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CHAPTER 1.
Handy, the Investigator!

[GGLESWADE, of the Sixth Form, “Well. that's that!” murmursd IMandfortn
put his head into one of the Junior | contentedly. “Now we're going to wait,
dormitories in the Ancient House at | my sons!”

St Frank’s,  Handforth and Church “Eh*"’ said Church, starting up. “Waut?

and Mc(Clure, of the Remove, who occupied
the dormitory, were in bed,
“Evervthing all right here®”
rleswado, looking round.
“Only waiting for vou to put
out, Bigey,” said Handforth, with a
“(ood enough!™ said the prefect,
night, kids!”
“Good-niptf,
A momeni later Diggleswade had departed,
and the little dornuatery was 1n darkness.
Not complete darkness, however; for a stray

asked Big-
the li_g;ht
vawn,

“(Good-

5 g
Mgy,

moonheim was stealing i through the win- |

dow. peeping over the of the West

House oppozite,

LOp

What are we going to wait for?

“Eleven o'cloek " said Handforth., “ Ag
eloven o'clock we'll zlip our things on, and
then creep out.”

“flere, hold on!" gasped MceClure. “We
came into thiz dormitory to sleep, Handy—
not to keep awakel”

“What's more,”
to sleep now.”

Fiddward Oswald Handiorth grunted.

“Tion’t be sillv,” he said mmpatiently. 1’3
all arvanged.”

This was the first Chureh and McClure had
heard of it. Not that they were surprised,

spid Church, “¥P'm

gDz

' The eelehrated leader of Study [ was always
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w—THﬁT’LL BE YOUR OPINION OF THIS GRAND STORY, CHUMS!

Lights out! St. Frank’s scifles down for slumber. Then the sornds of stzallhy
movement ; shadowy figures climbing over the school wall—biecaking bounds—
the ““ sports” of St. Frank’s are off to a night club!
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arvanging things for himsell and his chumsz; [ to be flogged, or even sacked, for breakin
aid he generally neglected to tell Church | bounds after lights-out.”
and DMcClure about it. Handtorth sniffed.
“What is arranged:” azked Mae, staring | “Rot!” he zaid, “Ilow can we be fogged,
across the gloom. l or sacked, for doing something for  the
“We're going to investigate tonight,” re- | school's goed? If we're collared, we can
pited Handforth. his wvoice dropping mys- L cnsily explain that we wore only out on an

Ul

terionsly, *We're going to do a bit of | investigation.”
+ - q T R - L] - " -
deteclive work, my lads!  In faet, we're F “Oh, easily!” said Church sarcastically.
going to find out if those rumours have any | ““And who the dickens is going to beliove
toundation!” us?  If we break bounds, and we're col-
Chureh and AMeC'lure groaned. lared by a prefect or a master, do vou think
“*Cheese 1t, Handyv!" protested Churel hev'll eredit arn like thatt”
Chlieese 1t, andv T protestoec hurch, | they' ll eredit a varn like that:
“It's pretty certain that some fatheads in “They'll take my word, I should hope!”
this House have bren breaking bounds re- | said Handforth sternly,
cently, but we don't want to start the same ! “Ahem! They might, of canrse,” mur

gune,  DBesides, it's risky ! We're liable | murmed MceClure. “On the other hand——-"
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“You will never get anywhere in this
world unless you take a chance now and
again!” said Handforth. *There have been-
some queer things going on just recently,
Lots of the chaps have been breaking bounds
—Qore-Pearce, Gulliver, Bell, Sinclair, Gray-
son, and others. And it's a pretty certain
thing that Uncle Robert is the fellow who
started the game.”

“Uncle Robert ” was a new fellow in the
Remove. His name was Chester, and
curiously enough, he happened to be the
uncle of Edward Fenton, of the Sixth. It
was a topsy-turvy sort of business, but there
wasn’t any question about Chester’s rela-
tionship. He was really and truly Fen-
ton’s uncle. He was the youngest member
of a very large family, his eldest sister being»
Fenton's mot%]er.

And Uncle Robert had proved himself to
be very much of an “outsider.” St, Frank’s
had been rather shocked, since Fenton was
suchr a genuine brick—such a sportsman. Tt
was hard lines on him to have a youthful
uncle in the school—an uncle who was, more-
over, a liar and every kind of a rotter.

. “Uncle Robert is the leading spirit!” re-
peated Handforth sternly. “And if all the
rumours are true, there’s a night club in
this district. Everybody has been talking
about it recently!”

“But a rumour, after all—
Church, .

“T know it!” interrupted Handforth. *“* You
can't take too much notice of rumours.
That's why we’re going out to-night—te
make sure! I dare say you've noticed that
Gore-Pearce and those other cads have
generally looked washed-out on Tuesdays,
Thursdays, and Saturdays?”

“Well, yes,” admitted McClure.

“Well, T have been making some deduec-
tions!” said Handforth triumphantly. * After
a lot of thought, I have come to the conclu-
sion that the night club must be open on
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. These
cads visit the place on those nights, and,
consequently, they’re as limp as wet rags
an Tuesday morning, Thursday morning, and
Saturday morning.,”

“Great Scott!” said Mae admiringly.
“Did you work all that out in your own
head., Handy ?”

began

“Yes, I did!"
“The chap’s a marvel!” said Church, with
a sigh.

Fortunately, Handforth did not notice that
his chum was being sarcastic. He regarded
his obvious piece of reasoning as a master-
piece of deduction.

““And to-night,” said Handforthh meaningly, {

“is Monday.”

“Go hon!” yawned Church., “Did
hear that, Mac? It’s Monday night!”

“ Another of Handy’s marvellous dedue-
tions, I suppose,” said MeClure.

Edward Oswald frowned.

“Yon needn’t be funny!” he said sternly.

“It’s Monday night—and that means that

vou
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the night club will be open, It also means
that Uncle Robert and Gore-Pearce and a !

——

few other fellows will ereep out at about
eleven o’clock, and buzz off to the night club.
Well, my sous, we're going to be on the
watch !”

“Are we?” sa‘d Church rehelliously,
" Look here, Handy, you can go and watch,
if you like, but I don't see¢ why we should
lose a night’'s sleep——" :

“By George!” interrupted Hardforth, get-
ting out of bed. * Rebellion, ch? Mutiny!
Why, you silly asses! If 1 have any more
of this piffle I'll empty the cold-water jug
over your heads! Are you going to agree
to this investigation, or not?” :

Church and MecClure, who had decided ob-
1ectiutls to eold water being flung over their
wieads in the month of January, decided
that, on the whole, an investigation would
be agreeable to them. :

fied.
“Well, that’s settled I’ he grunted.
“Now we've got to keep awake until
cleven o'clock. Thosebdecads aren’t likely to
break bounds until after eleven. My wheeze
is to get out first, and to hang about in the
lane, so that we can follow the rotters when
they come down.” -

“Yes, and we shall freeze to death while
we're waiting!” said Church bitterly.

“We can take our overcoats,” said Hand-
forth, “and I don’t suppose we shall have
to wait long. Then we can follow the
beggars, and find out where they go.”

“Shall we have our bikes?” asked Mec-
Clure, |

“ND.“ ,

“Then what's the good of it?" said Mgaec.
“You jolly well know there's no night club
about here. They’re bound to go to Ban-
nington—and in that case they’ll have their
bikes. We'd better give it up for to-night,
Handy. Let's leave it until Wednesday.”

“Good idea! said Church enthusiastically,

Edward Oswald Handforth grinned.

“You're dished, my sons!” he said codlly.
“T made a point of going to the bike-shed
just before it was locked up, and not a
single jigger has been touched. If those
cads were going anywhere on their bikes,
they would have left them out of the shed,
so that they couldn’t be locked up.”

Church and McClure were surprised at
Handforth’s unusual thoroughness.

“Well, if you ask me, Nipper’s policy is
the best,” said Church, ehanging the subject,
“Nipper’s the captain of the Remove %

“Don’t talk to me about Nipper,” said
Handforth gruffly.

“Why not?”

“And don’t talk to me about his policy,
cither,” continued Handforth, “Nipper’s
1dea 1s to let things rip. I had a chat with
him to-day, and he told me he’s not going
to interfere, By George! Interfere! That’s
a fine word to usel”

“Well, it’s the only word, isn’t it?”

“The good name of St. Frank’s is suffer-
ing——" began Handforth,

HANDFDRTH went back to bed satis-
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“If you're going to set yourself up as a
protector for the school, then yvou've given
:u,nu]_qf-lf a _]{'}h'-“ said 1"ﬁf!‘.}CIIll"iﬁ' tﬂ.l“}’ *1
agree with Nipper's policy. If a few of
thie cads like to make fools t:::f themselves—

" for the giddy thing and stopped it.
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And

then, after that, went soft over the
girl 1”7
Handforth turned red in the darkness.

“If you're asking for a thick ecar, my lad

you

ur-ll let 'em! As long as we're doing right, | ——" he began.
we've got not}ung to worry about.,  And, “Rats!” said Church. “You’ve been talk-
after all, it isn't NIPPFI“* place to spy on | ing about Olive Clegg for days! In fact,
thB other fellows in the Remove. vou’ve gone down to the village lots of
L fi nid forth -himrss jf;mi on
ristied. : the oft-chance
“Are you WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S seeing her!
suggesting  that £ We’ Ie not
I'm going to blind !
spy !  he de-
manded thickly. bfa?h?ffﬁligdi:
“Nuanno!” but he said
said Church, nothing for a
“J—I was only few moments.
speaking gener- Indeed, there
ally,. Nipper was very little
reckons that if to say. It was
these fellows perfectly true

are allowed to
go their own
road, they’ll
FOON  como  a
cropper, Give
them enough
sope, and they’ll
hang them-
sclves.”
“That's

1deat”’

the
agreed
MceClure. " Why
should we take
any action? If
the prefects or
masters like to
get up and
wateh, all  well
and good. It's
their duty. DBut
it 1sn't ours,”
This was a per-
fectly sound ar-
gument, as most
of the sensible

that he was very
interested in the
rather timid,
gentle girl who
had come fto
live at Moat
Hollow with her
stepfather and
her aunt.

Moat Tollow
was an old
house on  the
edge of the vil-
lage, and for
many months it
h ad be¢n
empty.,  The St
I'rank’'s  fellows
were very well
acquainted with
Moat Hollow,

since it had
once been the
River House
School—and,

fellows in the later on, the St.
1{[h[1101, 0O h a (_[ ERNEST LAWREHCE; ]‘H‘ﬂ.]]l{"ﬁ Juniovs
agreed. Nipper, i themselves  had
the popular This stalwart Fourlh-Former is undoubtedly €xPerienced
skipper, took the he b b : b o many exeting
g e Mhak ShE f.fb’ .best boxer ??’3_ ibe jﬂﬂf{}f school at St adventures there,
t‘-ﬂdﬁ 'i‘r’ﬂll]d ﬂnly f‘f'ﬂﬂk!ﬁ. l’!/fil hkb’d bi’ﬁﬂﬂSt‘? Of ]71'5 51“‘?{’?3' Bnt now 1t wWas
have themselves and good-natured disposition. a private resi-
to blame if i}Iw:..i dence once more,
were  bowlec and it had been
out. It wasn't his—Nipper’'s—business to | leased by a Mr. Simon Clegg. This gentle-

assist in their downfall. But to use these
arguments with Handforth was useless.

“This is what comes of a chance incident
in Bellton!” said Church, after a pause.

“What are you driving at?” demanded
Handforth suspiciously.

“Well, isn’t it true?” went on Church.
“Don't yvou remember that fog last week?
That girl who lives at Moat Hollow was

being attacked by a bullock, and you went |

man was & bluff individual, and everybody
in Bellton liked him immensely, It was
generally supposed that he was a retired
merchant. His sister was his housckeeper,
and he lived there with his daughter. No-
body quite knew where the mother was.

Undonbtedly Olive Clegg was a very pretty
girl, She was of a gentle and retiring
nature, and Handforth had been particularly
attracted by her.
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“You’'ve been keen on this giddy investiga-
tion ever since you heard a rumour lagt week |”
grunted McClure. “Some of the fellows
were saying that the cads had been to a
night club, and that they had danced waith
Olive Clegg.” .

“T don’t believe it!" burst out Handforth.

“She isn’'t the kind of girl to go to nignt
clubs! It's all rot! Yes, that is one reason
why I’'m so jolly keen on this—to prove that
the yarn is a lie!”

“If you’re so certain about Miss Clegg,
why go to the trouble of disproving the
rumowrs ?” asked Church dryly. “It seems
to prove, Hand:,r, that you have your own
suspicions.’

Hmndfnrth shifted impatiently in bed.

“It’s not fair that that girl’s name should
be connected with a night clubl” he
declared. ‘“She’s a wonderful girl!”

“But, my dear chap, you don’t know any-
thing about her!” grinned MeClu'*e
“You’ ve only seen her once or twice m the
village."”

“I’'m a good judge of character !’ retorted
Handforth. “And I know jolly well that
Olive Clegg isn’t the kind of girl to frequent
night clubs.”

Church and MecClure thought it advisable
to drop the subject. Handforth had been
“smitten " very badly, and to arpue with
him was hopeless.

CHAPTER 2
The Bold, Bad Ladsl

M NOTHER twenty minutes!” said
. Uncle Robert, as he glanced at uis
hope

watch.
e | it’ll be
Gulliver uneasily.
“Safe ?” echoed Chester of the
“My dear chap!

safel” said

Remove.
Haven’t we proved that 1t’s

siufo? Masters and prefects don’t lurk about
the school like a lot of detectives in a stage
melodrama! There’s not one chance in a
thousand that we shall ever be caught; and
if anybody is caught, it’ll be his own fault.”
There were four juniors in the dormitory—
Claude  Gore-Pearce, “Unecle Robert,”
Gulliver, and Bell. It was ten-past eleven,
and the young rascals had planned to slip
out of the school at eleven-thirty. By then
everybody would be peacefully asleep—in-
cluding the masters. There weould be very
little risk attached to their midnight jaunt.

Handforth's plan, taking everything iuto
consideration, was not far off the mark. T1le
reckoned to be outside goon after eleven, so
that he could be on the watch. And the
voung “bloods” of the Remove were
arranging matters so that they should leave
the school shortly after eleven-thirty.

“There’ll be a big party to-night!”
Uncle Robert complacently. “Things
looking up, my sons!”

“Well, the more the merrier!” said Gore-
Pearce. “There’'s one dashed good thing
about this night club. It’s within an easy walk
and we can get to it without once going on
the road. And the place doesn’t really open
until midnight—so we can always be theroe
at the start. If ever we've broken bounds
and sneaked off to Bannington for sowme
affair, we've generally arrived when every-
thing is half-over.”

nodded Uncle

“That’s just the point!”
Clegg opened this night club

sald

410

Robert. * Mr.
with half an eye on St. Frank’s, you know.
He gets a number of chaps from the River
House School, too. Mr, Clegg is a born
showman, and his job is to study his patrons.
Well, he’s studying us all right.”

“And who the dickens would suspect that
there’s a night club in the cellars of Moat
Hollow ?”" chuckled Gulliver. “By jad!
What a wheeze!”

The four young rascals were sitting on .he
edges of their beds. They were fully dresscd,
and the little dormitory was in darkness.
Wheun the right moment came, they would
pick up their boots, creep out, and be down-
stairs within a cuunle of minutes.

“How many coming to-night ?”
softly.

“Oh, a whole crowd!” replied Uncle
Robert. “The usual gang, of course—Sinclair
and Grayson and those other chaps. Th
there’ll be Parkin and Mills, of the Sixth:
and Chambers and
Drake and Simms
of the Fifth.”

“Chambers, eh?"
whistled Gulliver,
“1 didn’t think  he

was reckless enough
to break bounds.”

“There’s nothing

asked Bell

reckless in it, you
a,ssl” sald CGore-
Pearce, “It's as

casy a8 falling off a form. I understand that
Adams and Singleton and De Valerie wre
coming down to-night, too.”

“That's right,” said Uncle Robert. “1’ve
been having a chat with them, and they’re
keen. Then there's Armstrong and Grifiith
and Freeman and Steele of the Fourth. Oh,
yves! Quite a gang of us!”

There were many new recruits for :ihe
night club on this occasion. Unele Robert,
who unofficially was Mr, Clegg’s agent,
It was his job to wo

had been very busy. .
about the school, whispering here and there,
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and putting it to any likely fellow. At first
Chester had not dared to approach such
juniors as Singleton and De Valerie and
Armstrong. But these voung gentlemen had
grown accustomed to the idea of a nignt
club by now; and after Uncle Robert had
had a chat with them they could see nothing
particularly wrong in going to the place.

“Well, we shall soon be making a move,”
remarked Uncle Robert. “1 slmﬁ be glad,
too. My feet are itching. 1 want to be
dancing—"

Tap, tap!

“Cave!” gurgled Gulliver.

he door!”

“Into bed, quick!” hissed Uncle Robert.
“Hallo!” he added, in a sleepy voice.
"Who'’s that? Come in!”

The door opened and a figure slipped into
the dormitory.

“Well, well!” murmured a

“Smartly done, dear old fellows!”

Wi =

Somebody at

voice.

Chester sat up in bed.
“Idiot | he said tartly.
“It's you, Travers, 1sn't

7

“Just as vou like,” said Travers. “Yonu
think I might be a spy, eh? But alter I'm
in the place I'm as black as anybody else,
what? And I shan’t dare to blab becauso
I shall be tarred with the same brush.”

“Well, that’s not far from the mark.”
admitted Chester. “We have to take these
precautions, you know.”

“There’s nothing like it,” said Travers.
“And it does us good to be,reckless now and
again.

He suddenly turned his head.

“Did you hear a creak just now?” he
murmured abruptly.

“I believe I did!"
“It’s nothing—only some of the fellows
going down. We'd better do the same.”

And while the ynuni rascals were prepar-
ing to steal out of their domitories, thiee
cold and shivering figures were crouching
behind the hedge a little distance down the
lane, In a word, Handforth & Co. were on
tha job. The moon was
shining quite brightly,

said Uncle Robert.

i 1 YOUR EDITOR takes this  and IInndfnriI:h was by
mur(r}r:::}*tﬁ}c.i' ‘L‘ri.l’}yi “_I?rg !11 OPPOﬂUﬂitY of wishing 1111?1{1 mpﬂtﬁtmﬁtgagﬂgévnlrltﬁ
Travers coolly. ER- glares upon the moon,

IE;I;I‘;-PC&?C{: and Gul- A HAPPY AND PROSP not that that satellite

liver and Bell remained

OUS NEW YEAR to all his

took the slightest notice.

apparently asleep, but " “Bother this moon-
[Tlﬁz:lo Robert slipgvd out  reader chums of the NeLsoN light I”  grunted Iand-
of bed. He noted that , forth in a complaining
Travers was fully _LEE LIBRARY. voice. “We shall have
dressed. to go jolly easy when

“Coming with us?”*he asked with a grin.)

“Well, that was the general idea,” said
Vivian Travers smoothly. “I’ve been hear-
ing some rumours, and I’'m enrious.
suppose you've no objection if I join the
happy throng?”

“Not a bit!” replied Uncle Robert, glad
to get another recruit. “But you’ll have to
pledge yourself to secrecy.”

“I'll pledge myself to anything,” said
Travers promptly. “I'm a gay dog on the
quiet, and to-night I feel like sampling a
slice of the hectic life. When do we start
on the downward path?”

FY\IE unexpected arrival of Vivian
Travers afforded Uncle Robert a great
deal of satisfaction. He had

. _tackled Travers several times, but that
cool junior had given him little or no
encouragement.

Travers was an unknown quantity, He |
was one of the finest footballers in the
Remove, and he was also hot stuff at cricket.
Yet when he liked he would throw himself
v holeheartedly into any kind of guestion-
able, forbidden gaiety.

“I thought I'd just come along to have
a look at the place,” he said, after a pause.
“Where's this night elub situated, anyhow ?”

“Tf it’s all the same to you. old man,
we'll leave that until later,” he said.

11

“You'll zee when vou get there.”

those cads come along the lance. They're
liable to spot us when we start following
them."”

“Yes, it'll be a risk!” muttered Churcha
“Mac and 1 don’t know much about shadow-
ing people, Handy. Wouldn’t it be a good
idea for us to stay behind?”

“No, it wouldn't!”

“But think of the advantage!”™ urged
Church. “You're an expert tracker, Handy,
and naturally there’ll be no possibility of
your being spotted.”

“And you fellows will go back to bed,
eh?” said Handforth tartly. “Not likely!
I'll admit that you’ll probably give vour-
selves away if you start shadowing tho
rotters, but we can easily get over that
difficulty.”

“Oh!” said Church, with a shiver.

He hadn’t had much hope that 4he wheeze
would succeed. Still, it had been worth try-
ing. If Handforth had approved, his chums
would have been back in bed within five
minutes. But Edward Oswald wasn't taking
any.

“No!" he said firmly. “There’s only ono
thing to be done. When the cads come by,
I'll follow them at a safe distance. T'll be
the chief shadower. You fellows will keep
back, and it’ll be your job to shadow me.
Understand? You keep me in sight and
evervthing will be all serene. I'll do the
actual work.”



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“But why do you want us to shadow you?”
asked McClure in astonishment,.

“I want you at hand, in case of emer-
gencies,” replied Handforth  promptly.
“Every detective has an assistant with him
- on a case.”

Church and McClure gave it up. Of course,
it was possible for them to desert their
leader there and then; they could -easil
have walked off, leaving him to himself.
But it wasn't in their naturcs to do a thing
like that. They felt that Handforth needed
their protection; he had to be looked after
and cared for. Needless to say, neither of
the juniors thought it advisable to tell
Handforth this.

It was a cold business. The night air was
very sharp. There was a ground frost, and
the wind was bitter. It was a splendid night
for a brisk walk along the road, but erouch-
ine there behind a hedge was quite a
different proposition. Handforth & Co. had
long since ceased to feel their feet.

Ding-dong! Ding-dong! Ding-dong!

“Quarter to twelve!” murmured Hand-
forth anxiously. “By George! I thought
those cads would be out before this. I
wonder if they’ve gone some other way?”

Church and McClure thought 1t very
likely; but what was the good of starting
another argument? If midnight came and
there was still no sign of the quarry, then
they would be justified in going back to
bed. Even Handforth would probably agree
to accompany them, ¥ ‘

Handforth was a fellow of intense activity;
h> hated this present vigil. Ie wanted to
be “up and doing.” And as the minutes
passed his impatience grew. _

“Look here! DUm getting fed up with
this!” he murmured at last. 1 believe those
rotters have slipped across the playing fields,
or probably they’ve gone in the other dirce-
tion, towards the moor. The trouble is, we

don’t know where this giddy night club i3}

pituated !”

“1 don’t believe there is a night club,”
said Church grumpily. “Why, the very
idea is—is dotty on the face of it. How
can there be a night club in a distriet like
this? They only have night clubs in
London.”

“Hold on!"” whispered McClure, suddenly
clutching at Handforth’s sleeve. “Go easy,
Churchy! Look up there! There’s some-
thing moving ! By jingo! ere they come!”

Handforth thrust his head through the
gap in the hedge, and he drew his breath
in sharply. His heart commenced beating
with greater rapidity. The lonely wait was

over.

Many silent, mysterious figures had
appeared in the lane. As yet they were very
indistinet, very phantom-like. They kept to

the shadows, near the hedge, and they came
silently and stealthily away from the school
wall,  Not until they were nearly opposite
the spot where Handforth & Co. were erouch-
inr::]-did they venture out npon the open
riode(l.

“Safe enough now!” came a murmured

voice, “There’s no chance of anybody hear-
ing our footsteps. Come on, you fellows,
Step lively!”

The voice belonged to Uncle Robert. And

in his rear were Gore-Pearce & Co., Sinclair
of the Sixth, Grayson of the Fifth, and a
number of other seniors and juniors.

The participators in this “midnight folly ”
were well on the way to visit the local
night club. Handforth, crouching behind
that hedge, quivered with renewed excite-
ment. Now was his chance!

his two chums.
“Remember the plan!” he whis-
pered. “I'm going out first, and you
fellows had better give me about a hundred
yards start. Then you can follow, and just
keep me in sight. Is that clear?”
“Of course it 18,” breathed Chnreh.
ahead I

“And if :_5'(:;11 need us, Handy—yell!” said
McClure.

Now  that somethin
happened, Handforth’s ci
as excited as their leader. They were
mildly  astonished, too—astonished that
Handy looked like being successful in his
midnight enterprise.

It came as rather a shock to them to dis-
cover that Handforth’s vigil was justified.
They had had an idea that a few of the
St. Frank’s cads were making a practice of
going oft on “the razzle” now and again,
There was nothing very unusual in this,
although at any time it was a risky proceed-
ing, and therefore the participators in the
game were few,

But Church and MecClure had just seen a
whole host of fellows stealthily creeping
down  the lane—Sixth-Formers, Fifth-
Formers, Removites, and Fourth-Formeys.
Twenty of them, at the very least; and this,
as Church and McClure were ready to admit,
was an extraordinary phenomenon. Two or
three “bloods ”’ going off on a spree was
understandable, but twenty——  Clearly
there must be something very unusual to

EDWARD OSBWALD turned swiftly to

i ;u

had actually
ums were mnearly

attract all these fellows.
Handforth waited until the crowd bLad
passed a good way down the lane; then he

slipped through the gap in the hedge and
sprawled headlong in the roadway. Handy
had not intended to sprawl headlong. That
was an accident, brought about by the faci
that his feet had become so numbed it
the cold that they refused to function. oy
a second or two Handforth had had the
extraordinary sensation of walking on two
stumps; and then, his feet being out or
control, he crashed over,

It was not a very good beginning.

“Crumbs!” he muttered in alarm.

Somechow he managed to get to his fecet.
He was experiencing acute “pins  and
needles,” and when he went off on the tiack
he hobbled along like a cripple.
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There came the sounds ol movement in the barn. Handforth switched on his torch and found
himself looking into the solemn face of—a goat e

“Listen!” murmured Church. “Ile sounds
like an old ecart-horse going along! Oh, my
hat!  He’s a fine sort of shadower—I1 don’t
think!"”

Handforth’s chums had been more thought-
ful. During the last few momernts they had
stamped their feet up and down on the turf
i an endeavour to restore circulation. Thus,
when they crept through the gap into the
iane, they were able to move silentlv.

By this time Handforth was practicaliy
himszelf again, and he was well on the track.
His momentary alarm was over; he couid
see the figures of the midnight party farther
dovn the road. making no cfforte now to
keep in the shadow. Handforth himself
avolded the moonlight as miuech as possible,
He was plowing inwardly., Anything that
savoured of mystery attracted him; any
kind of detective work appealed to him., And
now he was “well away."”

But that stumble of his had had an effect
ot which he was not aware. Vivian Travers,
who was amongst the rearguard of the partv,
had heard a ecurious sound, and, glanecing
vound, his keen eves had detected the sprawl-
ine ficure on the road. Travers had seen
Ilandforth pick himself up; had secen him
vanish into the shadows.

“Well, well'” murmured Travers.

He knew that that figure had belonged to
Tlandforth. True, he hadn’t recoguised ihe
leader of Study 1), but therve had been some-
thing in the figure’s very movement that
gave Travers the clue. Evervy person has
cortain chavacteristic actions; the turn of a
head, the shrug of a shoulder; the mation
of a limb: anv little triviality, in fact. Aund

as that shadowy figure had slinped out of
the moonlight into the gloom, Travers had
“sensed " that it belonged to Idward
Oswald Handforth.

None of the others, apparently, had noticed
anvthine, Travers quickened his pace, and
arrived at the head of the party, where Uncle

Robert was walking with Sinclair of the
Sixth,
“Just a minute, dear old fellows!” raid

Travers coolly. “It might intevest you (o
know that we're being followed.”

“What!" ejaculated Sineclair with a siart.

“Fasv—easy!” said Travers. “Don’t look
round, anv of vou! We don’t want to let the
shadower know that we've spotted him. The
thing to do is to decide upon a course of
action.”

“Myv hat!” muttered
Fourth. “One of the masters, 1 expest!
Look herve, Griflith! We'd better bunk haek!
I was half-afraid that——"

“Then vou mneedn’t  be half-afvaid
longer!” interrupted Travers. “The
who is following us is only Handy.”

“Jlandforth of the Remove?™
Sinclair.

“Yes.”

“How do you know 2"

“I recognised him,” said Travers. “And
vou can be pretty certain that Chureh and
MeClure are with him., Probably they e
following somewhere in the rear.”

U'nele Robert grunted.

“I've been expecting something like his,”
he said with a scowl. “IHandforth is always
shoving his noze into other people’s business.

Armstronge of 1the

any
chap

snappad
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Well, thank goodness we knowl!
lead him on a false trail now.”

Word was quickly passed round, and the
party continued walking on as unconcernedly
as though the discovery had not been made.

“We can’t take any chances,” continued
Uncle Robert. “We mustn’t go anywhore
near Moat Hollow! We mustn’t let that aas
Handforth know the truth.”

“Why not leave this to me?” suggested
Travers coolly. “I know the district better
than you do, Chester—and an idea’s just
occurred to me. We shall only be delayed
by about ten minutes, and I rather fancy

that the Handforth problem will be
effectually dealt with.”

Travers rather liked Handforth; they
were, indeed, on very friendly termﬁ But

this did not prevent Travers from enjoying
the prospect of leading Iandforth into a
trap. Not that there wag anything vindic-
tive or mnhumm about Tixm's’ mind.

“This way,” he said with a grin.

Before the end of the lane was reached—
before Moat Hollow had come into sight—
the party climbed a gate and commenced
crossing a meadow, There was a big stretch
of open country ow the other side of the
road, with Holt's Farm in the distance. Bell-
ton Wood stretched away on the other side
of the lane, with Moat Hollow ecrouching
close at hand, as though sheltering under the
high trees, The pariy was now going
directly away from the old house.

Handforth, when he reached the gate,
could see the figures hurrying along on the
other side of the meadow. They showed up
very distinetly in the moonlight. And now
Church and McClure came running up.

“Good!”? said Handforth briskly. “No
need for us to be spread out now. Come

on, you chaps! This is easy!”
“It’s a bit too easy!” said Church
sugpiciously. “You'd better be careful,
Handy—-"
“Rats!” interrupted Handforth. “We're
well on the track!”
CHAPTER 3.
The Trap!
HURCH and McClure were not so 1im-
pulsive as their leader. They
couldn’t quite understand why :iho

party had gone across that meadow

so openly. It seemed to them that it was

folly to do such a thing. Was it being done
deliberately 7 "

“There’'s something

Handy!” said Church earnestly,

rummy about this,
“Unless

we're cautious, we shall find ourselves in an
amhbhush 1" _
“What the dickens do you mean?™

demanded Handforth.

“Why, T believe we’ve been spotted!” said
Chuwh “Those chaps will pounce on us

We can |
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cut in Handforth with a
laugh. “They’re on their way to that night
club, and now that they’re off the road they
think themselves safe. My dear fathead,
we’re right on the track, I tell you!”

The chums of Study D were hurrymy
across the meadow. The party ahead had
vanished over a stile, and Handforth wanted
to get to that stile quickly so that he could
sight the quarry again,

Church and MecClure were full of doubts,
but Handforth was so certain that everything
was all right that it was quite idle to taik
to him. And as the stile was approached the
two juniors hung back, half-expecting to
see Handforth grabbed by lurking figures
from behind the hedge. However, nothinz

“You're dotty!”

“of this sort happened. The stile was reached,

and Handforth pointed eagerly. In the dis-
tance, approaching an isolated barn, whica
stood out like a great black shadow amid the
moonlight, was the party.

“Down — down!” muttered Handforih
dramatically.

They all flopped down into the grass, an‘l
crouched there. They watched eagerly, and
they were Hl‘ﬂtlﬁcd by the spectacle of the
entire party passing, one by one, into the
barn. At last every one of those figures had
vanished, and then the barn door was closed.

“By George!” murmured Handfor:h.
“What did I tell you? 1 knew that night
club was about here somewhere |

“ But—but——"

“They’re using this barn as a sort of head-
quarters!” went on Handforth. “It’s as
clear as daylight! That rotten night c¢lub ‘s
held inside the barn!"

Even Church and McClure were becominy
convinced. It seemed so obvious. It was
only natural to suppose that there couldn’t
be any genuine night club in the district.
It was only a name that had been applied 0
some secret meeting-place; and this barn was
the place.

“Come on!” muttered Handforth, as hu
rose to his feet. “There’s only one thmg to
do now, my lads!”

“What's that?” asked Mao.

“We’re going into ' that barn!” replied
Handforth.

“But why ?” asked Church in alarm. “We
know where the place 18, and we ought to
he satisfied. What’s the good of getting
ourselves into trouble ?”

“Bold action is required!” said Handforth
sternly. “We'll get into the barn, and then
we’ll let all those rotters kmow that we’ve
spotted them! They'll be scared out of iheir
wits, and they’ll probably bolt in .l
directions.”

Church and McClure were not so optimistic.
They thought it far more likely that the cads
would collar these intruders, and give them
a considerable amount of rough treatmeut.
But as Handforth was already pressing n,
Church and McClure could do nothing cise
but follow hitn. He needed their help more
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than ever. It was certainly not the time to
desert him.

Handforth approached the barn openly,
and when he arvived at the door he grinned,

“Now for the surprise!” he murmured
gloatingly.

He lifted the old-fashioned wooden lateh,
and pulled the doorcslightly open. He ex-
pected to see dim lights within, and figures
moving about. Ile was surprised, therefore,
when ntter darkness confrented him.

“This

“Hallo!” he muttered, frowning.
seems rummy——"

He broke off, and eaught in his breath,.
e could hear the sounds of movements
from within. He opened the door a little
wider, and crept into the darkness of the
barn, At the same time, he fumbled for

his electric torch—which he had not forgotien
to bring. As Hand-

11

“You always think the wrong thiag!”
snapped  NMeClure. “If you had acted
catittously, instead of like a blundering ass,
we shouldn’t have been in this mess!”

“But—but I can't understand it!” ejacu-
lated Iandforth, startled. “ All those chaps
came 1 here!  And they didn't come out
again!  So they mnst be in here still 1”

“Oh, my hat!” groancd Church. “Hasn't
it occurred to vou, Handy, that there's
probably another door at the back?”

“Great Scott!”

“Those chaps came straight through—
knowing we should blunder in!" econtinued
Chureh, “And you can be jolly certain that
the other door is bolted, too! We're trapped
in here—we're bottled up!”

This theorv was correct. Indeed, it was
obvious. The tricksters had entered the

barn, had slipped out

forth well knew, all by another door, and
g_on:zld ?Etfp*ﬁwf c}urs- EDITORIAL ANNOUNCEMENT gmz w h e }:1 " the
ried eleetric torche ” shadowers a ar-
on them. . Great things are going to happen at St. rived they had been

“It's no good, you
rotters |” he  said
loudly. “The game’s
up ! You're trapped!”

Before he could get

ishment,

Frank's very soon, boys—such events as
will make you rub your eyes with aston- -

Always has the NELSON LEE LIB-

very casily dealt with.
Handforth & Co. were
now 1mprisoned 1in
the old barn,
Handforth was boil-

out his torch, and . s 1ng with rage; but
switch it on, there RARY been in the forefront of boys his chums felt re-
came a couple of  papers—the first to show the way to its  Jjcved. On the whole,
startled gasps from  pontemporaries. the situation wasn't
the rear. MHe half N lin . so bad. They had
turned, and he could €w ldeas . cxpected something
dimly see the opening Novel ideas ! far worse. And the

of the dDDI"-\'ﬂj’. Sensatinna! ideas ! affair was ﬁﬂtifﬁfﬂf‘tﬂl‘}'
Chureh and: McClure ' in the sense that
had  suddenly  ap- Those are some of our watchwords.  py.ndforth would be
peared. . Just keep your peepers open for some prevented from mak-

Look o w t!"  geacant surprises. They’re not fardis- Mg any further in-
Churelr was gasping. vestigations.

“They're on us,
Handy ! We told you
it was an ambush——"

He didn’t get any further.  Suddenly,
violently, both Church and MeClure were
thrust headlong into the darkness of the
barn. They collided with Handforth, and
all three of them sprawled over on the straw-
littered floor.

Slam! -

The barn door elosed with a dull thud,
and there came the sound of bolts being
shot, Then a few chuckles arose on the
night.

“What—what's happened?” gasped Hand-
forth, sittigg up. ‘You silly asses! What
do vou mean by barging into me——"

“We couldn’t help it!” panted McClure. {

“Directly you went into the barn a crowd
of chaps ecame round and they went for us.
We tried to warn vou, but it was too late!
They simply shoved us in here and slammed
the door!”

“We knew it was a trap!” said Church
bitterly,

Handforth rose to his feet, alarmed,
dignant, and filled with consternation.

“But—but I thought——" he begaf,

L1-

tant. Fuller details of your Edifor’s great
scheme will be given next Wednesday.

At least, so thought
Church and MeClure.

DWARD OSWALD HANDIFORTI was
E by no means baffled, however.
“They've tricked us,” he panted,
but, by George, thev needn’t think
that I'm whacked! It won’t take us long to
get out of this barn, and then we'll be on the
trail again!”

“Oh, help!” groanced Church,

It was perfectly true that Handforth never
knew when he was beaten. His spirit was
an indomitable one—as he had often proved.
Now and again his chums sighed, and rather
wished that he did not possess so much of the
bulldog spirit It was a fine quality—when
directed in the right channels; but it was
liable to be irksome at other times. Hand-
fortl® was a sticker, and the more opposition
he met with the more grimly he stuck.

“Nol" he said firmly, “They necdn’t
think they've beaten me., They haven't!”

“Well, switch on that light, and let's sce
where we are!” said McClure wearily. “It's
casy enough to talk about getting out of
this barn, but a bit of action wouldn't come
amiss,”’

Meanwhile, the club had

night party
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doubled back, and was now nearing the lane
again,

“There’s no need to worry about Hand-
forth,” Travers was zaying. ‘““He won't be
out of that place for half-an-hour, at least,
and then he’'ll probably go back to the
. school, fed up. Anyhow, 1t’ll be a difficult
task for him to find where we've gone.”

“Yes, I think we've dealt with him pretty
smartly,” said Uncle Robert, nodding.

Vivian Travers smiled. It had been his
idea all along, but it was characteristic of
Uncle Robert to claim at least some of the
credit,

Handforth, of course, with his wusual
optimism, believed that he could find a way
out of the barn within the first minute. Un-
fortunately, he soon encountered unexpected
difficulties, To begin with, his electric torch
wouldn’t work. Church and. MeClure
weren’t in the least surprised; they had never
expected the torch to.work. They said so,
too—in bitter tones,

“Oh, dry up!” growled Handforth, “I
can't understand what’s the matter with the
thing! It was all right before we started.
I switched 1t on. The catch doesn’t seem to
work right.”

Church wanted to point out that all really
able detectives never went out on an investi-

ation until they had satisfied themseclves
that their electric torches were in perfect
working order, but he thought it advisable,
on second thoughts, to keep these reflections
to himself. Handforth wasn’t in the mood
for such talk,

“Listen!” said McClure suddenly. “Here,
I say, you chaps! There’s—there’s some-
body in this barn!”

“We're in 1t!” said Handforth coldly.

“No! BSomebody clse!” retorted MeClure,
';]Didn’t you hear something moving just
then 77

They all stood rigid, and, sure enough,
there came the sound of stealthy movements
—not from one place, but from two or three.
The blackness inside that barn was so in-
tense that the juniors could see nothing.
They found themselves instinetively clench-
ing their fists; they were filled with a feeling
of helplessness. In that darkness they could
do nothing against this unseen, stealthily-
moving enemy,

“Chuck it, you silly idiots |” shouted Hand-
forth. “You can’t scare us like this! T
lupf)ose some of you stayed behind, eh?
Well, if you think it's funny, we don’t!”

Handforth was assuming that the mysteri-
ous sounds were caused by some of the St.
Frank’s fellows: but Church and MeClure
was not quite so sure. Perhaps a gdng of
tramps had taken possession of the barn, and
were now intent upon nttacking the intruders
who had distiirbed their night’s rest,

Handforth instinctively gripped the electric
torch harder with the vague idea of using it
as a weapon, As he did so his fingers snapped
on a kind of knob, and there was a click. A
flood of light shot up from Edward Oswald's
hand and flooded into his face.
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“My only hat!” he gasped. '

With a shock he realised that he had beer
trying to light the torch by pressing the
wrong switch, Now, by sheer chance, he
had touched the correct switch. In a second,
confidenco returncd to Handforth. He slid
his hand down the torch, swung it round,
and sent a beam of light shooting across the
straw-littered floor of the barn.

“Great jumping corks!” he
blankly.

He had just seen two luminous eyes star-
ing at him from a deep recess of the barn,
and now, as he steadied the torch, he beheld
a long, solemn face, with a straggly beard
hanging from its chin; in other words, a
large-sized goat.

“Well, I'm blessed |” said Church, with re-
lief.  "“Only a-.goat! I—I thought there
wera some tramps in here——7"

“Huh! Fancy being scared of a goat!” raid
Handforth, bending down, and pcering at
the animal. ““I’m trying to sce whether he's
roped up or not——"

“Here, look out!l”
abruptly,

There camoe a terrific scuttle from their
rear, and before Handforth could turn, some-
thing shot out of the blackness like a stono
from a catapult., Actually, 1t was another
goat, and, as Handforth was bending down
in a most inviting position, the goat saw no
reason why he should not practise some of
his favourite sport.

'Thud ! .

Before Handforth ecould draw himself up-
right he was butted. It was a glorious
charge—an absolute bull’s-eye. Handforth
went sprawling forward with a wild howl,
By a miracle of good fortune, the torch
rolled along the floor, and came to no harm,
And as IMandforth sprawled there, the goat
lecapt clean over him and jomed his com-

ejaculated

gurgled McClure

panion. )
“Handy!” gasped Church, running up.
“Are—are you hurt much?”

Handforth sat up dizzily.

“Hurt?” he repeated, “Oh, no, not a

bit! What’s happened? Did the rotter
score a goal?” '
IIEh ?‘l
“Tt was a foul!” said Handforth thickly,
“I don’t mind a fair charge, but—— Hallo1
What the—— Ow! I—T1 thought—"

"Pull yourself together, old man!” said
Mac. " You’re not on the football field now.
You were butted by a goat. By jingo! He's
going to do some more butting unless we
et out of his way.”

Church had snatched up the torch, and
he and MeClure helped Handforth to his
feet, and then they retreated to the far
sidde of the barn, until they had their backs
to the wall.

They were half expecting to be attacked
from other quarters; but to their relief
they now found that these two goats were
the only enemies, and one of them uat least
appeared to be quite docile.

(Continued on page 14.)
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There’s a Laugh in Every Line of this S_(_:reamingly-Funny Feature !
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% _gsf CHEOPs:ff‘{:_v. S

T was the new Term, ; Ao “q : lunch?” TFor he was .
I day one, at 8t Bemg rf!ﬂglfiffffdﬁj r:ecmds Of ever thinking of eat-
%heop's | S(:hl{ml. School 'Days in the iime of lhe -abhE. . i !
nto the class- . 2 “Lunch, boy?" sai
room, shaped like Em Ancient Egyptza;:s as collected b)’ ihe master. “Tho :i
inverted pyramid (as s not even starte
was the fashion in those VIVIAN TRAVERS'r the day. Perchance,
days) entered the ol the St. Frank’s Remove by  lunch-time,  thy
master, one Dr. girth will be thinner
Potiphar, _ . and release thee”
And he entered through a trapdoor in the] And he laughed with grimness, for he

floor, in the wsual manner, to prepare him-
self for the day’s subjects; for it was befove
morning sc}mﬁf.

The sun being risen just above the neigh-
bouring sphinx, denoting thereby that school-
time should commence, Dr. Potiphar lifted
the trapdoor in the floor and blew {fwelve
mighty blasts on a conch shell, this being
the signal for the Form to assemble.

And lo! Amongst the new youths attend-
iny St. Cheop’s for the first time was a
boy called Phatt-Ee, the son of Ton.

And Phatt-Ee was of great girth and slow
of movement. Also was he nearest the trap-
door from without when the conch shell
sounded 1fs mighty blasts, Up the few steps
he waddled, and thrust his head through
the trap in the floor, diffidence shewing on
his rubicund countenance,

And Dr. Potiphar beamed at him; for a|

new boy meant much silver further to be
accumulated into his pouch.

“Come right in, bo’,” said the master in
a pleasing voice, and, enticed thus, Phatt-Ee,
son of Ton, essayed to emerge into the class-
room.

And Phatt-Ee, being of spherical build,
stuck in the trap and could move not. neither
the one way nor the other, Then Di. Poti-
phar, seeing his predicament, said unto the
boy :

“Try sideways, boy!” he =aid.

But the boy, being round, had no side-
ways; all sides (if there be sides to a sphere)
heing of equal cubits breadth. And he
stuck! Nay, he was jamined!

“0, master!™ he eried. “I cannot move in
nor ont. How then shall I get home to

|

thought that with assistance the boy would
be pulled through the trap.

Therefore he seized him by the hands and
pulled; but the boy moved not.

“Truly,” the master stated, ‘‘thou art a
round peg in a square hole, and, notwith-
standing the proverb to the contrary, thou

dost, of a certainty, fit snugly.” And he
tugged again until the boy velled; bt

nothing resulted from his efTorts.

At the other side of the trap—that is to
say, outside the class-room, a great comrmo-
tion prevailed, for the rest of the X¥orm
had congregated thereat, and could find no
entrance.

Therefore they were full of, jov; for they
loved not their lessons. And' they shouted
and teased the lower extremities of the
human wedge, so that he squirmed.

“Truly, a balloon hath fastened itself in
the entrance,” they quoth mirthfully, one
to the other.

“Stick ye a pin in it, and see if it will
deflate,” recommended one cruel youth.

u

“Remove his sandals and tickle ye his
feet -with a camel’'s feather,” suggested
another,

And these torments were carried out by
the boys who waited on the outside of the
trap. Then Phatt-Ee became frantie, being
attacked both fore and aft. And still he
moved not up, neither moved he down, in
the trapdoor wherein ho was fixed. And he
lifted up his voice and wailed:

““O master!” he burbled. “I

. n a
hole!™

am

“}'eril&‘ thou art,” ‘was the reply, and Dr.
Potipha®tugged at his beard—softly. “ More-
(Continued on page 42.)
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HIS HONOUR AT STARE!]

(Continued from page 12.)

But the problem remained unsolved.
ilandforth & Co. were still prisoners.

The aggressive goat was returning
to the attack. Possibly he was
fascinated by the light from the

clectric torch; at all events, he suddenly
lowered his head and came shooting across
the floor of the barn. Handforth & Co.
scattered in all directions, and the goat
lewed round just in time to save himself
‘rom chavging headlong into the wall.
“Good egg!” yelled Handforth. "Look
here, you chaps. IHere’s a ladder!”
“Then get up it!” gasped Church.

. They all went scrambling up as quickly
as they could go. It was an old wooden
‘adder, fixed to the wall, and it led upwards
through a big hole in the floor to the loft.
When they got to the top they were breath-
'ess, but relieved. There was no further
danger of being butted.

“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth, “I’'m
-ore, you know.”

“Well, it serves vou right!” said Church

“l O0OK out!” said Church in alarm.

rossly. ““You shouldn’t have come out on
this silly expedition. Just look at the
trouble you’ve got us into!” -

"And we shall be looking washed out

to-morrow,” said McClure bitterly., “ Every-
body will be saving that we went to that
rotten night club. We shan’t liave more
than three or four hours sleep to-nmight. It
wouldn’t matter if we had accomplished
something; but we’ve done nothing.”

“The night isn’t over yet!” said Hand-
torth gruflly.

“And we're not out of this bharn!”
(hureh.

Handforth grunted, and flashed his torch-
light round. There was plenty of hay in
the loft, and over on the other side there
was a big door. Handforth strode across
1o 1t, his eyes gleaming.

“Now we shan't be long!” he :aid with
<atisfaction, as he marched round a big
chaff-cutting machine, keeping the light fromn
his torch concentrated upon the door. “ We’ll
<oon be down now!” he declared.

Never had Handforth spoken
word.

Church and McClure, who were just behind
nim, saw the whole thing beautifully.
Handiorth suddenly gave a wild yell, and
then he vanished. He seemed to step into
rpace, and he dropped sheer through the
ioor. As he went there came a thud, a
nlitiher]:’ng sound, and then a dull kind of
plop.

“Handy!” gasped Church in alarm.

“He’s—he’s gone!” breathed MeClure.

“There-~there’s a trapdoor there. Poor
Handy——" *

“Listen!” urged Church.
Strange sounds were coming

said

a truer

npwards.
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Church and McClure did not dare to move,
for they were in the darkness, and they
were afraid that they, too, might tumble
through the opening in the floor. And now
they were aware of gasps and grunts. Then
in a vague and uncertain kind of way the
light of the electric torch waved about,
bright one second and dim the next. -

Fortunately, Handforth wasn’t hurt at all.

There was a big wooden chute close to that
chaff-cutter, and it led downwards at a steep
angle into a big bin in the barn. Handforth,
stepping into the chute, had been precigt—
tated downwards with the speed of light-
ning, and he had charged feet foremost into
an enormous pile of chaff, to be completely
buried by the stuff. '

For the first moment or two Handforth
was dazed and dumbfounded. He hadn't
the faintest idea what had happened. e
was still clutching the electric torch, how-
ever, and when he fought his way to the
surface of that sea of chaff he realised the
truth. .

“Crumbs!” he murmured. “I—I thought
it was all up with mel”

He staggered about in the chaff, and
reached the edge of the bin, Then his torch-
light chanced to hit upon the ladder, which
was fixed to the opposite wall,

“Oh, there it is!” murmured Handforth.

He looked for the goats, but couldn’t find

them. So, making a sudden rush, he tore
across the floor and went flying up the
Jadder. Only just in time, too, for the

aggressive goat came hurtling across at full
speed.
“Too late, old chum!1” grunted Handforth.
He joined his chums in the loft, and now
that they had had time to get over their
alarm they were inclined to be sarcastic.

“Well, you said you would soon be down,
Handy !" remarked Church. “My hat! You
do things in a funny way!”

Handforth frowned, and he wriggled about
like a snake.

“How the dickens was T to know that I
should fall down the giddy chute?” he deé-
manded. “These farmers ought to be prosp-
cuted. Why can’t they put guards round
these holes?”

“Especially. for the benefit of trespassers?”
asked Mac. “You’d better write to the
papers about it. And what’s the matter
with you, anyhow? What are you wriggling
about like that for?”

Handforth ceased
hard.

“There’'s abont a hundredweight of chaft
down my neck!” he growled. "I can feel
it all the way down my back. And you
know what chaff 1s!”

There was no trace of sympathy in the
expressions of Church and McClure.

“Oh, let’s get out!” gaid Church im-
patiently. “Let’s get out before we find our-
«elves in further trouble!” '

Cietting ount, after all, was a comparatively
simple job. They reached that door safely

his efforts, breathing
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this time, and after it was
found that there was a sheer drop to the
ground—the door opening far up in the wall
of the barn. However, there was a stout
rope leading downwards from a sort of
winch which projected from a big beam over-

head. It was used, no doubt, to hoist up
the hay.
It only took Handforth & Co. a bare

minute or two to swarm down the rope.
They did not trouble to close the door, and
they were thankful to be out in the moon-
light once more. The night was quiet and
undisturbed.

“Well, let’s be getting back!” said Church.
“It isn’t one o'clock yet, thank goodness,
and we'll soon be.in bed—"

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Handforth,
with a queer catch in his voice. "Look here,
my sons! Look at this trail!”

“Eh?” said Church, staring. “Trail 2"

There was a sharp frost that night, and
the meadows were covered with a layer of
white. Handforth was point-
ing to a kind of wide path-
way across the grass, where
the frost had been tramf;-lnd
off the dclicate blades. There
was a distinct trail leading off
into the adjoining meadow,

“Come on!” said Handforth
eagerly, “This is the way
those chaps went, Can't you ||
see? We can follow them as ||
casy as winking !”

Church and McClure gazed
at one another. They had
their own opinion; but what
was the good of arguning with
Handforth? They resigned
themselves to the inevitable,
and followed their impulsive,
indomitable leader.

-

CHAPTER 4.
The Gay Life!

NCLE ROBERT bent down and
l I pressed his finger against a little
knob in the woodwork of the door

before him. Then he stratghtened

into an upright position and glanced coolly
at the faces round him in the gloom.

“Now we shan’t be lopg!” he murmured.

They were at the rea® of Moat Hollow,

where the high wall overlooked the dark

recesses of Bellton Wood., This small door, |

set low in the great wall, was hardly notice-
able., It was reached by a narrow footpath
which led through the wood, and which
joined up with the lane some distance farther
on. Thus it was easily possible for the secret
visitors to approach the night club without
attracting any attention from possible way-
farers.

Sinclair and Parkin and such giants of
the Sixth did not relish the idea of being
escorted by a mere junior. Uncle Robert.
moreover, was exasperatingly cool and
collected. On many occasions the senior:
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had felt like grasping the junior and giving
him a thorough shaking.

But they always remembered that Uncle
Robert was the fellow who had introduced
them into the night eclub, and a word from
him could bring about their expulsion. He
was “in"” with Mr. Simon Clegg, the pro-
prietor. Indeed, TUncle Robert’s position
Was very secure.

In a way he was Mr. Clegg’s agent; he
received a commission for every new St.
Frank's fellow he introduced into the club.
And the rascally Removite was making a
good thing out of it.

Nobody at St. Frank's could quite forget
that Chester was Fenton’s uncle. Fenton
was the captain of the school, and a fellow
who had very strict ideas on discipline.
Edgar Fenton was one of the very best, but
the fellows who frequented the night club
did not think so. They were not his sort. -
Fenton, incidentally, had been very much
concerned of late over his youthful uncle.

Click !

A tiny square opened in the
door, and a face appeared for
a moment. Sinclair and
Gore-Pearce and Grayson were
accustomed to this—they had
been to the night club before—-
but all the newcomers, includ-
ing Parkin and Chambers and
Singleton and  Armstrong,
were rather thrilled, There
was something very secretive

| about this night club, some-
\ thing fascinating, Anything

. | forbidden, anything prohi-
' bited, was naturally attrac-
~tive.
“All  right!” whispered
Uncle Robert, “I'm in
charge herc—and we're all

friends,”
The little slide closed, and a moment later

the door was opened, The whole crowd was
admitted into the garden of Moat IHollow.
Uncle Robert's word was sufficient,

“A rummy sort of business!” murmured
the Hon. Donglas Singleton, as he found
himselt side by side with De Valerie and
Adams.  “I wonder if it’s worth while?”

: “I doubt it!” said De Valerie, with a grin,
“I've only come along because I'm curious.
I don’t suppose we shall want to come a
second time.”

“You whispered a mouthfull” murmured
Adams, the American junior. “Say, if you
want to sce some real night elubs——"

“Go to New York, eh?” chuckled De
Valerie, “Yes, we know all about it,
Adams!”

“Aw, shucks!"” said Adams: “T guess this
joint will be just about two cents!”

Crossing the garden silently, they reached
the back door of the old honse. Then,
having entered, they found themselves in a
dimly-lit passage with a stone floor. Cer-
tainly they had seen nothing very interest-
ing vet. A night club is supposed to be a
place of gaiety, of light, of laughter; but
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here, at Moat Hollow, there was nothing
but gloom and silence end shadows.

And then, within the space of
seconds, came the change.

A startling change—a miraculous trans-
formation, gPassing through a secret door
in that passage, the visitors found themselves
on a carpeted stairway. They were going
downwards into a place of warmth, and from
which the strains of music came floating up-
wards—bright musie, jolly and lively; a
place of gleaming, glittering light. A few
seconds later they found themselves within
the night club—which had originally been
the enormous cellars extending right beneath
the old house.

But now—what a change!

The place was a blaze of colour; the walls
were hung with silk, In the centre was a
highly-polished floor for dancing. At the
moment it was crowded with couples who
were gliding round to the straing of a
lilting waltz that was being rendered by a
simall dance band set upon a stage.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” ejaculated
Ceeil de Valerie. ““This—this is amazing,
you chapst”

“I never expected anything like it!"” ex-
;‘:]aiined Chambers of the Fifth. *““Oh, my
la't.,,

“Gee!” muttered Adams.
clephant’s elbow !”

The St. Frank’s fellows—that 18 to =ay,
thase who had never been here be-
fore—were astonished to find a con-
siderable number of strangers in the
night eclub. This was no mean, tawdry
place! Many of the young fellows were
m evening-dress, and they appeared to be
enjoving themselves hugely. There were
girls, too, Dressed in gay dancing frocks,
laughing and talking, they added greatly to
the charm of the picture.

Mr. Simon Clegg, the proprietor, was
standing near the stage on which the band
was performing.  Mr, Clegg was very
pleased,  Night after night his patrons were
inercasing in number.,  The club was gain-
ing ;}OpuTatrity, so there was every reason for
Mr. Clegg's sati {action,

Nobody could obtain admittance into the
club unless thvy paid ten shillings each, and
ihen, tco, there were other expenses.  One
had to pay for evervthing here., Nobody
«cemea  to mind ITere, after midnight,
there was laughter and jollity—dancing and
hright snciabiﬁty.

“By Jove!” sai! De Valerie, as he stood
looking on. “I think T'll change my mind
about not coming here again!”

“Qame here!” saad Singleton.  “This is
the lhife, by jiagol It’s worth breaking
bounds for!”

And all the others, reckless and without a
thought for the precious hours of sleep they
were losing, heartily agreed.

OUTSIDE, hidden in the gloom of Bell-

twenty

“It sure is the

ton Wood, a figure moved. It was

crouching down between some low

bushes.  And that figure had been
chserving much during the past hour,

Uncle Robert had had no notion that he
and his party had been observed. It had
not occurred to any of them to look amongst
the trees—those trces which overlooked the
wall of Moat Hollow. Even Handforth &
Co. had been forgotten after the party had
reached the old house.

“It's worse than 1 thought!” muttered tho
crouching figure, in a troubled voice, *“Far
worse |”

This figure belonged to Fenton, the captain
of St. Frank’s, and there was certainly good
reason for him to be worried. He had de-
finitely established the fact that not mercly
a handful of juniors and seniors were attend-
ing this night club, but large numbers., He
had counted more than twenty; he had seen
the arrival of several fellows ?rnm the River
House School, too—although the doings of
these boys did not concern him,

He was thinking solely of St. Frank’s.

Fenton was a conscientious captain; and
his concern now was deep. He was alarmed;
he was {illed with consternation. Never ance
during his captaincy had he been called upon
to deal with such an extraordinary situation
as this,

It caused him much bitterness to realise
that his own uncle-—that junior in the Re-
move—was the leading spirit in this un-
savoury enterprise gnd when the crash
came Uncle Robert would receive the most
severe punishment; for it would be estab-
iished, beyond doubt, that it was owing to
his introductions that the other St. Frank’s
fellows had been admitted into the club.

Uncle Robert would be expelled. Nothing
conld save him from that fate.

Yet ‘Edgar Fenton did not hesitate.

Ilere was a situation which called for
strong action; it was no time for personal
or private constderations.  Indeed, 1if the
truth be told, Fenton was so disgusted and
exasperated with bis young unele that he
would be heartily glad to sce the last of him.
Morecover, Uncle Robert deserved to be ex-
pelled, and Fenton told himself that he
would have no compunction in taking the
action that would ultimately bring about the
sentence.

Ever since his uncle had come to
Frank’s, Fenton had been suspicious.

The junior had been too sure of himself.
His confidence had been excessive. Fenton
had found it impos#ble to ignore the rumours
that had been floating round the school.
Iverybody knew—unofficially—that his young
uncle was responsible for a great deal of
bounds breaking after lights-out.

At first, Fenton had taken no action, since
he did not believe in listening to rumours.
But at last he had felt that something drastic
was necessary. It was no good letting a
thing like this run on: it wouﬁl only become
worse and worse. It had to be nipped in
the bud.

Fenton’s own good name was sulfering,
Iis prestige was being lowered by the
activities of his rascally young uncle, '

Fenton hated his present task. He loathed
the idea of spying on these wrongdoers.

St.



THE NELSON LEE

LIBDRARY OF SCHOOL

STORIES 17

Handforth was precipitated down the chute and he landed feet foremost into a large bin of chafl
which completely buried him.

The night club itself did not interest him
grf-uﬂr he was concerned with the flagrant
lumiung of bounds, All these juniors and
seniors were flouting the St. Frank’s rules,
and Fenton felt that it was up to him, as
captdin, to “throw a spanner into the w orks.”
So to-night he had followed Uncle Robert
and the others to Moat Hollow.,

He rose stiffly to his feet now, thinking
deeply.,

“It's tricky!” he muttered, frowning., “If
I take action to-night, half tI‘IE beggars will
ecscape punishment, I ean only recognise one
or two of them, and I can’t go back to the
school and ransack every House to ﬁnd how
many fellows are missing. DBesides,* even if
1 took any action like that it wouldn't be
drastic enough.”

[Te continued to think deepls.

He was shocked at the discoveriezs he had
made, aud he was alarmed when he realised
that this “rot ” would probably spread. Un-
less it was quickly scotched it would get
worse and worse.

And Tenton knew well enougzh that a
sudden dramatic move would be the best.
In order to put an end to this reckless
breaking of bounds he would have to explode
a bombshell, Yes, and he would have to
be ruthless, too. Xvery one of those culprils
would have to he reported to the headmaster
IFenton knew that the school would respect
him for his strength., A certain section of
fcllows, no doubt, would revile him, but

he could afford to ignore all these. The
main body of St. Frank’s—the real St
Frank's—would understand.

Suddenly he made up his mind, and hiz

brow cleared.

“Yes, that will be
decided. “Well, I'm
to half do the thing.”

he
I don't want

the better way!”
glad !

Having made up his mind he walked
stifily away and very soen he was striding
back towards St. Frank’s He arrived
indoors, went straicht to his bed-room and
climbed inio bed. A few minutes later he
was sleeping peacefully.

For Edgar Fenton had come to a very

startling decision.

IHe felt that the only way to put a sudden
and definite end to the folly was to visit the
night club himself. In that way he would
catch the culprits redhanded. They would
have no opportunity of eluding him, and he
would take their names, and then sternly
order them back to the school. Afterwards
lis would hand his report to the headmaster,
and he would see that Mr. Simon Clegg was
duly warned.

Edgar Fenton was nothing if not thorough.
Iis plan was to make a clean sweep of these
reckless young fools. It would be far better
than doing the th'ng half-heartedly, and
allowing the majority of the culprits to
elude punishment.
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under his breath, “Not a sound,
you fellows. They're only just
ahead!”

Church yawned.

“Oh, let’s get back to bed!” he said waarilﬁ.

“You silly ass!” frowned Handforth.
“We've been stalking these rotters for ten
minutes, and—-"

“And now that we're within sight of them
we can see that they’re a flock of sheep!”
put in McClure tartly. “I guessed it long
ago, only I didn’t {ike to say anything.
You're such a pig-headed chap, Handy!”

Handforth gave a violent start.

“Sheep ! he ejaculated blankly.

“Yes, sheep!” snapped Mac.

Handforth could hardly believe it. It
a terrible blow to his prestige as a private
investigator. For a considerable time he had
been stealthily creeping across the meadows,
with Church and McClure in his rear. He
had been following that track through the
grass—the trail that had been left by the
night marauders,

If Church and McClure had not been so
tired they would have laughed. But they
were fed up with the whole game. They
had lost an hour or two of sleep, and they
were by no means pleased about it. All
they wanted to do was to get back to St.
Frank's and to snuggle down into their beds.
These night investigations were not to their
liking.

Besides, it was too risky. They were lay-
ing themselves open to the same punishment
as the rotters. Who would believe them if they
were caught? Who would believe that they
had been out with Handforth on a so-called
“investigation "? The ~ame wasn’t worth
the candle.

Handforth ran forward into the mnext
meadow, and he soon satisfied himself that

It was

he had indeed been stalking a harmless
flock of sheep. The effect npon Handforth
was unexpected. He crumpled up. He

became humble and mild.

“You’re right!” he growled, looking at
Church and MecClure in sorrow, “I'm a
hulking great idiot!”

His chums were silent.

“I'm a blithering fathead!” continued
Handforth bitterly. "By Georgel This’ll
be a lesson to me. 1 thought I was pretty
smart as a detective, but I'm only a dud.
I’ve made a mess of the whole business, and
I shall be awfully obliged if you fellows will
kick me.”

Such humility from Handforth was un-
common, and Church and McClure felt un-
comfortable.

“Cheese it, old man,” said Church.
“Let’s get back to bed.”

“Aren’t you going to kick me?” demanded
Handforth aggressively.

“Let’s leave it until
McClure.

“All right, then; but I’m several kinds of
a fool, don’t forget!” said Handforth dully.
“By George! I've often been called an ass,

to-morrow,” said
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“GO easy now !” murmured Handiorth, ]

anf]i” now I know I am an ass! Oh, come
on

He led the way back across the meadows
towards Bellton Lane. His one desire now
was to get back into his dormitory. He was
disgusted with himself. Church and McClure
silently shook hands as they followed in
their leader's rear. They had not hoped
for such success as this, and perhaps this

would act as a lesson to Handy.

They skirted the River Stowe and came out
into Bellton Lane, close by the bridge.
This meant that they would have to pass
Moat Hollow on their way back to the
school, and Handforth cast a rather soft
glance at the grim old house as they drew
near. He knew that Olive Clegg lived here,
and it worried him considerably because he
had had no opportunities of again meeting
the girl.

Church and McClure grinned to themselves
as they noted Handforth’s expression. They
made no noise as they walked, for they kept
to the side of the road. And suddenly on
the night air they heard a sound of subdued
laughter. Handiforth halted in his tracks.

“By George!” he murmured. “What was
that 7"

They all listened. The laughter was
coming from beyond the high wall of the
old house. It sounded as though a number
of people were moving about. Abruptly the
laughter ceased, as though it had becu
suddenly smothered by a word of warmng.

“I say, this is queer, isn’t it ?” said Church
with a frown. “I could swear that I heard
De Valerie laughing over there.”

“De Valerie!” echoed Handforth. “Oh,
don’t be an ass! How could one of our
chaps be in the grounds of Moat Hollow?" -

“It’'s a funny thing for anybody to bb
there, if it comes to that,” said Church®
“Especially at this hour of the night—and
laughing, too. I'm jiggered if I can under-
stand it!”

The three juniors were puzzled, and they
walked on thoughtfully. Then came another
surprise. Some figures appeared in the
moonlight, emcrging from Bellton Wood, a
little distance ahead. Instinctively, Hand-
forth pushed his chums into the hedge and
erouched there himself. They held their
breaths. .

“All clear!” came a soft voice. "Not a
soul about! Now sharp’s the word!”

It was the voice of Uncle Robert of the
Remove. And the startled trio of Study D
recognised De Valerie, -~ too, and Gore-
Pearce and one or two others. They werc
all hurrying up the lane towards St. Frank’s.

Handforth was fairly quivering with excite-
ment. What he had failed to discover by
design he had discovered by aceident. Tt
was just the sort of thing that would happen
to Handforth. Sy

“But—but it's dotty!” muttered Church.
“Don’t you understand what this means,
Handy? Those fellows who have just come
out of the Moat Hollow grounds were some
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of the crowd that went down to the night
club!”

“I  know—I
tensely.

"Then the night eclub must be in Moat
Hollow !” breathed Church. “My stars!
That explains it, then! Don't you remember
the rumours? The said that thefe was a
night club, and that Olive Clegg was_con-
nected with it. The night club 1s at Moat
Hollow !"

Handforth breathed hard.

“Rot!"” he said fiercely.
to believe a rotten

know!”™ said Handforth

“I'm nof going
thm’r like that. Not

likely! DMiss Clegg isn't that sort of girl "
“But there’s the evidence—" began
Church.

“Blow the evidence!" snorted Handforth,
“I don’t care what wyou say! And on
Wednesday night I'm going to make another
investigation,
of this mystery.”

Church and McClure stared at him.

I mean to get to the bottom ]

NOW ON SALE .

“Another investigation!” ejaculated
Church. “But—but you said that you were
a hulking idiot! You told us that you had
learned your lesson!”

“Rats!” said Handforth, frowning,
“That’s over now! This—this discovery
makes all the difference. And I'm not p‘mn'r
to let you fellows kick me, either!” he
added abruptly. "By George! This proves
that all my suspicions were right! But I'm
jolly well not going to believe that Olive
Clege is mixed up with any rotten night
club ™

CHAPTER 6&.
The School Captain’s Decision!

EXT day there were several puzzled
fellows at St. Frank’s.

Edgar Fenton was one of them;
Handforth was another. And Uncle

| Robert was a third.
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Uncle Robert had been expecting Hand-

forth to speak to him about the gruvinus
night’s aflair, and he couldn’t understand
Handforth’s complete indifference. The

leader of Study D had not once approached
him, and had, apparently, forgotten all about
the adventure.

But Handforth, as he explained to his
chums, was “biding his time.” According to
his calculations, the night club would be
open again on Wednesday. Therefore,
Handforth argued, the best thing to do was
to wait patiently until Wednesday night.
Then he would be able to make that *‘fur-
ther investigation.”

It was noticed that day that there were
many seniors and juniors going about with
hcavy eyes. They had had a very short
night’s rest, and now they were paying the
penalty. Not that they really minded; they
always told themselves that they could take
a nap in their studies during the day. The
trouble was, quite a few of them started
taking naps in the class-rooms; and this was
a very unprofitable proceeding, as they soon
discovered.

During the day Edgar Fenton made a close
study of various seniors. He was quite gatis-
fied that Cuthbert Chambers, of the Fifth,
had been to the night club, Chambers was
Jooking dull, heavy-eyed, and listless; and
Fenton was positive that he had recognised

Chambers at the back gate of Moat Hollow, |

too. This Fifth-Former was several kinds of
an ass; he was also dull-witted. Fenton
decided that he was just the fellow who
would be able to help him in his plan of
~ampaign, and yet not realise he was doing
30.

That evening the school captain invited
Chambers ‘into his
study, and for a time
they talked about foot-
ball and various other
school matters.
Chambers was feeling
rather surprised, and
not a little pleased. It
wasn’'t often that he
was Invited into the
captain’s study like
this. Chambers was a
bombastic sort of
fellow, and he began to
believe that his im-
L)o;t,anca was at last
eing rccognised.

“Well, look here, Chambers,” said Fen- | "“That's settled, then?

ton, at length. “Possibly you've guessed
that I didn't ask vou here just to have an
crdinary chat with you.”

“No?" said Chambers, his vanity =ome-
what jarred.

“No,” said Fenton. “There
thing else.”

This sort of thing went against the grain
with him, but he had had to go through
with it. Whenever he hesitated, whenever
he had a feeling of reluctance, he saw the
word ‘““duty ” hovering in front of his eves.

is  fome-
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past
“I—-I don’t

[ e steeled himself and gave Chambers a
knowing grin,

“The fact is,” said Fenton, “I'd rather
like you to give me an introduction to this
—well, this select club I’ve been hearing
about,”

Chambers started, and turned :

“Club!” he ejaculated. inow
what you mean, Fentonl”

“Oh, yes, you do!” laughed Fenton. ‘“This
night club. You were there last night
Chambers, weren’t youf”

Chambers gulped, all his assurance desert-
ing him. He did not realise that he had
given himself away,

“Nunno!"” he stammered, ‘““Of course I
ﬂ_.vzla,ﬁn’t there! T don’t even know where it
18

““This won’t do, old fellow!” said Fenton,
“I'm not quite so green! And if you can
go to the place and enjoy yourself, what
about me? But I understand that a new
member has to be officially introduced?”

“T tell you I don’t know anything about
it | pnnteg Chambers.

“The night club isn’'t held at Moat Hol-
low, is it?" asked Fenton blandly.

“Eh? Then—then you know!”

“Of course I know!” said Fenton with
perfect coolness, ‘“What's the good of pre-
tending, Chambers? The next time you go,
I'd like you to take me with you. It's safe
enough, isn’t it?”

Chambers breathed a little more freely.
He stared at Fenton with wonder and em-
barrassment. He suddenly realised that
Fenton was not the stiff, formal chap he had
always believed him to be. Fenton wanted
a little of the gay life, too!

' As for Fenton, he
walted anxiously. He
felt sure that Chambers
would be too dull to
guess the real truth;
and Fenton was right.
Within a minute or
two  Chambers  was
g‘rlmung.

“You gay dogl” he
said slyly. “All right,
then | f’ll introduce
you, if you like! But
remember—it’'s on the
strict q.t. 1"

“Oh, rather!” gaid

Fenton, with a chuckle,
Good man! Thanks

awfully, Chambers!”

FTER Chambers bhad gone—having

A definitely arranged to take Fenton

to the night club on the following

night—the St. Frank’s ca%tain paced

up aud down his study, biting his lip and
frowning worriedly.

“It’s despicable!” he muttered, coming io
a halt. *‘It’s a hateful business! I’m acting
like a cad—a traitor—but what else is there
'\ for me to do?”
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THE ST. FRANK'S QUEST IONNAIRE

Here are twelve leslers for you, chums—aquestions which refer to St. Frank’s and

its members. Give them the * once-over,” jot down the answers to those which you

know, und then compare them with the correct list which will be given, together with
another set of questions, mnext weck.

1. Who are octcupants of Study 1 in the

Ancient House?
2. When is Stanley Waldoe's birthday?

3. What was the story called in which Archie
Glentharne first came to St. Frank’s,
and what was the number?

4. Which Third-Former is nicknamed * The
Cherub ''?

5. Who is the most untidy junior at St.
Frank's?

6. Who is the best-dressed
Frank’s?

7. Who is the junior who is always quoting
proverbs?

8. What was St.
a school?

junior at St.

Frank's before it became

9. Who is the greatest tomboy at the Moor
View School?

10. On which side of the Triangle as you go
in the gateway is the Ancient House
situated?

11. Who is the rascal of the Third?

12. What was Jack Grey called when he first
came to St. Frank's?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS:

1. The Fast House. 2. Sessue Yakama.
3. John Busterfield Boots. 4. ‘' Sports Mad
at St. Frank’s.”” 8. July 3lst. 6. Coloncl
Clinton, 1. Twenty-two. 8. Yes: four grass
and tiwo hard., 9. An old travelling show-
man, who gave Horace Stevens his frst chance
as an actor. 10. Billy Nation. 11. Banning-
ton 112, 12. Fdward Oswald Handforth.

e

Edgar Fenton's position was certainly an
unenviable one. He had made up his mind

that it was necessary for him to get into the
night club; and, therefore, he had to vie-
timise somebody. He had chosen Cuthbert

Chambers.
Not that Chambers would suffer., He had
yromised to take Fenton into the night club,

Lut Fenton felt that it would be a r{teea.llx

thing for him to include Chambers in his list

of delinquents,

No; he would send Chambers back to St.
Frank’s on some errand before the denoue-
ment. And later Fenton would give Cham-
bers a severe lecture and a stern warning.
After all, Chambers was an ass; he had been
led into this thing by others. He was not
naturally a rotter.

And so, while these various plans were
being made at St, Frank's—by Fenton and
by Handforth—Uncle Robert ventured out
during the evening hours, and he casually
dropped into Moat Hollow,
this time, and was admitted by Mr., Simon
Clegg's sister—an altogether unpretentious
lady with no particular characteristics. She
neither approved nor disapproved of her
brother's activities. She didn't concern
herself with them; her job was to look after
the Imuatlwcpmg, and she was doing this
satisfactorily.

The rascally St, Frank’s junior was taken
into the small sitting-room, and there he
found Mr. Clegg smnl-.;ng and reading.

“Hallo, young ’un!" said the night club
proprietor. “I'm not altogether sure that
[ like you coming here in this way, Isn’t
it a bit too conspicuous?”

“Safe as houses!” s=aid Uncle

Robert, as
he sat down

“It's as dark as pitch outside,

He went openly |

and a bit misty, too. Pcople aren’t watching
your house, Mr. Clegg! Surely an ordinary

visitor can come at an early, respectable
hour of the evening?”

Mr. Clegg laid his paper azide, and
laughed.

“Well, perhaps you're right,” he said. “I
dare say you've come to collect your com-
mission, ¢h ?”

““"ell that was the idea,” said the junior,

his eyes taking on a greedy glitter,

Unecle Robert was mean—he was grasping,
He seized every penny he could, and, in the
Remove, he had the reputation of being a
miser., He always partook of tea in hall,
because he refused to stand his **whack ”
in the study.

“Now I come to think of it, I'm rather
rlad you've come,” said Mr. Clegg thought-
fully.,  “There's something I want to say
to vou, Beb, How many St. Frank's boys
did you bring along last night?”

“Just about twenty.”

“And there was some talk of other St.
Frank's boys following you, wasn’t there "

“0Oh, Handforth?” said *Uncle Robert,
“Yon needn’t worry about him. Handforih
is an ass! We led him a fine dance, and
locked him up in a barn.”

Mr. Clegez frowned.

“All the same, I don't quite like it,” Le
sald,. “I know Handforth—and !e's a
decent sort of chap. Not the sort to come
to our eclub, perhaps, but a good plucked
'un. I don’t forget how he saved Olive from
that bullock.”

“0Oh, that was nothing!”

Robert.

sneered Uunnle
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“In my opinion, it was a great deal!” re
torted Mr. Clegg sharply. “And 1 don'
want anvthing like last night’s affair to
happen again. The club is a big success, ani
if only we maintain the proper precautions
it’ll continue to be a success. But I musg
impress upon you, Bobh, that we
shall have to be careful.”

“We are careful, aren't we?”

“Not careful enough,” said Mr,
Ulegg, rising to his feet, and pac-
ing up and down. “In future
you mustn’t bring any more big
parties.”

Unecle Robert, who was think-
ing of his commission, looked
dismayed.

“But lots of fellows are asking
ahont the club!” he protested.
“They all want to come ’

“That’s all right—that’s very

satisfactory,” said Mr. Clegg.
‘But the doorkeeper knows
nearly all of you by now. It will

be far better if you come down

in twos and threes to-morrow

pight. Do you understand 7"
The junior was relieved.

“Oh., so that’'s what sou
mean?” he asked. "Well. of
oourse, that won’t make much
difference.  Sinclair can bring
two or three of his pals; Gorve-
Pearce ean do the same: and <o
m*.""

“That’s exactly what I mean,”
wmid Mr. Clegg. “It will avoid
any big crowd. Where there is
2 crowd, Bob, there is almost cer-
lain to he noise. And you really

As Binclair saw Fenton he gave

_______________

o et
S

must 1mpress upon these boys THHAR

that they'll have to keep quiet.” ;ﬂ Etasp ﬂlm:larcr:. talfhatf w;.ts N gl
“ A]] right,” said Uncle Robert. 0R: WAR  CRBwWeW O 9% i

“You can leave that to me. TI'll Frank’s, ﬂﬂl:lguh Ln this night A

go round to-morrow and give a

word of warning. And I'll tell

the chaps of the new arrange-

ment, too.” "

. Mr. Clege suddenly sat down,

filled his pipe, lit it, and sat puffing for several
minutesin silence. He looked so weorried,
indeed, that the junior became fidgety.

“You're not worrying about it, are vou?"
he asked at length.

“Eh 7 prunted Mr. Clegg.

“About the fellows?
toe me—--"

“I wasn't thinking about wou, or vour
young companions, either, DBob,” said Mz,
Clegg, taking the pipe out of his mouth. “T
was thinking about Olive.”

The junior was not particularly interested

“I ecan't understand the girl,” continued
Mr. Clegg, frowning again. “She’s obstinate
—she’s self-willed. Won’t enter willingly into
the spirit of this night elub business. Any-
body might think T was ill-treating her by
the way =he oes on!”

You can leave them |

| as thoneh her mother didn’t agree;

“You can’t do without her, Mr. Clegg!”
said Unecle Robert pointedly.

“You think that, ech?”

“I know it!” said the Removite. “She’s
one of ‘lie chief attractions—if not the chief
attraction.”

“That’s what I thought, too."”

“She sinos wonderfully—and dances just as
well!” eantinued the junior. *“ She’s the star
cabaret turn.”

“And yet she doesn’t like 1t!” growled Mr.
Cleee impatiently,  “Hates the work—and
louthes me for makine her do it. It 1sn't
she does

agree. Savs it will be good practice for the
girl.  Only Olive persistently saye that she
doesn’t want to gn on the stage. Yet her

talent is fairly oozing out of her. 8he’s

brilliant, bow!”
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“1 know it, sir,” agreed Uncle Robert,
nodding. :
“These pirls—these girls!” sighed M.

Clegg. “1I alwavs had trouble with the girls
in my revue davs. They’re all rigcht in the
main—bless ’em !—but, by gosh, can’t they
worry a man!”
He held his hands up in a gesture of

helplessness, and Unele Nobert grinned.

“1 dare sav wou’ll break her in soon, Mr.
Clege.” he said hopefully. .

“T’m going to break her in!” vowed Mr.

Clege, his voice becoming grim. “I'm not
poing to be thwairted by my own step-
daughter! She’s clever—she’s built for the

stage—and, by glory. I’'m not going to have
anv more of her nonsense!”
Two minutes later Unele Robeirt bade My.

Tlegg good-night and returned to St. Frank’s

CHAPTER 6.
Fenton Sees for Himself!

EXT' day Uncle Robert
passed the word round.

Some of the fellows were inclined
to scoff, and they considered that
Mr. Clegg’s word of warning was entirely
unnecessary. Still, perhaps it was a good
idea for them to go down to Moat Hollow
in twos or threes, instead of making it a big
party, as previously.
“It’ll be a lot better!” said Gore-Pearce.
“1t’ll be better because it’H be easier.”
He was talking with Gulliver and Bell in
the Ancient House lobby.

cautiouszly

““How will it he easior®”
asked Gulliver.
“Well, we can buzz off in-

dependently at eleven o’clock, if
we want to,” said Gore-Pearce.
“There'll be no need to wait
about outside for the others.”

“Yes, and there'll be less
chance of anybody spotting us,”
said Bell. “Oh, by the way,
Gore-Pearce, are you gemg io
stand treat to-night?”’

“Be a sport, old man!” said
Julliver eagerly. 5

Grore-Pearce grinned.

“Broke, €h 7’ he asked.

“Well, T've got five bob,” said
Bell, “but that’s not much good.
And old Gully is down -to his
last sixpence.”

““Shan’t get any
Saturday, either,”
Gulliver. gloomily.

Gore-Pearce chuckled.

“All right—leave it to me!”
he said. “Tll see you through.”

Money was no object to the
millionaire’s son; at the same
time, he was by no. means a
mean fellow. Gulliver and Bell
were treated very well by their
leader. They were ready to for-
give him lots of his faults, if only for his
generosity.

By now it was common talk throughout
the school that there was a night club in the
district, and that various fellows were visit-
ing it. The great majority of the fcllows
just talked about it, and there the matter
ended’ for them. They were far too sensible
even to think of visiting the place. Besides,
it cost money, according to the rumoura.
And it wasn’t evervbody who could afford
ten shillings admission. They wero lucky
enongh, on the average, if they could rake
up a modest ninepence to go into the pictures

on a half-holiday.

So when bed-time came that night the
various Forms went upstairs to their dor-
mitories, and there were all sorts of whispers
going about. Who was going tonight!

more until
pointed out
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How many fathcads were deciding to “chance
their avrm ” by breaking bounds? And Low
the dickens did they expect to carry on
throughout the term if they lost half their
sleep every other nicht?

And so the talk went on, the fellows who
weren’t going being neariy as interested as
those who had arranged to go. The whole
thing was becoming a sort of nine days’
wonder.

It was indeed high time that Fenton took
some sort of drastic action.

IFenton himself was waiting in the shadow
of the school wall at half-past eleven. There
was no moon to-night, and the sky was
clouded. It was very dark out there, and
a little drizzle was beginning to fall.

Fenton had seen various forms flitting
to the wall and elimbing over. ITe had been
startled by the number of these forms. It
had secemed to him that about twenty-five
per cent of the school was sneaking out.

“By Jove!” muttered Fenton grimly.
“I've been wondering to-day if I'm doing
right. Now I’m satisfied. If I don't take
action pretty soon there’'ll be an awful
scandal. Fven as it is, I shall only nip it
in the bud just in time!” :

A scandal! Fenton was horrified at the
thought, The fair name of St. Frank’s was
sacred to him, He felt his responsibilities
weighing heavily upon his shoulders; but it
was not his way to shirk them.

A figure loomed up ouf of the gloom.

“Hallo, there!” said a nervous voice.

“It’e all right!” muttered Fenton. *That
you, Chambers?”

“Yes!” said Chambers, comine up.
“Glory! I'm glad to see you, Fenton! 1
was beginning to think that—that—"

“That T had developed cold feet?” asked
Fenton dryly. “Not likely! I'm as keen
as mustard to see the inside of this elub.”

“Well, you see, as a matter of faet, I
thought it was a trap or something,” said
Chambers, “At least, I didn't actually
think so, but the i1dea crossed my mind 4

“Forget it!” said Fenton lightly. “Let's
go ﬂlnwn to Moat Hollow and have a good
time 1"

And Cuthbert Chambers’

at rest.
They had reached that little door

H
in the back wall of Moat Hollow,

Chambers was feeling very pleased with
himself, e was delighted at the new

doubts were set

ERE we are
importantly.

'1"
.

said Chambers
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plan, for it enabled him to be so much more
important. IMHe was one of the “regulars”
now; he could introduce anybody he liked.

And, sure enough, when the doorkeeper
recognised hiim he at once admitted the pair,
Chambers was all right. Chambers was in
the know. '

The doorkeeper, by the way, was a man
Mr. Clegg had imported from London,
and during the daytime he spent his time
by tending the garden. He was the official
gardener of Moat Hollow. He received
liberal extra wages for his night work.

Fenton had no compunction in entering
this sceret club. At first he had felt that
he was acting in a despicable way, but that
sensation bad now passed. The necessity
for him to do his duty was so great that it
overshadowed everything else. The honour
of St. Frank's was menaced.

He had formed no conception as to what
the night club would actually be like. He
had not concerned himself much about the
place. His main thoughts were for the
school, and his general idea was to catch
the culprits red-handed. It would be better,
indeed, not to emphasise the night club too
much. In his report to the Head he would
give the names of all these boys as reckless,
thoughtless breakers of the school rules.
There would probably be no expulsions, only
an epidemic of fHoggzings and other severe
punishments. :

Fenton had almost ceased to think of his
Uncle Robert. He, of course, would go
under with the rest. Never for a moment
did Fenton dream of getting special treat-
ment for his young relative. On the contrary,
he felt that Unele Robert deserved the most
severe punishment of all.

The school captain followed Chambers
mechanically, for he was deep in thought.
And thus, when he entered the night club,
he was aghast. He had not been prepared
for anything like this. The lights, the
music, the general air of respectable gaiety—
Fenton was astonished. In a vague sort of
way he now realised that he had dimly
pictured the night c¢lub as a drab sort of
place, where most of the fellows perhaps
were gambling.

But here was a superbly appointed danc-
ing resort, with dozens of strangers present
in addition to the St. Frank’s fellows.
Young men in evening dress—girls in dance
frocks. A jazz band, waitresses fitting to
and fro with refreshments.

It came as a staggering shock to Fenton.
It caused all his prearranged plans to go
by the board. He hardly knew what to do
for the mgment, for he was so bewildered.

He felt like a fish out of water; he felt
very sorry that he had entered. Ile ought
to have considered more carefully; he ought
to have taken a peep from cover. But now
he was in, and he was painfully aware of
the fact that many pairs of eyes were pazing
at him with startled consternation.

What could he do?

(Continucd on page 26.)
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Handforih undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any quesiion *“ N.L.”

readers care lo submil to him.

Bul, although of a certainty the resulls will be

amusing and entertaining, the Edilor takes no responsibility for their veracily.
Write 1o Handforth, cfo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

I. B. (Penarth) would like to know lIrene
Manners’ address. You can go on liking,
I. B. The only time I’'m green, if ever, 1s
when I go for a long sea voyage.

J. STAPLES (Swindon) calls me an old
turnip. Well, an old turnip is better than a
rross-cyed spud, and that’s what you are.
I shall not thank you for your suggestion,
because it deserves to be dumped in the
nearest dustbin. P.3.—Having failed to
lceate a handy dustbin, I have deposited the
aforesaid suggestion in the next best thing—
the w.p.b.

“TOM ' (Christchurch, New Zealand).
Yes, I have made some New Year's resolu-
tions. One of them is to come along and biff
chaps like you who persist in calling me im-
polite names. So look out for yourself.

B. L. C. (Stockport). Thanks for your
letter and enclosed photo. You wouldn’t like
to meet me in the dark, eh? 1 was thinking
the¢ same thing, too, old man.

WILLIAM PRESCESKY (Saskatoon,
Canada). Glad to hear you like my detec-
tive stories, Bill. I should like to say the
same about your drawings, but as you allege
they are of me I find myself unable to
do so.

DAVID BARTHOLOMEW (Ealing) thinks
I would look nice in a red-and-yellow bow.
F think there’s something wrong with your
thinking apparatus, Dave. Have another go
at making a sensible suggestion when you’ve
cleared away the cobwebs from your brain-
box and have oiled the rusty works.

‘“CRICKETER " (Manchester) tells me
he admires me for my cricketing ability, and
aeks me to give him a few tips. Delighted,

-

by George! The successful batsman must re-
member that his job is to get rumns. “Lhis
can be done quite easily just by hitting the
ball with the bat as hard as possible.
Another important point to remember is not
to let the ball hit the wicket. Hope these
two tips will prove useful to you, old man.

“MISS INQUISITIVE”™ (Tottenham).
No, there is no fruth in the rumour that 1
obtained my Austin Seven by making faces
al a garage proprietor who threw 1t at me

in his anger. Your offer to buy me a
bloater if 1 answer your other question:
is  er—er much appreciated, but—I'm

not answering them. Give the bloater to the
cat with my compliments and best wishes for
its safe arrvival.

“OLD SALT "™ (Southsea). Sorry you
were hurt because I didn’t reply to your
other letter, I’ve got my mighty brain te
work, and I'’ve deduced that you’re a girl—
which i1s perhaps lucky for you. I'm very
pained to hear that you ‘‘cannot see any-
thing in Irene Manners.” We don’t agree on
that point, 1 can assure you. I could write
pages and pages about Irene. She’s the——
(That’s quite sufficient, Handy; this i1s not
a double number of the Old Paper.—ED.)

J. LEVERS (Chesterfield) asks me why
did the kitchen sink? Sink me! Blowed if

1 know! Where did it sink to, anyway?
“TWO SCHOOLGIRL ADMIRERS "
(Fulham). I am amazed that two girls could

write such a letter to a poor, inoffensive liitle
lad like myself. I am quite incapable ot
commenting upon it. The letter was writter
in-green ink—but I'm seeing red!

EDWARD OSWALD.
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HIS HONOUR AT STAKE!

(Continued fjrom page 24.)

Expecting to find only St. Frank’s fellows
there, with perhaps My. Clegg presiding,
he had mentally ]}Innnorl to call all the
fellows to attention, to take their names, and
to order them back to the school. But how
could he do that here? Ilow could he make
such a commotion? Over half the people
were local residents. People from Caistowe,
Bannington, and from the surrounding
farms. Iiven in that first glance he recog-
nised one or two prominent local residents—
sons and daughters of rich people. The place
wasn't mean or sordid in the least. It was
a well-equipped, efficiently-run dance eclub.
And everybody here who didn’t belong to

Frank’s had a perfect right to be here,
nuwe they were doing no wrong.

While Ienton stood there, the consternation
spread.

“Chester !” snapped Sinclair, as he graspea
at Uncle Robert’s shoulder. “What does
this mean? Fenton's here! You didn’t tell
U‘s thﬂt

“It’s no gund growling at me!”
Uncle Robert sourly.
to come. 1 never dreamed that he knew
anything about the place!”
~ “There’s going to be trouble!” said Arm-
slrong nervously. “AVe'd better clear out,
vou chaps!”

.t 1ng—

interrupted |
“I didn’t tell Fenton |

| the coals, the same as anybody else.

THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

““Yes rathesr!" muttered Grayson.
“"Fenton’s as hot as mustard, He'll be down
on ‘the lot of us!”

Uncle Robert smiled.

“Why - all the excitement?” he asked.
“"Keep your heads, for goodness sake!”

Sinclair and CGrayson scowled at this self-
possessed junior. Ettr

“What the deuce do you mean, kid?”

obvious?” asked Unela

demanded Sinelair,

“Why, sn’t it
Robert. “This is the very best thing that
conld have happened!”

“What—Fenton coming here "

“Don’t talk rot!” said Gore-Pearce fran-
Jliffﬂll}'l., “Fenton will report the lot of

“Oh!” said Uncle Robert “And what
about us reporting him?”

The others stared at Fenton’s youthful
unele in wonder,

“It's easy enough!” continued Uncle
Robert. “Fenton daren’t say a word now.
He's one of us!”

“Eh?” gasped Grayson, a new light coming

into his eyes. “You—yo 3
““Exactly!” said Uncle Robert. “Fenton
has broken bounds afler lights-out, too,

We're all safe, and we’ve always been safe.
Every new fellow who comes daren’t breathe
a word because he’s burnt his boats. If he
does speak, he’s liable to be hauled i'edr

n
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why should Fenton be different?
be the captain of the school, but who cares?
He's come into this place, and that means
that he has broken bounds. Personally, I'm
jolly pleased to see him here. We're safer
than ever now.”

“Gad!” muttered Sinclair., “I believe the
kid’s right!”

And all the other S8t. Frank’s fellows,
when the word went round, were enormously
relieved. Edgar Fenton’s arrival had
scared them at first, but now a great load
was taken off their minds.

Fenton, the skipper—here!

It was a staggering event, particularly
when the young “bloads” saw that Fenton
was strolling about easily and unconcernedly.
Sinclair made a point of brushing against
the school skipper as he crossed the dance
floor during an interval.

“Hallo, Fenton!” he said. “Not bad
here, is it?"”

“First class!" said Fenton coolly.
hody merry and bright, eh?”

“That's it!” grinned Sinclair.

He joined Shaw and Grayson at one of the
tables.

“By gad!” he said, with gleamin
“There’s not a doubt about it, you
Fenton’s one of us!” .

But appearances are sometimes deceptive.

“Bvery-

ellows.

CHAPTER 7.
Fenton Delays Action!

DGAR FENTON was only reconsider
E ing the position,
And while he strolled about he
made a mental note of every 8t
Frank’s senior and junior present. He had
been so greatly taken aback upon entering
this place that he felt that any precipitate
action would be a mistake. Tt was up to him
‘o go warily.

In the first place, there were ladies present.
e could not do anything violent. Further-
more, it would not be playing the game to
ruin the enjoyment of all these other people.
He did not want to make a scene.

If the St. Frank's fellows misunderstood
him for a few minutes, all well and good
It wouldn’t make any difference in the long
run. He could easily afford to take his
tine.

He had seen, almost at a glance, that this
uight elub was no vicious resort. The amuse-

ment here was, on the whole, innocent
enoswgh. My, Simon Clegg was only catering
for the vyoungsters of the district who

thought it very clever to come here in secrect
and have a good time. In fact, Fenton was
decidedly relieved.

But nothing could alter the fact that dis
ciplinary  action was called for; and very
stern action, too. All these St. Frank’s boys
were breaking the school rules, and flouting
the recogmised authority. Where they came
to after leaving the school premises, or what
they did. was beside the mauark. 8till, Fen-

eyea. |
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He may | ton was relieved to find that this night club

was more or less Innocuous,

Yet, in another sense, it wasn’'t, Fenton
did not lose sight of the fact that this ciub,
tame though it was, could be raided at any
time by the police.

Intoxicating drinks were being sold, und
Mr. Clege was laying himself open to arrest.
Being an @ld hand, he probably laughed up
his sleeve at the police, but it would be o
laughing matter if a number of 8t. Frank’s
boys were captured during a police raid! Jt
would be an appalling scandal for the schooi!

R A

Fenton sat down at one of the empty
rables. It was a small table, and 1t was
close to a little curtained alcove—which was,
apoarently, a miniature stage. Fonton sat
there, thinking hard, while another dance
started.

“It won’t do!" he told himself. " The
place is well run, and I dare say Mr. Clegir
considers himself to be an honest man.
That’s not my business, anvhow., But, by
Jove, TI'm pgoing to have all these fellows
out of here within the next five minutes!”

He had had time to think, and, coolly and
collectedly, he had decided upon his conrsc
of action,

Incidentally, perhaps it had better Le
mentioned here that the redoubtable Edward
Oswald Handforth, still as keen as ever on
making “further investigations,” had sallied
ount of St. Frank’s, accompanied by his two
chums, soon after eleven-thirty. And Hand-
forth, having reached Moat Hollow, had et
with another reverse. EveP while Fenton
was sitting at that little table, Handforth
was raving against Fate.

He and his chums had secen various people
entering the back door of Moat Hollow, but

when Handforth had knocked upon that
door nobody had come.
He even tried to clhimb the wall, but it

was so high that this was out of the ques-
tion. In the end, Church and MecClure had
marched off back to St. Frank’s, and Hand-
forth, in a fine rage, had chased them. "lut
he didn’t-overtake them until the school was
reached, and then he decided that he lad
better go back to bed.

It had been another frost, but it had .alse
been a lesson. Handforib had learnt i1hat
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there was no admitfance to Moat Hollow
unless he was introduced by a member of ihe
club. And this caused him to think out a
new scheme, which he was determined to put
into practice towards the end of the week.

So Fenton, although he didn't know 1t, was
saved from a further complication. And as
the school skipper sat at that littie table, he
prepared for his next action,

“Most of these lunatics are probably
believing that I'm in this club to enjoy .ny-
gself,” he murmured. " Well, that doesn't
matter. They’ll soon learn differently. And
I am afraid it will be a bit of a shock fcr
them.” .

During the last five minutes Fenton had
made a complete list in his pocket-book. lle
had noted every senior and junior who *as
there, and he had jotted down the names. It
was his intention to make a little roll-call
presently—just to convince the culprits :hat
there would be no escape for them.

Fenton steeled himsell  for
moment.

First of all, he would have a word with
Mr. Clegg, and point out to the proprietor
carnestly that every St. Frank’s fellow wouid
have to leave. If Mr. Clegg objected, it
would make no difference. TFenton was
determined to have his way.

Then he would ask permission of the
rencral company to excuse a brief interrup-
tion, and he would tell all the fellows that
he had taken their names, and that it was
his duty to report them to the headmasret
on the morrow. Finally, he would order
them out of tne place, and convince them,
once and for all, that he was there, not lor
pleasure, but from a point of view of duty.
In no circumstances must there be any mis-
understanding on that point!

He looked rvound for Myr. Clegg, half-rising
as he did so, bt Mr. Clegg was not to be
seen. Just then the music stopped. A ~cr-
tain amount of clapping broke out, but it
goon died down. Aund then, in a briof
iterval of silence  before the chattering
started, Fenton heard a new sound—a strangze
sound in that place of galety.

He heard the unmistakable scbbing of a
rivl ! ' a

the big

place.
After the first moment or two, Fenlon
half-believed that he had been mistakern.
It was so mecongruous—so unexpected. There
had been a pitiful quality about that scb-
bing, too—a note that had gone straight to
Fenton’s heart. Tle was always greatly
affected when he heard a woman cryving.

Ile glanced round, wondering where .ho
sounds could be comine from. Ile soon dis-
covercd. The girl, whoever she was, was
behind the curtains. She was in that alcove.

Fenton did not move, but he felt uncom-
fortable. The girl’s sobbing was louder, aad
he found that he eould hear it quite dis-
tinetly, even though the big place was filled

IT was a strange sound to hear in such a

harshly,
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with laughter and chatter. Then Fenion
heard a man’s voice, He started. It was
Mr. Clegg’s voice; and he remembered
that he had been looking for Mr. Clegg. lle
waited, wondering how long the proprietor
would be. And now he could hear Mr,
Clegg’s words, for the voice was raised.

“That’s about enough of this, givlic!”
came the harsh tones. “Pull yourself
together! Don’t make all this silly fuss! Tho
cabaret starts within ten minutes, and
vou've got to appear. Understand? I won's
have any move of this nonsense!”

“Please, dad!” came the sobbing voice of
the girl. “I can’t—I can’t!”

“Good heavens, Olive, how many more
times must we quarrel " shouted Mr. Clegg,
his voice coming very plainly to Fenton's
ears through the curtains. “ My patrons are
ecxpecting you to dance—and to sinz., And,
by Heaven, vou’ll do it! Now, let me have
no more of this foolery!”

Fenton bristled. He hated to
bullying. Yet what could he do?

The girl’s voice had rang in his ears in a
strange way. There was something plaintive
about it—and yet, at the same time, somec-
thing sweetly charming. He could not re-
member ever having heard such a pretiy
volce. He shook himself. This was
imbeecility! What was Le thinking of ?

“Please excuse me to-night, dad!” came
the girl’s pleading tones. “Oh, 1 can’t dance
—really I ean’t! 1 don't feel well, dad! 1'tn
ill! I'm so dizzy that I can’t stand properiy!
Oh, why will you be so cruel #”

“If I believed that yon were ill, T mignt
take some notice of you!” said Mr. Clegg
“But yow're not ill! You've got
a wonderful eolour! You're just pretending
—so that I shall excuse you. But I'm not
poing to, girlie! Oh, no! You'’ve got ia
dance for the pleasure of my clients.”

Fagnton felt himself going hot and coid.

hear tais

He felt that he was an cavesdropper; vet
he was sittine at one of the tables, aud
anvbody else might have been there.
“Well " eame Mr. Clegg’s voice, the tone
still more rough. “Have you got over —our
tantrums ¥”
“1 won't dance—I won’t!” cried the givl.

her voice unsteady and faint, “Oh, dad, I
didu’t think yvou could be so unkind to me!
No, no! Don’t touch me! If you do, I zhatl
serenm ! .

“By heaven, if you scream you'll be
sorry for it for the rest of vour born days!”
panted Mr. Clegg. ““You'd better not make
a seene here, my gir] !”

Olive’s voice had become frightened—ter-
rified. Tenton was on his feet now, and his
face was flushed. His ecyes were gleaming.
There was no longer the slightest doubt.
Mr. Simon Clegg was acting like a bully and
a blackguard. TFenton clenched his fists, and
his hesitation was nearly at an end. He
knew that this girl was Olive, Clegg's daugh-
ter. He had heard about her, Eut he had
never seen her. Suddenly he heard a scufllo,
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followed by a plaintive cry. Then came a
Pietle thud,

“Oh, father!” came
" Please—please don’t!
me——"

Fenton flung the curtain aside, and strode
through into the alcove. It was a little
stage, only partially lighted, The curtain
fcll back into place, and Fenton stood there,
taring before him with amazed eyes.

For an instant he saw Mr, Simon Clegg
bending over the slim, slight figure of the
girl, She was in a chair, and she was attired
in a brief, silky sort of costume. Fenton
tooked at her wonderingly. Perbaps it was
the peculiar nature of the situation, but it
seemed to him that never before had he seen
a girl so pitifully in need of help; never
hefore had he seen a gir]l so sweet and so
charming. Even with the tears on her cheeks,
and with her eves expressive of fear, she
was wonderful,  Her beauty was only en-
hanced by her distress.  And as she looked
at Fenton there was a frightened appeal-
g look in her eyes,

AMr. Clegg glanced round, his hrow black.

“Excuse me——" began Fenton thickly.

“What the deuce do you mean by butting
in here?” demanded Mr. Clegg angrily.
“What do you mean, boy "

“1 rather thought my presence was neces-
sary.” said Fenton, steadying himself and
spraking quietlv., “Tf 1 was mistaken, Mr.
Clegg, ﬁ will apologise, but it seems to me
that this young ladv was in deep distresss,”

“Let me tell vou, my friend, that you have
an infernal nerve!” retorted Mr. Clegg.
“Thiz voung lady i1s my daughter, She is
not in distress at all! You'll oblige me

a famt httle shriek.
Oh, you're hurting

L

b getting on the other side of that curtainl!”

Fenton hesitated. Olive had fallen back
immto the chair, and it scemed to Fenton that

her shm legs were unable to support the
welght of her body. She looked weak—ill.
There was a hectic flush on her checks.

And then, suddenly, she had a fit of eough-
mg., In an mstant Fenton knew the truth.
The girl really was ill. And here was Mr.
Clegy threatening her!

“Don’t you think vou'd better cool down,
sir?" asked Fenton quietly ‘It seemns to me
that the young lady 1s ill—="

“"You can mind vour own confecunded busi-
ness ! 1oared Mr. Clegg, turning and seizing
Olive roughly by the arms. *She’s no more
ill than T am! Come on, Olive! Get up!
Pm tired of this!”

He gave the girl a powerful wrench, and
pulled her out of the chair with exeessive
roughness, Undoubtedly, Mr. Clegg was
not acting like himseli He was so angry
that he hardly knew what he was doing,

“Oh!” sobbed the girl.

She staggered and nearly fell.

“"You're going to
snarled her stepfather.
Now "

He commenced shaking her, and Edgar
Fenton could stand no more.

appear  to-night!”
“My patrens come
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e

Hoisted up by his two chums, Handforth
endeavoured to gain access into Moat Hollow
by elimbing over the high wall, but he found
it impossible. Handforth the investigator

was foiled !

softly,
H::: pulled her backwards, and allowed her
to sink into the chair, Then ho twirled
round and faced the enraged Mr. Clegg.
“You brute,” he said furiously.
“Why, confound you
Crash !
Fenton could not help himself,

ITH two quick strides Fenion
reached the girl’s side, and he took
her firmly by the shoulders,

“Come, Miss Clegg!” be said

It was an

extraordimary thing for him to do, for
usually he was very level-headed and
calm. DBut bullying he could never stand-—

and bullying a girl, in his cyes, was a crime
of the worst type.

He knocked Mr, Simon Clegg down with
real enthusiasm, and he did not experience
any fceling of regret afterwards. He only
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wanted Mr. Clegg to get up. so that he could
knock him down a second time,

But even before the startled night club
proprietor could scramble to his feet Olive
had intervened. Pulling herself together
with an effort, she came forward, and she
held I'enton back., Her pretty face was full
of anxicty; her eves were flooding with tears,

“Please—please!” she panted. **Oh.
don't make a scene! Don’t let anybody
know !"

My, Clegg scrambled to his feet, and his
face was distorted with anger.

“Get out of this, Olive!” he said harshly.
““As for you, boy, TI'll thrash you within an
inch of your life e

“If you touch this girl again, I'll forget
that you are her father!” broke in Fenton,

“Ive fm‘(gotten it once—and I'll forget it
again! calm yourself, Mr, Clegg! What
do you mean by this? Have you gone

mad "

Mr. Clegg passed a hand over his brow.
He suddenly became subdued, sobered, by
Fenton's action, and by Fenton’s worda.

“Boy, you did right!” he said in a mut-
tered voice. “I'm sorry, Olive. It was
just as well this youngster knocked me down,

I—T hardly knew what I was doing. For-
give me, girlie,”

“Oh, dad!” faltered the girl,

She gave Fenton a grateful glance—a

glance that filled him with a strange thrill,
He had never known anvthing like 1t before,
and he tried to shake himself—to throw off
this glamour., He was forgetting his grim
purpose—his duty, '
But he was glad that he had intervened.
He had brought Mr. Clegg to his senses, and
was glad to find that the man realised it.

There was a short silence. Olive sat down,
trying hard to hold back her sobs.  Mr,
Clegg stood there, breathing hard and try-
ing to get a firm hold on himself. At last
he looked up.

“How did you know?"” he asked, gazing at
Fenton,

“I heard-—through the curtains,” said the
ot. Frank’s captain,

“TIFool—foolI” muttered Mr. Clegg. “I
ought to have known better. Gad, boy, I'm
glad vou stopped me. When 1 get into a
temper, I don’t know what I'm doing!
Girlie, I'm sorrv—DI'm really sorry!"

“She's 1ll, sir,” said Fenton,

“Yes, I can sce it now!” muttered Mr.
Clegg. *“I thought she was only shamming.
1 believe I've been terribly eruel—although
I didn’t mean to be. What's your name,
ht‘-;'?” he added abruptly.

‘Fenton,” said the prefect, “‘1 have heen
sceking an opportunity of having a few
private words with you.”

“Well, yon can say them now,” said Mr.
Clegg. *“Olive, you sit there for a bit, Take
it easily, girlie.  It’s all right—don’t worry,
I'll let you off for to-night.”

IFenton waited, half expecting the girl
would go. Somehow, he didn't want her
to go—although he knew that she ought to
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be in bed, and between blankets.  Her tem-
perature was obviously high. Bnt az she
still continued to sit there, Mr. Clegg

motioned Fenton aside,

“Leave her alone for a bit,” he muttered.
“She’ll scon be better.  Well, young man,
what is it you want to speak to tme about?
[ would like you to forget the inecident which
has just happened. And I would also like
vou to know that I am ashamed of myself,
and that I bear you no grudge for knock-
ing me down,”

Fenton felt warmed towards this remark-

able man.
“The fact

“That’s all right, sir,” he said.
COMING NEXT WEEK! v

i5, I came to your club because I have a
duty to perform. 1 am captain of St.
Frank’s.”

“Oh, indeed!” said Mr, Clegg sharply, his
business instinets aroused.

“I am sorry to tell you, Mr. Clegg, that
the presence of all these St. Frank’s boys
here must cease !’ continued Fenton. “I
have taken all their names, and it will be
my duty to report them to the headmaster
to-morrow. I want your permission to order
them all off these premises at once.”

Mr. Clegg looked alarmed, and he frowned.

“I don’t sce why you should interfere,”
he said curtly., “It is no business of yours

B ]

“There, Mr. Clegg, you are wrong,” in-
terrupted Fenton. “ As captain of the school,
it iz my duty to take these boys back, Fur-
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thermore, I shall be compelled to inform the
ﬁulim of this club. The honour of St.
‘rank’s comes before everything else with
me. I am giving you a fair warning. This
club of yours is a menace to the discipline of
S3t. Frank’s, and as lﬂng as it remains open
the menace will persist.”
Mr. Clegg stared at him blankly.

“Boy!" he burst out blankly. “Do you
know what you are saying?”

“I think I do,” said Fenton quietly,

“I doubt it!” snapped Mr, Clegg.
—a schoolboy—threatening me !
my business|

“You
Telling me
First of all you interfere in

.

“BOUND BY A
PROMISE!”

Rashly, Edgar Fenton, the ecaptain ol
St. Frank’s, has promised Olive Clegg that
he will not expose the night eclub at Moat
Hollow. He little realises how he is to
suffer because of that. For, unable to take
any action, he finds himself regarded as
one of the ** sports *’ ! He is sneered at by
the school ; he falls from the pedestal ol
popularity. Disaster looms ahead for
Flunt?n; disaster overtakes him, engulfs
him !

Next week’s story is the best in the series
so far. Full of dramatie situations, superbly
written by Edwy Searles Brooks, it will
grip readers from the first chapter, This Is
a story not to be missed, echums |

“THE FOUR-LEGGED
EAGLE!"

There’s thrill after thrill in next Wednes-
day’s stirring instalment of this popular
detective serial featuring Ferrers Locke and
his boy assistant, Jack Drake !

wwann ORDER IN ADVANCE!

my personal family affair and you knock me
down, and then——"

“I would remind you, Mr. Clegg, that yon
have already approved of that aection!” said
Fenton quietly.

‘““ Approved be hanged!” shouted Mr.
Clegg., “I1 take back what I said! And
unless you get off these premises at once I'll
have you thrown off! I’m not going to have
you coming here ordering me——"

“Father—father!” panted Olive,

ont of the chair and running to Mr.
“People will hear you!”

He pulled himself together with an effort,

l.‘]‘_[ﬂ]'ﬂ, 01 iva !H hﬂ ﬂﬂid thiﬂkly; i Yﬂu
deal with this boy, then. Of all the
impertinent jackanapes "

getting
Clegg.

Olive turned, and she looked at Fenton
out of her burning, saddened eyes.

“"You don’t mean it, do you?” she asked
tremblingly.

“TI'm afraid I do!” said Fenton, hardly
able to meet her gaze.

“Oh, but you can’t—you can’t!” she said,
tugging at his arm. “You’re not going to
expose my father. You’re not going to makae
a scene here. Please, for my sake, go away
quietly. Please don’t do anything to-night!"

“ But—but—-" -

“The boys are doing no harm|” continued
Olive breathlessly. “If you turn them all
out, as you say, there can be only one result.
Your headmaster will get to know——"

“I shall make my report to him,” said
Fenton, nodding.

“And then it won’t make any difference

whether you tell the police or not!” eried
Olive. ‘““Your headmaster wiil do so. Oh,
please don’t do this thing! T beg of you

not to!"

And Edgar Fenton, as he looked into those
eyes of hers, felt himself weakening. He
pulled himself together, but it was no good.
It was as though a spell had been cast over
him. He knew, all the time, that he was
cowardly; but this girl’s appealing voice,
her distress, robbed him of all his strength.

CHAPTER 8.
The Promise!

NDOUBTEDLY, Olive Clegg had cast
l I a sudden spell of enchantment over
Fenton.

It was so unexpected that it was
startling.  Fenton himself would have
laughed aloud at such a thing had somebody
told him of it. At any ordinary time perhaps
he could have looked into Olive’s eyes with
equanimity; but now it was different.

She was ill; she was pleading with him;
she was so pitiful in her weakness. His heart
went straight out towards her; his determina-
tion oozed out of his very pores. And
curiously enough, he was aware of it. He
knew, even while he stood there, that he
was weak. But he could do nothing; in
her presence he was helpless.

His mind was bewildered, disordered.
During one second he thought of all those
St. Frank's fellows, enjoying themselves in
the club; in the next second he wonderingly

‘told himself that Qlive was the sweetest

thing he had ever seen, apd that he was the
luckiest fellow alive to have been able to
go to her assistance. And then in still
another second he recalled himself to his
sense of duty.

“Miss Clegg,”
got to go on with it.
but I must!”

“But why—why?” she asked.

“I came to this place for one purpose,”
said Fenton, trying to quiet the tumult
within him.  “It is my duty to take all
these boys back and to report them to the

he said unsteadily, “I've
I'm dreadfully sorry,
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headmaster. 1 must do it,
Please don’t try to stop me!”

“But 1 shall—1 shall!” she breathed. *If
you tell your headmaster it will mean—the
police. And then—and then what will be-
come of me?”

“Talk sense, Olive!” put in Mr. Clegg.
“You will conie to no harm.”

“Oh, you don’t understand!” ganted Olive
desperately. “If the police know, if this
house i3 ordered to be shut up the papers
will be full of the story!”

“And what if they are?” demanded her
father. “Do you think I care about the
newspapers?”’

“No, of course you don’t,” said the girl
bitterly., “And vou don’t care about me,
either. People won’t look at me after the
exposure !”

“Won’t look at you!"” said Fenton aghast.
“I mean, they'll think dreadful things,”
said Olive. "My father avrested for running
a night eclub and for inducing schoolboys

to attend it. You know how thgse things
get exaggerated. And I've got friends—
friends I love. DMy old school chums.

They'll all turn against me, or their parvents,
at least, will prevent me from secing them.
Oh, it all seems so trivial to you, but it’s

really everything to me! DBesides, decent
people will look at me with suspicion.
They'll think—they'll think——  Oh, can’t

you understand?” she burst out. “I shall
be the one to suffer. My father doesn’t
care.. But it’s difllerent with a girl. Please
—please promise me that you won't take any
action!”

Fenton was finally robbed of his last atom
of strenzth. She was looking straight into
his eyes. Never before had he seen such
wonderful eyes as hers.  And how could he
refuse her? How could he brutally say
that he didn’t care a snap for her feelings
or her fears?

“Yery well!” he said impulsively.
I’ll think about it.”

“You mean that you won't order these
boys back, and that you won’t make any re-
port to your headmaster 7" she asked breath-
lessly.

“Yes!” muttered Fenton, still looking at
her with a kind of wonder.

“You promise, don’t you?”" she asked,
pressing tightly on his arm,

That pressure was enough. TFenton found
himself unable te refuse such an appeal,
coming as it did from so charming a girl.

“Yes, I promisel” he said, nodding. “Of
course I promise, Miss Clegg. 1 wouldn’t
do anything to hurt you. I'll—-T1'll go away.
And please don’t worry.”

She felt for his hand and gripped it
tightly. And Fenton felt his heart thumping
within him.

“Thank you—oh, thank vou so much!" she
said, her lips quivering. *““It’s good of you.”

Fenton stood there, even after she had
vanished through the little doorway at the
back of the small stage. Ile was picturing

[11 11_‘_

Miss Clegg. |

T, NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCUHOOL STERIES

her slim fieure as she had disappeared,
walking unsteadily. And she had looked
so pitiful, so frail. Just as that particular
moment Fenton felt very proud. This girl
had asked him a favour and he had granted
it. It seemed to him (hat he had done a
fine thing,

And then Mr. Simon Clezz caught him
by the shoulder.

“Come, boy!” he said. “Pull yourself

together. Let’s forget this unhappy little
incident. And, really, you ncedn’t worry
about these schoolboys. 'I'hey’ll come to

ny harm here.”

Fenton shook himself. Now that Olive
had gone he was gradually regaining his
mental equilibrium.

“If you don't mind,” he mutlered, “I’ll
go outside.”

He turned and pushed his way through
the curtains. The pext momert he was
mingling with the crowds. A brief period
of confusion and then he found the stairs.
IHe went up, and vot until he got out into
the open, into the drizzle, did he pause,

He saw nothing of the untidy wilderness
of the Moat Hollow garden; he only saw
tho picture of that wistful, sad-eyed girl.
He felt very pleased because he had
caused her stepfather to give way. She
wasn't going to appear to-night. Owing to
his—Fenton’s—intervention, My, Clegg had
excused her.

Fenton felt that he had achieved something.

DGAR TFENTON
E that night.

When he eventually reached his

bed-rogin  in  the Ancient House,

he undressed and prepared himself for be

mechanically., Ile hardly realized his actiona,

Instead of getting into bed, he put on lus
dressing-gown and sat in an easy-chair,

He was now experiencing a sensation of
hammer-like blows. With a dull shock he
remembered that he had gone to Moat
Hollow to order all those young fools back
—and here he was in the school again, and
hiz mission was still unaccomplished.

He went over everything that
happened, and the more he thought,
preater became his concern.

Olive was now a mythical sort of figure in
his mind. He could see her still, and when
he thought of her his mood softened. Fle
assured himself that he had done right. He
conld not have been such a brute as to
ignore her pleadings. She was such a sweet,
tender, helpless little thing——

Fenton shook himself.

He did not realise it, perhaps. but his
chief emotion with regard to Olive Clezg
was—pity. He had met her for the first
time in such pitiful eircumstances: from first
to last during their brief association she had
been either sobbing or pleadng with him to
hold his hand.

Now that he was back at 8t. Frank's; now
that he was no longer under the spell cast

obtained no sleep

had

tile
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by Olive’s presence, things seemed different. |

He could think over the situation in a more
normal frame of mind,

Fenton did not sit in the chair long, He
was soon out, pacing up and down the con-
fines of his small bed-room. Once or twice
he heard crcaks from the corridor. He knew
what they meant, The roysterers were
coming back and seeking their beds.

He thought of the morrow, and his heart
necarly stood still. He did not know how he
could face the morrow. He had gone to
Moat, Hollow to do his duty, and during his
first quarter of an hour there all the other
St. Prank’s fellows had taken it for granted
thit he was sampling some of the delights of
the might club.

He had intended p.'wmp; them a shock-—a
big surprise.

But he had done nothing! And their
assumption would obviously be taken as the
correct solution. They knew nothing of his
interview with Mr. Clegg; they had heard
nothing of that brief altercation.

The more Fenton thought about
gituation, the greater became his angush,

He had failed! Miserably, inexcusably, he
had failed! He had neglected his duty, :nd
all because of that girl!

What could he do now?

He had the list of names, it was true, but
that sheet of paper might as well have been
blank, for he ecould do nothing with the
list. e had promised Olive Clegg that he
would take no action. He had given her bis
word that he would not go to the headmasrer
or make any report.

“ Fool—fool!” he muttered bitterly.
was 1 thinking about? I promised her!
now my hands are tied.”

e reviled himself for his weakness; and
yet, at Moat Hollow, he had admired himself
for hig strength. He was the head prefect

the

“What
And

of the school—the captain—and he had
allowed himself to be influenced. The
thought appalled him. Ile had succumbed

to the pleadings of a highly hysterical girl.
Well, he had given his promise, and with
Fenton a promise was a bond.

And then, unexpectedly, the wvision of
Olive Clegg would come before him agan.
On the instant, his mood would soften, He
would cease to revile himself.

“What c¢lse could I have done?” he
muttered tensely. “She asked me, and I
couldn’t be such a confounded brute as to
igmore her! And what she said was per-
fectly true, too! Everybhody likes to talk
scandal, and—and—— Oh, what’s the nse?”

He became aware of the fact that the Jdoor
had opened. He sat up abruptly in bed and
looked round.

“Wha’s that ?” he asked sharply, startled
by the hoarse tont of his own voice.

“Congrats, my dear nephew!”
chuckling murmur. “Tt's only
Uncle Robert!” -

Fenton became rigid.

ocame a
me--little
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“Go to your dormitory!” he said harshly.

“Feeling a bit peevish after yowr round of
gaiety 7”7 murmured Uncle Robert. ~ All
right, old man! I won’t stay here, unlcss
you like. But I thought I'd just pop in to
congratulate you. I was awfully pleased o
see you in the good old club.”

Fenton sprang out of the bed.

“Either you’ll get out of this room or I’'ll
throw you out!” he said furiously. “ You
young rat! You're the cause of all :this
trouble! If it hadn’t been for you——"

He broke off, gulping, He was amazed to
find himself putting the blame on the
shoulders of his young uncle.

“Clear off, kid!” he said gruflly.

Uncle Robert went, surprised and puzzled
by Fenton’s attitude. And Fenton sank
down on the bed again, holding his head n
his hands. How weak he was becoming! It
was his own faulti—nobody else’s! 1is
strength had desérted him, and he had failed
in hiz duty! _

These were the thoughts that seared like
hot irons into his brain,

CHAPTER 9.
The Finger of Scorn!

‘ UMBUG!"

H FFenton pursed his lips as he
heard that word whispered 1 a
chuckling tone. He was walking

through the Ancient House lobby, on his way
outside. But he did not turn his head—he
did not pgive any indication that he had
heard. :

It was morning at last—and breakfa-t was
over. Fenton got into the Triangle, and he
knew that that word—"humbug ”--had been
uttered by Gulliver, of the Remove,

And, furthermore, the word had been
directed at him—the school captain!

He took no action because he realised that
Gulliver had every reason for thinking ihat
he was a humbug. Had he not visited Lhat
night club as an ordinary patron? Ilad he
not gone away, his duty unfulfilled, leaving
all the rotters to draw their own conclusions?

Fenton was the centre of attention this
morning. Everybody looked at him curiously
—wonderingly. For even those who knew
nothing about last night’s affair could see a
startling difference in the =chool captain,

He was pale, haggard, and he looked
positively ill. His face secemed drawn and
lined; 1n his eyes there was a dullness, a
listlessnese, And all this was so unusual in
Fenton, the brisk, good-natured, cheery
skinper.

The rotters, of course, openly laughed at
him. Evervwhere he went he could sce fel-
lows with sneering smiles on their faces.
They were all pleased—they were all hngginﬁ
themselves with delight. Fenton had visite
that night club, and thus he had acknow-
ledged himself to be a bird of the same
phimage as themselves.

i
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He wandered into West Square. his hands
{hrust deeply into his trousers-pockets.

“ Personally, I admire the man,” he heard
a voiee saving, “le’s as much a blood as
any of us! Good luck to him.”

“Rot!” said another voice. “Ile’s alwavs
pretended to be a suint, and now we find
that he's only made of nlaster! I had a hit
of respect for him until now, but he's beneath
contempt.”

enton walked on, and the wvoices became
silent.  Ile knew that a group of juniors
were starving at his back, He did not take
ithe trouble to look at them to find out who
they were, but, of couwrse, they had been
talking about him.

murimur of langhter {ollowed

vanished—mocking, derisive laughter.

And he was bound in a promise and could
do nothing. He could not go to the lead-
master and make his report. Even now he
was out here because he was afraid of facing
his fellow-prefects. Rumours were already
flving about—they were more than rumours,
indeed. Sinelair had sent the story scurry-
inry throughout the Sixth, and every other
Form was talking on the same subject,

Fenton found himsell suddenly confronted
by Morrow, the head prefect of the West
House. '

“Oh, hallo, Fenton!" said Morrow, siar-
ing at him curiously., “Just the fellow I've
been looking for!”

“CGrood-morning,
steadily.

“YWhat's all this rot T hear about you being
at that night elub?” went on Morrow. “It’s
a lie, of course?”

Fenton bit his lip.

“Why trouble, old man?” he asked evas-
wvely. “Is it worth while taking any notice
of these stories?”

“But you weren’t really there, were you?”
ejaculated Morrow, In amazement.

“So yvou don’t trust me?" asked I'enton
bitterly.

He walked on without saying anything
else, for the simple reason that there was
nothing else to say. He knew that Morrow
was staring after him. - ‘

“Well, T'm hanged!” muttered Morrow
blankly. “It can’t be true! There must be
something behind this. Qld Fenton! Oh,
vof 1"

Fenton got to his study, and he sagged
wearily into an easy chair. But in another
moment he was on his feet again, pacing
restlessly up and down. Loss of sleep and
worry had wrought a big change in him,

as he

Morrow !” said Fenton

Hitherto he had always held such a good
name in the school. Seniors and juniors
alike had respected him., Wherever he went

the fellows had looked up to him. But
this mornine—what a difference! Sly smiles,
countemptuous chuockles, insulting remarks,

openly uttered.  And he was powerlsss to
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take the slightest action, knowinz, as he
did, that he was deserving of all this scorn.

Naturally, Feuton exaggerated the situa-
tion,

It was not nearly so bad as he imagined.
The vast majority of the fellows took no
notice of the story—which they characterised
as ridiculous. As for the rotters, they didn’t
count much. Ilowever, unless Fenton became
more resolute, unless he took some sort of
action against the ones who openly sneered,
the others would begin to wonder, and then
they would lose their faith,

Suddenly out of all the murk and gloom a
flash of hope came into Edgar Fenton’s
brain. He stood stock still, his eyes dpen-
ing  wider, his cheeks slowly becoming
flushed. A possible solution to the problem
had come to him,

“Why not?” he said fiercely. “It’s the
only way—now ! Last night I failed in my
duty, but perhaps I can make amends. And
thei: I shall be able to hold my head up
again.

“He hardly thought of Olive Clegg now;
the glamour of her personality had faded.
His own position was so acute iudeed that
he could think of little else.

But he had made his promise to the girl,
and although he had let himself in for all
this trouble, he was determined that that
promise should be kept. At all costs, no
matter what happened to himself, he would
keep faith with the girl.

“Sooner or later that night elub is bound
iz be exposed!"” Fenton told hLiimself. " It's
inevitable. She'll feel the disgrace of it just
as much as if I had taken action, and she
meustn’t be exposed to such a danger!”

He paced up and down, his thoughts be-
coming clearer.

“There’s only one thing to do!" he re-
peated to himself. " It's impossible for me to
report the fellows to the Head now, but if
that night elub is closed down this epidemic
of breaking bounds will cease. Therefore,
my only course is to concentrate on the night
{:1|1E. Onee it's closed everything will be all
right.”

%‘IE couldn’'t tell the police—he couldn’t
give any information. There was always
the barrier of his promise to Olive Cleze,

But there was one other possibility. He
would hustle Mr. Simon Clege himself. He

would conceatrate upon the man, and make
him close the place down or shift it to some
other locality. In that way all scandal
would be avoided, all the trouble would be
at an end. And Fenton would be able to
hold up his head again. If he did this
thing by his own efforts he would redeem
himself.

I1e had made up his mind, and he would
not falter until the night elub was obliterated !

(Fenton’s fight for his honour, and his
efforts to elose down the night club that i3
menacing St Frank's, makes stirring reading
in wnext week’s orawd long school wyarn,
which s entitled : * Bound by a Prowise!")
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GOSSIP ABOUT ST. FRANK’S

Things Heard

EDWY SEARLES

HIS week’s reader’s photo shows you

I Harry Flanagan, of Shefficld. He
wrote to me some months ago and

asked that his photo should be pub-
lished in this particular issue, as he intends
to bind the Old Paper from the beginning
of the year, and would like to have his dial
in the first one. Well, it’s a small thing to
ask, and as he is the only one who has asked
this, there can’t be any objections about it.

HERE'S & point in a letter from

l Charles A, Webb, of Walthamstow,
which seems to be of interest. ¥le
mentions the Triangle of St, Frank’s,

and T would like to point out
that it is only the boys who
have named it thus. Actually
it is the guad, but as it is
shaped s=omcthing after the
fashion of a triangle, the boys
have always dubbed it one.
This really applied more to
the old days than to now.
Before St. Frank’s was rebuilt
—that is, before the new
Houses were added—this piece
of courtyard actually was a .
perfect triangle—a three-cor-
nered space. It has been
greatly changed, and nowadays

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

and Seen By
BROOKS

the chief of the Green Triangle, and all the
stories dealing with Nelson Lee’s fight against
that organisation were long stortes. After
Nelson Lee had smashed up the gang, Zin-
grave was guiet for a spell, and then he tried
to make a ““come back ’ as the chief of the
Circle of Terror., Nelson Lee smashed this
up, too. Since that time Zingrave has made
more than one attempt to start his old gamis
again, but he has never made much of a
success of it. In the stories proper, to use
Mr. Woods' own words (and in my opinion
the stories proper are those which appcared
in the early days) Professor Zingrave was
associated with the League of the Green
Triangle, That was his original organisa-
tion. The Circle of Terror was a mere
imitation, The rascally pro-
fessor has always longed to re-
vive his old love. Mr. Woods
says ‘“Oh, for a real old-time
yvarn!” If he means by this
the sort of yarn that 1s full
of thrills and detective worlk,
he'll soon get hig wish, T think,
But I urge him not to be
impatient. It may be some
weeks before Zingrave makes
his bid, but I’m positively con-
vinced that the old rascal is
very busy preparing something
particularly startling. And I
am sure he won’t call his new

there are really four sides, and organisation . the Circle of
not three only. Yet it still Terror.
goes by its old name and is Harrv Flanagan " " »
always called the Triangle. y g
" ELL, well! Still they come in!
Here's Jack W. Boucher, . of

* *

EDRIC L. WOODS, of Brandon,

‘ Suffolk, is rather annoyed with mo
for making a reference in a previous

Gossip to the League of the Green
Triangle. He says he is as keen as mustard
on Professor Cyrus Zingrave coming into the
stories again, but he says that Zingrave 1s
associated with the Cirele of Terror, and not
with the League of the Green Triangle.
Here are his words: “On all the occasions
that Zingrave and his cronies have appearca
in the stories proper since the St, Frank’s
tales commenced they have been styled the
Circle of Terror. 1 don’t count the short
stories that have been tucked in at the end of
the St. Frank's story.” But Mr. Woods is
wrong—as TI'll proceced to prove. Those
Circle of Terror, I don't count the short
They appoared long before the first BSt.
Frank’'s story ever came out. When Zingrave
first commenceed his eriminal activities he was

Camberwell, one of our staunchest

readers, putting on the same
record! He says that he has had letters from
two readers who are both over fifty years of
age, and he adds: "I am glad to tell you
that they still enjoy your yarns, but they
both think your older yarns more thrilling,
when Nelson Lee and Nipper were
detectives,”

* * %

tells me that he is a new reader, and
he wants to know what the Trackett
Grim stories are, and why don’t I write
some more? If he wasn’t such a new reader
he would know that ITandforth is the guilty
party. It was he who created Trackett Grim,
he who wrote some of the weird and wonder-
ful detective yvarns for the St. Prank’s Junior

JOHN WALSH, of Hamilton, Ontario,
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Magazine. I've sometimes wondered why )
none of Trackett Grim’s latest exploits has
been reprinted in the Old Paper, and I have
just discovered the reason., Handfiorth, it
seems, has been doing more talking than
writing. lle's o busy with football and with
punching chaps on the nese, and DMy,
Crowell hos been “afteor him " so relentlessly
over arrcars of work, that he hasn't been able
to write any Trackett Grim stories. Ilence
thwir non-appearance.

Jur Hamilton reader also wants me to
write a short article especially for new
readers, all about St. 'rank’s, Al first sight
this scems to be a good idea, for, as John
Wialsh points out, there are lots of other new
1eaders like him who want to read about the
old school's history, ete. But I'm afraid it's
impracticable. The Old Paper pgets new
readers every week, and it would be neces-
sary to print that Dblessed article as a

permanency.
P answer the advertisers for corre-
spondence. Of course! Why not?
These advertisers don't state that they only
want to correspond with Ieague members, do
they ? If a reader gives his or her name and
address and asks for letters it is up to any-
body in the whole wide world to answer.

#* L *

AT BYRNE, of Maitland, Cape Town,
wonders if a non-League rcader can

* * ¥

"t RITICER ” (I suppose he means
‘ “Criticiser ') of Clapham, thinks
that Irene Manners and Doris
Berkeley and the ether Moor View
girls act too much like boys.
think that 1t’s my fault. But how ean T help
it? As a matter of fact, many modern girls
do act very much like boys. And I'm not
stire that T disapprove. Yhy shouldn't
choolgirls be free and casy and sporting and
full of healthy fun? T am well awdare that
Irene & Co. use quite a lot of slang, and
that many of their wayvs are distinetly boyish,
but I've mever come aecross a more jolly,
Leuwithy collection of girls,

* # . *

ERE'S an inquiry from George T.
H Putterill, of  Adeluide, South
Australia, and I'm answering it be-
cause I am sure that hicaps of other
readers will be interested.  YWhen was Lord
Dorrimore first introduced into the stories?
Well, the genial Dorrie was first brought in
in No. 105, Old Series. Tt was a story ‘called
“The Ivory Secekers,” and dealt with Nelson
Lee's and Nipper's ad\‘cntnros in Africa,
That was before they came to St. Frank's,
The second story in wl uch Lord Dorrimore
.t]'l{w:u{'f] was No. 119—“The City of
Burnished Dronze.” Since then his lordship
has appearved from time to time, and, if I
know anything about him gt all, he’ll con-
tinue to appear from time to time,

Ile seemis to )
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adventures? It would be quite easv to

do so. T have always felt that the

generval run of readers like to read of
Edward Oswald’s doings, so 1 have featured
him a good deal. II I thought that the yarns
would be better without him, however, I
conli still include his part in ;m:,' adventure,
but dismiss it in a few lines. For example:
“When Handforih went to the village after
tea he was unfortunate enough to encounter

SHALL I cease to record any of Handy's

l.mn}_u" Bill and his pals; and, judging by
Hardy's appearance when he I'Etltl'nf'{l, he
had had a pretty rough time.” That bit

could be a whole r}mptpr if I told it in full.
The question is, shall I tell it in full, or shall
I dismiss it as above? Not merely this inei-
dent, but all such incidents in which Hand-

forth appears.
I head. ITe writes: **I have an idea that
old readers will agree with me when 1
say that Handtorth has been done to deaih,
that he has gone stale. I will go 20 far as
fo say that Handy is not half as popular as
you imagene him to be. And yet, week after
week, he is to the fore, and always in the
limelight. Really, Mr. Brooks, I think you
must have E.O.H, on the bramn. It pains me
to write in this etrain, but T konow that you
always welcome frank eriticism. 1 wonld
like you to publish [Im yart of the letter in
vour (iossip, then perhaps we shall get to
know for eure the general feeling on this
matter. If by any chance 1 have made a
biunder, that IHandv is as popular as evei,
well, then, 1 will stand the racket. DBut old
Handy apart, let me say right here that the
Old Paper is THE GOODS. I've read it
good many years. and I know.” Those italics
up there are mine. and I emphasise that par-
ticular passage because it is the erux of the
matter. Is owr Manchester reader right? 1Is
Handy much less popular than 1 imagine him
to he? If so, 'l keep the brake on him.
He's got to be in the storics—he won’t be
kept out—but, of course, it’s up to me to
deseribe his adventuves in full or in brief. If
in brief, you'll hardly notice hiun at all.

* L

AM saying this because W. Naylor, of
Manchester, has put a doubl into my

E3 * L3

CrE WO Tomboys,” of Fulham, want to
know how Dick Hamilton obtained
the nick-name of “Nipper.” Well,

Nipper's parentage was uncertain
when Nelson Lee first became his guardian, -
He was, mdeed, a mere sireet urchin, known
among hs pals as “Nipper.” he having uo
Utlw “known name. Actually, however, N1
per’s parentage is quite good; and, aitlmnrrh
his parents are dead, to the best of my belief,
and he has no brotheis or sisters, i1t has been
eetablished that he 1s entitled to the honour-
able name of Richard Hamilton, If “Two
Tomboys ” want any more details, I shali
have to aslk Nelson l.ce ahout this mn[tm-
the next time I see him. 1 can't very well
aslk Nipper bercause the subject 13 a flrhmt..

one. EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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ANOTHER CORKING FULL-O-THRILLS INSTALMENT THIS WEEK, CHUMS !

THE FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE!

(Opening chapters retold on page 39.)

In Desperate Straitsl

BOTTLE sailed past lLocke’s head,

A glass struck his chest and fell to the

. floor at his feet, smashing into frag-

ments. Locke saw the rufhans coming

at him. He grabbed a chair and swung it
round his heai using it like a flail.

Major Patens and the Grand Secigner of

Perilla had vanished. Locke could see

nothing but dirty, unshaven faces leering at

him, great hands clawing at him. Ile had
his back to the bar, and

he fought frantically.
Fireman Pete clam-
bered up on to the bar,

A

Fighting : Ten

yelling at hie shady Fighting Fury:
customers.

“Boys, pack it up, Ten Seconds :
will yon? It’s all a

mistake }’’

But in that uproar his voice was not heard.
At any rate, the infuriated thieves continued
attacking Ferrers Locke, and the famous
detective found himself fighting desperately.
He hit out at the faces that loomed up
before him. Again and again men went
down bencath the savage blows of his fists,
The chair he had first wielded had long since
been shattered and cast aside.

But as one man went down, two men came | here alter any of you—-

forward. There was no lack of reinforce-
ments for the thieves. As it happened, their
number was a disadvantage. TLocke had
room 1n which to swing his arms, but the
ruffians, pressing forward to strikg at him,
were crowding themselves. Those in front
felt the weight of Locke’s fists, and could not
dodge back to escape his blows because those
behind were pressing forward. Missiles of all
sorts sailed over their heads, but more often
than not those missiles either went over the
bar or fell short, to
crash on the cranium
of one of Locke’s
opponents,

Yet the unequal com-
bat could not laat.
Fireman Pete was in a
frenzy. If the police
heard the fracas and
came in force to investigate, it would mean
trouble for him. In one way and another he
had broken the law a good many times hims
self, and he didn’t covet dealings with magis-
trates.

He stood on the top of the bar, waving his
fat arms like windmills.

“Tisten, boys! You’re ruining me, that’s
what vou're doing! It’s a mistake! He isn’$

"

K.O.

Ten Crooks:
K.0d!

Seconds :
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A Dbottle
in particular.

came sailing from nowhere

It caught Fireman Pete full
iin the chest. He lost his balance, staggered
back, and fell off the bar with a crash
amongst a lot of glasses that splintered to
fragments beneath his bulk,

Then one ruffian got a fierce blow to
*Locke’s face. The detective was forced to
his knees, and it seemed all up with him,
for the ruffians refused to show mercy. Then
suddenly from outside came the shrill sound
of a police whistle!

Ferrers Locke was almost at thpi end qf
his tether. He felt his brain reeling; his
vision was blurred. Heavy fists crashed

arainst his face and his body. The odds were
too great for him. Yet he fought on, grimly,
automatically. Ugly, unshaven faces loomed
up before him out of the mists, and he hi®
out at them fercely.

Outside was a din and confusion equalling
the pandemonium inside Fireman Pete’s den.
Police-whistles shrilled, men shouted. They
were battering on the door and yelling for
it to be opened in the name of the law.
They thundered on the wooden shutters that
protected the grimy windows, and Fireman

cte was in a frenzy. Ie stood behind the

wrecked bar, wringing his fat hands in
dizmay, N
“You'll ruin me!”’ he moaned. “This is

what I, gets for helping other blokes! But
never again! I've ruined meself, and some-
body’ll have to smart for i1t!”

No one paid any heed to Pete. The ruflians
assailed Ferrers Locke until it dawned upon
them that the police were outside in force.
The whistles and the shouting affected them
not a bit, but when ®he woodwork of the
door began to splinter bencath the blows of
the axes wielded by burly constables, the
hooligans suddenly realised that they had
better make themselves scarce.

One by one they slipped away from the
fight, strode swiftly beliind the wreeked bar
and through Fireman Pete’s back parlour.
Pete had constructed” several secret means of
exit for the benefit of his shady customers,
and those secret runs came in useful now,

The door was almost open, The gleaming
blade of an axe showed through the wooll,
a plank split and was thrust aside. A blue-
clad arm came through the aperture and
turned the key i the lock and slipped bacl
the bolts, But by that time the last hooligan
had vanished.

Ferrvers Locke was leaning weakly against
the wall. Ile was bruised and bleeding; he
was utterly exhausted. Fireman Pete camo
waddling round from bechind the bar, prac-
tically in tears. The door swung open and
the police surged in, with truncheons drawn.
Not that Pete cared a rap ahout them now.
The damage was done, both te his nefarious
saloon and his reputation with the police. He
stood before Locke and brandished his f{at

fist,
“Ruined me!” he cried shrilly, **That’s
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what vou've done! And I'll get you for this,
you dirty ’tec, if it takes me a lifetime! I'll
do for vou before I'm through with youl
1’11"'"-""-"'"!

But the police seized him from ¥ehind, and
a plain-clothes man grinned at him,

“Cut it short, Pete,” he said. “It looks
as if we’ve got vou fixed properly this time.””

“Wasn't my fault!”” whined Pete. *'I
haven’t hurt a fiy!”’

“Oh, no, you’ve only half-murdered this
chap!”’

“I didn't!”? screamed
“Never touched him!™

“We heard you threatening: him!”

Locke was leaning weakly against the wall,
The police helped him to a chair that had
somehow managed to escape getting smashed
completely. They sat him down and brought
him water. Slowly he began to recover, The
police, unaware of his identity, grouped
around him to prevent any attempt at escape
he might make, Pete was firmly held by two
burly constables, while other policemen ran-
sacked the premises for any criminals who
might be in hiding, but they found no one.

The inspector in charge of the raiding
party stood before Locke.

“Well, my man,” he eaid ecurtly, ‘ what’s
all this about? Let’s have your name, and
all that. You make it easy for us, and it’ll
be all the easier for vou.”

Pete, in terror.

Locke gazed at the man, then grinned, Ile
was feeling heaps better now.
“I'm all right now, thanks!” he said.

“But vou came only just in time, Johnson.™

The inspector’s jaw sagged with amazement,
and hig eyes bulged. This man—battered and
bruised, and dressed like the usunal riversido
loafer—was calling him by name!

But as Ferrers Locke looked up at hum,
that brutal, sullen expression which he had
adopted with the disguise faded out, and his
face became just tho face of Ferrers Locke,
the detective.

“Come, Johnson,”” laughed Locke, “I'm
lqlgﬁeri up to mix with the local gentry, that’s
all.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed the
recognition dawning in his eyes.
vou. You're Locke—Ferrers Locke!”

“That’s right,” admitted Locke.

““(rlad to see youn, Mister Locke!" said the
inspector, not quite sure what to say next.

“*And I was glad to see you and vour men,”
retorted Locke, “I.was nearly done for!”

“It looks bad for Pete,”” said the inspector,
“I take it he spotted you in spite of your
disguise and set his toughs on you, DPeto

inspector,
“I've got

| doesn’t hanker after people like you patronis-

ing his show.”

"I never touched him!"" whined Pete. ‘Tt
wasn’t me. I did my best to help and this
is what I gets for my trouble. I'm ruined-
smashed., And if T get at you. Mister Inter-
fering Loclke——""

““As a rule,” szaid Tocke, interrupting him,
“I try not to brag about anything ['ve done.
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If I hadn’t interfered, Pete, you’d be
l}'ii]ng’ behind your bar with a knife in your
ribs,’

That reminded Pete that he owed his life
to Locke, and he altered his tune a trifle, but
he still kept on whining,

“I'm ruined—ruined—

“I’'m still in the dark,”’ said the inspector.

“It wasn't Pete,”’ explained Locke. "I
was in here looking for a couple of men, and—
well, you know how Pete’s customers behave
when they think there’s a detective anywhere
about. They tried to get me. That’s all,
But Pete did not put them up to it. In fact,
he nearly lost his own life in the racket.”

The inspector turned to Pete.

‘““That elears you. You're lucky. But I'll
have to charge you for allowing a disturbance
of the peace on your premises, and all that.
Understand. You'll get a pretty heavy fine,
I reckon, because your reputation isn’t any
too e

“That’s all I get for helping other people,”
grumbled Pete.

“Don’t let that worry you,” said Locke.
“I'll pay your fine. I promised you that you
wouldn’t lose by helping me.”’

““You mean that, guv’nor?”’ asked Pete.

“1 dno."”

“*Gosh, then you’re a gent, and I takes
back all I said. I won’t forget how you
stopped that dago chap tickling my ribs with
his knife. If ever Pete can help you,
guv’ nor—-""

“Who are you after?”’ cut in the inspector.

“*Nothing to do with you, Johnson,” said
Locke, with a grin.

““But we' may be able to help you.”

“You can’t help me,” said Locke. **And
I am ordered not to bring you into the case.
It i1sn’t an ordinary case at all. Thanks very
much, but I am forced to play a lone hand.
If ever I need you I'll soon let you know.”

“But I’ve got to report on this racket,”
said the inspector.

“Charge Pete for allowing disorderly and
riotous behaviour on licensed premises, and
let it go at that. Free fights are not un-
known in this distriect. The principals con-
cerned got away before the scrap started, so
you, mspector, won’t get into trouble for not
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getting your men. And now if Pete will
lead me to a water-tap and lend me a basin
I’'d like to wash my dirty face and bathe my
bruises.””

“This way, guv’'nor,’”’ said Pete,

The affair was over. The police dispersed,
leaving Pete with the certain knowledge that
he had a bad half-hour to come to him when
he faced the magistrate, but that Locke would
pay his fine. And Ferrers Locke tended his
wounds, and when he felt fit enough he de-
parted from Fireman Pete’s den. His next
task was to rescue Jack Drake, who was a
prisoner in the hands of Prince Carlos.

But much valuable time had been lost.
Obviously, after Perilla and Major Patens
had aroused such a riot in Firemen Pete’s
place it was not likely that Prince Carlos and
his fellow-conspirators would stay over long
in that locality. But there was only one
course open to Locke; that was to go to the

-dingy house which had been occupied by

the Abronians and find out how matters stood.
After that he must be guided by circum-
stances,

Accordingly Locke, still disguised as a river-
side loafer, slouched his way to the mean
strecet where the house stood.

Loeke did not try to enter that house. In-
stead he went up the steps of the next house,
which was untenanted. Locke earried keys
guaranteed to open any ordinary door, and
it was easy enough for him fo gain access
to the house. He went upstairs, httle caring
if anyone had seen him enter the house or
not.

He gained the attic, where a skylight gave
access to the roof. Owing to the sloping ceil-
ing it was not difficult to open the skylight
and clamber out on to the slates. All these
houses were built exactly alike, and Locke
reckoned that if he could get out of one house
by way of the skylight he could enter the
other house in the same manner,

Carefully he crawled along the sooty slates
until he came to the skylight of the house
which had been occupied by Prinece Carlos
and his associates. He peered down through
the grimy glass, and knew that he was in
time, For below he saw Jack lying on the
attic floor, gecurely trussed up.

JACK DRAKE, are travelling on
foreigner,

the

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous London detective, and his boy assistant,
[inderground when they witness the
~ Following investigations, they discover that the deed was committed by the
Grand Seigner, or Count, of Perilla, working eon the instructions of

PRINCE CARLOS OF ABRONIA, Carlos’ ambition is to become king of Abronia, and already

murder of a

he has kidnapped the reigning monarch, King Ferdinand, and brought him over to England.
The murdered man was an emissary of Queen Zita of Abronia, who has followed to rescue
her husband; hence the man's removal. The queen asks Locke to help her restore King
Ferdinand to his country. Later, the queen herself is kidnapped by Carlos, and taken to a
house in the East, End of London. Disguising themselves as toughs, Locke and Jack go to

the house. The detéctive rescues the queéen, but Jack is captured, Later, Ferrers
Locke sees two of the Abronian conapiraters entering an inn run by Fireman Pete. It was
Pete who enabled the detective to rescue Queen Zita, and the Abronians are after

Pete’s blood, Locke follows them in, He saves Pete's life, but when the crooks who infest
the place realise that he is a detective, they immediately attack him. .

(Now read on.)
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At the same moment Jack saw Locke. He
couldn’t shout on aeccount of the gag in his

mouth, but he jerked his head as best he could
towards the door, then shook his head vigor-
ously to imply that no one was there,

Locke understood, and acted quickly., He
broke the glass of the skylight with his foot,
stretehed down with his arm and opened it.
Then he lowered himself over the edge and
dropped lightly down beside Jack. He
snatched the gag from Jack’s mouth and cut
the cords that bound his limbs.

““Pleased to meet you!"” grinned Jack, I
was getting a bit fed up with being trussed
up like a chicken, guv’nor!”

“Is there anybody here 7' asked Locke.

““No,"” said Jack. “I heard them all depart
a short while ago. And I couldn’t get the
hung of that because I had an idea they
were keeping me a prisoner here because
they knew you would come after me, and
then they'd collar you as “E“ "

“That was their idea,”” agreed Locke.
“But circumstances alter cases,”” And Locke
told Jack what had happened at Fireman
Pete's den. “‘Since that affair,” he finished,
““they’ve had to clear out, in a hurry—
and, of course, they've taken King Fee-
dinand with them. We've got to get on their
trail again immediately, but first of all we’ll
search this house from top to bottom.”
F hope that Prince Carlos had left any

clue. He and Jack moved from room
to room, searching high and low for anything
the traitors of Abmm.x may have left behind,
and which might give some hint of thi
direction in which thej. had fled. They found

not a clue.
“TI'm not said Locke,

£a
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On the Trail!

ERRERS LOCKE secarched the house
thoroughly, although he had not much

in
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surprised,’’ a
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matter-of-fact voice. ““But there’s still the
cellar., Do you think we’ll find anything down
there 7’

“Why
brightly.

Ferrers Locke nodded, ¥e ran down the
short flight of dark stairs that led to the
cellar, and, reaching it. opened the door. A
damp smell assailed his nostrils. He switched
on his electric torch and surveyed the place.
It avas low, damp and cold; the floor of the
cellar was reached by a crazy wooden ladder
arrangement,

Locke hardly expected to find clues there,
but the light of his torch showed him a piece
of paper stuck on a nail on the farther wall.
It seemed as if a message had been scrawled
upon it, Tocke stepped down on to the
wooden ladder—in order to clamber down into
the cellar—and a second later he realised his
mistake.

For suddenly that ladder collapsed; the
thing seemed to crumple to nothing beneath
his feet. I.ocke fell headlong, shouting a
warning to Jack.

“(vet back!”’

His electric torch flew from his hand, the
door swung to and slamnmed. He struck the
floor and rolled in the grime and dirt. When
he picked himself up he found that he waus
unliarmed; but he was angry with himself
for having been caught so easily. And yet,
who would have suspected such a trick?

The cellar was pitch dark now, but Locke
was not worried about that. It was a steady
hissing of escaping water that attracted his
attention. It was gushing from somewhere
and rapidly spreading over the flogy; he could
feel it soaking into his boots, The Hoor was
being submerged in some way. He tried to
regain his torch, but the floor.was an inch
deep in water already,

Jack was banging on the cellar door. 1t
had locked itself as it slammed shut.

“Guv'nor! You all right 2" called the boy.

““Still alive,”” replied l.ocke. “But smash
the door down, Jack, or I'll be swimming for
my life very soon.”

The echoes of Jack’s exertions boomed in
the damp darkness of the cellar. Apparently
he was hurling himself again and again at
the door, but it was far too stout to be bat-
tered down so easily, And the water was
rising—steadily rising! lLocke could feel it
swirling about his knees,

The jarring thuds against the door ceased,
Locke could hear nothing now except the
regular splashing of the water as it poured
into the cellar. Jack had gone, but not for
one moment did locke think that Jack had
deserted hum, He had merely gone to get
some sort of battering-ram with which to
smash the door down.

Locke fumbled in his pockets for mateches,
found a box, and struck a light., He waded
through 'the cold water, and came to the spot
where that peece of paper was pinned to the
wall. The message was addressed to locks
b und Jack,

not come and look ?"’ suggested Jack
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“Is it not simple,”” it ran, ‘"to fool clever

people? We are so sorry that your end
should be so unpleasant, but you cannot com-
piain, You were warned. We meet, perhaps,
in the next world.”

It was signed “Carlos,”
smiled grimly to himself. The prince’s trap
had very nearly succeeded—but not quite.
Jack had escaped, and so there was hope
for Locke. But the boy would have to hurry,
for by now the water had risen about the
detective’s knees.

Locke struck another matech and surveyed
the remains of the collapsed ladder. The
trick was so simple, as Prince Carlos had
sail. T'he main water-pipe entered the house
by way of the cellar, The plotters had mudc
a hole in the pipe and had plugged it with
a wooden plug, which was connected with
the ladder by means of a cord. The ladder
had been sawn through and merely lodged
in position. Locke’s weight had then causeq
the ladder to collapse; the cord had been
eperked, and the plug had come out of the
pipe,

Locke smiled to himself as he lit the third
match. He waded through the water to the
far corner of the cellar, reached up to a
tap in the water-pipe and turned the water
off from the main, It was strange that so
astute a man as Prince Carlos had overlookeil
that tap.

The splashing of the water from the hole
in the pipe grew less and less, then finally
ceased altogether. Locke waded to the door
and listened for Jack. The boy was just
returning.

“All right, guv’nor?” Jack called breath-
leesly.

““Quite,”’
wet |’

““Well, stand away from this door,
an axe.,’’

Locke stood away, and Jack attacked the
door with vigour, The gleaming blade of the
axe crashed through the panels, and in less
than five minutes Ferrers Locke was crawling
ruefully from the cellar.

‘““Jack,”” he said, *“‘it doesn’t do for any-
body to get sweiled head in this world, You
never know what you’ll Eall into next, and
1t was such a slmpla trap.”

“You weren’t to know it was there,”
Jack,
~ "I should have been more careful,”’ retorted
Locke. *“*And Carlos should have been more
thorough. He forgot the tap in there, and
1 was able to turn the water off. It looks as
if Carlos and company were in a hurry to
get to their next hiding-place.”

“Which we’ve got to find,” said Jack,
““Any idea where we’ve got to look for them.
guv'nor ¢’

“T’'m not going to look for them,”
Locke.

Jack was puzzled.

“ But—guv’nor——"

“I'm going to be led to them,’

Ferrers [ocke

said Tocke, “Only cold and

I’ve got

argued

Sdit!

' maid Locke.

“Whut’s the time, Jack? I smashed my
watch tumbling down that ladder.”’

“I'ige and twenty to ten,”” said Jack,

“Taxi to Baker Street!”” snapped Locke.
“We've got to hurry!”

Jack was still in the dark, but he knew
that he dared not argue when Locke snapped
out orders in that curt tone.

They left that dingy house in a hurry and
hastened away along the street to the main
road. Jack fetched a prowling taxi. The
driver objected at first, for they both looked
like tramps. But when Locke had said three
or four words to the taxi-driver there were no
more objections. They were whisked away
to Baker Street, and the transaction was
profitable for the taxi-driver,

At Locke’s flat they changed their clothes
and “snatched a little food as they changed.

A auarter of an latoy i'h.u-: aimpyirgel
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once more, looking respectable. It was
almost ten o’clock. Jack was still puzzled,
but he wasted neither time nor breath asking
questions  that he knew would net be
answered. le waited for time to show what
the next move was.

Locke hurried towards the hotel where the
Queen of Abronia had been staying. Jack
knew that Locke had escaped from that dingy
house with Queen Zita, but he did not know
that the queen was now on her way back
to Abronia with General Morina, and that
Locke had instructed the hotel detective not
to release the false queen, who had imper-
sonated Zita, until ten o’clock that might!

As they approached the main entrance to
the hotel, the clocks chimed ten. The burly
commissionaire was signalling for a taxi. l‘hu
vehicle rolled up to the kerb, and a lady,
heavily shrouded, passed across the pavement
from the hotel to the taxi.

“There she is!” said ILocke.

“*Queen Zita "’ gasped Jack.

“No!” snapped Locke. “Her double!”

The detective hailed a passing taxi,
and a few seconds later they were mside it
and were following the other vehicle.

“T'm beginning to understand, I think,
guv’nor,” said Jack. *““You say that woman
we're following is Mossman’s wife? Then she
may lead us to where Prinece Carlos "

‘“Exactly!"”" agreed Ferrers Locke. “‘T'm
hoping she’s on her way to see him now,”

They were taken to the West End, ther
past the Edgware Road, until the taxi which
they were following stopped outside a house.
Mossman’s wife alighted, but kept the taxi
waiting. Ferers Locke was grimly patient.
He and Jack alighted, but instructed their
taxi to wait just round the corner.

A few minutes later Isaaec Mossman and
his wife ecame out from the house, entered
the taxi and were driven back towards the
West Knd. - Immediately Locke and Jack
returned to their own vehicle and were on
the trail again.

“And this trail,”’ said Locke,
us in touch with Prince Carlos.
vinced of that!”

I"ll'il'l v
ELVFRLE

“will bring
I am con-



A Waiting Game!
HERE was nothing very thrilling in

I that shadowing business. Loclg’s taxi

followed the other along Oxford

_ Street, down Regent Street to Picea-
dilly Cireus, Close to the Pavilion Theatre
the taxi stopped. Only Mossman alighted,
aud he went nto the Regent Palace Hotel,
but soon appeared again, as if the person
he Sought-was not there.

He re-entered the taxi, and the chase con-
tinued up Shaftesbury Avenue to Totten-
ham Court Road, and down a side street to
a respectable-looking but foreign restaurant
in the Soho neighbourhood, Here the taxi
was dismissed, and Mossman and his wife
went inside as if quite sure of themselves.

Locke and Jack dismissed their taxi and
followed their quarry into the restaurant,
They sat down at the first available table,
which was fairly close to the door. At first
they could not find Mossman and his wife,
but eventually Locke saw them scated at a
table in an aleove, and opposite them were
Prince Carlos and the Duke of Silene,

If Locke had wanted to capture those two
conspirators he had his chance then, for they
could not have escaped him. But he did
not want to capture them. The fact that
only the prince and the duke were there
told him, plainly enough, that Patens and
Perilla, the two most unscrupulous and
daring of the conspirators. had been left
somewherdé to take care of King Ferdinand
of Abronia, When Prince Carlos and the
duke left that restaurant they would lead
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y Locke to where the king was a prisoner,

whiclk was what he wanted to discover.

Locke ordered a meal, and when it arrived
Jack attacked i1t with zest. The detective,
however, was less concerned about eating;
he was surreptitiously watching Prince Carlos
and those with him in the alcove.

The conspirators were discussing matters
cagerly and, at times, angrily, Prince Carlos
was obviously reviling Mossman and his
wife for their failure to deceive Locke.

Jack having Anished his meal, he now
found time to study the four foreigners. He
wondered what action Locke intended to
take. Glancing at his guv'nor, he saw that
the detective was still watching and listen-
ing intently., The minutes passed, and Jack
grew impatient. This waiting game did not
appeal to him; he was all for action.

At that moment he heard the angry voice
of Mossman's wife. She was speaking in
extra loud tones and, glancing quickly up-
wards, Jack saw that she was talking to
Prince Carlos, His retort obviously made
the woman even more angry, for she tossgd
her head indignantly, and then turned awa*
to survev the crowded restaurant.

Suddenly she became rigid; the colour
faded out of her cheeks—and Jack, with a
thrill of expectancy, knew that she had
seen Ferrers Locke !

(Ferrers Locke and Jack have been scen
by the Abronian plotters. What will happen
now? Make sure you read next Wednesday's
instalment of this finc serial, chums—it’s full
of excitement and thrills!)
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tPeeps Past the Pyramids !I

t (Continued from page 13.)
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over and inasmuchas,” be continued crossly,
“thou art preventing the ¥orm from enter-
ing, and art messing up the whole show—

blow thee!”

HEN Dr. Potiphar heard the voice of
I (Gho Bang, the son ol Busst, calling
through the trapdoor.

“0O master!” called Gho Bang, who
was centurion of the Form. “I1 have truly
a wave of the brain.”

“Ghood fel-o!” said Dr. Potiphar. “‘Trans-
mit thy idea to me, and I will pronounce
thercon as to its merit.”

“Knowest thou, O master, that there is a
circus in the neighbourhood. I have therve-
fore sent, even now, to borrow two elephants,
with ropes——"

“Splendid!” broke in the Doctor. * IHasten
them along!” And, turning to Phatt-Ee, he
said: “ Cheer up, O son of Ton. Thou wilt
now soon be freed from thy stuckness.”

Even as he spake there came the tramp
and trumpeting of the two eclephants, and
loud cheers and cries penetrated the elass-
room. And Gho Bang, son of Busst, ordered
the ropes to be fastened around the middle

of the wedged Phatt-Ee; also to his legs
tied they ropes. Then called Gho Bang to
Phatt-Ee, saying:

“Look thee out, Phatt-Ee!
to pull!™

And TPhatt-Ee answered tremulously:

“Go easy, Gho Bang.”

And Gho Bang =aid cheerfully:

“We will go easy—somewhat.”

Then did the elephants puil on the ropes
with all their strength; but even then Phatt-
Ee¢ moved not.

The elephants then said one to the other:

“Would that we bad staved in the ecircus
resting, for this 1s truly a tuff job!”

And they strained again until a mighty
“plop!" was heard as Phatt-Ee suddenly came
out of the hole wherein he was stuck, and
the air rushed into the class-room. So great
was the rush of air that Dr. Potiphar's wig
was verily blown to the uttermost corner of
the class-room, and he chased it with one
hand clapped to his head, which was bare
of hair,

And the boys of the Fourth Form of St.
Cheop’s came into the School, entering
througn the trapdoor one after another, tak-
ing care, however, to tie Phatt-Ee to the
steps, lest he should again venture in and
bottle them zall up.

Thercafter Dr. Potiphar, the master, caused
the entrance to be widened, so that the
occurrences of this day might not be repeated.

We are about
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New Year's Resolutions!
ARKEWELIL 1929 —enter 1930
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stronzg as ever: fthe St. Frank’s
beague Hourishmeg  as it has  never
fourished before.  As far as the Old Paper
v concerned, 1 think I am quite justified in
cathing 1929 a decided success from all points
of view. L&t us now set out to make 1930
an even greater success,

And now that the new year 1= upon us, |
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Auother !
yeal has come and gone, and the good
old NeLzox Liee Lipravy is still going
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NKS, LEAGUE

Hepe's his address of pou wanl (o
write to him ;. The Chief Officer, ** The
Nelsom Lee Library,” Fleetivay Houar,
Farringdon Street, London. Iv.C.4.

All Letters Welcome !

~HERE'S one point 1 should like  f
make elear here. Each week 1 receive

many letters from lLearue-ites m ‘al

parts of the world. Naturally. T reply
to tho=e which need answers. lu the case
of the remainder, however, 1 am not always
able even to acknowledze them. much as |
should like to do so Because of this 1 do
uot want the senders to feel that their letters
are unappreciated. This, most emphatically,
is not 0. 1 am alwavs pleased to hear from

|
expect most of vou have been making ump- 1'::11 League-ites at any time. _
teen resolutions to do this, and not to doi Regarding those of vou who send in re-
that, and so ou. ¥ quosts for the **Corre-
, T . L 5 g s - 3l
you have--well, show THIS WEEK’S WINNING LETTER ..‘[]ﬁﬂ{lt it W -:I‘I’[(‘fl
vour  strength by | feature. 1 should alsc
keeping ’em, chums! Dear Cuier Orricer,—Whken [ inccried an adver- like to pomnt onr that
b know jolly well that tisement din the Newson Lee Lisrary appluing for these cannot be pub-
[ have made asome, correspondents [ little realised that [ should receive lished for at lesst five
: gl such an influx of letters. [ always seem to be buying g * o 8
and I'll tell you one stamps nowadays, but ncvertheless [ thoroughly enjou weeks afrer receipt, .
of them-—one that U'm corresponding with my fellow-readers. : and even then they
going to carry o, [ am contemplating setting up a filing sustem ¢ [ will appear strietly i
tno.  As the Editor confinue fo receive letters as [ have been doing for the oot atisn
{ the N.LIL. and P ek o
o A e T Thanking wou most cordially for the facilities ) _
{.lnet Oftheer of the offered through the columns of the Old Paper, and Try, :rr!l" Aﬂaln{
st Frank’s League 1 wishing you. the best ﬂf good luck ; and mau (he ENITE (_?ﬂl{'rhﬂ
ﬁ ave t-{\&ﬂll‘-ﬂd thﬂt I_ NL .I, conlinie l'?'ﬂﬂuruh E E}E ':-:. }- [I ne }' y
will do all T possibly ours efc., Australia,

(Signed) Leonarp T. Gare, S5.F.L. No. 8,971,

can  to please and (For this interesting letter Leonard T. Gale, of —Ernie g
help "_{‘i”iﬁl'i and Plymouth, has been awarded a useful penknife.) League  number s
Leagne-ites,  and 10 1074. s o0 he 1i:

make their favourite paper a greater suceess
than ever. [ can't promise more than that,
can 1Y And just here 1 may menbon that
I amm working overtime on a very special

|

programme of stories which will be yours to

enjoy very shortly. These “star " yarns-are
on entively new and novel lines, and 1 feel
sure they will meet with your unanimous
approval. And now I hope that yvou, chums,
will resolve to introduee the Old Paper to all
those non-readers you know, and continue to
buy it regularly wvourself in the
Start the New Year
newsagent fo deliver
regularly each week.

vour copy of N.L.L.

future, | New
well by asking your |

obviously one of the "old brigade "—writes
to tell me that for some time past he has
been cndeavourine to form a elub, but has
encountered one or two difbeulties, and sc
met with little success. However, my chum
1= not downhearted, and he 1s,going to hWave
another shot at formine this elub. He would,
therefore, be pleased to hear from anybody
living in New South Wales, and especially
in Sydney and suburbs. His address is:
5a, Hargrave Street, Puddiugton, Sydney,
South Wales, Australia.

Hope vou're successful this time, Krnie.

THE CHIEF OFFICER.



44 THE NELSON LEE
- ImmliliilIHnllllmm[lmnululmunlnIultllullii!mmu

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

.T!IIEIIIIIiEEHIH|IlIIIHIH‘IliHiHlllltllIHIiHIlﬂllllli!llll!iililllll

¥
1

-
—
——
o
—
—
—
e —
— —
— —
- —
ar— —
— ———
— _

I ltimiveys of

N asine

inada, TS A, New Zeplamd, Anstradia. her-
euedin =larmds, soml Hong ona, 5

Cyrll T Warnor, Jhansi, High Eoad, Hayzs,
Mo r X, Walits  eorrespudvdeats i . Austieadia,
theedtin, Mtiea, Canpddn, ote. @ il ~bihjcets, inelading
PRSI P

Har Dewmerodd, 1110 Milmeow Rowad, Rochdals,
Liebes, Wauls, to beat? rods Joadeds nderistad in
gature dn PPinsk, Podaad, Iedin, Buaoaln, =outh
Nl B, G, - ; - .

Wollare  Lasvler, 1Y, I heasnnt Shieet. Lowoss |
miOUr, Wirrees, W HI*K bae hivay II"'J.'l Pemmide s wlio are
e < ol 08 anatone magidiin. o - -

Staniey  Foskinam,  Selsad - Honses, o ston
Pt rick, tooar Minthorne, YWostmorbond, wants to .
cod s fitid *n.rh Joadde s iba pesSod B usde panlsn

EH)N T

Stamps oy

BULLIEIH e
Im‘ SIPTENDID LESSONS i
.]U.]'ITSU *nnl Tiandsamme Plece IMate of Tap
Canmph nse e The Wonderful  Japamese Bl
Ih fytire Withodt Weapols, Lok ente of Fotirsei
lr‘1 -:- Aall civenhinlaees: @AY Lo JLB, Youl 210
b Monsgtor Lhasivated Portia ter 1,0, 379,
Spml Now to “YAWARA " (Dept. A.P.),

- Hanworth,  Feltham,
*I‘1 thom Taomedan School Dadls

&

Queenswa g
Hlﬂ(‘l': Pracvitwmi -

i —

Hﬁmmmcmssn B/

32-5 inches In ONE MDHTH
Withont sppl.oees dengs or divtinnge,
THL ?AMGUS 'GLI\TE SYSTEM I‘IE‘-’ER FAILS.
( um'lm,'fi Ul s 5 S L0 pe sl Broe 1o e,
prties st P, A, CLIVE, Hiu‘ruck
UUHE.EGL'W'YH BAY Morth 'Wales

-m‘.::!:-t .

ll-il

[
1

"MAGIC TRICKS,

I
&
i
!

I

1
]

— s

LIBR.IRY OF SCHOOIL STORIES ' @

desives back nunmbers of the N.L.L. njp to No, 87,
new s ries.
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a . ' e L. in photography and stamp-collecting, e alo

ST alters, 2 dal e ; ine TER : 1
- i Hml W j‘I_.tf"‘ ui‘-. - ) ".””i"‘t”*,'\l I‘Hil-_ 3:";’-‘*"“?1: wizlies to tind  correspondents  in .I-.r.1mnntm_1.
Notts, his back wimbers of the N.LoL., old and ©yandan  and Cabarita, Australia, o
e serics, tar :ale: also wizsles to correspond , : : A Lt
Vith Feadors, v o d Miss Katherine Mary Staples, 5%, Hawe Tlill

\rihnr . B4, Litt!] s T ‘rri i Road. View, Normanton, Yorks, wiants @il & corre
Lj-le' Itlt'lslr towe, SN l I'IJ;” _— li' Y spondents who are interested in drawing, nnmnl-

’EI.C. 3,“ “"l.'l. I;”I‘]t” Coe e with 4l Yoaulel I r elassieal 'ﬂl“"-lf'. and pori s, Shy wislios h._ ]n”"a o
l ehorp b bal . el lf - -P_f.- . . F HIIH‘-»]MH!I.-EI".L {_‘1'['['] “'ihl;" d‘hl\ﬁ. 'ﬁl|'\h 11 "‘“H[H r

Hevrs  Cutheart, 'I-i'.?l, {;u!i:m;::'il_p, Parkheasd | (Australin} ta write. : ot o,
Crazs, Glgsgovf, E.1, winrhics ter {'i.'l'r'll_!'ld..'.‘-!‘l{'llll! - with i TFred Varley, 2, Harridge Cotlages, Tlealey. Roch-
w]q' , i Uanada, Ieehaud, U.S00.  Channel dale, Lanes, offers N.L.L., old sevies, 400502, and
F<landds, wod 1BdiRL. . : new scrics, 1-150,  Also wishes to cortespond with

X. B Weal, Station Avenne,  MeRinnon, | terders, e=peelally overseas, ages 20-010 1
Veriria, Australia, wants to lear Ttonn Stamp Miss Ethel Turver. 27, Whymark Avenue, ’ﬁmu[
g fills, mER WM. o ' Gireen, London, N.22, wants H-l] CoTres anlunh

Mi-2 €725 Snell, 905 (hase Boad, Grove Road, | 1 any Foreign ""”““'.‘*W also British {“'“1”*-- "
South wnndfurd, ssix, has baek nambers of the |7, P Shaw, 21, Whymark Avenne, Wood green,
1., 50 s g _ LDndﬂn N.22, wants correspondent s i Ihv Britizh

Ve Hla Prior, 2, Ridley Read, -Harlesden, | Eampire, ‘e, gy
L;..l\"ITﬂ'UHj N.W.10, wishes to contespord with gl !_’ Roland €. Beacham, 67, Fdgewoed _,_\wum-.
frouhor ‘ P S ‘ < Torento &, Canada, wants N.L.L. hefure No.o 14,

Liepe! Wilinn Blatehfiad, 110, Warner Road, | VW SETIES, | i
Welthn<tow, London, E.T?, wants to hear frem 0 Leon Rethfield, 120, Christophcr Avenue, Brook-
reader in bis distriet, * : . o Plyn, New York, U.S.A., wants corre<pondents any

i-‘, VeKen, 8 Phoenix  8treet, Charing Cross  Whete; interestod in s tnmp-colloeting. "
I: London, W.C.2, wint= te hear trom an old | Ro hert Forlies, The CGardens, Pitfirrane, Dun-
5 r!-.--_- Wi will rwh.mf.n- copivs of the NoLL. | fermiing, Fireshire, N.RB,, wuntzs to hear from
Piar wirgiv<s apparatus. - SR . stanip colleetors in Casada, British Guiana, Senth

A, Woearn, 201, oSt. Panl's Rewd,. Istington, | AWerica, and stiaits S lemont s, y B

©Lonmon, N.1, wanls Lo correspomd with readers o A, Pileher, 2%, Edward Road, Walthamstow,

London, E.7, waunuls corres pmnlvt..- interested in

«t.am;n and wireloss, e

Hyde, 12, North *-Euet Bnﬂ‘eld Xorks, vqnh
h al Trogn readers OVerseds: alse ollers haek
the NJL.L, . .

L K. Steeks, 244, Uppor Woodbkinds Band, Toller
Lane, Bradford, wint~ N.L.L.. new seric<: hetweon

l'f.:

Mog boand 1033 also old seriés prior to ass,
A, W. Topper, Oakdere, 0%, Compsfall Read,
i Hamnﬂy, [I'!t“‘._. offers .\..L.L.. MW it'l'it'-'_. f:l"nm

N 17,

Joseph Maekonzie (ex-Camarom Higddander), 40,
Street, Liverpool, wishes to enrpespoild
With 1onaier s utt the IH]41.1| Copa ol seardand cond
in Ladcrrksiire, a¥so with Robool ~'ster. Wolver
;1-'-1“11]'!'!!'.,

e e——— — e —
- —_ -

s . Parerle. 206 BYE6 Yenirila
Invigihie Imuytste Bipda  Priee Bd.
.-~T w H&RRISDH 239. Pentnila
London. W.1.

puist s lestrument
cach. 4 wor Iy
itle Raond

Increased miy own  hAeleht to

BE TALLER Bft. 3lins STAMP brings FREL
Snecialht =ic1rhnrnug .

PR —, = =l [

to u ntario, Can u.dn,

FREE PASSAGES foer approved bov  farm

warthera ace 15 tn 1O ".n.ﬂv'-OHTH.RI
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