the
domestic staff,
“You were right,
said Willy tensely.
The prostrate figure was significantly still.
The juniors caught a glimpse of slim legs,

cjaculated

Nipper—it's a girl!”

Hencasnd in silk stockings, pecping out from

beneath the folds of the warm winter coat,
One of the girl's arms was flung outwards,
and she was lving face downwards with her
other arm twisted bencath her. Her hat
had gone, and her shingled hair was blowing
about in the wind.

“She's dead—she's dead !” wailed one of
the fags. “Help—help!”

“Keep quiet, you young idiot!” growled
Handforth. “Don’t make all that noise!'"”

Nipper and Travers were already on their
knees, and they raised the girl gently. Her
face was deathly pale, and she was breathing
heavily.

“She’s fainted,” said Nipper.
bring some water—quickly !
out of the fountain pool.”

“Hadn’t we better carry her indoors®”
suggested Travers,

“Who is she, anvwav?” asked Hand-
forth, looking down at the pallid face.

“Somebody
(et a capful
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“One of the West House maidservants, 1]
think,” said Nipper. “ Yes, I recognise her
now. We've generally seen her in her cap
and apron, and soe looks dilferent in ordinary
clothes. I wonder what can have happened :
What did she sece—to cause her to faint
away like .this?”

“Goodness only knows!” muttered Jimmy
Potts, glancing round.

It was certamnly extraordinary, There was
nothing here to account for the girl’s terror.

However, there was no sense in wasting
. time in looking about ; the main thing was to
render first aid. Four of the juniors lifted
the girl from the ground, and she was car-
vied swiftly into the rear lobby of the West
House. Here she was placed on the wooden
settee under the notice-board. By now, some-
body had come along with a capful of water,

Nipper sprinkled a little on the girl’s face,
and the rest of the juniors crowded round,
watching. Other fcllows were coming up—
Reggie Pitt and Grey and Castleton and
more of the West House stalwarts. Every-
body was asking questions.

“Don’t crowd round so much,” " said
Nipper. ‘Hang it, vou know jolly well that
a fainting person needs plenty of air. Give
her a chance!”

The crowd tocok no notice, but continued to
press forward round the fainting girl and her
attendants. In the middle of 1t all, Morrow
came alon,. Arthur Morrow was the head
prefect of the West louse, and his voice
had immediate effect.

“What's all this?”’ he demanded.
me get through, you young asses!
then—keep back!”

“She’s coming round now,”
with rehief.

“What on earth’s happened?” asked Mor-
row, as he arrived by Nipper’s side. “Well
I'm hanged! It's Elsie! She’s one of our
housemadids ! Somebody had better fetch
Mrs. Carr.”

He gave quick order
dash off and feteh the Houge matron,
he turned back to the girl,

“What’s wrong, Elsie?” he asked gently.
“Feeling i1, or something 77

“Qhe's had a fright, I think,” said Nipper.
“We heard a sudden scream, and when weo
found her she was lying on the ground in
a dead faint.” !

“Qhe must have seen that awful chap with
ihe vellow face!” said Teddy Long fearfuily.

“Yollow face ?” repcated Morrow sharply.
“What nonsense 1is this?”

“It’s true !” insisted Long.

“Where is it?” breathed the girl, sud-
denly sitting up and looking about her with
frightened eyes, “Oh, I didn’t know that
——Where’s that awful man?” she added,
with a sudden cateh in her voice. "“Did ‘I
faint? 1 don’t seem to remember "

“It’s all right, Elsie,” said Morrow.

“Let
Now

Nipper said,

s to one of the fags to
Then

“These fellows say that they found you out-
side. What happened?”

q
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“There was a horrible man out there,”
breathed Elsie. “I was just going out of
doors when I caught sight of him in the
gleam of light. Ile must have been pass-
ing the doorway as I opened——"

“I knew it!” chimed in Teddy excitedly.
“Qhe saw him, too!” '

“Shut up!” snapped Morrow.
Llsie, what did you see?”

“1 don't seem to remember very well,”
whispered the girl, "1 only saw him for a
moment—a  strange-looking man with a
hideous vyellow face!”

“Ye gods!” ejaculated
startled.

“NOW,

the prefeet,

LSIE was given into the care of M.
Carr, and after that there was a
general wave of excitement, It

spread from the West House to the
Ancient House—and then across the Triangle
throughout the Modern and East Houses.
Everybody was talking about the mysterious

“phantom” with the evil, yellow face. A
proper scare went round the Junior Schoeol.
There was no doubt about 1t now. That

weird thing had heen seen by three inde-
pendent witnesses. Two of them were sonice-
what unrehable, but Elsie was known to
ke a steady, quiet girl who wasn't particu-
larly nervous, Her evidence was reliable.
And she had seen exactly the same as Trie
Gates and Teddy lLong. Without any
doubt, some hideous creature was lurking
about the school property. There was an-
other scarch, but not many fellows joined in

it.  Most of the juniors, at all events, pre-
ferred to remain indoors where there was
plenty of friendly light,

Fireworks were forgotten. Plenty of

juniors had intended venturing out to let off
some squibs and erackers, but their plans
were now abandoned. There was a general
feeling of uneasiness,

CHAPTER 3.
The Mysterious Warning!

R. NELSON LEL, the Housemaster
of the Ancient MHMouse, listened
thoughtfully while Fenton gave an
account of what had becen happen-

M

ing.

The famous schoolmaster-detective was
looking annoyed., He had heard rumours of
the scare, and he had sent for Edgar Fenton.
The head prefect of the Ancient House—who
was also captain of the school—had already
had a conference with Morrow and some of
the other prefects. So  Fenton  had
all the faets at his finger-tips.

“That's about all, sir,” he concluded.
“It’s all very vague. We only know that
these two juniors saw a strange figure with
a vellow face. If it wasn't for that West
House maidservant’s evidence, I might lLe
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Gates uttered a wild shriek of terror.

v
f;fr,
r '}
i
) Q\

For standing against the wall was a menacing, sinister figure ;

the figure of a man whose face was appalling in its ugliness !

disposed to disbelieve Gates and Long.
They’re both nervous youngsters. But the
girl swears that she saw a stranger with a

vellow face, and she was so frightened that”

she fainted. And according to Mrs. Carr,
she's not the kind of girl to be frightened
over a trifle.”

“You'll have to do yvour best, I'enton, to
reassure the juniors,” said Nelson Lee. “It’s
a bad thing if the younger boys get fright-
ened. The sooner we get to the bottom
of this little mystery, the better. It ought
not to be difficult to find the culprit.”

“Culprit, sir?” said Fenton. “Do you
think, then, that it was a trick?”

“What else?” replied Lee. * Think,
Fenton. It isn’t usnal, is it, for people with
vellow faces to be lurking round the school
property ? Such a thing, indeed, is too
bizarre for serious consideration.”

“A practical joker, you mean, sir?”

“1 think it 1s fairly obvious, Fenton,”
nodded Nelson Lee. “Some ill-natured
fellow is having a bit of fun—or what he
considers to be fun. You musn’t forget that
thie I'ifth of November 1s quite ncar."”

“By Jove! That's a point, sir,” said the
head prefect.

“It is most likely that some boy has manu-
factured a guy—or, at least, a mask,” con-

tinuted Lee, “He thought it an excellent
opportunity to play a few tricks upon his
schoolfellows, and the girl, no doubt, was
also regarded as fair game. If tlus young
rascal can be discovered, I shall see that he
gets a flogging. There's no fun in such
malicious tactics.”

“He'll probably go easy now, sir—now
that there’s such a scare,” said Ienton.
“It's pretty certain, anvhow, that he didn't
expect that girl to faint, Must hLave given
him a shock, and I dare say bhe'll abandon
the whole thing. And that'll make 1t difficult
for us to get hold of him.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of,” replied Nelson
Lee gruffly. “The young rascal looks dike
getting off scot-free. Anyhow, I'enton, vou'd
better make all the inquirics possible,”

“1 will, sir,”

And IFenton took his departure, looking
grim, After he had gone, Nelson Lee sat
back in his chair, frowning. He disliked any-
thing of this sort. It was almost a eriminal
thing deliberately to frighten the moro ner.
vous boyvs. In some i1nstances permanent
Lharm could be done, and boys who were nor-
mally steady enough might easily become
nervous wrecks.

“If the young rascal 15 deiected, I shall
certainly take him to the headinaster for a
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flogging,” Lee told himself, “Perhaps I had
better go out myself——"
His thoughts were interrupted at that

second by a splintering crash of glass.

Swiftly he swung round in his swivel-chair,
Fragments of glass fell upon the floor as he
did so, and at the same second a heavy
stone L!rappml on to his desk. He did not

ive it a glance. He left his chair as though
EL had suddenly bueu propelled by a power-
ful epring.

In one leap he was at the window, the glass
of which was shattered. He flung the frame
wide open, and he caught his breath in
sharply.

I'or a brief instant he glimpsed a hideous
cllow face, just visible in the radius of the
ight from the study, Then it wvanished
amidst the shadows. And Nelson Lee, in
that dramatic moment, did not blame the
~juniors or the servant-girl for being so
frightened. 'That face had been utterly
sinister and horrifying. The eyes, in par-
ticular, had possessed a quality of evil which
brought a doubt into Lee’s mind regarding
his first theory, A mask—yes. But could
any practlca.l joker -kindle that devilish gleam
in his eyes?

In one movement, Lee was out of the wi-
dow. He caught sight of a vague shape in
the distance, moving rapidly away.

“No you don’t, my friend!” muttered Lec
angrily,

He dashed off in pursuit, but he had taken
only three strides before he crashed to the
ground with great violence. Something had
apparently caught him round the ankles, and
he tripped over and went headlong.

He was taken completely by surprise.
Ready as he had been for trickery, he had
not suspeeted such a dodge as this. When
he picked himself up, bruised and battered,
he knew that it would be usecless to continue
the chase. That vague figure had gone,
and by this time there would be no telling
which direction 1t had taken. The ground
was hard, and there would be no fnoéprints.
The darkness was intense, and any effort to
find the culprit would be doomed to failure.

He examined the stretched wire with
great interest. It had been placed in position
quite near the window, unseen and deadly.
It was about eight inches from the ground,
and was stretched so taut that Lee had a
very ugly bruise on his left shin—for it was
this leg v.}uf:h had caught the full force of

the trip. _
“This infernal joker believes in being
thorough,” muttered ILee angrily. “He

shall receive full punishment for this out-

rage, but I'm th_‘lIIIlII’I"’ to suspect that he |

IS no mere junior.

He removed the treacherons wire, and went
back into his study. He picked up the heavy
stone which lay on his desk, and he was
not particularly surprised when he found
that thero was a card attached to the stone.
On this card were the three words, in printed
characters:

“TWO DAYS MORE.”

“A warning, eh 7" muttered Lee ommousiy.
“Crude and absurd |”

A doubt crept into his mind for a second.
Was it really the work of a practical joker,
or was there something else—something rea]ly
and truly menacing? He remembered those
eyes, but he shock himself and dismissed
the melodramatic theory.

“A  malicious practical joke—nothing
more,” he decided. “ Probably the work of
a man rather than a boy. But who can be
responsible 7"

He could think of nobody in the school
who would get up,to such malevolent tricks.

He examined the card with greater care.
There was nothing about it which could serve
as a clue, It was merely an ordinary piece
of cardboard, and the printed characters had
heen ‘written with commonplace blue-black
ink. There was no sense in looking for
finger-prints, for even if any existed they
would mean nothing. There was no record
of finger-prints at St, Frank’s.

“I doubt if any St. Frank’s boy would have
dared to play this trick on me,” mused Lee.
“What could have been his object, anvhow ?
Surely he did not think that T should be
frightened by such nonsense?”

He thought of the fellows who might com-
ceivably have been guilty of such a *‘jest.”
There was Gore-Pearce, of the Remove: but
Gore-Pearce, so far as Lee knew, had no
grudge against him, And there was Bernard
Forrest; but Forrest was in the sanatorium.
recovering from the effects of a recent fall
he had had from the Ancient House roof,
Forrest would not be out for a week or two.
There were some seniors who might possibly
have a grudge againsi him, but none belong-
ing to the Ancient House, No, Lee was
inclined to believe that this was the work
of some outsider.

But he would not give the culprit the satis-
faction of further gjoatm He would say
nothing about this fresh mm&ent for, if he
did, there would only be another scare
throughout the school. He would keep it to
hlmqelf and he would quietly pursue a few
inquiries,

ANDFORTH, in the doorway of the
H Ancient House, gave one of his most
expressive grunts,

“Never known such rot!” he said
111{11gnant1y “It's only about half-past six,
and it’s an hour before lockmg-up. And yet
we're not- allowed out of doors! We ecan’t
even go out into the Triangle !”

“Who wants to go out into the Trzanglu‘?”
asked Church.,

fl‘-‘[ dﬂ I!!

“Well, we all have our fads and fancies,”
put in MecClure, the Seottish junior. “T'm
not frightened, or anything like that, but 1
don’'t mind ddnnttmg that T'd rather stay
indoors.”’

The order had gone round that no juniors
were to leave their respective Houses. And
Handforth, who was opposed to all restric-
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tionz, spoke frankly on the subject. In his
opinion, 1t was all rot. Yet actually it was a
sensible move, If there was a practical
joker abroad he would be only too glad ofy
furtlier opportunities of scaring his victims.
And many of the juniors, while professing
themselves ready enough to make a search,
micht easily be badly frightened if they
camoe into contact with this vellow-faced
myvstery figure. FKar better rob the joker of
further vietims.

Handforth stared out into the darkness of
tho Triangle, but he did not venture down

tho steps. Everything was very gloomy out
there. The wind was howling more boister-

ously than ever, too. It was an unfriendly

evening,

“Better shut the door, Handy,” said
Church., “There’s an awiul draught, you
kuow,” J

Handforth made
no reply, and
Church and Me-

Clure moved back
towards a group of
other fellows. They
all went off into the
corridor, bound for
the (Common-room.
Church and  Me-
Clure had an idea
that Handforth
would follow; but
just at that moment
Handforth was bent
on another move.

His nerves were
on the stretch.
Suddenly, un-
expectedly, he had
caught sight of a
lurking figure near

sure enough ?

varn, chums,

kill Nelson Lece—for that is his object,

The mystery is revealed in next week’s
And what a yarn it is, too!
Edwy Searles Brooks has really excelled

11

“ Detter shove something over his mounth,”
said another voice. “He'll only yell if we
don't !"”

Handforth struggled madly,

“Hi!” he gasped. *“ What the—— Let me
g0, vou rotters!”

“Sorry, Handyv, old gargoyle,” said the first
voice. “You won't mind this cap being
pushed into your mouth, will you ?"

“Wellborne I” gurgled Handforth furious!y.

He recognised his captors as Wellborne &
(C'o., of the River House School. There were
three of them, and if he had only had a
chance to tackle them in a stand-up fight, ho
would have wiped them up. As it was, they
wero sprawling all over him, holding him
down, and he was at a disadvantage.

The Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne was
aided and abetted by the Hon. Bertram Car-
stairs and the Hon. Cyril Coates. It was
because these three
had “the MHon.”
tacked to their
names, and because
they were the
leaders of the River
House rotters, that
the whole party was

YELLOW
FACE!

known as “the

Honour ables."

: v e They wero, gener-

HO is this sinister  ,1]y" speaking,
man who has snobs and cads.
been skulkingaround  They were of a

St. Frank's? totally different

And what is his type from Hal
object in wanting to  Brewster and his
merry chums—who

were the friendly

rivals of the St.

Frank’s juniors.

“That’s got him!"

the shrubbery. ~HMe  himself, Full of thrilling incidents and  said Wellborne, s
s arination was not  dramatic situations, the story will grip he proceeded ruth-
playing him false.  you from the very first chapter. lessly to push the

Something was
t h e r e—something
mysterious and
vague,
“There

It's coming next

he 1s!”

panted Handforth,

pointing.  ““Quick, you chaps!
Now’s our chance to grab him!”

He glanced round, and uttered a growl of
atunoyauce when he found that he was alone.

“By Geerge!” he said grimls. “I'll collar
the rotter single-handed, then! I'll show
em "

He dashed down the steps, ran across the
Triangle, and plunged into the blackness of
the shrubberyv, It was a reckless thing to do,
but verv characteristic of Edward Oswald.
Hands reached out for him, The next
second he was pulled over on his back, and
he felt sundry knees digging into his
anatomv,

“Cot him!” chuckled a low voice. “Our
old pal, Handy! Couldn't have wished for a
better victim, what?”

Come on!

Look out for this title:

“BY ORDER OF THE TONG!”

folded cap into
Handforth’s mouth.
“"Anybody got a
scarf or something?
Better tie his face
up so that he can’t

get this gag out.
What about the ropes, too?”

Within three minutes the unfortunate
Handforth was trussed up and gagged. But
only his arms were tied. His legs were loft
free. Then Re was dragged to his feet and
held in position whilst one of the Honour-
ables procceded to get busy at the rear,

As a matter of fact, strings of jumpin
crackers were tied to the back c-g Hand-
forth’s jacket and left dangling. Wellborne
& Co. considered that this was a priceless

Wednesday, chums,

practical joke-—and, certainly, there was
nothing partieularly malicious about it, It
was just an unpleasant sort of joke.

“Got the mateh ready?” chuckled the
Hon. Aubrey,

“Here 1t 15!” murmured Carstairs. “Shall

I light these fuses now ?"
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“Rather! Then we'll let him gol”

A match was struck, and then came some
aminous sizzling sounds, At the same second
the River House juniors dashed away through
the shrubbery, cﬂmck[]ng with glee. It was
fairly evident that they knew nothing about
the events which had been recently taking
place—and they were in no fear of the

stranger with the yellow face!

B House he was converted into a human
machine-gun. Those jumping crackers,

tied sccurely to him, were going off with

terrific effeet, the continuous explosions

creating a shattering din.

“Help!” howled Handforth wildly.

If he had kept his head he would have run
straight to the fountain-pool and s=at In it
This would have very effectually brought the
explosions to an end. But Handforth never
thought of the fountain-pool. He only knew
that a series of vielent and alarming ex-

losions were occurring immediately behind
Eim, and he simply ran as fast as his legs
would carry him.

And his yell for help was more or less futile
because of the gag that was in his mouth.
He meant to yell * Help!” but only a sort of
muflled gurgle came.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The three River House rotters yelled with
laughter. To their minds, there was some-
thing q\xtranrdinuri{g funny in Handforth
dashing® into the Ancient Hopse, with all
those explosions taking place in his imme-
diate rear,

“What a pity we can’t sce the rest of it!1”
grinned Carstairs,

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“He'll create old Harry indoors!” chuckled
Wellborne. “Gad! There’ll be some ex-
citoment soon, my sons!”

They had a last vision of Handforth as he
ran up the steps pf the Ancient House, and
vanished into the lobby, The explosions were
now becominﬁ; more rapid, more continuous,
Practically all the jumping crackers were on
the go, and as gct they were not a third of
the way through their course,

“This was worth all the trouble of coming
here and lying in wait,” grinned the Hon.
Aubrey. “ Wﬁat do you say, you fellows?”

“Yes, rather!” said thoe other pair,

“Handforth will get into a heap of
trouble over this business,” continued Q’fall-
borne. “Of course, he won’t sneak, and
we're safe.”

A form loomed up out of the darkness.

“Not so safe as you seem to imagine!”
seid a stern voice. " No, don't attempt to
run away! Wellborne—Carstairs—Coates!
8tand just where you are!”

The three River House rotters seemed
frozen to the ground. There was something
extraordinarily compelling in that sharp
voice, and although they wanted to bolt, they
could not move a limb. Other fellows—St.

CHAPTER 4
Another Sensationl!

ANG-BANG! Crack-crack-bang |
Before Handforth got to the Ancient

-
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Frank's juniors—had many times noted that
quality in Nelson Lee’s voice,

“You mischievous young rascals!” said Leo
sternly. " Come indoors with me at once!”

“We— we were only having a bit of fun,
str I’ gasped Wellborne, * \’%e‘re not doing
any harm here! We came to sce some of
our friends——"

“And you wiled away your time by tying

fireworks to Handforth, after roping him
up 7” interrupted Lee grimly. *“'I'hat is a
practical joke, Whellborne, which is both
dangerous and foolish, You will all three

come indoors with me.”

" Yes, sir, but——"

“Come |” commanded Lee,

Wellborne & Co, hadn’t the courage to
resist.  They indignantly teld. themselves
that Nelson Lee hadgnn authority over them;
but, at the same time, they quailed before
the sternness of his veice. They had been
caught red-handed, and their little game
was ruined,

Nelson Lee, in fact, had come across them
quite by accident. He had been quietly
moving about, hoping to find some trace of
the mysterious marauder, and while on this
mission he had been attraoted by the first
explosions. Then he had found Wellborne

-

Vivian Travers mildly.

“FOR the love of Samson!” ejaculated
He and Jimmy Potts and Harry

Gresham were walking down the
Remove passage. Suddenly a figure had
appeared in sight—a wild, dishevelled,

frantic figure. It was running at full speed,
and cascades of sparks were shooting out
from its rear, accompanied by devastating
explosions, At least, they sound devastating
within the confines of the passage.

“It’s Handy!” ejaculated Gresham,
“He appears to be in aomethinF of a
mess,” nodded Travers. ‘“Well, well! What
a queer form of amusement some fellows
indulge in!”

Handforth, with his arms bound to his
sides, and with a searf covering the lower
portion of his face, rushed along. Doors were
opeuning all along the passage, and juniors
were pouring out.

“Gangway!” sang out Travers. *“Look
out, there! Give him room, you fellows!”

“Great Scott!”

“What's happening 1”

“Get outside, you 1diot! Don’t bring those
fireworks in here!”

Bang-bang! Crack-crack-bang!

It seemed to Handforth that the bombard-
ment would never cease, He was momen-
tarily expeeting to be burnt, but so far he
was unharmed. Ill-natured as this praectical
joke was, there was no real harm in it—there

was very little risk of Handforth getting
miured.

‘Whoa!  Steady, you ass!” wyelled Da
Valerie. “ Mind where you're coming |

Fverybody wanted to help the unfortunate
Edward Oswald, but it was difficult. In that
confined space it was well-nigh impossible to

(Continurd on page 14.)
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OOKING through

I an old volume of

the ‘‘History of

St. Frank’s "' the

other day, 1 came across

an interesting account of

a fight that occurred

boetween the boys of St. _

¥rank's and the lads of Bannington. And——

But let me put it as Dr. Thimbleby, the
auth:or of the history, recounts it:

“Thursday, 24th of August, 1643. I fear
mo that boys nowadays are getting rougher
than ever. Yesterday evening several boys
from this school did leave without permission
and enter the hamlet of Bannington, hard
bv. News had reached the school that some
wondrously elever mummers had arvived in
Bannington, which, I doubt me not, was the
reason for their going. There has always
been enmity between the boys of the school
and the apprentices of DBannington. One
Tom Townsend, a hulking youth, and leader
of the Bannington boys, did molest the St.
Frank’s boys as they entered the place. The
Bannington bovs were armed with stout
clubs, while the St. Frank’s lads had naught
but their hands,

“Owing to superior numbers and clubs,
the village boys beat back the school lads;
but these, rallied by their leader, James
Moerryveather, fought hard with their fists,
dodging the blows from the cudgels. Some
of the St. Frank's bovs were grioveusly hurt,
T fear, but eventually they overcame the
Dannington lads, and things were going well
with them when up dashed a horseman, pur-
sued closely by several more.

“The first horseman was an escaping
Royalist being sorely pressed by the Round-
heads. The Bannington people were in sym-
pathy with the Royalist cause, owing to the
T.ord of Bannington being so good to them.
Therefore, St. ¥Frank’s boys and Bannington
boys closed in and protected the fleeing
Rovalist from the Roundheads, Clubs
clashed with swords, but the Roundheads
were in the minority, and were forced to

An inleresting arlicle, specially
wriflen by NIPPER, #n which
be lakes readers back inlo 1he
“good old days” al St. Frank’s.
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retire in confusion,

The Royalist was thus
enabled to make good
his escape to the King,
who sent a special mes-
senger back to St
Frank's requesting the
venerable  headmaster
to give the whole school a holidayv. The news
arrived early this morning, and as 1 write
this in my study, I can hear the shouts
and cheers of the boys as they stream out to
the fields and the mummers at Bannington.”

HERE is another story of a terrific

I fight which occurred at St. Frank’s
in the ‘“good old days.” Perhaps I

had better tell it in my own words.

In the carly part of 1735 a wave of
smuggling swept over the coast near 8St.
Fraunk’s, The coast thereabouts was a

barren, sandy waste, with here and there
high cliffs honeycombed with caves, A band
of smugglers started operations not far from
where Caistowe now stands. These men
prospered until their smuggling {ook on
gigantic proportions, and the coasizuards
were powerless against them. The smugglers
were all desperate ruffians and armed to the
teeth. However, a brigade of soldiers
was sent down to scour the countryside.
And one night, when the smugglers were at
their activities, they were chased by the
soldiers. The only safe refuge was St.
Frank's, which, once they entered it, would
afford them a garrison to repel the soldiers.
But the gates of the school were locked, and
the Head refused them admittance. Thus
balked, the smugglers forced the gates down,
and a lively set-to started between the boys

of St. Frauk’s and the armed smugglers.
Several of the lads were hurt by  the
muskets, but they held the smugglers up

long enough for the soldiers to arrive and
capture them. Whether the boys were re-
warded for their bravery is not recorded,
but they jolly well deserved to be!

(Lock out for an amusing article by Regyie
Pitt next Wednesday, chums!)
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THE LIVING GUY!

(Continued from page 12.)

get near him. Juniors dodged out of the
way frantically, backing into doorways; the
confusion was tremendous,

“You shouldn’t have come indoors,
Har;dﬁl" shouted Church in alarm. ‘' Run
straight through—get out at the back! We'll

come and untie you |

It was doubtful if Handforth understood.
But as nobody offered to help him he ran
straight on, and when he got to the rear
lobby he dived outside, with a whole crowd
of juniors hard on his heels.

TJhn jumping crackers were on their last
lap, and they were making a terrific din.

“Hi! (Cet away from herel” roared an
alarmed voice.

Just outside the rear door—by a remarkably
unlucky chance—Chambers, of the Iifth, was
pouring some petrol into the tank of his
motor-bike. Nothing could have been more
unlucky. Chambers had wheeled his machine
into the light of the doorway, so that he
could see w%‘mt he was doing, and Handforth,
before he could swerve, almost collided with
the machine, which was backed up on to its
stand,

“Look out!” howled Chambers.

- Some instinet seemed to warn him that the
situation was desperately perilous. If he had
stuck to that petrol-can everything might
have been all right; the chances were that
Handforth would have rushed on without
causing any damage.

But Cuthbert Chambers, of the Fifth, had
always been something of an ass, and he was
an ass now, He dropped the petrol-can, then
holted—the sight of tfmsa fiying sparks being
a bit too much for him. He wasn’t afraid of
the sparks themselves, but he was well
nequainted with the highly inflammable quab-
ties of petrol.

The can dropped on its side, there was a |

gush of petrol over the ground--and, not
unnaturally, many of the flying sparks fell
into the rapidly spreading pool of volatile
spirit.

‘Woooosh |

It was a most curious sound, half-explosive,
half-pulf.

Handforth leapt about a yard into the air,
and the great B{’IEEt of flame missed him by
inches only. .

“Keep back!” yelled Nipper warningly.
“Great Scott! Chambers’ motor-bike is on
fre 1"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Stand back, you chaps!”

“Mv bike!” shrieked Chambers.
fre out, somebody!”

“Put the

It had all taken place within a second
or two. Handforth, running on into the
square, was unharmed. Chambers, having

backed away in time was also out of danger,
and the juniors who had been following
Handforth had all come to a halt, There
stood the motor-cycle, enveloped in a livid,
roaring sheet of flame. In an instant, tne
West Square was illuminated in every corner

. wasn’t burnt,

by that lurid glare. Shouts were sound-
ing from the Ancient House and the West
House, and more and more boys were ar-
riving on the scene.

“For Heaven’s sake, keep back |” shouted
Nipper. “That tank’s going to explode—""

Boom-oom !

Nipper hadn’t time to finish before the
explosion happened. It wasn’'t a very
powerful one, {or fortunately Chambers had
only ijust started pouring the petrol into the
tank. However, there was sufficient to
cause another terrific burst of flame. The
motor-cycle seemed to lift itself into the air,
and then it crashed over on its side, the tank
shattered, the whole machine nearly invisible
in the roaring flames.

It was a totally unexpected outcome of
that firework trick. In common fairness to
Wellborne & Co., it must be said that they
had had no inkling that anything alarmirg
like this would develop.

ANDFORTH, on the other side of the
H square, had stumbled, and he was
rolling ever and over. Without in-
tending to, he put the last of those
crackers out, and he was astonished to find he
) Reggie Pitt and Castleton
and a number of other West House fellows
were buzzing round him, cutting the ropes
and releasing him from the enveloping
scarf. Nipper & Co. had not yet been able
to get out of the Ancient House—for the
rear doorway was completely blocked by
the leaping Hames.

“By George!” gugled Handforth when
he . found his voice.

“What on earth happened?” asked Pitt, in
amazement.

“I might have been killed !” panted Hand-
forth. “1I might have been burnt to death !”

“But you’re not—so don’t worry,” said
Reggie. “How did you manage to set fire
to old Chambers’ jigger?”

“T didn't do 1t!"” shouted Handforth.
“Those River House cads tied me up, and
shoved those fireworks on to me. It was
Chambers' fault for dropping the petrol-can
—the silly chump!” =

“So some cf those River ITouse f{ellows
have been here?” said Reggie. “It was a
dirty trick to tie crackers to your jacket,
Handy., 1 gave Brewster credit for moro
commonsense "

“1t wasn’t Brewster!” interrupted Hand-
forth, “Tt was that cad, Wellborne!”

“Ah, that explains it,” nodded Reggic.
“Mv hat! Look at that fire!”

“Hadn’t we better do something 1 asked
Castleton. “What about some fire ex-
tinguishers 7"

“Morrow and some of the other prefeets
arc rushing up with them,” said Reggie,
as he looked across the square. “Not that
they'll do much good. That petrol will soon
burn itself out—and the flames are blowing
away from the school, anyhow.”

]
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A wild figure came flying through West
Arch, and it revealed itself as Mr, Pycraft,
thie master of the Fourth Form.,

“Fire! Fire!” he bellowed.
Call the Fire Brigade!”

“Steady, sir!” said Fenton.
Lo alarmed about.”

“The school's on fire!” gasped Mr. Dy-
craft. *““Good heavens! We shall all be
burnt out!  Where are the hoses? Why
doesn't somebody =

“There’'s no need to get into a panice, sir,”
snapped Fenton, “It's only some petrol,
atid 1t'll burn itself out within a minute or
iwo. There's been a slight accident, but
it's not serious.”

Chambers, who had overheard, rushed up,
quivering with excitement and consternation,

“Not serious!’” he hooted. “You're mad!
ryy

M+ motor-bike’s burnt all up
“Well, you needn't make a fuss!”

“It's my new jigger!” howled Chambers.
“I've only had it a month! It's gonel

“Holp!

“Nothing to

It's wrecked! It’s nothing but scrap-
iron ! _
“Cool down, vou idiot!” said Fenton.

“““What's the good of ecrying over spilt
milk? It won't help you to rave on lLike
this, will it? Your bike's gone and there's
an end of it.”

(Chambers stood there gazing frantically
at the now-dying flames—and at the heap of
blackened mangled wreckage in the middle

of them.

“My mnew jigger!”
he groaned hoarsely.
“Gone ! Wrecked |
Oh, myv hat! My new
jigger!”

Nelson Lee now

came striding up. Ile
had left the shivering
Wellborne & Co. in
charge of Wilson and
Biggleswade, of the
Sixth, in West Arch.

“How did this hap-
pen?” demanded Nel-
son Lee, taking in the
situation at a glance.

“It was Handforth’s
fault, sir!”  panted
Chambers, clutching at
Nelson Lee's sleeve. “He came rushing out
with some fireworks o

“I couldn’t help it!” broke in Handforth,

Py

“The fireworks were tied to me!

“You needn’t have come near my motor-
bike, need wou?"” asked the Fifth-I'ormer
bitterly,

“How was I to know that your bike was
just outside the door, lumbering up the
steps ¥ retorted Handforth.  * Besides, you
slhouldu't have dropped the pelrol can like
that ! ;

Some of the sparks fell into the spilt
petrol, sir, and there was a big burst of
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flame,” explained Nipper. “I don’t think it
was anybody’s fault, Just an accident.”

“It was the fault of the bovs who tied
those fireworks to Handforth's coat,” said
Lee curtly., “ A dangerpus practical joke, for
which the culprits will pay dearly. Ienton,
see after things here, please.”

*“All right, sir,” promised the school cap-

tain, “There’'s no danger—the fire's nearly
out now, anyhow, Rather a pity abour
Chambers’ machine—it's completely done
for.”

“What am I going to do about it, sir?”
asked Chambers frantically.

“You will get. a new machine, Chambers—
have no fear,” replied Nelson Lee. **You
shall have full compensation fol this acci-
dent—with as little delay as possible.”

He went off, leaving Chambers much res
lieved. In the meantime Wilson and Dig-
gleswade were keeping a tight hold on Well-
borne and Carstairs and Coates.

“You're going to get into a fine bowl of
hot water for this,” Biggleswade was say-
ing. “You kids tied those fireworks to
Handforth's coat, didn't you?”

“We didn't know he'd set fire to a lot
of petrol!” sobbed Coates, “It's not our
fault! We didn't mean to do any harm!"”

“Well, yvou've done it—and it's lucky for
vou that the whole school wasn't set on fire,”
said Wilson eurtly, “I shouldn’t be sur
prised if you got the sack for this job!"™

CHAPTER 6.
Trouble for Wellborne
& Co.!
ELSON LEL
N strode up, his
face stern and
angry,

“Thank vou, * Wil-
son,” he said, “Thank
v ou, Bigeleswade.
Bring these three boys
to the headmasler's
house, pleace.”

“Certainly, sir,” said
the two prefects.

7
¥/

“I say, sir, half a
. minute!” protested the
Hon. Aubrey, =1’y

! not fair to blame us for what’s happencd.

That petrol was set on firo by accident

“That will do, Wellborne," interrupted Lee.
“You can say all that vou wish to say to
the headmaster.”

"He's not our headmaster, sir,” retorted
Wellborne boldly.

“T am well aware of that fact, \Wellborne—
but Dr. Nicholls 1s Handforth's headmaster—
and Handforth is the boyv you so foolishly
victimised, It is verv lucky for you that he
18 unhurt. Come! I want no more argu-
ment.”
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Quaking with apprehension, Wellborne &
Co. were taken to the Head’s house, and
soon they were ushered into the presence of
Dr. Morrison Nicholls.

It did not take Nelson Lee long to give
an account of exactly what had ifn:mpve-ms:c:].
and the headmaster listened with growing

gravity. _ :
“This is very serious, Mr. Lee—very
serious, indeed,” he said, at length., “1

have seldom heard of such folly.”
“We didn’t mean to set amything on fire,
sir,”” sobbed Carstairs. .
“You set those crackers on fire!” said the
Head sternly. ‘“You tied them to that boy,
and you bound his arms so that he could not
free himself from the menace; you bound his
mouth so that he could not shout for help.”
“1t was only a joke, sir!” protested Well-
borne. “We didn’t mean any harm.”
“Your sense of humour, young man, 1is
very remarkable,” said Dr. Nicholls coldly.
“You tie fireworks to this boy, set them
off, and then shout with laughter as he runs
away. That, in itself, was bad enough.
But you might have known that there would
be the risk of fire—serious fire. As you have
scen, a serious fire did oceur. And all be-
cause of your incredibly foolish trick.”
The River House boys were silent.

“Then there was always the danger that
Handforth himself would be burned,” con-
tinued Dr, Nicholls. “T am afraid that boys,
as a class, regard fireworks as a perfectly safe
. form of amusement, But fireworks should
be handled with eare—and to tie them to a
boy’s coat-tails is exceedingly dangerous. 1
regret that it 1s not within my power to
punish you for this offence.”’

Wellborne & Co. brightened up.

“However, 1 shall send you back to your
- own school without delay,” continued the
ITead. “I shall ring up Dr Hogge and give
him full details of the whole occurrence, and
he no doubt will punish you with fitting
severity.”

Wellborne & Co. drooped ‘again.

“I hope this will be a very stern lesson
to you,” said the Head. “Fireworks should
not be employed for such ill-natured pur-
poses.,”

“We only thought it was a joke, sir,”
muttered Wellborne sullenly, <

“After Dr. Hogge has dealt with you, I
dare say you will change your opinion on the
-subject of jokes,” said the Head. “I shall
now send you back to your own school under
escort——"’

~ “One moment, sir, if you don't mind,”
interrupted Nelson Lee. “T1 would like to
guestion these boys on anather matter.”
“By all means, Mr. Lee.”
“Do you know anything, Wellborne, about

a grotesque figure which has been terrify- |

ing some of the boys this evening?” asked
Nelson Lee, looking steadily at Wellborne,
“I suspect that you boys are responsible.
Have you--or has one of your companions—
been lurking about in the darkness, wearing
a yellow mask 7"
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Woellborne & Co. looked blank

“A yellow mask, sir?” repcated the Hon.
Aubrey. “I don’t now what you're talking
about.”

“We haven’t scen anybody like that, sir,”
said Carstairs. ‘““We don’t understand, sir,
A yellow mask? Do you mean a yellow
face 7"’

“ A mask or a face—as yet I cannot be sure
which,” replied Lee. “It occurred to me
that you boys might know something, but I
am satisfied that you do not.”

Those blank expressions had told him all
he wanted to know. Wellborne' & Co. bhad
had no hand in that other alarming affair!

HEY had every reason to regret their

I visit to St. Frank’s, however. They

had come to indulge in a “lark,” and

they went back to the River Houso

to act their parts in a painful drama in which

Dr. Molyneux Hogge, wes, without dispute,
the chief performer,

- The three Honourables were taken straight
before him by the St. Frank’s prefects who
had broucht them home. And Dr. Hogge
was looking very dangerous. He had had
a long conversation with Dr. Nicholls over
the telephone. :

The 8t. Frank’s prefects discreetly took
their leave, and the three River House
juniors were left “in the lion’s den.” Tho
Hon. Aubrey was not gifted with the power
of prophecy, neither were his companions,
Yet they all three had an inkling that the
next fifteen minutes were going to be
decidedly uncomfortable,

“Wellborne, Carstairs, Coates!” said Dr.
Hogge ominously. “T1 have heard that you
have brought disgrace upon your school this
evening. ou have been to St. Frank's, and
you have played a singularly dangerous and
ill-natured joke upon a St. Frank’s boy.”

“It was only a fireworks jape, sir,” replied
Wellborne.

“I do not object to fireworks at this par-
ticular time of the year, although, as you
know, I have issucd stern warnings regard-
ing the misuse of them,” said Dr. Hogge,
“You are permitted to indulge in this—er—
noisy form of pleasure if you take due pre-
cautions. When I hear that you three boys
have deliberately tied jumping-crackers to
another boy’s coat-tails, I can only charac-
terise the trick as malicious and perilous.”

“Handforth wasn’t hurt by the fireworks,
sir,” protested Wellborne, with truth. “We
tied them in such a way that he couldn’t
come to any harm Mr. Lee must have
given you a wrong account of the affair.”

“It was Dr. Nicholls who gave me all
the details,” said the Head coldly.

“But Dr. Nicholls got them  from Mr.
l.ee, sm,” said the Hon., Aubrey. “It's not
fair! We only had a bit of a lark, and I
don’t see’ why Mr. Lee and Dr, Nicholls
should have made all this fuss. Mr. Lee's
alwayvs had his knife into us——"

“Silence 1” commanded Dr, Hogge angrily.
“How dare you, Wellborne? I am amazed
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There came the sound of splintering glass from the direction of the window, and as Nelson

Lee swung round a heavy stone dropped on to his desk !

that vou should attempt to excuse yourself. ]

You bound Handforth’s arms, you gagged
him, and you tied fireworks to his coat-tails,
That in itself was an outrage which compels
me to punish vou with the utmost severity,
But there is more.”

“We didn’t do anything else, sir,” put in
Carstairs miserably.

“Your practical joke resulted in the total
destruction of a motor-evele,” went on Dr.
Hogge relentlessly. “That machine, I must
inform vou, has been wvalued at sixty-five
pounds.”

“But we didn’t destroy it!"” said Wellborne
excitedlyv. “It was Chambers' own fault for
dropping the petrol-can. I hecard some of
the St. Frank’s fellows talking——"

. ““*“Whatever you heard, it makes no differ-

cence to the faet that the machine was
destroved,” said Dr. Hogge sternly, “ And
it was destroved because of vour outrageous
conduct.”

“It was the spilt petrol which eaused the
fire, sir,” said Coates,

“It was those fireworks, which vou attached
to vour victim's coat-tails, which caused the
fire,"” said the River House Head ominounsly,
“You three boys, by your preposterous folly,
endangered the life of Chambers and the
lives of other bovs. Fortunately, that motor-
cvele was insured, and it is possible that the
insurance company will admit the eclaim. If
it does not, however, vour parents will he
informed of the full facts, and they wiil be

required to make full and absolute compensa-
t‘tﬂn.l:
Dr. Hogge rose to hLis feet and reached for
his cane, :
““Now,” he went on, “I shall deal with you
first, Wellborne. Come over here!"

finished he was breathing heavily, and

his right arm ached as it had seldom

ached before. Needless to say, Well-
borne & Co. also ached—very much so.

They had recceived the escverest flogging
of their voung lives. They were positivelv
pale and shaky from the effects. They wero
racked with pain. And, as if this wasn't
sufficient, Dr. Hogge dismissed them with
staggeringly-heavy impositions. Their leisure
time for many a coming evening would be
fully occupied. The chopper had come down
with fearful foree.

On their way to Wragg's House, Well-
borne & Co. encountered Hal Brewster and
Dave Ascott and a crowd of other Com-
moners,

“What's the trouble?”
curiously, “ My hat! You fellows look pretty
pinched! You've had it hot, haven't you?”

“Mind your own confounded Dbusiness!'"
snarled Wellborne.

“I'll bet they deserved it, whatever thevw
got,” said Glynn,

“We saw vou
I'rank’s

BY the time Dr. Molyneux Hogge had

asked DBrewster

brought

in by thosa St,
preiects,”

remarked  Kingswood.
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“Naughty boys! What have you been doing
over at St. Frank’s?”
The three Honourables pushed past,

breathing hard, They were not on friendly
terms with Brewster & Co., of Marshall’s
House. They went into their own quarters—
into Study No 10—and Weltborne closed the
door, Singularly enough, he seemed to have
no inclination to sit down, notwithstanding
his obvions distress, Carstairs and Coates
were cqually reluctant to take advantage of
the chairs. What they longed for more than
anything else was a block of ice apicce,

They felt that they could have sat wupon
bloeks of ice with some relicf. »
“The rotter!” panted Wellborne fiercely.

“T'he miserable, sneaking, mischief-making
rotter!”

“You're not talking about Handforth, are
you?” asked Coates. “He didn’t sneak on
?l.lﬂ_'_"

“TI’'m talking about Lee!” snapped the
Hon. Aubrey, “By gad, we'll get our own
b}?ck. my sons! We'll make him sit up for
this !”

“Oh, shut up!” said Carstairs sourly.

“What the dickens can we do to Lee? He’s
a Housemaster at St. I'rank’s, isn’t he? Wo
can’t touch him!”
S lan’t we?” said Wellborne. “ Wait and
see! . If he-hadn't ecollared us we should
have heen all right. We should have got
away, and nobodv would have known.”

And Carstairs and Coates, baving had the
lead, proceeded to vent their own venom
upon the head of Nelson Lee. It was most
uncalled for and most unreasonable, but the
three pain-racked Honourables were not in the
moor to consider all the peints. Had they
done so, they would have known that the
destruction of the motor-eyele would have
led to searching inqniries, and they would
have been bowled out just the same.

Simply because Nelson Lee had canght
them red-handed, they poured out the wvials
of their wrath upon his head. He it was who
had seeured them this flogging ; he it was who

had cansed them all this suffering: he it
was who should be the object of their
revenge |

CHAPTER 6.

Wellborne's Wheeze!

s ALLO, Yellow Face!” said Travers

H casually.

Teddy Long turned red,
“Chuek 1! he protested.
nead to be funny, Travers!”

It was the next mornine, and Travers was
not the only one who had been chipping
Teddy Long. Tt was a fine. clear morning,
with plenty of wintry sunshine. and with a
continuation of the high wind. But now that
full daylight had come the scare had dropped.
The juniors were langhing and ioking over
the events of the previous evening. Teddy
Long and Erie Gates, in particular, were
the hutt of much good-natured banter.

- “I hope vou slept well, dear old fellow 7"
asked Travers coneernedly, as he studied

i :\:0

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOT, STORIES

Teddy's face. I think I detect lines of care
upon your visage—or is it that you haven't
washed  properly this morning? Did you
suffer from nightmares, or e

“You can jeer all you like, but I did see
something last night!” interrupted Teddy
defiantly. “A horrible man with an awful
yellow face——"

“ Exactly !"” said Travers hastily. “We've
heard it before, dear old fellow. DBut if it
wasn't for the evidence of the fair.Elsie, |
shouldn’t place much reliance on your varn.
It's pretty certain that you did sco some-
thing. DBut what ?”

“ A mask. of course!” said Jimmy Potts,
who was standing near by. “Some funny
fathead has built 2 guy for to-morrow even-
ing, 1 expect, and ﬁe thought he'd play a

joke. I dare say he would have come out
into the open if that servant-girl hadn't
fainted. But that scared him, and so he

didn't, let on who he was.”
This was the general opinion in the Junior

School. It was felt that “ Yellow Face ” had
been a Fourth-FFormer, perhaps—somebody
from the Modern House or Kast House. Or,

And he

rossihiy, a Fnuth from the village,
1ad been afraid to reveal himeself alter the
servant-girl’s fainting-fit,

Certainly nobody believed that there could
be anything really sinister in those pecubar
incidents. Nelson Lee himself—after a few
futile inquiries—was inclined to dismiss the
whole matter, He had taken no serious
notice of that melodramatic warning. DBul
he badly wanted to get hold of the practical
joker: he must be a daring fellow to smash
a window and throw a stone on to a House-
master’s desk,

Yet, although Lec was so dfspnsed to hanish
the whole thing from his mind, thero was
a vague, lingering doubt. Was he wise to
ignore the warning? For wasn't it possible,
by some chance, that thero was really some-
thing evil in it?

Handforth. that morning, gave no thought
to the “ Yellow Face ™ incident, His mind
was too full of another subject, Almost as
soon as he was down he wanted to hurry off
to the River House School—and he would
have done so, only Church and McClure held
hitn back by force.

“If yon fellows don’t stop this rot, I'll
smash the pair of you!” threatened Hand-
forth, after a bit of a struggle in the Ancient
House lobby, **What's the matter with you?
I'm gomng over to the River House, and I'm
going to slanghter those cads!”

“Tt'll be breakfast-time soon——
“Do wyou think I ecare about breakfast,
Walter Church ?” snapped Handforth, “ Those
rotters playved a beastly trick on me, and I
haven't had a chance of smashing them.
That gating order doesn’t apply now, and

I »

I'm poing off

LE]

“But Wellborne and those other chaps
have been punished already,” put 1In
McClure,  ““1 hear they had a terrific flog-

ging last night from Dr. Hogge.”

“What’s a flogging, anyway ?”’ Handforth
retorted. "*“They can have a dozen floggings.
and nothing will show!”’
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“PBut it feels!” said Church. “I've had

some before now—and I know !

“My idea,” said Handforth, “is to take
Wellborne first,  I'll black both his eves,
make his nose about twice the size it is now,
and batter his cars until they look like
cauliflowers. Then 1I'm going to do the same
to Coates and Carstairs, 1 only want about
ten minutes with them, and theyv'll be pul-

vorised !
Fortunately, Nipper and Tommy Watson

and Tregellis-West came along just then, and |

they helped Church and MceClure in keeping
Handforth back.

borne & Co. were in a differeut mood

this morning. Their enmity against

Nelson Lee was as strong as ever,

but they had come to the conclusion—after

sleeping on  the idea-—that 1t would be

decidedly unwise to take any direct steps of
rTevenge against Nelson Lee,

Their decision, after a lot of ftalk,

OVER at the River House School, Well-

wWas

singularly peurile. In a word, it was charac-
teristic of them,

“We'll make a guy,” said the Hon,
Aubrey, *“We'll make it look just like Lee,
and we'll shove it on the top of our own bon-
fire and burn it to-morrow evening! We'll
burn that blighter, Lee, in effigy !”

“That'll show him!" said Carstairs vin-
dictively.

“Oh, rather!” agreed Coates,

And they procceded to enlarge upon the
wheeze, They were having a very special
bonfire of their own for the “night.” They
had even hired a corner of a meadow, and

| had paid a lot of money to have an enormous

bonfire built,

It was really intended as a demonstration
of their wealth, It was a blatant display.
They had pots of money, and so they could
afford to have their own bonfire. It was to
be far bigger than anyv other bonfire, and it
would make the rest of the chaps green with
jealousy, At least, so the Hon Aubroy
belicved. None of the Commoners would be
admitted into that meadow, so they wouldn't



20

be able to enjoy the special blaze. It would
hui reserved for Wellborne & Co. and all their
- pals.
_T.—‘is for the effigy, Wellborne soon had an
idea,

One of the Honourables was rather clever
at ciay modelling, and he readily consented
to try his hmuf at the special job which
Wellborne outlined.

"It oughtn’t to be difficult,” said the Hon.
Aubrey. “Wo've got a good photo of Nelson
I.ce handy, and you ecan have it in front of
you while vou're working. What we want
vou to do is to make a proper efligy—one
that looks just like Lee himself. You need
only do the head—we ean do the rest. Weo'll
make a proper body, with arms and every-
thing. We can shove a wig on the clay head,
and a hat on top. By the time we've finished
we'll have a first-class guy of that beast,
Lee.” !

And they went ahcad with this ineflable
scheme, Second thoughts had shown them
that it wonld be most unwise—most dan-
gorous—to adopt any form of revenge whieh
meant actual contact with Nelson Lee him-
self.  DBut they would be safo In doing any-
thing they liked with Nelson Lee's efligy !
Thev could burn it, and jeer at it while 1t
was being burnt. And this, in the eyes of
the Hon. Aubrey & Co., would be an excel-
lent form of amusement,

Boxley was the fellow who tackled the clay
modelling, and he was quite clever at it,
Out in an old shed he proceeded to com:
mence work, with an admiring audience of
Honourables all round him. ‘

“You needn’t expect anything yet,” said
Boxley, who was a thin, studious sort of
fellow. ‘‘It’ll take me hours to get it mto
shape.” _
~ “I don’t believe you’ll ever get it Into
shape,” remarked Delaney, of Study No. 3.
“You might produce some sort of face out

\

of that muddy-looking eclay, but if it ever
looks like Lee, I'll eat my boots!”

Boxley stiffened,

“Think I can’t do it?” he challenged.

“Let's sce you!” grinned Delaney.

“Shut up, and don’t disturb the artist!”
satd the llon. Aubrey. " Ono of these days
Boxley is going to be a famous sculptor,
He'll produce horses that look like prehistoric
monsters, and he'll be acelaimed as the
cleverest sculptor in the world!”

The others chinckled, and Boxley proceeded
with the preliminary part of his jobh., It was
not warticularly exciting to wateh, and
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presently the audience drifted away, leaving
tho amateur sculptor to himself, Modelling
was Doxley’s passion, and now he had some-
thing definite to do—something that he had
been challenged to do—he was putting his
best into it. The one snag, in his opinion,
was that his masterpiece would be burned
when it was finished., It seemed a pity to
take all this trouble for such an ignominious
dénouement.

ATER in the day Wellborne & Co.
[ came along and inspected the progres:
<+ of the work,

They were agreeably surprised.
Boxley was hard at it, his hands daubed with
clay, and he was putting deft touches here
and there. The other fellows gathered round
in a critical audience,

“Well, it looks a bit like a head, anyhow,”
said Coates. “I can even see a couple of
ears.”’

“Kars?' said Delaney. ‘1 thought they
were horns. Aren’t you going to provide
the blighter with any horns, Boxley 1"

“That's not a bad idea, though,” grinned
the Hon. Aubrey. “Shove a couple of horns
on, Boxley. It'll look more realistie.”

“Rot!” said Boxley. “If 1 provided
horns, they'd only be symbolic—and I don’t
believe in symbolism. I'm going to make
this a life-like portrait.”

“You've got your work cut out,” said
Delaney caustically. “Why, 1 could have
done better myself!”

“All night—try it!” shouted Boxley in a
sudden fury. “Clay modelling isn’t so jolly
easy as——" -

“Steady !”  interrupted Wellborne. “No
need to start any rows, Boxley.”
“Well, take this sncering

fumed the amateur modeller,

After tea, Delaney was called upon to
apologise. Boxley had managed to eseape
afternoon lessons—he had pleaded a head:
ache, and Mr. Wragg, his Form-master, had
allowed him to go and have a nap. Actually,
Boxley had sneaked to the shed and had pnt
in some good hours of work. Now the
Honourables had come round to inspect the
result,

It was astonishing,

idiot out!”

The model was nearly
complete, and Boxley had produced a very
creditable life-size bust of Nelson Lee. Not
that Declaney apologised. He professed that
he was right, and that nobody on carth would
ever recognise Nelson Leo's features in this
“blob of clay.” But Delaney was pushed
aside, and nobody took any notice of him.

“It's first-class, Boxley !” deelared the Hon.
Aubrey enthusiastically, “Gad! You've
done wonders! 'There's only one improve-
ment that I ean suggest,”

“Oh?” said  DBoxley,
jealonsy of the true artist,

“We oughi to put some paint on 1if,”" said
Wellborne.  “ Make it sort of pink—like a
real human face. And how about using a
couple of glass marbles for eyes?”

“Great wheeze!” said Carstairs. nodding

Boxley was horrified,

with the quick
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THE ST. FRANK'S

Here are twelve desters for you, chums—quiestions which
its members. Give them the “ once-over,” jot down ihe answers 10
and then compare them with the correct list which w

you know, |

logether with another scl

1.—What is the name of the Third-Former
who is known as ‘‘ Soppy "’?

2 _Who is the senior at St. Frank’s who is
a brilliant actor?
3.—What is the date uf_Nipper’s birthday?

4.—What is the name of the prefect who,
although a rotter, is also a brilliant
cricketer?

5.—How many Houses are there at the River

House Schoel; and what are thelr
names?

6.—How many holes has the St. Frank’'s golf
course ?

7.—Where is Edward Oswald Handforth's

country home situated?
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QUESTIONNAIRE !

refer to St. Frank’s and

those which

il be given,

of questions, next week,

' 8.—What is the name of Willy Handforth's
pet snake?

9.—Who Is the chaplain at St. Frank’s?

10.—Who are the occupants of Study No. 8
in the Modern House?

11.—Who is the ‘““handy man' In the
Remove?

12.—What is the colour of Walter Church’s
eyes?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’'S QUESTIONS

1. Lightning. 2. Phyllis DPalmer, 3.
Yes. 4. Richard Hamilton, 5. Solomon
Levi. 6. Timothy ZTucker, Clarence Fel-

lowe and Robert Canham. T. In the School
House. 8. Mr. Arthur Blake., 9. Holt's
Farm, 10. Zhe River Nare. 11. Dlue.

12. Jack Quwen.

.

“You'll ruin it!” he protested. *'I won't
let you do it! You'll spoil all my work if
vou mess about like that!”

But Wellborne and one or two others
messed about, The model was painted, and
glass marbles were used as eyes. I'rom a
distauce the result was starthng, With a
wig on that clay head, and a hat perched
on the top of the wig, there was something
uncaunily lifelike about the figure.

Not that it really resembled Nelson Lee.
The features were somewhat the same, but
there the resemblance ended, It was only
from a distance that the thing actually
looked human. And those glass eyes were,
staring and awful. Boxlev considered that
Le had done all his work for nothing—that
tiis " improvement’” was ruinous, but per-
Lhaps he was wrong., As a guy, the wretched
thing was just about as good as it could be.

It was a sidelight on the mentality of
Wellborne & Co. that they could spend so
much time on this absurd effigy, Thex told
themselves that they would get a large
measure of amusement later* on when the
bonfire was lighted—when they saw the guy
pitting amidst the flames, slowly erumpling.
As they ecouldn't very well burn Nelson Lee
himself, they were determined to do the next
best thing and to burn his mnage.

The pitiful feature of the whole affair was
tlhint Doxlev should have lent his efforts to
such a purpose; for Boxley was really clever,
And, being clever, he was the only Honour-
able who really felt sad about the businesa,
T dietive, but he considered it his duty
to pay a personal visit to the River

House School, to seek out Wellbarne & Co.,
and to pulverize them, Tho fact that they

HAT evening at St. Irank’s, Handforth
caused more trouble. Ho wasn't vin-

had already been thrashed by their own
headmaster made no difference; Handforth
regarded a Head's swishing as a mere trifle,
What those cads needed were a few black
eves and a sundry assortment of thick ears,

“They plaved a dirty trick on me last
night !” he deeclared. “They tied fireworks
to my coat-tatls, they bound my arms—"

“We know all about it, old man,” inter-
rupted Nipper gently, “Chambers’ motor-
bike was burnt—and we know all about that,
too. Chambers has been raving throughout
the school ever sinee this morning. He's
been going from House to House, and from
study to study, until semne of the fellows have
been foreed to kick him out. Thex're sick
of his motor-bike, and they hope he'll never
get another one.”

“That doesn't alter the fact that thiosa
Honourables deserve a  hiding,” argued
Handforth. “I'm the chap to do the job—
and I'm going !”

“And what do you think’ll happen if yvou
do?” asked Church tartly, “Do wou sup-
pose that Wellborne will keep quiet about
it?  He'll sneak to Wragg. He's Wragg's
favourite,”

“What about i1t?" asked Iandfortl,
“Wragg's nothing to me, is he? I'm not
afraid of him?7”

“But Wragg will peach,”
“He'll tell Dr. Nicholls,
shoved on the carpet.”

“Who ecares?” said LEdward Oswald, “I
shall have had the satisfaction of swiping
Wellborne & (o.”

“ And vou'll have the dissatisfaction of bo-
ing gated all to-morrow,” gaid Nipper.

“Eh "

“ And to-morrow’s the I'ifth,” said Church,

said Church.
and then you'll be

[ “Tt's not worth the risk, Handy. You wou’t
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be able to enjoy any of the fireworks, or
wnything.”

Handtorth snorted.

“I’ve had cenough of fireworks to last me
until next year!” he retorted. “ Do you think
I care about fireworks?”

The others chuckled, but Handforth was

finally persuaded. Not that he had the
slightest intention of letting Wellborne &
Jo. off.  Their punishment was merely
postponed !

CHAPTER 7.

An Amazing Development!

s 00D egg!” said Hand-
forth, in a tone of sercne

contentment.

He was striding across
Little Side in the gloom of the
November evening. Five minutes
earlier he had mentioned to Church
and McClure that he was “ popping
out for something.” They thought
that he had gone to the school shop
—as he had intended them to
think. But he had dodged them,
and was now on his way ecross the
fields to the River House School.

It was the great day—the famous
“Lifth »—and tea was already
Gver The evening celebratious
would soon be commencing. The
weather was fine, and the cond:
tions were excellent for fireworks.

Handforth, however, had a few
fireworks of a different kind to let
off before he could enjoy the
rockets and Roman candles and set
pieces.  His knuckles were fairly
itching to get at the noses of the
Hon. Aubrey, the Hon. Bertram,
and the Hon. Cyril.

At last he had managed to get
off on his mission. The other Re-
wovites had taken it for granted
that he would do nothing now until
after this display But that was
just  where they were wrong
[Handforth had promised them that
he would give Wellborne & Co. a

respite; but he had made no
definite time  period. He thought i1t a
brilliant scheme i{o pop over to the River

House now, and to ger the thing done with
a1t once. “

He was glad that he hadn't committed the
sluughtor  yesterday, If he had done so,
Wellborne & Co. would have had a chance
to recover before to-night. But as 1t was,
he would smash them up, and leave then
scatiered over various parts of the River
House grounds, [t was a moral certaiuty
that they would bLe guite unable to enjoy
anv of the [irework eelehrations. It would
be a fitting punishment,

Thus thought Handforth as
continued on his way, Handy
warpath |

he

VWE S

sercnely
on the
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HILE Edward Oswald Handforth
W was hurrying across the meadows
with these warlike thoughts in his
mind, Wellborne & Co. were hard

at work on a special task of their own.
In 2 word, they were fixing Nelson Leo’s

effigy on the top of their bonfire.

It was rather a ticklish job. The effigy it
celf was an excellent piece of work., DBox-

ley's masterpioee had heen fitted on to the

Just as Nelson Lee approached the stile, he fell

sagged beneath him.

body—this body being mainly constructed of
hav stuffed into an old suit of clothes, Tho
whole thing had been fastened to an ancient
chair, and tho idea was to rope this chair
securely on to the very top of the great bon-
fire There it would be perched, to be re-

He did n
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vealed by the leaping flames alter the fire
had been lit.

Wellborne & Co. were doing the job on
their own, The Hon. Aubrey rather wanted
to give the rest of the Honourables a sur
prisc. So for once he and his two pals were
doing a bit of work. They had ladders
propned against the bonfire, and they were

The bonlire was a very big aftawr, It haa
cost the Honourables a pretty penny. The
base was built up of faggots, and there were
empty tar barrels incorporated, too. The
bonfire tapered slightly, and i1t was all of
twenty feet 1n height, so it was necessary
to use ladders in order to perch that effigy on
the top.

At last they succeeded in their task. Thoy
secured the chair, roping it firmly. The top
of this great pile was so stable that the
three River House boys could almost stand
up there.

“That’s done the trick,” said Wellborne
gloatingly. “Gad! Jt'll look fine from the
ground—when the flames begin to curl up.
Won't we groan and jeer as lL.ee begins 1o
burn !”’

Little did they realise that eyes were
watching them—keen, mysterious eyes, Over
by a neighbouring hedge there were two
<stlent, motionless figures. They had been
there for some little time, and they had secn
everything. Not that they made the slighi
cst attempt to interfere. They watched, and
their faces were yellow and evil’

" ELL, that’s that!” said
the Hon. Aubrev com-
placently. “We'll give

the chaps a bit of a
surprise later on, ch?”

“You bet!” said Carstairs.
“We've got to do our prep. first,
haven't we? That’s the order, 1
helieve.”

“Hogge ought to be burnt in
eflicv,  too!” growled Coates,
“Fancy making us do our prep,
before the celebrations! A rotten
1den 1

“Well, 1t won't take long,” said
the Hon. Aubrey. *“ After that we
shall have the evening to ourselves,
and we're all prepared now. Be-
sides, Wragg's zoing to be a sport,
1 had a word with him this after-
noon, and although he didn’t pro
mise anything, he hinted that he’ll
let vs oul of prep. after about
twenty minutes. We shall be able
to start our display half an hour

hoisting the chair and its burden on to the
top of the unlit bonfire. ,

------

hefore the rotten Commoners.”
"9 o cda™ said Clarstairs.

“Wragg's a sportsman!”

They were near to the River House grounds

by now, and a dim figure suddenly loomed

— out of the swrrounding cloom. It ecame

; " o ek towards them _mcnmzing]_un and halted 1n

the side of his neck; at the same time his legs their path, barring their way.

faces peering behind the hedge. T T L T——
ing forward. ““"Who's this?”

o=

— -

“Easy, now,” salid Wellborne, as they “It's me!” said a well-known voice, with
were half-way up. “For goodness’ sake, |8 total disregard of grammar. “It's me, you
Bertie, be careful | If we drop this thing, [cads! And, by George, I'm going to
it’ll be ruined.” slaughter you !”

“We shan’t drop it,” said the Hon. Ber-| “Handforth!” breathed Coates, in alarm,
tram. “Hi! Help!”
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“We'd better bolt!” ejaculated Carstairs.
“I'nere might be some of the other St.
I'rank’s chaps, and it's an ambush! Run for
e

“You needn’t be scared!” said Handforth
contemptuously. “I'm all alone! And I'm
going to give myself the pleasure of thrash-
ing you, So vou'd tie fireworks to me,
would you? You'd rope me up, and make a
fool of me?”

“Nature did that!” said Wellborne sourly.

“DByv George !” roared Edward Oswald, rush.
ing forward.

He went for the Hon, Aubrey bald-headed,
and the Hon. Aubrey scarcely had time to
put up his fists,

Crash !

Handforth's right landed on Wellborne’s
nose, and the ff{‘ﬂdﬂr of the Honourables
tnppied over with a wild, anguished howl.
Carstairs and Coates were already beginning
lo run.

“Come on!” bellowed Handforth., “Get
up, you cad! Get up, so that I can knock
yvou down again!”

“You fool!” snarled Wellborne, picking
himself up. “XKecep your dirty hands to your-
self ! I'm not going to fight you!”

“Aren’'t you?” said Handforth. “All
vight! If you won't fight me, I'll get vour
head 1in chancery and pulverise your
features! Now then, are you going to put
up your fists?”

“Yes,”' snarled Wellborne. “Hi, Bertie!
Cyril! Lend & hand here! This idiot has
asked for trouble, and we'll give it to him!”

“Do wvou think I care a jot about Bertie
and Cyril 7”7 laughed Handiorth,, “Let 'em
all come! Tl fight the lot!”

The Hon. Bertram and the Hon. Cyril,

fecling that their leader needed them, rushed
to tho attack. They knew that Handforth
was a great fighter, but they felt that it
would be quite casy for them to overwhelm
him, It was a casc of tliree against one,
anvliow, and the one was bound to go
under,
. “Come on!” panted Wellborne. “He's
asked for 1t, and we'll give it to him! We'll
smash him until he’s black and blue all over,
and then we'll paint him with tar! There's
plentv in ene of those old barrels that wasn’t
used ! We'll send him back to St, Frank's
in such a mess that——"

He got no further, Handforth's fist having
offéctually closed his mouth. Carstairs and
‘Coates, at the same moment, dashed into the
battle. This suited Handforth down to the
ground. Out came his lefr, round swung his
right, and his blows were lightning-like in
their spced, and sledgehammer-like in t)weir
force,

He enjoved himself immensely.

Down went Wellborne, and down went
Carstairs. Coates managed to get a feeble
thrust home. but a second later he went
down, too, The three cads picked themselves
up, nearly foaming with rage. They hurled
themselves at the sturdy Removite once more,
only to meet with the same fate again,
Even the threce of them could do nothing
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against this valiant fighter. Handforth was
impregnable. His blood was up, and he was
having the time of his life.

A glorious scrap of this sort did not
come his way very often. He couldn’t very
well go about fighting people just for tho
sake of fighting. HHe might have enjoyed
it, but it wouldn't have been fair to tho
others, But now he had a strong case. He
felt that it was necessary for him to reduce
Wellborne & Co. to pulp. And he was cer-
tainly doing his best to accomplish this feat.

“Come on! What’s the matter with you?”
panted Handforth as he stared down at the .
three squirming figures on the ground. * You
haven’t had enough, have you? By (eorge,
three against one—and vou haven't the pluck
to keep it up! What's the matter with
you'?"

It was an unnecessary question, for lLe
knew exactly what was the matter with Well-
borne and his pals. They were dazed from
the effects of the blows that he had just
delivered. And it was a fact that LEdward
Oswald himself was not even marked. His
knuckles, perhaps, were bruised a bit, but he
didn't mind this,

“You—you dangerous cad'” panted Well-
borne, half sitting up. “Clear off from
here! We're not going to do any more fight-
ing. We've finished with yvou.”

““Oh, have you?” said Handforth. “Well,
I haven’t finished with you! I've only just
started !”

“Call some of the other chaps!” groaned
(‘arstairs.

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Hand-
forth, in amazement. “Do you admit that
I've bested you? Three of you! Three to
one, and yvou can't fight me! Well, I knew
vou were cowards, but I didn’t think that
vou were such milksops as this!”

“Come on!” grated Wellborne,
beside himself,

He dashed to the attack again, and Coates
and Carstairs, following his example, rushed
in. They hoped to trip their tormentor up,
and to get him down. Once that was done—
once taey got hold of him—they could get
their revenge,

But Handforth was not so casily “downed.”
He knew what to expect from these fellows,
and he avoided their foul tactics. He side-
stepped, landed a smasher on Wellborne's
rigmb ear, side-stepped again, and ecaught
Coates and Carstairs in his grip, banging
their heads together with such force that
they shrieked in agony and toppled over,

“So you'd fight dirty, would you ?” panted
Handforth disgustedly. “ By George, you're
not worth the troublg I'm taking to teaclh
vou a lesson!”

In any case, the Dbatile was over, Coates
was already staggering *off, and Carstairs was
following him, The Hon. Aubrey, left alone,
felt that the atmosphere was unhealthy, Ha
recled to his feet and fled,

Edward Oswald was left in triumphant poa-
session of the battlefield,

(Continued on page 26.)

nearly
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any

quesiton ** N.L.” readers care lo submmil lo him.

But, although of a ceriainty

the resulls will be amusing and enteriaining, the Edilor lakes no responsibilily

for their veracily.

R. D. (Nottingham) writes me a very dole-
ful letter in which he tells me ho i1s slow-
thinking and slow-moving. Can 1 suggest
anything which will put some pep into hin.
Most certainly, old man. Just try out this
little stunt and 1 guarantee. effective results.
Place some short tin-tacks on a chair, then
stand with your back to the chair and sit
down upon 1t forcibly. Immediately you sit

down the thought will flash to your mind
that you will want to get up again; and you
will do this with dhun.;-, Get the idea?

In this way both your mind and movement
will work with lightming-like rapidity. Re-
peat the performunce at least a dozen times
daily for a week, and you’ll soon be O.K.
“NORA " (Glasgew). Your P.S. to the
L*ﬁfi'. that if 1 don’t acknowledge this letter
will never write me again leaves me
cold. In fact, I refuse to be intimidated by
any such threat, and =0 I shall not acknow-
ledge your letter at all,
K. M. (Edinburgh) asks which Scout at
Bt Frank’s has the most badges. Can’t you

guess? Why, you can’t sce my umniform for
badges.
“ JOAN " (Bath). Thanks for your very

letter, 1 interessed to

charming was very

hear that you're swimming for the Champion- |

ship of Bath, and wish you success. Yes, I
am keen on swimming, but haven’t much use
for polo. Of course, I'd make a fine player,
for 1 can ride a horse with the best of 'em,
and no doubt I'd score umpteen goals or
chukkers, or whatever you ecall the blessed
things. I should imagine 1t is rather a
dangerons sport, too. Some of the Re-
movites are clumsy fatheads, and life wouldn’t
be safe if they went about swinging those
hefty poles with knobs ou—yon know, the
things with which they score goals. (Trust
old Handy to get mixed. Ho hast’t realised
that his correspondent was talking about
watcr polo!—ED.)

G. E. BUCK (Homerton) suggests tha.t 1
should throw Gore-Pearce into the fountain.
The said suggestion has been cayried out.

Write to Handforth, clo the Nelson Lee Library, lo-day-

You’d better write me at least once a day,
old man, if you're going to make such sensi-
ble suggestions!

D. A. HANLON (West Australia) wants
to know how to stop toothache. (Give the
offending molar a good, hearty tap with a
sledpehammer. This will have the effect of
knocking the nerve senseless. 1f ever you
yourself get toothache, just come along to
St. Frank’s and I'll do the deed for you.
I've got a jolly fine sledgehammer in the
study. And I hope the question of travelling
expenses won’t deter my Aussie corre-
spondent, for he can always get a cheap day
veturn ticket.

LEONARD M. JONES (77?7). This 1=
not the age of miracles, so I shall certainly
not give Willy 10/- when he asks for 5/-.
(Glad you think I'm an everlasting joke. If
only you knew what 1 think about you——

M. KOJI MOHAMED (Singapore).
Thanks for your letter, Yes, do write and
tell me something about Singapm e. I'm

afraid my knowledge of Japan is rathe
rocky.

L. COOK (Lynmouth) says he wants to
ask me two questions, and proceeds to ask
three. Where’s your arithmetic? The most
popular person at St. Frank’s is—no, I don’
think I’ll answer this gquestion; 1t’'s too
dangerous! There are many chap% interested
in photography at the school; I'm an expenrt.
you know. How many times do I kiss Irene
a week? What’s that got to do with you,
O Jealous One?

REG THOMPSON (Melbourne), Inter-
osted to hear that you’re ealled Rastus for
short. If you think Rastus is shorter than
Reg—well, good luck to you! I quite agrec
with you when you say your two questions
are ==1H}, ones, bhut I'll answer them all the
“Which came first; the: hen or the

same,.
cgg?” Write to Mr. Adam for an answer;
sorry, but I oean’t give you his address.

“Who is going to bury the last person whc
dies?”  Himself, T suppose.
EDWARD OSWALD.
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THE LIVING GUY'!
(Continued from page 24.)

T just about this same time Nelson
A Lee was walking up to St. Frank's
from the village. He was in a
thoughtful mood. Me arrived oppo-
site the stile near Bellton Wood at just about
tho moment when Handforth was com-
mencing his serap with the River . House
cads. But Nelson Lee, of course, knew
nothing whatever about that encounter,

He had been to the village to question one
or two people there. He had heard rumours
during tho day that mysterious figures had
been scen lurking about after nightfall, Joe
Catchpole, of Holt's Farm, bhad sworn that
he had seen a stranger in ene of the meadows.
There was a feeling getting about in the
village that there was something mysterious
rolng on, and more than one vi?lﬂge mother
had forbidden her children to venture out of
doors after dark, .

Leo's inquiries had not led to much., He
had only heard rumours; nobody had
definitely stated that there were mysterious
strangers in the neighbourhood, Lece was
already beginning to suspect that it was Elsie
who had set the rumours going. Probably
the girl hadn't intended to create any scare.
But she had certainly seen something very
remarkable two nights earlier, and even now
sho had not fully recovered from the effects.
She persisted in stating that the man she had
soen was a foreigner—a horrible-looking indi-
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 vidual with a yellow face. Lee was puzzled
over the whole oceurrence, and ho was doing

{ his utmost to elucidate the little mystery.

He had an idea that the explanation would
turn out to be simple, He had not forgotten
that warning which had been flung into his
own study, attached to the stone.

_If that stone had been flung by a practical
joker, what was the object of it? Who was
the joker? Lee was satisfied that nobody at
St i*‘mnk’a was guilty,

If an outsider was responsible, who was
this outsider ? |

The thing was puzzling and irritating. It
didn’t scem to be worthy of any really serious
investigation; and yet, now and again, Lee
had a vague impression that there might bo
something big behind it all.

Just as Lee got opposite the stile he felt
a kind of sting at the side of his neck., It
was a most peculiar sensation—a quick thrust,
as though a wasp had stung him. Thero
were no wasps at this time of the vear, or
stinging insccts of any kind. e put his hand
up to the spot instinctively, and as he did
so his knees sagged, and he fell in a dis-
ordered heap.

Instantly four figures appeared—two from
either hedge. They seize }}.A:e, and whisked
him into the wood within the space of ten
scconds,  Once there, they produced thin
cords and trussed him up. There was some-
thing sinister in the proficiency of these un-
known enemies, They worked without ex-
changing a word, and it was obvious that
| their whole procedure had been rehearsed.

F’Th.e_ Book of IAO,O_QO Wonders..;

OUR WONDERFUL WORLD

~Are you interested in the ever-
fascinating wonders of the world
you live in? Haven’t you often
pondered the intriguing mys-
teries of the ocean’s depths and
of the boundless universe in
which we play our little parts?
And what of Man—his activities,
beliefs, and ambitions through
the ages? All those and many
more intensely interesting things
are described simply in the pages
of OUR WONDERITUL
WORLD

PART 1 NOW ON SALE 173
Get your Copy NOW
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Having tied Lee sccurely, they lifted him
from the ground and carried him along the
woodland footpath. Then presently they
camo out into the open and made off across
a meadow. It was not long before they
reached the dark, silent pile which repre-
sented Wellborne & Co.'s unlit bonfire,

Apparently these mysterious men had
observed what had been going on at the
bonfire, and now the;,r were selzing upon a
sudden opportunity., There was, perhaps, an
element of chance in this, for they could not
have known that Nelson Lee would be walk-
ing up the lane at that particular hour.

The bonfire was deserted; but it was about
the same time that Wellborne & Co. finished
their heetie scrap with Handforth,

Nelson Leo was placed on the ground, two
ladders were swift[[; brought and reared up
against the bonfire. Two men mounted, and
with great precision and speed they cul the
bonds of the effigy at the top of the pile,
and oarried it down.

Then these mysterious men—these shadowy
unknowns—carried the unconscious figure of
Nolson Lee up the ladders. They tied him
securely to the chair that was perched on the
top of the bonfire.

They made him sccure, then descended,
and carried the ladders back to the place
where they had found them.

They disappeared into the darkness of the
P;Ic-vmnber night, removing the cffigy with
therm, '

And there, on the top of that bonfire, sat
the unconscious form of Nelson Lee—in place
of the guy!

CHAPTER 8.
The Living Guy!

- UY, guy, guy!”

G Handfort heard somebody
chanting monotonously, and there
were some yells of laughter, too.

Handforth was just on the point of return-
ing to St. Frank’s, having come to the con-
clision that he had finished his job satis-
factorily.

“We don’t eare who'll see, we're out for a
spree !” chanted the voice. ““Three cheers
for the three, and we'll burn Nelson Leel”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Guy, guy, guy—wo'll do Lee in the eye!

There appeared to be quite a few revellers,
Ludging by the laughter; and Handforth,

earing these sounds walted to him on the
night air, was puzzled. He might have
understood it if the chanters had been talk-
ing about Mr. Wragg. But why Nelson Lee?
Ho considered that the matter wasn’t worth
investigating, and he turned on his heel and
hurried off across the meadow, in the diree-
tion of St, Frank’s,

After a bit he paused, glancing over
towards his left. Something was sticking up
into the sky—something which should not
have been there—like a kind of tower,
Handforth wasn’t an observant fellow as a
rule, but this thing obtruded itself so much
that he could not avoid noticing it.

He had seen it on the way to the River
House, too, but he had been so intent upon
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his mission that he had not paused to in-
vestigate.  Now that his task was done, he
felt that he had more time. Ie had altered
his dircetion, wondering what the big pile
would prove to be,

He couldn't remember that any building
operations were going on just here, and he
could think of no other possible explanation,
Why build anything in this meadow, any-
how? It was low-lying, and very often, 1n
the winter-time, it was flooded,

“My only sainted aunt!” cjaculated Hand-
forth abruptly.

Heo could see now. The thing was a huge
bonfire. He was at closo quarters, and he
stared at it fascinatedly. He had never seen

There

big bonfiro before,
nothing at St. Frank’s like it,

such a was

“By George! Theso River House chaps
mean to do the thing in style, by the look
of 1t,” ho muttered. “When this 13 set
alight, 1t’ll be worth watehing!”

Up against the skyline something was
silhouectted. Handforth frowned at it. It
seemed to him that it was almost Like a
human figure sitting on a chair, But it was
difficult to see clearly, because of the faggots
which surrounded the chair. A thought
oceurred to him, and he pulled out an
electric torch.

He flashed it on, and directed the heam
upwards towards that thing at the top.

“Well T'm jiggered!” he ejaculated,
startled,

He could see that it was only a gny—but
a remarkably lifelike one. Just like the
figure of a man sitling in a chair, sur-
mounted by a battered old hat. 'The hght
from the torch fe!ll upon the face of the sup-
posed effigy. The battory was getting rather
wealk, ang the beam was not veryv powerful,
But there was sufficient light for Handforth
to notice something significant. He gave a
violent start. Was it imagination, or was
the faco of that guy like Nelson Lee?

“The rotters!” panted Handforth abruptly,
“Great Scott! Tll-"m ingulting rotters! [}‘his
must be Wellborne's work !
his beastly pals!”

He remembered those chanting words
whieh had drifted across to him on the night
air:

“Three cheers for the three,
burn Nelson Lee | _

So this was what those words meant!
Wellborne & Co. had made a guy, and they
were going {o burn it on the top. of their

Wellhorne and

and we'll
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bonfire—and the guy was supposed to be
Nelson Leeo!

Handforth was no fool. He remembered
what had happened at St. Frank's, and how
Nelson Lee had ecarried Wellborne & Co. off
to the Head. This was the Hon. Aubrey's
idea of getting his own back! Nelson Lee
was to be burnt as a guy!

He stared up fascinatedly, finding it diffi-
cult to believe that the River House cads
could have made such a remarkably good
image, It was uncannily lifelike,.

But 1its very silence and stilluess proved
that it must indeed be a thing of straw and
stufing. DBesides, how could it be, by any
wild stretch of the imagination, anything
clse but a guy? Handforth was impressed

by the lifelike appearance of it, but it was |

out of the question that he should have any
real inkling of the dreadful truth..

He only knew that this affair was an insult
to his own Housemaster. And these River
Houso cads were responsible!l His first
impulse was to dash back to the River
House and to tackle Wellborne again,

But he wisely dismissed this 1dea. He
would only be grabbed, and probably be
made a prisoner until after this display was
over. It would be well-nigh impossible for
him to eclimb up this bonfire and remove
that outrageous efligy.

“There's only one thing to do—I'll have
to fetch the chaps,” muttered Handforth
grimly., “It's carly yet—and I don’t suppose
they'll light this fire for another half-hour,
Time for a crowd of us to come along and
destroy the whole thing. By Georgel We'll
show 'em!”

He dashed off, and when he arrived at
St. Frank’s he was hot and breathless. He
ran into Church and DMcClure In the
Triangle. They were looking for him.

“Where the dickens have you been,
Handy 7 demanded Church, seizing his
arm,

“Never mind that—where's Nipper?”

anted Handforth, *“ Where's Travers and
.{)‘itt and the rest of the fellows? They're
needed !

“They're  indoors,
MeClure. ““Cool down, Handy !
excitement about 7" .

“Hi! Come here, everybody!” yelled
Handforth, as he spotted some figures in the
doorwayvs of the Ancient House and the
West House. “Rescue, Remove!”

“He’s off his rocker!” said Church.

“Am I?"” snorted Handforth. “I've just
come from the River House. I've smashed
Wellborne and his two pals, and when you
see them yvou won't know them.”

“So that’'s where vou went to?” said the
Scottish junior, with a whistle. “You reck-
less  fathead! You might have been
slaughtered! Fancy going into tho enemy's
camp like that!”

“Never mind the enemy's
Handforth., *“There's something more im-
portant to talk about—something wvital!
Those River House rofters are going to
barn Mr., Lee!”

“Going to do what?"” .gasped Church.

somewhere.” gnld
What's the

cammp !” eaid

said Mac.
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“They're poing to burn him—on their
rotten bonfire!” said Handforth indignantly.

“What the dickens——"

“I've seen him—strapped to a chair at the
top of their bonfire!” continued Handforth.
“It hasn't been lit yet, but—""

“He must have had a knock on the head,”
“His brain's gone!”

“He never had a brain!” growled Church.
“Only a piceo of sponge!”

Handforth took no notice of these insulfs.
By now Nipper and Watson and Tregelhs-
West and Travers and Gresham and a crowd
of others had gathered round. More wero
coming up.

“Good!” said Handforth,
fellows! We're needed!
over to the River Honse!”

“Not to-night, Handy !"” said Nipper, “ Wo
can’t have any japes on the Fifth of Nover-
ber evening. Our own programme is too
full. Besides, it wouldn't be sporting——"

“You don't understand,” broke in Hand-
forth. “ Wellborne & Co. bave prepared a
whacking great bonfire in a meadow—and
thev've stuck Mr. Lee on the top of it.”

“What !” went up a general yell.

“Weo've got to drag that guy down before
those cads can set light to the bonfire,” con-
tinued Handforth quickly. “Come on!
We're not going to permit this insult to St.
Frank’s, are we? Our own Houscmastoer,

“Como on, you
We've got to go

uy ?” said Nipper. “Just now
you said that Mr. Lee himself was on the
top of the bonfire!”

“Don’t be an ass!” snapped Handforth,
“The thing's a guy. The most lifclike guy
I ever saw, too!” :

The Removites were very indignant,
Handforth gave a few details, It was
obvious enough that Wellborne & Co., in-
furiated with Nelson Lee, had adopted this
plan to “avenge " themselves, And not un-
naturally the Remove fellows waxed angry.

“Something will have to be done, of
course,” said Nipper.

"“Yes, rather!”

“Down with those River House cads!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Come on, Remove—let's get busy!”

“It won’t take us long!” shouted Haund-
forth, gratified by this ready response.
“We'll be there in five minutes, and we ecan
pull that rotten bonfire to pieces and destrov
the guy. Are we going to allow Wellborne
& Co. to burn it—to burn an image of Mr,
Lee ?”

“No fear!”

“Not likely, Handy !

There was indignation as well as anger
now. Iverybody was eager to hurrry off to
the River House School.

R. BERNARD WRACGG, of the

M River House School, was a most

unpleasant gentleman in tho eves

of Hal Brewster and all the other

really decent fellows, It naturally F}ﬂﬁd to

reason, therefore, that he waa on friendlv

terms with the Hon. Aubrey de Vere Well-

borne and this young gentleman's own par-
ticular clique,
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Mr., Wragg was more than
usually pleasant that evening
—to Wellborne & Co. He re-
leased them from prep. after
they had only made a pre-
tence of work, and all the
Honourables, to a man, were
allowed to go out to enjoy
themselves in their own way.

Mr., Wragg had noticed
that Wellborne and Carstairs
and Coates were elightly bat-
tered, but he made no 1in-
quiries He generally avoided
such embarrassing cituations
unless his favourites hap-
pened to eome to him with
complaints. Then he would
do everything within his
power to aid them.

But Wellborne felt that it
would be unwise tn make any
fuss about what Handforth
had done. Tor the cads of
Study No. 10 had set a yarn
going that they had been at-
tacked by about a dozen St.
Frank's Removites. It would
have been humiliating indeed
to have contessed that Hand-
forth, single-handed, had
marked them in this way.
And if they had complained
to Mr. Wragg, there would
have been an ‘inquiry, and
then the truth might have
como out,

So it happened that the big
crowd of Honourables, led by
Wellborne, marched to the
great bonfire, in the corner of
the adjacent meadow. They
reached the spot soon after
Handforth had left—while
Handforth, in faect, was
arousing the 8t. Frank’s
fellows in the Triangle.

“Here we are!” said Well-
borne, as they reached the
dark pile.  “"Who’s got matches?  Before
we have the fireworks we’ll set the bonfire
going. Look at that beast Lee, sitting up
there!”

“*Ha, ha, bhal”
“We'll watch him burn,” grinned Delancy.

“TI don’t think it’'ll be funny,” said Boxley,
with a sniff. *““ After all the trouble 1 took
with that modelling, it's a bit thick to burn
the thing——"

“0Oh, you
borne,

There were some prepared torches lying
ready, and these were soon lit up. They
were bunches of thin sticks, wrapped round
with tarred string, and the ends of the
torches were soaked in tar. Once they were
alight,- therefore, they burned with tre-
mendous ferocity.

Four of them were roon going, and Well-

dry up!” interrupted Well-

borne, who was holding one, looked round. !

- samo

In a moment the huge bonfire had caught alight, and the River

House cads looked on in glee as the flames roarsd skywards.

Little did t e schoolboys realise that the figure at the top of the
bonfire was not a guy but-—Nelson Lee himself !

“Ready 1 he asked,.
have

“These four torches
got to be shoved into the fire at the
minute. We don’t want it to burn
lopsided. By gad! This is going to be a
tidy blazel”

It was an I1mpressive sight. The lurid
flames from the torches leapt upwards, and
the shadows of the River House boys danced
up and down grotesquely. The smoke from
tho burning tar went upwards in coiling,
suffocating masses.

There, on the top of the big bonfire, that
still figure was perched, Nobody thought
of giving it any close attention.

Nelson Lee's unknown encmies had taken
it for granted that the fire would beo lif
before ﬁm substitution could be discovered.
Once the fire was fully ignited, it would
be too late to save the viectim, whether the
spectators knew of the substitution or not.
With thoe base of the fire well alight, 1t
would be humanly impossible to ~get
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anvwhero near the helpless prisoner,
“You chaps ready?” repcated the Hon.
Aubrey,
“Yes, go ahcad!” sang out Carstairs,
Simultaneously, the four blazing torches
were thrust deeply into the base of the great
bonfire—one on each side, the bonfire being
squarely constructed.

For a moment the flames were half-
smothered, and then they leapt up with
renewed vigour, catching at the faggots and
the tarred material which formed the founda-
tion of the pile.

Clouds of smoke arose, half enveloping
that figure at the top, and quickly flames
licked up the sides!

CHAPTER 9.
At the Mercy of the Fire!
sald Nipper, dis-

YE'RE too late!”
appointed,
He and Handforth were in the

forefront of the Removites who
hurricd across the meadows towards the
River House School., They had seen a
glare of light in the distance, and they felt
sure that the glaro came from the bonfire.

“Well, if we're too late to save that guy,
we'll stop those rotten Honourables from
jeering !”  said Handforth darkly. “ By
George! Listen to 'em! You can hear 'em
already 1”

shouts of laughter came to the ears of
the St. Frank’s juniors on the night air,
and they could even distinguish some of the

words that the River Iouse boys were
velling,

“We're burning Lee, the rotter—he's pet-
ting hotter and hotter!” went up a kind of
chant. “Guy, guy, guy—wo'll do him in
the eye!”

“Handy was right[” said Church, “They

aro guying Mr., Lee!”

There came the sound of explosions and
sudden bursts of yellow fire, with,red and
green sftars shooting upwards into the black
sky, I‘ireworks were being let off, too. Now

and again a rocket would soar gracefully

heavenwards.
The Removites had broken into a run now,

and when they suddenly burst into the
meadow where the River House School
fellows were, they found that the great bon-

fire was only just alight. The glare which
thiecy had previously seen had been coming
from the torches, evidently,

“Buck up, Remove!”

“Down with the River House cads!”

“Hurrah!”

The invaders swept to tho attack, and
Wellborne & Co., taken by surprise, backed
away,

“Confound your nerve, clear off " roared
the Hon., Aubrey furiously., *You're tres-
passing on this field !”

“Never mind that!” snapped Nipper.
“We understand that you'ro going to burn
n guy of Mr. Nelson Leeo.,”

Wellborno pointed.

i
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“There it is!” he jeered. “Try and get it
down !”

“You're five minutes too late,” said Car-
stairs, “The best thing you can do is to
stand by and see Mr. Lee go up in smoke.”

“You rotter!” roared Handforth. *“I've
given you one hiding this evening—but I
didn’t know about this guy then, 1'm going
to give you a second hiding!”

“Keep him back!” ejaculated the Hon.
Aubrey in alarm. *“Hang it, why can't this
fellow be restrained? e ought to be put
into an asylum!”

“Yes, you St. Frank’s chaps eclear off!”
shouted Carstairs. * We hired this field, and

COMING NEXT WEEK! v

it’s ours,
way in here——
“You're burning an efligy of our Houso-
master I interrupted IFullwood.
“Well, it's ours to burn, if we like!” said
Wellborne, with savage unpleasantness,
“You mind your own business!”

“I say, you know, that guy looks un-
cannily lifelike,” said Harry Gresham, as ho
stared up. ‘“Never seen anything so rummy
in all my life! I'd swear it was really Jlr.
Lee up there!”

“We do things thoroughly at the River
House !” said Coates,

Everybody was staring up now. The
flames at the base of the pile had not vet
gained a firm hold, and the flames were not
leaping high., There was a great deal of

You've got no right to push your

Ly



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES 3]

emoke, and this partially obscured the figure
at the top of the bonfire.

There was a sudden exclamation from one
of the St. Frank’s juniors—an exclamation
of horror and incredulity,. He ran up to
Wellborne & Co., and stared at them.

“Have you chaps gone mad?” he panted.
“Mr. Lee might be burnt to death! How
are you going to get him down in time?”

. ‘i’e’re not going to—we're going to let
him burn,” said Wellborne,

“What do you mean?” gasped the Re-
movite—who happened to be Stanley Waldo.
“You can’t—you can't! You mad fools!”

“Here, steady——" began Carstairs.

ANANANA

“BY ORDER OF
THE TONG!”

The death of Nelson Lee !

What a sensation the news causes ai
St. Frank’s. Nelson Lee, the popular
Housemaster-detective, ruthlessly, de-
liberately killed—by whom ?

Next week’s yarn—ithe second in this
amazing new series of mystery stories—
will enthral readers,

You’ll vote it one of the most thrilling
tales that has appeared in the Old Paper
for a long time. Make sure you don’t
miss reading it, chums ! ‘

“THE ISLAND
| CASTAWAYS!”

This magnificent serial is drawing to a
finish—and the closing instalments are
the most exeiting of all !

Also many other popular and amusing
[eatures.

vanananan ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Heo'll burn, I tell youl” said Waldo, in
horror. *“Quick | What are we going to do ?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Honourables yelled with laughter,

“Why, you simpleton, it's only an effigy,”
said the Hon. Aubrey contemptuously. " It's
only made of straw—with a clay head!”

Waldo looked at him, and then he glanced
once more at the top of the bonfire. His
eyes were alight with consternarion. And
those eyes of Waldo's were unusually acute.
In every respect this Removite was abnor-
mally gifted. His evesight, his sense of hear-
ing, his strcn%th—-in every way he took after
his famous father, the celebrated Rupert
Waldo, the Peril Expert.

- "1 tell you it’s madness!” shouted Waldo.
" ﬂ;ﬁ’ no efligy up there! It’s Mr. Lee him-
ge

“Ha, bha, ha}”

“This is funny,” grinned Wellborne, “1
knew we'd made a good guy, but I didn't
believe that we could deceive you so—"

“Look |” screamed Coates suddenly,

He was pointing, and the tone he uscd
was 80 arresting that the other Honourables
stared upwards with sudden fear, Every-
body, in fact, fastened their gaze upon the
supposed image, which was still half obscured
by the smoke.

“1t's moving !” screcamed Coates.
mad, or "

“Yes, it's moving!” choked Delaney,
“Look! It's not a guy at all! It's a real
man up there! It's Mr, Lee himself !”

“Impossible !” panted Wellborne, white to
the lips,

Yet, without any shadow of doubt, thero
was a movement from that figure! The
efigy was coming to life! It was only a
small movement—ijust a turn of the head,
but it was sufficient,

“Didn’t I tell you?” said Stanley Waldo,
his volce quivering with alarm. * What
have you fellows done?”

“Am 1

“T tell you it's only a guy!” choked Well-
borne wildly. “It's only a guy! We made
it ourselves, and——"

“It’s not—it's not!” yelled Handforth.

“It’s moving now! It’'s Mr. Lee!l”

“You're all talking piffle!” gabbled Well-
borne, his gaze fixed upon the top of the
bonfire. “I suppose the heat must be shift-
ing 1t somehow. It's not a real head up
there—only a thing made of clay——"

“Clay i shouted Harry Gresham. “Can
clay open its eyes? Look therel”
All doubts were now set at rest, Not only

»

was the “efligy ¥ moving its head, but the
eycs were now open, and there wore other
indications that the figure was human and
alive, All those schoolboys round that bon-
fire were electrified into a horrified activity.
Yet they could do nothing but run about,
shouting. It was impossible to get anywhere

near the fire. . ‘
Wellborne!” said Nipper,

“You hound, + (
with dangerous ferocity. “I'll sett]e;, with

you after I've helped the guv'nor—-

“But you're wrong!” babbled the Hon.
Aubrey. “We didn't do it, Nipper! We
didn't put Mr, Lee up there!”

“We only fixed a guy—a thing made of
hay and elay!” said Coates, “I can’t under-
stand 1t! It's—it's uncanny! We didn’t put
Mr. Lee up there!l”

But nobody was listening to the Honour-
ables. IExplanations could come afterwards.
The one thing to do now was to go to
Nelson lLee’s assistance. Ho appeared to bo
in a daze, as thongi he had just awakencd
from a trance. He was making no efforts
to free himself.

Panic was spreading throughout the crowd.

“Water!”  yelled Handforth, dashing
about, “ Where’s some water?”

“There isn’t any!” said Delaney. “There's
only the river—and that’s nearly balf a mile
away !”
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“Somebody had better rush for the Fire
Brigade !” said Travers. “Not that it can
possibly get here in time. The flames are

aining hold, and within a minute they'll be
caping up to the top of the bonfire, and
nothing on earth can save——"

“Oh, we must do something!” panted
Kingswood, in anguish,

The situation was indeed appalling. As
far as the juniors could see, they were help-
less, To get near the fire was impossible.
The base was now fully alight—but, merci-
fully, the flames were not fierce, The bon-
fire was taking its time in getting under way,
and, as yet. only those choking masses of
- smoke had envelpped the bound form of
Nelson Lee at the top. Yet there was the
possibility of Nelson Lee being burnt to
death before the eyes of this crowd—and it
was a grim, ghastly possibility.

Nipper was like a fellow bereft of his
senses for a moment. But only for a
moment. Then he recovered himself. He
knew that unless something was done within
the space of thirty seconds, his beloved
guv'nor would perish. It was a time for
instant action—for drastic action.

“Where are the ladders?” shouted Car-
stairs, looking round. “We've got to do

something, you chaps! Let's get the
ladders ”
“Impossible!” said Nipper. “ Anybody

who tries to mount a ladder against that bon-
firo will be burnt to death! We've got to
think of something else!”

As he was speaking, his gaze rested upon

something vague and indistinct about twenty |

vards away, close against the hedge., He
“an to 1t like mad, his heart thumping
heavily against his ribs, For he had recog-
nised the object as a farm tractor. It was
once of those clumsy, cumbersome motors
with semi-caterpillar wheels. It was facing

towards the fire, too.

Other fellows had rushed after Nipper,
-wondering what he could have in mind,
Nipper was feeling the needlo of the car-
burretter, and his heart gave an added jump
as he felt the rush of petrol in the float-
chamber,

“Quick—the starting-handle!” he shouted.
“Handy! You're the chap! You're tho
strongest! Crank her!”

Handforth was alrcady doin
bearings were

so, but the
ummy with cold oil, and it
was as much as he could do to pull the handle
over. He was quickly shoved aside by
Stanley Waldo, who seized the handle and
whirled it round as though he was dealing
with a little Austin Seven. In an emer-
geney of this kind Waldo's strength  was
invaluable, '

Zurrrrrh!

With a sudden burst of noise, the engine
came (o life. It popped and spluttered for a
moment or two, and then settled down to a
powerful roar,

Nipper leapt into the driving seat, and the
crowd dashed out of the way.

1

i
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CHAPTER 10.
The Menace of the Unknownl

ITH a violent jerk, the tractor

started forward. It gathered speed,

and Nipﬂer steered it straight
0

towards the bonfire,

“What_are you going to do?” shouted

Tommy Watson, in horror. * Stop—stop!
You'll kill yourself, INipper [* )
“Clear off!” roared Nipper. “I'm going

to charge the firel It's the only hope!”

“You'll be burnt to death, old boy!”
saild Tregellis-West.  “There's no need
for two lives to be lost, Stop him, some-
bﬂd}'—"" :

But Handforth suddenly grabbed a heavy
tarpaulin sheet from the rear of the tractor,
and, running alongside the cumbersome
vehicle, he swung the tarpaulin sheet round.

“Look out!” he velled, “Keep straight
anhead, Nipper—you're going right for the
fire, Keep this thing over you, and you'll
be Pmtected.” ] ;

Nipper hated the idea of being blinded in
that way—but his common gense told him
that Handforth's idea was a good one. The
tarpaulin sheet swung over and enveloped
him. He crouched low, and now the tractor
charged blindly at the bonfire,

A%msh fell upon the others.

They stood stock-still, watching, fascinated,
The flames were now t:F;u;irzirrg a Etmd hold,
and if this move failed, Nelson Lee would
be beyond all human aid.

“This wav!” yelled Travers suddenly.
“Let's get ready to gtab Mr. Lee after tho
fire is toppled over. Perhaps we shall be
able to drag him clear!”

He and ndforth and Pitt and a number
of others went tearing round; and at the
same second the tractor, now having gained
a good epeed, struck the bonfire full tilt!

“Oh!” went up a horrified chorus,.

There was an appalling burst of flame and
smoke, and the tractor was completelv
hidden in the great smother of smoke and
flame. It went plunging through the heart
of the firel

And the mass of that pile, torn from its
foundations in that way by the sudden
onslaught, tottered and swayed, and finally
went crashing over.

The chair, with Nelson Lee bound to it,
was flung vidlently to the ground some dis-
tance away, intermingled with a mass of
faggots, Blazing brands were flying in all
directions, and myriads of sparks went shoot-
ing skywards,

andforth and Travers and the others
dashed in, seized the chair, and dragged it
clecar, Where that slowly burning g\aonﬁrn
had been, there was now a widely scattered
mass of roaring flame. The faggots, dis-
turbed, were burning with intense ferocity,
and the tar barrels %md now gained a full
hold. The heat was well-nigh overpowering,
and tho fumes were suffocating.

But Nelson Lee had been flung clear, and
now his rescuers had dragged him safely out

| of tho danger zone.
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UT what of Nipper?
B The tractor, plunging straight on,
had gone r1ght through the heart of

the fire. There were flaming masses
of debris festooned round the radiator and
the entire forepart.

There came a sudden burst as the car-
burecttor caught alight, and there was an
upheaval beneath that protective tarpaulin,

Nipper leapt for his life, half-blinded,
scorched, and nearly choked. He managed to
get to the ground in safety. The tractor

lumbered on, and finally came to a halt in
a deep ditch.

Nipper tumbled clear, staggered drunkenly,
and ran into a group of fellows who had come
to his rescue. T'hey pulled him back.

“We thought you were done for, old man,”
breathed Tommy Watson thankfully. ‘' Oh,
we thought——"

““Never mind!” muttered Nipper. “I'm

all right. How’s the guv’'nor?”

“We got him,” said Tregellis-West quickly,
'“He fell clear, and a crowd of chaps dragged
him away.”

“”Thank Heaven!” breathed Nipper.

He pushed the other fellows aside, and }
staggered off to where a great crowd was
shouting and cheering. Nobody was now
taking any notice of the widely-scattered fire,
which was burning with appalllng swiftness.

Nipper fairly fought his way through the
erowd, and when he arrived'in the centre he
found Waldo and Travers and Handforth
squatting round helann Lec. Somebody came
rushing up with a capful of water from a
neighbouring ditch. It wasn’t clean water,
but it served.

Nelson Lee’s bonds had been cut, and he
was attempting to get to his feet.
“Guv’'nor!” sobbed Nipper.

“You saved my life, my boy—and I am
grateful,” said Lee quietly,

“But you, sir|” panted Nipper.
all right?”

“Scorched slightly in one or two places,
and my left leg is very badly bruised where I
fell,” replied Lee. ‘“But they are trifles, In
all my experience I have never before been in
such ghastly peril, and it is gratifying that
you should have been the one to come to my
rescue,”

He spoke with diffieulty, for his throat was
parched with the fumes.

Everybody else stood round, stunned by the
horror of the recent situation. It was hardly
possible to realise that the danger was now
over, and that nobody had been badly
injured.

And by this time, of course, further crowds
had arrived—Brewster & Co., numbers of
seniors, and even some of the masters. They
had gathered from the din that something
was badlv amiss.

“We didn’t do it, sir!” said Wellborne

frenziedly, as he pushed his way towards the
centre of the crowd. “We didn’t tie you to

‘““Are you
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the top of that boufire, sir!

s

These chaps aro

-mylng—
“Calm yourself, Wellborne,” interrupted
Nelson Lee. *I know full well that you did

not do any such insane thing. These boy-
must nﬁt ged such foolish 1deas into therr
heads.”

“But what happened, sir?” asked Hand-
forth. *“How did you get on to the top of
that bonfire?”

“1 was placed there by some fiendish
enemy,”’ said Lee, his eyes afire with anger,
“These River House boys fixed a mere efligy
on to the bonfire—a perfectly natural thing
for them to do om the Fifth of November.”

“You—you mean that the cfligy was cut
down by somebody, and that you were put in

its place, sir?"” asked Nipper in amazement.
“But how 1"

“I was walking up the lane towards the
school,” said Lee tenselty., "I felt a sudden
pain on my neck, and then I remembered no
more. There can be no doubt that 1 was
struck by a poisoned dart of some kind.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Great Scott!”

“When I awoke, I found mysclf tied in
that chair on the top of the bonfire,” went on
Lee. “I have no doubt that my cnemies
intended me to awaken in tlme to suffer the
tortures of being burned alive,”

“It's horrible, guv'morf’ said Nipper.
“Who do yon think is responsible ?”

“Y am as much in the dark as you,
Nipper,” said the famous schoolmaster-
detective. “There was a drug on that dart
| which penetrated my flesh—it eould not
really have been poison, for I am now feeling
no ill-effects. Those devils meant me to
recover consciousness before death came. As
-for who they were, I know nothing. But [

#shall know! Make sure of that!”

O River House School. The Fifth of
November celebrations were almost

forgotten. Nelson Lee and Nipper were

taken into the sanatorium, and they were

both detained. Mereifully their injuries were

slight,

(f course, the school had plenty to talk
about, All kinds of wild conjectures were
eirculated. And it was only natural that the
mysterious mmn with the evil yellow face
shounld be recalled.

Was he responsible?

Nelson Lee himself felt convinced now thal
that figure had been no practical joker, and
that warnineg had been in deadly earnest !

Who were these fiendish enemies who did
not hesitate to adopt suech devilish methods?

THE END,

I' course, there was a tremendous sensa-
tion both at St. Frank’s and at the

LR ]

(This series is the " qgoods,” isn't it. chums’
Nut, then, Edwy Searles Drooks is always a!
iz very best when writing a real mystery
yarn. “By Order of the Tongl” is the title

nf the second story in his series. Look ouw!
for it next Wednesdan!)
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Things Heard

EDWY SEARLES

RITING the St. Frank's storics
W has many compensations. For
instance, I am compelled to
visit the school frequently in
order to sce ‘“how things are going,” and
yvou'd be surprised how much I enjoy
doing so, The more I sece of the school
and its occupants the more enthusiastic 1
become. FEach visit seems to be more
interesting than the previous one. And
that’'s why, when I left the train at Bell-
ton the other Wednesday afternoon, and
started to walk down the lane towards
the old school, I forgot all my worries
and troubles in the anticipation of know-
ing that I should soon be having a jolly
good time.

i

- ® # ¢ 3

WAS not disappointed. Even as I
reached the gates of St. ¥rank’s 1
ran into Irene Manners and her
chums from the Moor View School,

~including  Doris  Berkeley, Marjorie
Temple, ‘Ena Handforth, and Mary
Summers. And very charming they

looked, too, in their winter sports attire.
They were all carrying tennis rackets,
and I soon gathered that they were off to
Bannington to play in a hard court tour-
nament against a local girls' club. Irene
& Co. are very keen on tennis, and—+%his
will interest “Ilora,” of Hackney,
Londen, and one or two other girl readers
who have written me on this subject—
Irene herself is a good player. She has
often induced Edward Oswald Handforth
to play her, and every time Edward
Oswald has come a nasty cropper. Hand-
forth, of course, i3 too impetuous to play
a good game of tennis. His one desire
18 to smash at the ball with all his force.
An excellent desire, too, providing one
keeps the ball within the limits of the

-

and Seen By

court; and that’s a thing that Handforth,
unfortunately, fails to do.
RATHER wondered why it was that
Nipper and Handforth and the other
juniors were not accompanying the
them on. Irene herself supplied the
answer. The St. Frank's junior ecleven
had a big_mateh on that afternoon; they
which, up till now, was unbeaten. Natu-
rally, the St. Frank's chaps were keen
putting out their strongest side. The
Moor View schoolgirls, apparently, had
“dropped in *” to wish Nipper & Co. good
parture, and I strolled through the gates
into the Triangle,
- » *
just walking towards Little
Side, but when they saw me they
stopped and waited for me. As
welcome, and was immediately asked to
watch the game. I accepted, and so we
all strolled on to Little Side. Which re-
reader of the Old Paper from Norwich—
has asked me to give him a few detalls
concerning Little Side. This is a point
readers, so I will take this opportunity
of devoting a paragraph to the subject.
£ = *
I not an large as the seniors’ play-
ing ficlds, i3 a fine stretch of
ground, level, and the turf is kept

* - ®
|

girls to the tournament to checr
were playing a team from Bannington
to break this record, and so they were
luck. Iremne & Co. then took their de-
NIPPER and his merry men were
I expected, I received an enthusiastic
minds me that “Perplexed,” a keen
which is bound to interest heaps of other

ITTLE SIDE, at St, Frank's, whila
in excellent condition. A narrow lane
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separates it from the school buildings,
while on the opposite side is the lane
which leads to' Edgemore. Looking down
Little Side from the pavilion, one secs
a remarkably pretty view of the River
Stowe. The pavilion, incidentally, is
quite a sumptuous affair, and the juniors
are very proud of it.

IPPER, by the way, could easily
make a big name for himself at
football, if he so desired. I be-
lieve he has already played for

& First Division club, in fact—this was’
when he and Nelson Lee were up North
on a detective case—and he was a de-
cided success. But Nipper will never
take up Soccer as seriously as all that.
I tackled him on this question some time
ago, when I asked him what he intended
to do after he had finished schooling—
this as a result of a letter received from
a Cardiff recader who signs himself
““Cheery Charlie.”  Nipper tells ‘me he
wants to follow in Nelson
Lee’s footsteps; he wants
to become a private detec-
tive. As Nelson Lee’s
assistant for many years,
he received an excellent
training, and I certainly
think he would make a very
clever and successful de-
tective. Neclson Lee himself
is all against the idea. He
docs not want his ward to
take up such a dangerous
calling. But there 1t is.
Nipper’s ambition in life is
to become a detective, and
so there’s the possibility
that one day he will be just
as famous in the world of criminology as
his beloved guv’nor.

* * "

ETURNING to the match I was
R asked to sce at St. Frank’s, I am
pleased to record that, after a
gruelling struggle, the home

eleven were the winners by the only
goal of the mateh, which was scored
by Nipper. In the last few minutes the
Bannington players * made desperate
efforts to save their unbeaten record.
They succecded in completely overrunning
the St. Frank’s defence—with the ex-
ception of the celebrated Edward Oswald.
Good old Handy was like a cat on hot
bricks. He hur?ed himself from one side
of the goalmouth to the other with reck-
less abandon, and there's no doubt that
he really did play a magnificent game.

OUR READERS'
PORTRAIT GALLERY

V. Wrner
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Handforth, I am convinced, 18 another
fellow who could make a name for him-
self in the footer world if he liked. And
here again ‘there’s not much possibility
of this happening. As many readers have
gleaned from Handforth himself in his
page feature, ‘ Handforth Replies,” heg
has many weird ideas of becoming author,
actor, and detective all at once. What
he will actually be when he grows up is
something of a puzzler. Certainly 1

shouldn’t like to make a guess |
* w *

HE best swimmer at St. Frank’s—

l “ Leslie,” Norwich—is undoubtedly
Tom Burton, of the Remove.
Burton, indeed, has already swum

the English Channel-—which will give my
correspondent a good idea of his capa-
bilities. Burton himself 1s very modest
about his prowess in the water, but I
know for a fact that at his home there's
a sideboard covered with cups and
trophies and medals which he has won,
and that his study at St.
Frank’s also contains many

more tl;uphies.
A one asked me by a
irl  reader from
Southampton, who wants
to know who 1s the best-
dressed  junior at St
Frank’s. This strikes me
as being rather a ticklish
uestion. Vivian Travers,
alph Leslie Fullwood, Sir
Montie Tregellis-West, the
Hon. Douglas Singleton,
Archie Glenthorne—are all of them always

PROBLEM not so

easily solved is the

| immaculately dressed. However, I should

say that Archie is perhaps the most re-
splendent junior. His expenditure on
clothes is enormous—but, then, he can
well afford it, for his people are ex-
tremely wealthy. Phipps, who acts as
Archie’s valet, tells me that his young
master never has less than twelve suils,
about two dozen shirts, and half a dozen
toppers; as for ties—well, their number
is legion.
#* * *

The photograph this week is of William
Walter Warner. This cheery lad hails
from Excter, an. he tells me he is a most
enthusiastic supporter of the Nrewson Lex
LiBrary. Which shows he possesses plenty
of common scnse! Write to me as often
as you like, William. I'm doubly pleased

-to hear: from readers such as you.
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Our Full-of-Thrills Adventure Serial! Remarkable Developments This Week!

Ok ISLAND CASTAWAYS/

tARTHUR S HARDY

““ Look, there's a "plane!”

L OU had a dream—that we were
i rescued ?” repeated Tom, look-
ing at Eva half amusedly,

“Yes,” vreplied the girl.

“How would you like it, Tom, if all this

were to end suddenly, and we found our-

selves mixed up in the whirl and bustle
of New York once more?”

“1 should like it

for Jots of reasons,

Dreams mnever come lrie.

speech. Tom, the dream was so vivid
that even after I woke up it seemed that
everything had actually happened. Tt
was a premonition.”

Most times Tom would have laughed
at the girl, but her manner, the way
she spoke, warned him mnot to mock her.

“Eve,” he said, looking at ber scri-
ously, “they say that dreams never come
true. TLet wus hopo
that your dream will

And

of course,” he an- 4 prove an exception;
swered, “But I'Il thal’s whal Tom Perry lells Eva  that it will ~ come
never forget these Hanway when she says that she  true—very word of
magic islands, or the 3,0 gromined  they are rescued. it .

wonderful times we B bad Tow b : . And then, just at
have had with Dave,. ut, ha om only known 1il,  that moment, they
But what ever makes  remarkable things were soom [0 heard their names
yvou think we shall be bappgn which briﬂg thal dream being called. Look-

going back soon?”
“I dreamt we were
at home, Mother
and dad were there, and your father and
mother, Captain Stanton, and all our old
friends,
a lot of speechmaking. Tom, I could
even see the newspapers with their great
black type headlines
our adventurces. David Sellwood was
there, bewildered by it all, and you had
to go to the microphone and make a

nearer lo reality !

There was a big reception and'

telling all about |

ing round, they saw
David Sellwood ap-
proaching.

“ Missy, Master Tom,” said Dave, as he
stood before them, his bare feet set wide
apart, “you'd best be coming along quick,
or the breakfast won’'t be worth the
eating.”

Eva rose with alacrity.

“Lead me to it, Dave!” she said., "I
can just do with brekker. I'm as hungry
as a hunter,”
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But Tom did not move. He sat with
his feet sprawling wide and his hands
gripping the earth. His eyes were
directed at the sky, and his face was set
in a strained expression as if he were
listening intently.

The girl turned round. So did Dave.

“Do you hear a droning sound in the
air, Dave?” asked "Tom.

“I hear something,” replied the old
whaler. “It’s not guns going off, but
it’s & rapping sound, and there’s a hum.
There's no bird I know of about these
seas can make a noise like that.”

Tom leapt to his feet, and ran, shout-
ing excitedly :

“It’s an aeroplane! ‘There’s na other

sound in the wide world like that. It’s
coming nearer—over the sea!  Listen!
It's growing louder and louder. Now,

Dave, you’ll be able to see one of those
airplanes T've teld you about. It’s
coming—it's coming! Look!  There it
is !”

The noise of the approaching ’plane had
echoed from a distance long before Tom
dreamed of taking any notice of it. Now
1t swelled to a roar, and the ’plane swung
past them overhead, seceming almost to
touch the swaying leaves of the palms.
The castaways could see the silver and
blue body of it glistening in the sunshine.
They could see the head and shoulders
of the helmeted pilot showing above the
gide, and a second head behind him.
Hanging from the fuselage were two
rounded floats, and the wings of the
‘’plane sprang out low from her sides.

She was a seaplane, and she was gone
before Tom, racing frantically into the
blaze of sunlight, with Eva after him,
and the flabbergasted David slowly fol-
lowing, had a chance of making their
presence known,

— ——
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The deafenine roar of the ’plane’s en-
gine faded as she went; soon they could
hardly hear it, and then it ceased alto-
gether,

For a moment Tom stared at Eva, then,
with a whoop of joy, he caught her up
and spun her round and round until he
was breathless and giddy. The coming
of the seaplane had also made Eva
intensely excited.

“Tom !” she ecried, waving her hands
in delight. *Think what it means! We
shall be rescued and taken home !”

“We're going home, Dave—we’'re going
home !” shouted the boy excitedly.

Sellwood stood staring along the sun-
lit beach and was scratching his head
thoughtfully. He did not reply at once.
Then :

“So that's onc of those new fangled
things, is it, Master Tom?” he said.
“Well, it sure can move !’ _

What were they to de now? Go back
to their camping place and snatch a
hasty breakfast before searching for the
seaplane, or should they start at once?
The castaways decided the point by
taking some food and fresh water down
to the boat and launching her. Within
a few minutes they were sailing before
a favourable breeze close into the shore.

“She’s come down!” said Tom ex-
citedly. " And she’d have to come down
in the sea. We’ll come upon her quicker
this way, and if she goes up before we
get there they’ll be bound to sce our
boat.”

Tom was throbbing with nervous ex-
citement bhorn of a fear thas the pilot
of the seaplanc might not see them, for
he had missed them in passing. Where"
there was a scaplane so there was bound
to be a ship, and Tom persuaded himself

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the cwner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific.

is accompanied by

EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her chum,
plucky, adventure-loving English boy.
GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway's, i3 also on board.
to the pilot,

a sudden
David Sellwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these partis.
cause of Sellwood losing his life—or so he thought—and since then the formmer has never
Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memories, and this
fact, combined with the heat, has turned his head,
{sland, but they are caught in a terrible storm, and the motor-boat s swamped.
plunged into the mountainous seas, and flnally are cast upon an unknown island, on which
Later, unknown to the two chums, Hanway's yacht i set on
The three castaways have many exciting adventures fogether before sailing
Here they are horrified to find the wreck of the Esmeralda.
0Of the passengers there is no sign—only a note, signed by Kemish, which says that everybody |
On the island itself Tom discovers the lifeless bady of Kemish.

. 1'OM PERRY, a

great anxiety on the yacht owin
DANIEL KEMISHyp having develope

forgiven himself,

they meet David Sellwood,
fire by Kemish.
for a neighbouring island.

has taken to the boats,

illness.

He
Tom's father,

At the moment there is
In years past Dan and his pariner,

Dan had been the

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby
They are

The

days pass by, and then one morning Eva tells Tom that she has dreamed they will goon be

rescued.

(Now reud on.)
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that the ’plane had come in scarch of
them,

Dave cocked an eye at the sky as they
sailed and ate, and presently he shook his
head.

“1 don’t quite like the look o’ things,”
he remarked, “and I've a feeling that
we'll strike foul weather soon.”

Eva looked serious, but Tom laughed.

“Rot, Dave!” he cried. *“The sca and
the sky are just as they have been for
days and days.”

'They sailed on until, rounding a cape,
they saw ahead of them the great, wide
stretch of golden sand; and close in
by the reef,
luzily, they saw the ’plane at rest. An
anchor buoy had been thrown out, and
to this she was securely tied. The cast-
aways could sce a man leaning over her
side. He was standing on one of the
floats, looking up and talking to the man
above.

Tom could not resist firing his revol-
ver to attract attention, and as the shot
echoed loudly the two men looked round
and saw the boat, One incredulous
glance they gave, then waved their hands.
Swiftly the sailing boat approached the
'plane, and as Tom lowered the sail and
Dave deftly steered the boat alongside,
the man on the float cheered wildly.

“Esmeralda, by gosh!” . he shouted,
pointing at the name on the front of the
boat. “Say, is the little lady Miss
Thornton Hanway, by any chance?”

“That’s my name,” laughed Eva.

The pilot looked hard at Tom. For a
moment Tom’s long, straggly hair and
the growth upon wupper lip and chin
puzzled him, but the colour of the hair
and the blue of Tom’s eyes finally chased
all doubt away.

" “You're Tom Perry!” he cried. " Gee,
Lut this is a bit of luck! Shake!”

Lagerly, Tom grasped the outstretched
hand. The pilot then took stock of David
Sellwood. The weird and wonderful ap-
pearance of the old whaler, his coarse,
Lleached hair, his stragely moustache and
chin, his strange garb and copper tan,
puzzled him,

“Gosh ! he exclaimed.
this fellow !”

“His name is David Sellwood, and he
was lost overboard from a whaler yecars
aeo,” explained Tom.

“My name’s Dickson,” said the pilot.
“My pal above is Conrad Amcson, late
commander in the Navy.”

“And you've come in search of us?”

“Sure! We've come in search of you,
Mr. Perry, and the little lady and all
aboard the yacht who were reported lost.

“I don't know

-

where the waves tumbled
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This is the tenth island we have visited
since we came to these parts. Our ship,
the Patamac, must be a hundred miles
from here, and I don't quite know what
we are gonuner do about it. Amcson
could fly you and the lady back, and
leave me here with Rip Van Winkle, ov
clse we could report and come and fetch
you in the ship to-morrow, say.”

Tom cast a wistful glance around him.

“Why not let’s go ashore and talk it
over 7" he suggested.

“That would be a good plan.  Con,
show a legz, and let's get into the boat.
We're off for a pow-wow.”

A lithe, active, and athletic figure
climbed down from the cockpit aund
stepped from the float into the boat. Dave
then ran the boat ashore and anchored
her. The party of five strode over the
yielding sand, whilst Dickson offered the
castaways his cigarette-case.

Cigarettes were mot much in David's
line—he much preferring a pipe of strong
tobacco—but after a long lay off from
smoking, when his only solace had been
a puftf of dry grass occasionally, he took
one greedily,

They settled on a bank that overlooked
the sand, and which was in the shade of
the trees. The 'plane rocked gently upon
the sea right in front of them. Then
pilot Dickson told his story.

An Amazing Story!

6 OU'LL be wondering how we hap-

i pened to come out here, I sup-
pose,” he said.

going to tell you.

“In some mysterious way news lcaked
out that the Esmeralda, Mr. Thornton
Hanway’s yacht, had been wrecked. It's
impossible to say how the rumour started,
for no wireless message or 8.0.5, had
been sent out from the ship. The news
could not be verified. But there was a
regular panic on Wall Street which
ruined quite a lot of folk before the
holders of shares in the Hanway enter-
prises warmed their feet and ceased sell-
ing.

“And from the very first there was
talk among Hanwayw friends about fit-
ting out a rescue ship and sending her
into the coral seas.

“Wireless messages were sent out to
every port and coaling station in the
southern seas for news of the Esmeralda.
It was established that the yacht had
looked in here and called there, that she
had been seen steaming south-west from
Caraboo Island, and that all was well.

Ls ";ﬁre\“ﬂI

I'm

| The organising of the rescue ship was
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Louder and louder became
the hummlng, roaring noise.
And then: ‘' Look!' eried
Tom  execitedly, pointing.
‘“It’s a ’plane !

public confi-
dence being restored, stocks and shares
of the Hanway companies began to soar

suspended for a while, and

again, But no message came from the
chief himself, or from George Perry, your
father, sir "—looking at Tom—‘“or from
anyone aboard. Hanway’s return was
long overdue. Speculators began to panic
again. And then at last came definite
news that the ship had been lost, and
that most of those aboard had been
drowned.

“The Malabar, tramp steamer, carry-
ing a miscellaneous ecargo, arrived 1n
New York. She brought with her four
secamen, Barber, Calhoun, Mordew, and
Geogehan; and a stoker named Cribb, and
a cook named Freeman, who swore that
. they were the sole survivors.”

“Just those?”’ eried Tom, with a frown.
“It sounds funny that no officer or pas-
senger should have been in the boat with
them.”

“They said that they had Purvis, the
engineer, and a man named Slater in
their boat, but Purvis had been badly
burnt before he left the ship, and died,
while Slater leapt overboard in a delirium
after the water had gone,” went on Dick-
son. ‘‘They were picked up when on the
point of death by the Elder Mary, and
were transferred to the Malabar at Car-
inobo coaling station, the Malabar being
bound for New York.”

Tom continued to frown; Eva was
looking distressed, David Sellwood lis-
tened stolidly, betraying mno emotior
whatsoever,
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“What had the rescued men got to
say?” asked Tom.

“They told how you and Miss Hanway
got lost in the Rosita out-board boat in
a hurricane following the strangest and
densest sca-fog they had ever known.
And I may as well tell you right now,
Mr. Perry, that you and Miss Hanway
were the two we never thought we were
going to meet. You were lost in a crazy
boat that couldn’t have weathered a
storm on a lake, let alone out in the
Pacific seas. I'm curious, and so would
you mind telling us about it?”

Graphically, Tom told the story, and
pilot Dickson nodded.

“That was a miracle all right,”” he
cried; “and the moment we reach the
ship we’ll flash the news round the world
by wireless.”

He leant cagerly forward.

“Getting back to that boatload of
erdoks,” he said, “they told how the yacht
rode out the
storm and next
day went in
search of you,
but with never
a hope of finding

LR ]

IT°S COMING . . ..
THEFOUR-LEGGED EAGLE!
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these were identified as the property of
Mrs. Thornton Hanway 9

“They belonged to mamma—-" ex-
claimed the girl cxcitedly.
“They sure did, Miss Hanway. On the

strength of that the men were put to the
third degree. Barber, snivelling like «
cur, turned States evidence, and swore
that he and the others, having been
thrown upon an island together with the
survivors from the other boats, and know-
ing that the ladies had brought the jewels
away with them when they left the ship,
planned to steal them, and this they did,
and in order that Captain Stanton and
the other members of th crew should not
pursue them, they stove in and rendercd
the other boats unseaworthy. Then they
pushed their boat into the sca in the
dead of night, and, taking a chance, ran
up the sail and left the whole party to
their fate.”

At this juncture, Eva in'frrruuted the
story with an
cxcited outburst,

“Oh, T o m,
then dad and
mum and every-
body else are all

you alive, of alive? she
course, T hey WATCH OuUT asked.

couldn’t find “According to
you, and there FOR DETAILS! Barber — y e s,
was dismay miss,” said the
aboard, as you pilot. “But
can imagine. Everybody had given you|listen. After Barber had made and signed
up as lost, Then, after dinner, Dr.| his confession we were confronted with this

Fraser ran into the skipper’s cabin with
ncws that the Esmeralda was on fire.
The hold was well alight, flames were
leaping up the gangways, and the dan-
ger of an explosion was so apparent that
the boats were lowered and pot away
after a vain attempt to hose the fire out.
'The ship blew up, and there was a man
named Kemish aboard——"

“Kemish survived, but died by his own
hand on a barren coral reef,” said Tom,
and again he told his tale.

“He got his deserts,” commented the
pilot. “To resume, Mr. Perry. Accord-
inr to the story the men told, the boats
got scparated in a storm, and they swore
that, to the best of theig belief, the other
boats foundered. Of course, it was gener-
ally thought that Mr. Thornton Hanway
and every passenger aboard the yacht
had perished, and the men were made a
fuss of. But a fortnight later Barber
and Cribb were arrested for trying to sell
diamonds and jewels of great value to
a New York dealer, who had reason to
believe that the gems were stolen. Some
of the property were still in scttings, and

dilemma. Cribb and the other men, when
rounded up, denicd Barber's story. They
sald that Barber was out of his mind in
the boat, and that from the first they had
the jewels with them, Mrs. Thornton
Hanway having thrown them ‘into the
wrong boat.  Mordew testified that he
broke the picces of jewellery up on board
the Malabar, having been tempted by the
money they represented to steal the gems
—but only because the owners were dead !
And there was this added snag. We
could not discover within a few hundred
miles, one way or the other, what was
the exact position of the ship when the
Esmeralda was wrecked.

“Wireless messages were flashed all
over the world; the liner, Patamac, was
fitted out as a rescue ship, and furnished
with two seaplanes, and an airplanc deck
as well as two airplanes. We started
out—and here we are.”

“And you’ve seen nothing and heard
nothing of my father and mother?”’ said
the girl querulously.

“No, miss; and to tell you the truth,
after flying over island after island with-
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out ever seeing a trace of a man or
woman on ‘em, Ameson and I were just
about giving up hope when your boat
came into view and we heard your shot.”

“But they can’t be far away—they
can’'t be!” sgaid the girl. “Tom, the
Esmeralda couldn’t have drifted far in
her shattered condition before she broke
her back on that coral reef. Mr., Dick-
gon, take us to your ship, and in a few
days, at most, 1 am sure we will find
my mother.”

“We’ll do that, certainly,” said Dick-
son. ‘“And I'd flash a message from the
‘plane, only the apparatus packed up
last night. We can’'t use it till we’ve
found and repaired the fault.”

“We'd better fly back with the news,”
said Ameson.

Dave had been watching the sky, and
eyeing the sea with a growing alarm.
He swung himself on to his feet now and
pointed.

“Look there!” he cried. “See that
bank o’ cloud coming up? It’s moving as
fast as your ’plane could fly, young
man, and you'd be crazy to attemgt a
voyage now. Take an old sailor’s advice
“and stay where you are.”

The cloud stretched as wide as the
horizon, and everybody could see it ap-
roaching rapidly. A ©black smudge
lotted out the sun, the day began to
fade. A few moments later eame the
first drops of rain.

The Coming of the Storm!

HE swift and remorseless advance |
of that great, sombre cloud was
terrifying. Smothering the sun,
it brought with it the blackness

of night, and yet between it and the sea
remained a vivid streak of light. The
alm-trees began to bow their plumed
1eads; large rain spots were now falling.
There followed a death-like hush which
was succeeded by a moaning as the wind
rushed shoreward, bringing with it the
deluge.

Pilot Dickson began to run,

“Come on!” he shouted to Ameson.
“TLet’s try and save the old bus if we
can.”’

Tom raced eagerly after them, whilst
Eva, -afraid lest Tom should run into
danger, sped almost as fast as the men
in the dash for the beach. David Sell-
wood followed slowly after, bawling to
them to come back.

“You can’t do anything "’ he shouted.
“Come back! There’ll be a whirlpool

swirling over the reef in mo time. Hi,
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lend a hand to the boat, or we may lose
that, too !” -

Tom heard and turned in his tracks.

“The boat 18 anchored, Dave!” he
cried. “She’ll ride safely, womn’t sher?r”

“I don’t know. Maybe. I doubt
whether we could draw her up clear of
the sand in time, Master Tom. But
maybe she’s all we’ll have between us and
rescue if the ’plane is lost.”

Dickson and Ameson had established a
big lead by this time, and suiting his
pace to the girl’s, Tom ran on. The in-
coming wave was assuming formidable
proportions, rising like a wall. Then
the rain sheeted down, blotting out the
figures of the running airmen., It
swept the strand and, reaching the three
castaways, soaked them to the skin in a

flash. It forced them to stop and bow
their heads. The wind lashed them,
almost beating them to the ground.

They could hear the rustle of the sway-
ing palms, and a snapping of timber as
onc tree after another went down before
the hurricane. ‘

The din was frightening. A livid seam
split the sombre skies, illuminating every
object round them. The crash of thunder
that boomed a second later almost
deafened the ears.  Blinking the rain-
water out of his eyes, Tom glanced sea-
ward. A hundred yards or so away,
Dickson and Ameson were crouching on
their knees, huddled together for pro-
tection.

The full force of the cloud-burst had
already reached the seaplane, tossing her
about like a cork. Tom could see the
'plane tugging frantically at her moor-
ings, like a captive bird fighting for
its freedom, and beyond, coming inland
at a terrific speed, was the wall of
water, growing every moment higher and
higher.

Tom caught hold of Eva fiercely. ;

“Look! The seaplane hasn’t a ghost of
a chance!” he shouted. “The sca will
smash her to matchwood !”

Ameson and Dickson had staggered up.
They also must have realised that the
'‘plane  was doomed, for, turning, they
came running back, helped in their panic
by the driving wind, which almost lifted
them clean off their feet.

As they came Dave turned to Tom.

“Get as far away from the shore as you
can,” he bellowed. “We can’t even save
our boat. We'll be lucky if we save our
lives I”

(Look out for another gripping instal-
ment of this thrilling serial next week,
chums /)
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