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Before he could move—before he could put a hand .up to defend himseif—
Ratley’s clenched fist drove itself with terrible force against the old peer’s chin.
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The extraordinary adventures that have befallen the schoolboy caravanners during
the last few days of their holidays have prolonged their stay on the Bushwick estates
much longer than they had originally intended. They are now on very good terms of
friendship with the Earl of Bushwick, whom they have helped to rid of a rasecally
estate manager in the person of Simon Ratley. However, we have not quite heard
the last of this gentleman, whose vindictive nature: is already plotting vengeance
against his former employer. Meanwhile, Nipper receives mysterious telegrams
from Nelson Lee to the effect that the juniors are not to return to the school. The
juniors are naturally delighted at the prospect of a longer holiday. At the same time,
they cannot! understand the reason of it. What has been happening at St. Frank’s
to account for these unusual messages for the boys to remain away ? That is a question
which I must leave Nipper to answer in the narrative below.—THE EDITOR.
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“ Dear old lad, 1 agree,” said Archie
Glenthorne. * 1 meuan to sayv, 1t's rather a
frigchtful proposition when a nlupple has to
“dde throngh considerable chunks (rf wet-
ness, harnessing horses, and so forth.’

1 smilml.

““ My dear chap, it's never any good
grumbling at the weather,” I said lightly.
**We can’t alter it, so “hat s the good of
talking? At the same time, I'll admit that
it's a bit unpleasant for us. DBut they have
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CHAPTER 1.
LOKRD BUSHWICK'S INVITATION.
grunted Edward

UST  ou luck,”
| Oswald Handforth disgustedly.
He looked up into the sky with

an indignant expression. And his
rugeed features became wet with the rain
which was steadily falling. The whole
atmosphere was filled with that pleasant
earthy smell which arises from the country-

side when rain falls after a long period of
fine weather.

But Handforth did not appreciate the

scent,
A3 scon as ever we decide to break
camp, and move on—this happens!” he

exclaimed sourly. “1'm blessed if it isn't

ﬁlltiugh to make a fellow feel absolutelv fed
pl”

worse troubles at sea.”

“ With that remark I agree,” put in
Clarence I'ellowe. * The rain comes gently
tripping down, and o’er the land there rests
a frown. 7The skies are grey angd overcast,
but surely such weather will not last?”

Handforth grunted.

‘““ He even makes poetry about rain!'’ he
said, with a sniff. ** My hat! Can't you
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talk without rhyming, you dummy? Can't
vou speak in plain English? Can't you use
proper language?”

*“] always do, my dear old chap—it
flows from me as from a tap,” replied
Clarence mildly. *“ I pride myself upon my |
c<peech, so please don’'t quibble, I beseech.”’o

We chuckled, and the long, lanky poet of

the Remove strode off round one of the
caravans, in search of some goods and
chattels that had been left lying about.

The fact was we were preparing to leave
our present quarters.

For several davs we had had been camping
in one of the most beautiful valleys in the
county of Hampshire. We were on the
Bushwick Castle Estate, and we should have
cvery reason to remember our stay in this
location.

There were sixteen of us altogether—all

Remove juniors from St. Frank’s except for
Willy Handforth, who belonged to the
Third. And we had been enjoying a really
wonderful caravan holiday—touring along
the highways and by-ways, stopping just
where we pleased, and lingering by the way-
side. :
We had seen some of the most heautiful
of the English country scenes, but now it
wis time for us to return to St. Frank’s.
Indeed, it was past time. The new term
was due to commence on the morrow, and
we should only just have time to reach the
old school. It would serve our purpose, of
course, if we arrived any time during the
day. But we wanted to reach the school
not later than mid-afternoon.

And by starting at once we¢ should be
able to cover a good many miles before
nightfall. Then, by rising early, and

getting well on the road again, we should
arrive at St. I'rank’s soon after noon.
That was the programme.

"And, of course, we had no sooner come
to this decision when clouds appeared in
the sky, and the rain commenced to [fall.
Tt certainly was very bad luck—but, as I
pointed out, it was guite useless to protest.

~ We had delayed our departure until the
very last moment. We couldn't very well
afford to remain here any longer. At a
pinch we might have been able to start
at daybreak the next morning, but this
would bhave meant our arrival at St.
Frank’s 'in the late evening.

““ Well, it'’s all in a day’s work,” said Pitt
cheerfully. ‘“* And it’'s not as though we
stayed here just for the fun of it. We've
done some good work. We can look upon
ourselves as public benefactors.”

‘* Rather,”” said Church. * Why, if we
hadn’t stepped in, that chap Ratley would
still be ruling over the simple country
people about here—he would still be King
of the Castle.”

““And now he's like Humpty-Dumpty,”
remarked Pitt, with a chuckle. * In other
- words, he's had a great fall.”

*“*The boot, what?!’ observ&d Archie.
““That is to say, the jolly old sack. I'm
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dashed glad that Ratley has been given his
marching orders. I mean to say, it's
nothing more nor less than a good old slab
of justice.”

*“*You bet it is; Archie,”” said Handforth.
‘““The only thing I'm sorry about is that
I didn't get a chance to slosh the bounder.

I've been waiting for days to have a
regular scrap with him, and now he’'s
gone!”’

The fellows were referring to Mr. Simon
Ratley—the man who had, until recently,
occupied the important position of steward
to the Bushwick estates. We had dis-
covered, <¢oon after our arrival in the
valley, that Simon Ratley was a bBully and
a blackguard and a tyrant.

For years he had been doing practically
as he liked, and all the people on the
estate had grown to fear himm—as though
he were some kind of feudal baron of the
Middle Ages. .

And Lord Bushwick himself had known
nothing of this. ;

The Earl, in fact, was such a peaceable
old fellow and knew so little about business,
that he had allowed Ratley to do exactly
as he chose. He had placed the entire
charge of the estate in Ratley's hands, and
had left it there. And Ratley, by clever
manipulation, had always led his _lordship
to understand that the estate was being
run in the most perfect manner.

The very opposite was the case.

And the crisis had arrived when several
members of the younger set had marched
up to Bushwick Castle, intent upon doing
damage. They had been led by a young
feliow with anarchistic views—a youthful
firehrand who had actually attempted to
blow up the castle. -

But we had frustrated this scheme. And
there was another point that interested us,
too. Simon Ratley had been unduly harsh
to George Grant and his family. Grant was
a clean-limbed young man who had
previously held the position of electrical
engineer at the castle.

He hpad lost this appointment because of
Ratley’s  activities-—and, to be quite
truthful, it was Grant himself who had
actually saved the castle from destruction.
All this had happened two nights earlier,

And we had felt compelled to wait in the
vicinity until we knew the result.

That result had been extremely gratifying.

For only this morning we had learned that
Simon Ratley had been summarily dismissed
by Lord Bushwick after a lengthy investiga-
tion, Driven by the recent events to hold
a full inquiry, the Earl had discovered
that Simon Ratley had not only been acting
the part of a bully, but that he had also
‘““ cooked ”’ his books. Ipn other words, he
had rendered false returns to his lordship,
and had been making large sums of money
for himselfi—criminally—in addition to his
income, | _

His lordship had not prozecuted. He had
simply kicked Ratley out, neck and .crop,



"THE NELSON

together with two or three men who had
peen employed on the estate expressly for
the steward's dishonest purposes.

These men had included an electrician
whio knew practically nothing about his
work—the man whom Ratley had placed

in Grant’s position. The whole truth had
come out at that inquiry, and Ratley and
his bunch were dispensed with for good.

And to our great delight, we had heard
that Grant had not only been reinstated,
but that Lord Bushwick had asked him
to fill the position of steward, too. And
Grant was quite capable of the task. He
was as  honest as the day, and well
deserving- of the appointment,

So, as everything was now all right in
the valley, we were going upon our way,
feeling that our presence there had been of
some use. The rain did not dampen our
spirits exceedingly, although it dampened
our clothing.

The camp was nearly ready for the final
departure. Everything had been packed,
and we were thinking about fetching the
horses, and harnessing them. The whole
camp was in a bustle of activity.

In - the meantime, Lord Bushwick was
standing at the window of his library,
gazing moodily out upon the wet lawns and
flower gardens—which were spread out in
a wide array before the historic castle,

““ Disgusting!”’ said Lord Bushwick firmly.
¢ Absolutely disgusting! And this after-
nocn I intended telling Gibbons how to
prepare those new flowerbeds. At the same
time, the rain will probably do some good.
We needed it badly. DBut why can't the
rain come in the night? Infernal nuisance,
coming in the afternoon!"”

Lord Bushwick glared up at the sky in
much the same manner as Handforth had
done. He was quite pleased with the rain,
but he could never see any earthly reason
why it shouldn’t come while he was asleep.
It scemed ridiculous that the skies should
weep during the glorious hours of daylight.

‘““I shall have to have a long talk with
{‘ti!rlmns about this!” murmured his lord-
ship.

He almost spoke as though Gibbons was
responsible for the rain coming in the
afternoon. Gibbons was the head gardener,
and whatever went wrong, he was blamed
for it. Lord Bushwick was quite obstinate
in that way.

He still stood there, staring out of the
window. He knew well enough that the
rain was needed. The flowers would simply
drink in the moisture with huge gusto, and
as for the rose bushes, they were positively
wilting for need of rain. Therefore,
although bhis lordship couldn't be in his
garden, he was secretly pleased.

When it rained the FKarl was like a dog
without its master—he didn’t know where
to go, or what to do.’ He hated being
indoors at the best of times. And here his
gardens were calling to him. But they
called in vain. Lord Bushwick didn't see
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any reason why he shonld get soaked
through.

Furthermore, he was quite alone. The

Countess had gone on a trip to London for
the day, and would not be back until the
last train—which would land her at the
Pcastle at the unearthy hour of ten o'clock.
By ten o'clock the whole valley would have
been asleep for hours,

And there was no house party at the
rastle just now-—although, within a week
or two, the place would be ringing with
the voices of throngs.

Lord Bushwick was alone in his great
mansion—except, of course, for the large
retinue of servants, DBut they were as

widely separated from him as the poles arc
apart.

And as he stood there, he thought about
Ratlev, he thought about Grant, and he
thought about the St. Frank's boys. His
heart warmed as he remembered how the
juniors had been the primary cause of bring-
ing about a reform which had been long

necessary.
“By gad!” he muttered. ** Sound
yvoungsters! As for that infernal rogue

Ratley, he was lucky not to find himself i4
a prison cell! I'm deucedly glad that Grant
is back again. I like the fellow, by gad!'!”

His lordship groped for his glazses, and
toddled over to his desk. He intende:l
looking through the long lists of accounts,
once more—just to remind himself how
foolish he had been to leave business
matters so completely in Ratley’s hands.

And just as he was sitting down, he had
an idea.

Ideas were not frequent occurrences with
Lord Bushwick—they were few and far
between. But when they did come they
had the distinction of being good ideas.

‘“ Why, bless my soul!” he murmured.
‘“ Splendid—splendid! Why on earth didn't
J] think of it before? And to-day
especially—as I can’'t go out. Why, good
gracious me, it's the very thing!"”

He rang the bell, and sat back in
chair, rubbing his hands togzether
chuekling.

And in a few moments Jevons glided into

his
and

the room. Jevons was the butler, and he
was a most dignified personage. He stood
stiffly at attention as Lord Dushwick

adjusted his glasses, and bent a beaming
glance upon him,

‘““ Ah, Jevons,” said Lord Bushwick. " ** So
here you are. Quite so—quite so! Now,
let me see—I wanted you for something,
didn't I?"”

“You rang, your . lordship."

“By gad, so I did,” said the Earl,
frowning. » *“ Ah, yes! I want you to; go
down the road, Jevons, You understand?

Down the road! After vou get out of the
drive, you turn-.to the left, and proceed
for about half-a-mile. You will come upon
an encampment consisting of four caravans,
to say nothing of a large supply of boys.
You will go at once, Jevons,”
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~Jevons started,

“ 1t is raining somewhat
Jordship,”” he hinted.

“ Raining?”’ said Lord Bushwick. * Good
gracious! So it is! But that makes no
difference, Jevons—surely a drop of rain
isn't going to hurt you, man? You will tell
these boys that I expressly wish them to
visit me in the castle. Invite them to
dinner—you understand? Dinner, Jevons.
Oh, by the way, you will also instruct. the
houqekeeper that I shall have about six-
teen guests for dinner this evenmg. She
will make her plans accordingly.”

Jevons was too well trained to betray
cemotion, but he was inwardly shocked.

“Am T to understand, your lordship, that
You are having these schoolboys to dinner?”
he asked respectfully.

““Why, good gad, what have I just been
telling you?” demanded the Earl.

‘ Begging your pardon, your lordship, but
I doubt if her ladyship would approve,”’
said Jevons. ** It isn't for me to make any
snggestions i

“You are quite right, Jevons—it

interrupted his lordship tartly.
soul! How dare you? And
message at once.’
- *““ Begging your pardon again, your lord-
ship, but might I venture to suggest that
the message be written, and delivered by
one of the boys? I must point out, your
lordship, that it is hardly in Kkeeping with
my position—-""

heavily, your

isn't!"”’
*“ Upon my
deliver that

** Ah, yes—to be sure,” said the Earl,
noddmg * **To be sure, Jevons! Perhaps
‘you are right. Wait! 1 won't be a
moment.’

He drew paper and pen towards him,
and scrawled the invitation down. It
sounded more like a command than any-

thing else, but the sense of the message
was quite clear. He placed it in an
envelope, and handed it to Jevons.

And Jevons stiffly retired from the room,
and came across a pageboy in the big ll.l.l]
** Look here, young Ted!” said Jevons
severely. “1 won't have }ou running down
them stairs in that way! Kicking up all
this dust——"
hair on, Mr.

‘““* Keep your
grinned young Ted. * What's
Nobody’s about—ye've got
castle to ourselves!
library I know,
notice of him!"

Jevons frowned.

“ Never let me hear you referring to his
lordship as the old bloke!" he rt-prurmmied
**1 don’t know what you boys are coming
to these days. You've got no sense of pro-
portion, and don't even know your place!”

He gave the lad the letter, and told htln
- to delner it at once

Jevons,”’
it matter?
the blooming

The old bloke's in the
but we don't take no

Thus it came ahnut that ten mmuteq
jater young Ted =ailed into the camp as
large as life, whistling cheerily. As a

matter of fact, young Ted was feeling quite
gay, in spite of the rain.

]
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He had had a large number of duties

to perform that afternoon, but this un-
expected jaunt to the St. Frank's camp
automatically excused him. He fully in-

tended popping down to the village after-
wards for purposes of his own. Once out,
he was out, in his own simple way of
reasoning.
** A message for you,
young Ted cheerfully.

He stood before one of the caravans,
grinning. He bhad visions of a tl[lwh.l\lnﬁ
heard rumours that these St. Frank's boys
were somewhat wealthy. And young Ted
was always out after tips. Tips were his
one vice, He never knew when to stop
asking.

Most of the juniors were sheltering from
the rain—which had come on rather more
heavily than before. And the caravans had
not been shifted from their position. The
horses were still peacefully grazing in a
near by meadow. .

‘“ A message for us?”’ said Handforth,
putting his head out of the window..

“Yes, young gent.”

It was rather unfortunate that Handforth
should have put his head ocut at that
moment, for an overflow of rainwater from
the rcof overhead allowed itself to. surge
down. It descended upon the back :of Hand-
forth’s neck with a swishing sound.

“Yaroooh!” howled H:uulforth ducking
wildly. “You—you rotter! What did you
do that for? I'll jolly well biff you on the
nose!”’

“My heye!”? said young Ted,
““That was a nice oune, that was!”

“ Well, it hasn’'t done any harm,” re.
marked Reggie Pitt. ¢ His neck needed
washing at the back.”

e Hd ha, hal” '

“Wito said that?” roared Handforth,
jumping down, and glaring at the other
caravans, ¢ Who said my neck needed wash-
ing? Come out here, you insulting rotter,
and 1'Il roll you in the mud!” ‘

“Thanks all the same, but TI'd rather
stay up here,” smiled Pitt. ¢ Better be
careful, Handy—you mustn’'t give a bad
impression to this youthful retainer from
the castle gates!”

Handforth glared at the youthful retainer.

“Who t(}hi vou to come here?” he de-

manded, pushing back his sleeves,

‘&nung Ted adroitly dodged. .

‘“ Here, steady om, young gent!™ he qnul
hastily. “You ain’t going to do anythink
to me, are you? Sorry I langhed when that
water hit you in the neck. But it did lcok
funny—straight it did!”

¢ ()h, did it?’? snapped Handforth. ¢“Well
vou'll leok funny -if you don’t-tell me-what
you're nere for. Just curiosity, I suppose?”

«1 hrought this here letter, young gent,”
said the retainer,

He handed over the envelope—which whs
now in a sadly begrimed condition. Not only
was it limp with rain, but younz Ted was
evidently not quite as clean as lLe ought to

young gents,” said

grinning.



$e. for numcrous finger-prints of the most
grimy kind were plastered upon the expen-
sive envelope. Handforth looked at the
letter with repulsion.

"« What's that?” he demanded.

¢« A letter from his lordship.”

Handforth took it, opened it, and read the
messave, He seemed quite unconscious Ol
the fact that he was still standing out In
the rain. He gazed up at the rest of us,
and grinned. ‘

¢ [ gay, this is pretty good,”” he remarked.
¢« We're invited to dinner-at the castle, Lord
Bushwick wants us all to go, and we've got
to be there by half-past six.” .

¢«Oh, good!”’ said Fatty Little, his eyes
gparkling. ‘““We'll have a ripping feed, you
can bet! I've longed to have an invitation
to the castle, but I never thought it wounld
happen. Cood egg!” .

Handforth turned away from young Ted
and went towards his caravan.

¢«1 come straight down with the message,
sir,”” said the page boy, hintingly. ¢ Run
all the way down, 1 did—in this dere rain,

too.”
¢« That’s all richt,” said Handforth.
¢ You're a bit late, but you needn’t

apologise!”’
Young Ted looked crestiallen,

“ Wet through 1 am, young gents,” he
remarked, with fading hope. o
But &« moment later ‘his spirits were

revived, for I handed him a shillinz for him-
self, and Archie was rash enough to toss
half-a-crown across., The fact of the matter
was, Archie was feeling so pleased that he
simply had to do something. The prospect
of having dinner in the lordly surroundings
of Bushwick Castle delighted Archie’s aris-
tocratic heart.

And vyoung Ted went on his way rejoicing,
and whistling ““ Coal Black Mammy ’* in such
an atrocious way that even the birds fled at
his approacn.

Having gained possession of the letter, I
read it through carefully—just to make sure
that Handforth had read it a-right. He
was quite capable of getting the wrong sense
of any message,

“Yes, we're invited all right,” 1 sald
slowly, “But 1 don't think - we ought to
accept.”

¢ What!" _

“It’ll mean staying here until to-morrow,”’
I pointed out. ¢ We shan't get away from
the castle until late this evening, and we
can't very well break camp in the dark. So,
boiled down, it simply means that we shan’t
arrive at St. Frank's until late to-morrow
evening. They'll be worried about us, I
expect.” ;

“Let 'em worry,” said Handforth., ¢ A
fat lot we care! It’s not often we get .in-
vited to dinner in a place like Bushwick
Castle. Besides, you don’t suppose we're
going to start off in this rain, do you?”

was reluctant to do so. And indeed,
after a little talk, we came to the con-
clusion that our only possible course was
%o accept. It wouldn’t look well to refuse.

And the fact that it was raining so heavily
made the prospect of immediate departure
distinetly unpleasant. |
" So it was decided—we should go.

We little imagined what that visit to Busfi-
wick Castle was to lead to! '

CHAPTER 11.
BIMON ‘RATLEY'S REVENGE.

: ORD BUSHWICK
11 bed his hands
i 1 gether gleefully.

' ‘““Glorious!” he
served, sniffing the air.
““ Wonderful! Dear me!
What a most delightful suc-

rih-
tOe

Ohye

prise.”
He was standing out upon the terracc,

attired in his oldest gardening clothing, and
he certainly looked more like a passing

tramp than the lord of all he surveyed.
The evening sun was shining upon hLim
from a clear blue sky, and over in the east

“a few clouds were drifting away in a shame-

faced kind of fashion, doing their best to
hide behind a clump of yew trees.

And the sun, looking very much penitent,
was peeping over the top of some chestnuts.,
The rain, to be quite straightforward, had
ceased, and the summer’'s evening was as
perfect as it could be.

The sudden change in the weather condi-
tions had taken Lord Bushwick by surprise.

He had believed that he was doomed tn
remain indoors for the rest of the day. A
spot of blue among the c¢louds, an hour
earlier, had given him a faint hope. And
then, as the minutes had elapsed. his spirits
had risen like the mercury in a thermometer
that is held in front of the fire.

And now, at six o'clock, there was every
prospect of the day. finishing in a burst of
alorious sunshine. The gardens were looking
magnificent. Everything was refreshed for
its long wanted drink. The flowers were
nodding in the evening breeze, shedding
drops of glistening rain,

The rose bushes had never looked so per-
fect before, and the lawn was green and
velvety. Birds were singing up in the trees,
and the whole of nature was rejoicing in
the peace of the evening,

““ And now,” said Lord Bushwick, *‘for
GGibbons.” _

He strode forward with a grim expression
on his fuce--until he realised that he was
still attired in his slippers. This meant a
return to the castle, and he grunted with
displeasure as he made his way indoors,

But five minutes later he emerged, fully
equipped for the work in hand, wearing a
pair of thick boots that would have looked
quite respectable on a bricklayer. Lord
Bushwick cared nothing for appearances, He .
thought only of utility. As he was wont
to say, what did it matter—everyhody knew

him in his own garden, and he was goiag to

be comfortable, by gad!
He commenced the search for Gibbons, but



failed to find that elusive gentleman. Gib- )
bons, as a matter of fact, had half suspected
that his lordship would come out on the

prowl, and was discreetly remaining in the
lmcl-.nrnund Gibbons was a perfectly
capable head gardener, but his employer

worried him.

~¢¢Bless my soul,” said the earl, coming to
a - halt against one of the flower-beds.
‘“Good Heavens! Slugs! Dozens of them!
This is appalling!®’ '

He stared down at the gronnd with a
fifty-horse-power gaze, as though etlwﬂting
tlie slugs to wither up. But they didn’t
Brought out by the rain, they lelsurety
wandered upon their various paths, totally
unconscious of the dreadful fate which was
almost upon them.

‘For Lord Bushwick was the enemy of all
slugs. Once he was fairly on the track, the
glugs had no chance whatever. During' the
next twenty minutes slaughter went on
relentlessly in the quiet garden. -

And Lord Bushwick was so engrossed in
his task that he {failed to obhserve the
approach of guests. There were many of
them—sixteen, to be exact. They came up
the drive in an impressive procession. .

‘Archie Glenthorne led the way. He had
ifisisted .upon this, but rather regretted his
firminess’ later, for he was being constantly
hustled. However, the whole party had
gil(‘]llved without mishap, so Archie was satis-
¢ Here we are,” said Handforth. ¢ Good
business! I'm prett)r hungry, 1 can tell you!
The rain’s affected my appetite, 1 expect.
iood thing it cleared . up—— What's the
matter with you, Arnold MecClure?”?

McClure, who had tugged at Handy’s
sleeve, turned red.

““ Ppon’t walk on that flower-bed, you ass!”
he whispered.

“ Flower-hed?”  repeated Handforth,
‘pausing. ** What flower-bed?”’

He looked down at his feet, and discovered
that for the past minute he had been walk-
ing through some of Lord Bushwick’s
choicest flowers. But Handforth was not at

all impressed. He sniffed.
“0Oh, that!” he said carelessly. 1
couldn’t help that, could I? I've never

known such a place—you can’t walk two
yards without coming across flowers, 1 call
it 2 waste of money. The place looks
awful!”

McClure hreathed hard.

“You've got a right to your opmmn of
course, but that’s no reason why you should
make a nuisance of yourself!” he said tartly.
“Jf Lord Bushwick happens to see you
he'll— Hi! Leggo! What do you think
you're doing??”’

‘“ A nnisance, am I?” hooted Handforth,
seizing McClure and hauling him along back-
wards by the collar.
stand that I don’t 1110w anybody to talk to
me like that!?”?

‘ Leggo, you lunatic!”

_ gasped McClure.
““This is my best suit!

““ You’d better under- |

For coodness sake
don’--— Yaroooh!” '
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MecClure suddenly tripped on a piece of
rockery, and the next moment he was: sitting
gracefully in the midst of a bed of Lord
Bushwick’s choicest fuchsias. Not that
McClure was thinking about the fuchsias,
The soil was very damp, and he greatly
objected to mud on his best clothes.

‘“ Bless my soul!”
Lord " Bushwick himself nuttered  that
remark. He had been crouching down on

the other side of the hedge, busily investi-
cating the lair of a couple of snails, And
Lord Bushwick had. been so engrossed in his
task that he had {failed to observe the
approach of his guests.

But it was quite impossible to be in ignor-
ance of their presence any longer. For
Arnold McClure was within a couple of feet
of him, and the noise was somewhat deafen-
ing. For McClure was télling- Handforth
exactly what he thought of him. And Hand-
forth was making grim preparations for
battle. _

Flinging his Jacket off, and casting 1t
away, he. reached out to grasp his chum,
But Lord Bushwick came toddling round
from the other side of the hedge, his face
wearing an expression of horror and indig-
nation.

“What is all this?” he demanded breath-
lessly. ‘““Good gracious me! What are you
boys doing here? How dare you sit in my

flower-beds? Why, upon my soul, those
fuchsias are utterly ruined!”
“0Oh, don't mind the fuchsias!” arowled

Handforth. ‘¢ MeClure told me that I was
a nuisance, and I'm just going to show
him ”

“That he was right?” asked Reggie Pitt.

“I won’t have it!” said his lordship.
“Do you hear me? Go away! And if you
dare to come near this garden again, I will
prosecute you for trespassing! [ won't be
bothered like this!?”

He gazed at his trampled flower-beds with
rising wrath.

“ This—this is appalling!” he went on.
““I've never known such destruction! Why,
bless my soul, you do more damage than the
slugs!??

Handforth glared.

¢ Are you calling me a shig?” he asked

warmly, ‘I don’t wanbt to be disrespectful,
Lord Bmhwnck but it doesp’t seem quite
the thing for a host to call one of his guests
a slug!”

“Ahsolutely not!” agreed Archie, nodding.
““I mean, when yon come to think of it, a
glug is a dashed poisonous kind of Tepttle
One of those frightfully slimy things, that
leaves a trail of cobweb behind it! Of
course, we all admit -that Handforth 1Is
somewhat trying——>

“Eh?? said Handforth,
Archie aggressively. i

“ Trying,” said Archle, with haste. ¢ 1
mean to say, Handforth is trying to. do
the bheet he can,’’ he added dlplom'ntu”illv
~““But what he’s t}'ylng to do, I'm daghed it
I know! But it all seems l’earfu]!y wWrong,
It isn’t the ahsolute thing to throw chappies

turning upon
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into heds of fuchsias!

isn’t doene!”’
¢ Fathead!™’

done it!”’
Lord Bushiwick

ever. _ _ _
¢t Will you listen to me?” Lie

[ mean to say, it

said Handiorth. ¢ ['ve just

Was maie mmpatient than

demaunded

grimly, ““Will you attend to what I am
saying. I won’t have all this commotion.
Wiho are you? What do you want here?

How dare you come interfering &

“ Well, 1 like that!” interrupted Hand-
forth, ¢ Interfering? I thought we were in-
vited to dinner!”

¢Invited to dinner!”
chip. “* Nonsense, sir! Ahsolute nonsenze!
Who put euch an absurd idea into your
head? And don’t tread on those geraniums!
Bless my life and soul! This is terrible!”’

Handforth got out of the geraniums with
a snort, and most of the otlier fellows were
looking at one another. Had there been
aome mistake? Was that letter from Lord
Busiwick a fake, or what? :

“1f we've intruded, Lord Bushwick, we'll
clear out,” 1 said quietly, ¢ But this after-
uoon we got a letter from you—at least, we
thought it was from you. You invited us
tn dinner this evening, and told us to be
here at six-thirty.”

The Earl adjusted his glasses and gazed
at me, -

¢ Letter?’? he repeated, his attention
wandering towards the fuchsing, ¢ 1 shall
liave to get Gibbons to see ahout this——
Dianer? What on earth Yes, ves! |
seem to remember something about dinner!
et me sce! I wonder if Gibbons will ke
able to repair all  this terrible damage?
Dinner?"

He looked at me, then he lcoked at the
flower-heds, and for a few moments Leewas
tather confugsed. He didn't know whether to
talk aboit the dinner, or the invitation, ov
the fuchsias. But, finally, he gave a start,

“Oh!” he ejaculated. **You are the boys
from St. Frank's?”

“That's it, sir.”

“Wny, yes—of course,” said Lord Bush-
wick cordially. “ Of course—of course! My
dear boyz, how are you? I—ahem—regret
that vou should have arrived in such an
unfortunate manner, but hoys, I suppose,
will be boys. Eh? Well, we!ll! 8o you have
come to dinner? Splendid. 1 must confess
that I had forgotten all about it., Dreadiully
caveless of me, but I am like that.” .

“It must he the weather,” szaid Hand-
forth in a whisper, “I've heard that all
lunatica are affected by the weather.”
‘Handfortl’s whisper was like anybody
eise’s shout. And Lord Bu:zhwick nodded,

“Exactly,” he agreed. *“It certainly was
the weather. The sun came out, and I felt
impelied to sally forth inte the garden. Rut

really canuot understand your reference
to lunatics. However, we will let that
pass.” o

“Lucky for you!”
nudging Handforth,

retorted his lord-

gurmured Cbureh,
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it was rather unfortunate that
Handforth should have put his head
out at that moment, for an overflow
of rain-water from the roof overhead |
allowed itseli to surge down. it
descended upon the back of Hand-
forth’s neck with a swishing sound.

Handforth was looking very red. and he
nudzed (‘hureh in return to such zood pur-
pose that the latter gave a whoop, and
nearly ruined another flower-bed. 'I'roubie
was only averted by the timely action o
Christine, Pitt, myself, and ote or two others

—who eurrounded Handforth, and hustled
him away,.
Lord DBusawick was very reluctant to

leave the garden, but the sounding of the
gcong—the signal for dinner—made fiim
realise that he had his duties to attend to.

““ Ali, well, let us hope that the weather

wili be fine to-morrow,”” he said, with 2
sich, “The sky appears to he <clearing
wonderfully, The encumbers will he bene-
fited, 1 have no doubt; and as for the

tomatoes and the grapes—--"
¢ Just a minute, Lord Rushwick!”
We all turned as the hail sounded in our

| Tear,



‘1n

t

d ¥
:

=

THE NELSO

And we looked at the newcomer with grim

interest. Striding across the wet lawn was
Simon Ratley, the late steward of Lord
Bushwick’s estate. The man was looking
determined. His face was set fixedly, and
hig lips were drawn together in a thin line.
He looked rather dangerous, in fact.
Ratley bhad - been dismissed in dire dis-
grace, and had been fortunate to get away
without finding himself in the hands of the
police. That he should dare to come back
in this bold way was altogether surprising.
The ear! regarded him angrily.

““What is the meaning of this?’”’ he de-
manded. “ How dare you come here, Ratley?
UI_FGH Jry zoull  You have the audacity
0

“Wait a moment, Lord Bushwick,” inter-
rupted Simaon Ratley. ““I’'ve come here to
have a peaceful talk. I’'ve been kicked out
—I know it. Well, I want to make a fresh
start, and I should like to have a few words
with yon in private.”

“ Impoesible,’”” snapped the earl. ¢ The
idea! I am amazed that you should
approach me at all! Go away, sir! I have
nothing to say!”

Ratley’s eyes fiazhed.

“Y shall only keep you a moment,”” he
gsaid tenseiy. ““Come, we will talk here—
on the edge of the lawn. But I don’t want
these infernal boys to overhear. The young
blackguards 3

““That will do!”” interrupted his lordship.

All the same, he accompanied Ratley to
the edge of the lawn. I stood some little
distance away on the terrace, with the other

fellows. Ratley had given us a venomous
look, but was now talking to the earl
again,

“] vote we grab him and chuck him out,”
suggested Handforth aggressively. “1 ex-
pect he's come here to make mischief of
some kind. Let’s go for the beast in a body
and scrag him.”

Nobody took any
wonderful suggestion.

*A;]{]d Simon Ratley talked to Lord Bush-
wick.

““I shall only detain yon a minute,” he
was saying. “I can't expect any generosity
from you, Lord Bushwick, after what has
happened. But I've been dizmissed from
your service, and it would be impossible for
me to obtain another position in this
countrys’

‘“ I cincerely hope so!*’ said the earl curtly.
“You don’t deserve a position, Ratley!

notice «of Handy's

Why, man alive, you're little better than a.

~eur! Why on earth you have come to me
it beyond my comprehension—-*?

“Wait!” interrupted Ratley. “I'm going
abroad—I'm going to start again.”

“England will not miss you, I am quite
sure!’” said the Earl tartly. ¢ The air of
this loecality will he particularly sweet—as
soon as you have departed.”

Ratley turned just a shade paler. He
teemed to be suffering from some .inward
emotion. His eyes were glittering in a

LEE LIBRARY

manner which suggested that he had been
rceently drinking. But he was by no means
drunk. He was just in that condition when
he was capable of any reckless action,

“] am keeping my patience with
difficulty !”” he said thickly., ““As I just told
you, Lord Bushwick, I'm going abroad. Yon
are¢ the only man I ean approach for funds.
I want you to give me two hundred
pounds.”

His lordship regarded the man in blank
amazement.

‘““ood gracious me!”? le ejaculated,.
““ You—yon sgeriocusly ask me for two hundred
pounds???

“] do—I1 demand it!”

“Upon my soul!”” said the earl. ¢ Yon
demand it, eh? Why,; you impudent scoun-
drel, I'll have you thrown off the premises
unless you Jeave at once! 1 have never
heard such arrogant insolence in all my
life! Good gracious! How dare you? Do
you hear me, sir? How dare you?”»

‘*“Oh, don’t goad me!’” snarled Ratley.
“] must have that money—I shall have 1t!
F."ill you give it to me quietly, or shall

2

‘¢ Are you even daring to’ threaten me?’”
demi‘mc;c:i the earl, his eyes flashing,.

‘4 A

““You may well stammer!” put in his lord-
ship. “Go! At cnce! 1 absolutely retuse
to have another word with with you, Ratley!
1 am astonished hevond measure that you
should come to me like this. That iz my
final word!”? -

Ratley bent nearer. )

“You won’t give me that money?” he =aid
fiercely,.

““No, by gad, T won't!” roared the earl
“You impertinent rascal— Why, what
on earth—— How—how dare you /

He broke off with a faint gasp, for Simon
Ratley had suddenly changed. That glow
in his eye had become a flame. His face
went red with euddenly released fury. And
the man literally hurled himself upon his
late employer,

Lord Bushwick was quite unprepared for
the attack.

He had no idea that it was coming. And
hefore he could move—before he could even
put up a hand to defend himself—Ratley’s
clenched fist drove itself with terrible force
against the old peer's chin.

. The Earl of Bushwick was lifted clean
off his feet, and he toppled over with a

groan. And he lay there, on the lawn, per.
fectly

still,

CHAPTER 111.
BEY ORDER OF THE POLICE'!

9 HE attack had been <o
sudden that it wags all

over in a dozen

geconds.
Simon Ratley himself was
@ - positively livid with rage.
2 No doubt he had believed

from the first that there had been practically
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no chance of obtaining what he had come
for. Perhaps he had merely wanted to
precipitate a quarrel. For, in his present
mood, he obviously didn't care what hap-
pened to himselfs :

The juniors, standing on the terrace, saw
the whole affair, But it was all over before
they could make the slightest move to save
bis lordship from Simon Ratley's attack.

¢«0Oh! He's—he’s knocked the old chap
down!”

¢« Biffed him clean in the jaw!”

¢¢The brute!”’

¢¢ Grab him!”

There was an immediate rush, The [fel-
lows were infuriated by Ratley’s assault.
without the slightest justification, he had
attacked Lord Bushwick with the utmost
brutality.

And now Ratley was standing over the
fallen peer, deliberately kicking at his pros-
trate form.

- ¢ You miserable dog!” he snarled hoarsely.
¢“By thunder! I'll show you that I'm mnot
the kind of man to be thwarted!”’

He added a large number of oaths, and
proceeded to kick with the utmost vicious-
ness. His heavy boot thudded against Lord
Bushwick’s side, then against one of his
lees, and then on his shin.

But before Ratley could continue this
dastardly conduct, he found himself literally
surrounded by enraged juniors. They seized
him in a body, hauled him back across tue
lawn, and flung him on the gruss.

¢“You—you young whelps——"’

“ Keep his foul mouth quiet!” I shouted
angrily.

Fatty Little obliged, apd did so with
extreme simplicity. Ratley was sprawling
on his back, held down by half a dozen fel-
lows, and Fatty immediately took a seat
upon Ratley’s face, smothering the man in
the most effectual maanner.

I said. *““Don’t let

““Hold him there!”
him get up.. We've got to call some of the
servants—and then get the police! Quick,
Tommy! Lend a hand, Reg! You, too, Bob!
I’'m afraid the earl’s in a very bad way!”"

Several of us hurried over to the Earl of
Bushwick, while the remainder kept Simon
Ratley down. The scoundrel struggled
violently, but all his efTorts were of no avail

against the determination of the boys.

Bending over Lord Bushwick, I saw that
he was unconscious.

That one driving blow from Ratley’s fist
had knocked his lordship clean out. Such
a blow 1is capable of doing considerable
damage to a young man. But to a man of
Lord Bushwick’s age, it was absolutely
grave.

The poor old fellow lay there, looking
singularly pititul, his face as pale as chalk,
his body twisted, and his legs folded under
him in a grotesque fashion. Just for a
moment 1 thought that he was dead. I1f
this had been the case T should not have
been greatly astonished—for a blow of that

kind has killed a man on many an occasion, { hands.

f
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“It's all right—he's breathing,” T said

quickly., - Oh, the cur! - Fancy striking an

old chap like this!”

“ And kicking him afterwards!” said Ditt
wrathfully. |

¢“ He'll get penal servitude for this!™ de-
clared Cecil de Valerie.

““ Never mind what Ratley gets—Ilet’s carry

the earl indoors,” 1 said, looking round.
“(ome on, you chaps. Grab his feet. We'll
take his head and shoulders, Willy!”
“Here ] am!”? said Handforth minor
promptly.
¢ Dash indoors and wake some of those

sleepy servants!” 1 ordered.
seems to be dead in this place!
the butler!
bed-room
Jevons, now!”?

The dignified butler had appeared on the
terrace, and was coming towards us at a
trot. For once in his life he had left his
dignity indoors. He came up, panting, his
face pale, his eyes anxious.

““ Whatever's happened?” he gasped.
“0Dh, my lor'! What's happened to the
master, young gentlemen?”.

¢ Everybody
Get Jevons,
Tell him to prepare the earl’s

Wait a minute! Here's

““That  foul-mouthed brute assaulted
him ! 1 replied. ¢ Call some of the others,
Jevons—— No, we can carry the poor old

chap in. You go indoors and get the
chamber-maid to prepare his lordship’s room,
And as soon as you've given those orders,
telephone for the police and a doctor.”

Jevons, creatly flustered, gazed down at
his master with horror and a kind of fear.
Then he pulled himszelf together, and hurrted
away. By this time other people were
appearing. 5

[ didn't exactly know how, but the news
had got round—probably one of the servants
had seen the attack from a window, and had
passed the news round. Gibbons appeared,
accompanied by a couple of under-gardeners,
a chauffeur, and three stable men.

By this time Pitt and Christine and 1 were
lifting Lord Bushwick from the ground.
Tommy Watson and Willy Handforth helped.
Then we proceeded to carry the unconscious
nobleman into the castle.

““Thank goodnesz the countess is away!”
remarked Pitt. ¢ This would have given her
an awful shock. By the time she gets back,
perhaps his lordship will have tecovered.
Ratley ought to be boiled in oil for this?
I never saw a more cowardly assault!”

¢ Absolutely not!’ said Archie, who waa
hovering near by. “I've always regarded
the blichter as a patch of rank vegetation,
hbut it's absolutely up to me to apologise--
to the rank vegetation! I mean, Ratley 1s
nothine more or less than a frightfully
frichtiul reptile.”

In the meantime, Gibbons and the other
men had taken action.

They had relieved Handforth and Co. of
their charge. And Simon Ratley was now
firmly held by the gardeners and the stable
The man was literally foaming at



the mouth with rage. He swore. and never
relaxed his struggles for an instant.

And he was forced across the lawn, down
one of the paths, towards the rear of thc
- wastle. And ten minutes later he was flung
down into one of the ancicnt dwngeons. In
days gone by, these dungeous had held many
a prisoner—all of them Tar better men thab
Simon Ratley.

As Handforth had indignantly declared, it
was rough on the dungeon to shelter such
a cur. But there was no question 'xbout
the impregnability of Ratiey’s prison. - The
dungecon was of solid stone, with no window,
and with u door that would bave withistood
i d}n.nmlte explosion.

Execitement ran high through the castle.

bringing the information that the local
stable had gone into communication with his

Cli-

superiors by telephone. And an inspector
and two men were now on their way from
the nearest {owmn.

The doctor’s report was cheerful,

He declared that J.ord Bushwick was <uffcr-
ing from slight concassion, and would pro-
bably recover consciousncss within an hour.
The blow had been a very severe one, and
his lordship’s jaw was bad!y bruised. In
addition, he was suffering from scrious c¢on-
tueions in his left side, his thigh, and his
chin— these bruises being the resuits of
Ratley’s kicking,

The doctor declared that Lord Bushwick
would bhave to remain quiet for at lecast a

T
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The news had spread like wildfire. Page
boys, chamber-maids, scullery girls, <coks,
and various other memhers of the houaehnlﬂ
were all talking at once. And it scemed to
he a general idea that Lord Busbwick had
been mortally injured.

By this time his lordship was lying on his
bed. He was still unconscious, but a littie
colour had returned to his checks. And his
hreathing was regular, and bis heart was
heating soundly. 1 knew just a little about
the work of a dc}ctor and was quile experi-
enced in first aid. And with the help of the
other fellows I did everything possible to
make Lord Bushwick comfortable before the
doctor arrived.

This gentleman turned up im du¢ course,

%

week. Even at the expiration of that time,
it was doubtful if he would be able to get
about.

And, having heard the verdiet, the St.
Frank's fellows collected ahout downstairs in
the great hall, the dining-room, or in any
of the other vast reception-rooms,

Dinner was completely forgotten. At
leagt, it was forgottecn by Jevons and the
other members of the domestic staff. But
the juniors didn't forget it. They were
bungry, and saw no rcason why they should
be done out of their feced. However, they
were quite willing {o wait until matters
were a little more settled.

And then the police arrived.
I'ne inspector proved to bhe a short, stont
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little man with a moustache that resembled
a yard broom. His face was red, and he soon
showed that he was a genial, intelligent kind
of man. There was nothing of the pomposity
that one usually associates with rural in-
spectors. The two constables with him were
big, brawny aud stolid.

. ¢ If you want to know the details of the

affair, Inspector Beech, you will have to
ask the boys,” said the doctor. ¢ As far

as I can understand, they were the only
“witnesses of the unfortunate afrair.”

The inspector turned to several of us.

“You saw this man attack his lordship?”
he asked, licking his pencil.

¢ Yes, we were standing on the terrace,”

1 replied.
¢ Just explain what Dbappened, young
gents,” said Inspector Beech.

I did so, and he made copious notes in
his fat book. Finally, when he had learned
all that there was to learn, he turned to
" the doctor.

““ Well, Dr. Braddon, 1 would like to see
the patient as soon as possible,” he ex-
claimed. *“I must get his account——"’

¢ am extremely sorry, inspector, but it
will be impossible for you to see his lord-
ship until several days have elapsed,” in-
terrupted the doctor. ““In any case, ! can-
not see that an interview is mnecessary.
There are sixteen boys here, and they all
witnessed the occurrence.

that he may hesitate to bring a charge
acainst Ratley. That would be a pity, as
the fellow is a rank hooligan.”

““Do I understand from that that Lord
Bushwick actually makes no charge?”

¢ My dear inspector, Lord Bushwick is still
unconscious,” said the dcctor. ¢‘There arc
many pecople here, in the castle, who will
charge Ratley with this brutal assault. You
needn't worry about that. And the man

deserves to suffer the full penalty of the

law. That blow might easily have been
-fatal.”

Inspector Beech made some more notes.

“ Well, young gents, I shall be wanting
you,” he said, at length. ¢ Some of you,
anyway. 1t seems that you are the only
witnesses, and you'll be needed in the court
to give evidence.”

““ What? We shall be needed?” 1 asked
quickly. ¢ When??

“To-morrow or the day after.”

‘““ But—but it's impossible!?”? I exclaimed.
¢ We must leave here early to-morrow—it’s
the first day of the term, and we've got to
get to St. Frank’s. We daren’t arrive later
than nine o'clock in the evening.”

. ““1f we do, there’ll be ructions,”
"Ritt.”
The inspector stroked his ample chin.
“I'm sorry, but I can’t let you go,” he
declared. “1f there were any other wit-
nesses, it would be a different matter.
we can't very well put this man in the
dock on a charge of assault. unless we can
produce witnesses, And

said

Lord Bushwick is,
a kind-hearted man, and it is quite possible

But’

you're the only |

people who saw the occurrence. I shall need
your evidence, and you can’'t possibly get
out of it.”

“Well, that settles it,”” said Handforth

calmly. ¢ We'll all stay.” g
‘““But what about the Head?” asked
Church, “We shall get into an awful
ro“!____,!
“Rot!” interrupted Handforth. ¢ We

can’t help it, 1 suppose, if we're detained by
the police?”

‘¢ No—but it doesn't sound well to say it
like that!”” chuckled Pitt. ¢‘People might
obtain "a wrong impression—although they
wouldn't be surprised as far as you're con-
cerned, Handy. You ougcht to have been
detained by the police long ago!”

“You—youn funny fathead——?"’

““ All right—don't start squabbling now!”’
[ broke in. ¢ Well, look here, inspector, if
it's absolutely necessary for us to stay, we'll
stay.”

‘“It's not only necessary, but imperative.”

“Then I shall have to send a telegram to
St. Frank’s in the morning,” I went on.
‘““Under the circumstances, 1 don’t suppose
the Head will kick if we're a couple of days
late. And we shan’t object to having two
days extra holiday.”

““Not a bit!” grinned Bob Chtistine.
“I'm not feeling quite so angry with Ratley
as I was! All the same, I hope that Lord
Bushwick recovers quickly.”

There was a good deal of discussion ahbout
this new situation.

It was most unexpected, in the first place.
We had never believed that we should: pro-
long our stay in the Bushwick valley. But,
under the present circumstances, it was out
of the question for us to depart according
to our own schedule.

Simon :Ratley was produced from the
dungeon, and as soon as a few formalities
were over, he was taken away by the
inspector and his subordinates. We should
hear on the morrow what we were to do.
In the meantime we were to hold our-
selves in- readiness,

Dr. Braddon remained at the Castle. He
wanted to be on the spot all the time, and
he hurried back to the sick room as soon as
he had finished with Inspector Beech. The
countess was not expected back until fairly
late, and the doctor was hoping that his
patient would have recovered consciousness
by then. :

All the fellows were extremely sorry for
his lordship, but, at the same time, they
were rather bucked by the kunowledge that
there was no hurry to get back to St.
Frank’s on the morrow,

Dinner—rather late—was served as soon
as everything was quict, and the juniors
discovered that their appetites bad in no
way been 1mpaired by the Xarl's an-
fortunate injury.

And just as the meal was over, and we
were all feeling good, the doctor came down

| and c¢heerfully announced that the Earl had
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recovered consciousness, and was slecping
Lcacefully.

‘“* His injury is by no means grave—
although it might well have been,” added
tiie medical man. ** A week’s rest in bed
will see his lordship almost himself again.”

So, feeling in the very best of spirits, we
soon ftook our departure, and arrived in
camp. And we went to bed thinking of
the bustle that would prevail at St.
Frank’s on the morrow. And there was
something extremely comforting in the lazy
thought that we should remain on holiday—
—with a cast-iron excuse for not turning
up.

Ratley’s visit that evening had been rough
on the Earl of Bushwick, but so far as we
were concerned, we felt that life was
rather good. * 1t's an ill wind—"

CHAPTER 1V.
THE GATHERING OF THE CLANS!

T. FRANK'S hummed
with activity.

' The day was per-

fect. And the sun

shone from an almost cloud-

less sky. The old school

was looking at its Dbest

—although the majority of the fellows who
had recently arrived had no eyes for scenic
beauty.

They were feeling rather depressed,
spite of the fine weather.

" School again!

In such a month as this, with cricket and
tennis and other sports calling them, the
fellows rather jibbed at the prospect of
returning to the same old grind of lessons
—swotting away in the classrooms while the
grass was green, and the soft breezes floated
_over the countryside.

“ Why the dickens can't we have a holi-

in

day right from Whitsuntide?” grumbled
Hubbard, as he lounged on the Ancient

House steps, with his hands dug into his |

trouser pockets. I think it's a shame,
making us come back for this rotten term!
We ought to be free until September!”

Owen major grinned.

““ That's all very well, but the mighty
ones in power fail to see eye to eye with
us,” he remarked. ‘' If some of the fellows
had their way, there wouldn't be any
school at all! DPerhaps it's a good thing
that we've got to stick to rules and
regulations.” e

““ Oh rats!” growled Hubbard.

He was thinking c¢f home, and the good
times ie had had. And, although there
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was nothing very terrible in the prospect
of spending the next few weeks at St.
Frank’s, Hubbard was feeling glum in the
extreme,

** What about those other chaps?”’ he
asked warmly,

“ What other chaps?”

“Why, Nipper and Tregellis-West, and

Pitt, and all that crowd?’’ said Hubbard.

‘““ What about them?” asked Owen major.
“Why, you know they went off on that
caravan tour. Goodness knows what
happened to them afterwards—I1've been too
busy to think of that bunch. DBut I
suppose they’ll turn up as usual.”

** Lucky bounders,” said Hubbard
enviously. *“ We didn't get any caravan
tour. Somie chaps have all the cream!”

Owen major made no comment, but passed

on. He didn’t believe In growling and
grumbling at everything. He was one of
those fellows wlio took everything
philosophically. ”

Both houses at St. Frank’s were bustling
with activity. The Triangle was constantly
being crossed and recrossed by juniors amnd
seniors who were getting acquainted again,
after the holidays. _

Masters exchanged words of welcome, and
over the whole school there prevailed a
feeling of cheerfulness and light-hearted
good nature. There were very few fellows
like Hubbard. Once back at the old school,
the fellows resigned themselves to the
inevitable, and enjoyed life.

It was just about midday, and only half
the chaps had turned up, so far. Crowds
of them would arrive on the afternoon
train, and by teatine the whole school
would be complete—at least, should have
been so. )

““ Anybody heard anything about
Huggins?'’ inquired Owen major, as he
joined a group of juniors near the
gymnasium.

*“ Huggins?”” repeated Clifton. “You
mean Brent?”

‘““ Oh, well, he was Huggins until he had
that accident,” said Owen major. *“ Is he
coming back this term—or is he still il %"

‘““I've heard that he’s coming,” said
Canham. ** Chambers of the Fifth told me
that Brent's as well as ever, and that he’ll
take his place in the Remove as usual. I
hope so, anyway. Brent's one of the best.”

** Rather!”

The fellows were referring to the junior
who had been known in the school, during
the previous term, as * the bricklayer's
son.”” At that time his name had been
Alf Huggins, and he had been scorned and
held in contempt.

But he had proved himself to be as true
as a die, with heaps of good pluck, and
manly courage. And then the school had
learned, with something like amazement,
that the boy they had despised was really
the son of Sir John Brent, who was now
the Chairman of the Board of Governors.

Alfred Brent had been badly injured just
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pefore the Whitsun holidays had commenced,
and it had been decided that he would not
take his place in the school for many weeks.
But, according to the rumours that were
going round, Alf had made a remarkable
recovery, and would arrive with the rest
of the fellows.

He had had several weeks of rest--for he
had been taken from the school well be-
fore the holidays. And, as a matter of
fuct, while these Remove fellows were dis-
cussing him, Brent was just alighting from
the train at the little village station.

"THE NELSON

“ Bellton!” exclaimed Armstrong cheer-
fully. ** Hcere we are, my sons!”

“ Good egg!” exclaimed Doyle. “1'm
fed up with the giddy train. How about

popping in the tuck-shop, and getting some
ice cream, I'll stand treat.”

“ Good wheeze!"" said Griflith heartily.

The two chums of Study J—Griffith and
‘Armstrong—had come down from London in
company with Doyle and Alired Brent. And
now they sallied out of the station, and
were soon strolling along the village high
street.

Quite a number of others had come by
that train, including a contingent for the
River House School. But the St. Frank's
fellows had taken no notice of the River
House boys—for these latter belonged to
the section known as the ‘‘ honourables.”
And the honourables were no good.

Alfred Brent was looking just a little
pale and wan, but he was fit, nevertheless,
He had insisted upon eoming to St. Frank's
for the new term—his father had not been
able to keep him away.

“I'll be glad to meet them other blokes—
Nipper and them other chaps,” he grinned.
“Crikey! It won't ’'arf be a bit of all
right!"”

Armstrong & Co. chuckled. Alf had used
soine of the expressions he had been in the
habit of employing while he had posed as
the bricklayer’s son. In fact, he had grown
s0 accustomed to talking in that way that
he had had some little difficulty in getting
out of it.

“ Hallo!” said Armstrong. *“1t's
Huggins again.”
‘““ Good old Huggins!" said Doyle. ¢ Dash

it all, I'm not sure that I don't like him
helti‘t,er that way! He seems more like him-
self !V’

‘“ Sorry, but I can't keep it up this term,”
smiled Brent. ‘“I've been doing my best
to forget those words. Well, let's hope
everything goes on all right now. I'm
simply longing to see Archie again.”

A rather tender light came into Alf’s
eves. He and Archie Glenthorne had bec¢n
study mates during that strenuous term,
and although the school had been
practically against him, Archie had stuck
to AIf through thick and thin. And AIf
was keenly anxious to see his aristocratic
chum onece more.

The four juniors turned into the little
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Wellborne sailed through the air
as he was suddenly released. Hoe
descended into the pond with a dull,
splodgy thud.

establishment of Mr. Binks, in the High
Street. The place was crowded, and Mr.
Binks was hard at work serving pastries,
cakes, ice-creams, and all manner of other
{qxuries. This was a red letter day for
im,

And he thanked the stars that the

weather was fline.

Mr. Binks always laid in huge supplies for
the first day of term, and, being a business
man, he simply filled his window with
enticing looking, but extremely indigestible
pastry. It required very strong minded
juniors to pass that shop without being
drawn through its portals.

And a wet day meant disaster for Mr.
Binks. For rain meant that the juniors
were in gloomy spirits, and they didn't
care much about spending their money.
Some, of course, took shelter in the little
shop, but business was always better when
weather was fine,

On this day,

packed.

‘“Oh! We don't seem
chance of being served,”
strong, as he pushed his way in.
all the room, you River House

Clear out of the giddy way!

“ Mind your own dashed business!” said
the River House boy.

He attempted to freeze Armstrong with
a glare. 'This individual was no less a
person than the Hon. Aubrey De Vere Well-
borne, the leader of the smart set at the
River House School.

And with him, were his two boon com-
panions, the Hon. Bertram Carstairs, and
the Hon. Cyril Coates. Speaking quite
frankly, these three young specimens were
snobs of the first water, and they were
heartily despised by all manly juniors,

Wellborne & Co. led that section of the

thercfore, the place was
to have much
remarked Arm-
““ Want
bounder?
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River House which was known as The

Honourables. It need not be supposed that

all the River House boys were snobbish and
priggish, Hal Brewster and Georgie Glynn
and Dave Ascott were three of the best.
They were the leaders of the Commoners,
and they took a great pride in the fact
that there were no titles in their families.
- The River House School was an extremely
expensive, select establishment, and it was
only situated half-a-mile from St. Frank's
itself—just on the outskirts of the village,
in fact, near the banks of the River Stowe.

Dr. Molyneux Hogge, M.A., who presided
over the River House School, always took
particular care to see that his pupils were
exclusively attired. Dr. Hogge attempted
in every possible way to prove that his
school, although a private one, and quite
small, was just as excellent as the famous
College near by.

The River House was only a small place,
as schools go. There was only one under

master, Mr. Wragg—the school itself con-
sisted of just over thirty boys. Of these,
the majority were Commoners. Wellborne

and his smart set were the minority, and
they were kept exclusively to themselves.

“Mind my own business, eh?” snapped
Armstrong, as he glared at Wellborne. “1
Jike that! I've got just as much right in
this shop as you have! Another word from
you, my lad, and I'll biff you on the nose!
I'll spoil that nice monocle of yours, tco!
Swanky bounder!”

Wellborne stepped back a bit.

“Of course, I can't expect anvthing
better from low bred rotters of your kind,”
he said sarcastically. ** Thank goodness we
haven't got any chaps like you at the
River House.”

Bift !

Armstrong’s flst shot out, and the Hon.
Aubrey howled.

*“ Yaroooh! Ow—wow!”

““That’s for being funny!"” =said Arm-

strong aggressively.

““Young gentlemen—young gentlemen!"”
protested Mr. Binks, from behind the
counter. ‘* Please behave yourselves !"

*“It’'s a wonder you allow these cads in
your place at all, Mr. Binks!"” snapped
Armstrong. ** You don’t call Wellborne a
young gentleman, I suppose? Huh! Well-
borne! I should say he was badly born!”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Very witty, isn't it?” sneered the Hon.
Aubrey, as he backed away, holding his
ncse. ‘' And, talkin’ about rotten breedin’,
what price your pal?" he added, mdm':tmg
Al with a contemptuous nod of his head.

** What about our pal?” asked Griffith

dangerously.

* Oh nothing,” said the Hon. Aubrey.
** Nothin® at all! Still, perscnally, I
shouldn't care to mix with a cad whose

pater mixes up mortar! The chap’s nothing
better than a road sweeper!”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Hon. Cyril and the Hon. Bertram
yelled with langhter at this wonderfully

had bech

If Handforth
present, they would have been felled on

humorous sally.
the spot. But Armstrong was a pretty
good substitute, Armstrong could be ex-
treinely aggressive when he liked. -

““ You—you miserable cads!”’ he roared.
“You know jolly well that Alf is the son
of Sir John Brent, the Chairman of our
Governors—-—-""

““* Well, of course, that's in keepin’ wilh
the whole school,”” sneered the Hon.
Aubrey. ‘““ Fancy a big school like St.
Frank’s havin’ a bally cart.age contractor
for a chairman! 1 expect he * worked ' his
title, too.”

“You'd better not say much
interrupted Alf ominously.

His eyes were flashing, and his fists were
clenched. But he was pushed aside by the
other juniors. They would not allow Alf
to take any part in this affair. He wasn't
strongz enough for fighting yet.

‘““ Well, you chaps, there's only one tlxmg
to do, 1 reckon,” said Armstrong. ** There's
a nice slimy pnnd across the road, and
these giddy Honourables look a bit too
swageger and dandy for my liking. How
about spoiling their pretty appearance?
Who's game?"’

All the St. Frank's fellows answcred at
once.

The three River House cads hustled madly

for the door.

“No you don't!” grinned Armstrong,
barring the way. * You asked for it, my
son, and you're going to get it!"”

*“1f—if you dare to touch us, we'll yell
for help!” roared the Hon. Aubrey. *If
yvou lay a finger on us we’ll have the police
\ Yow! Lemme go! You--yocu
common cads Yarooh!”

The other River House boys protested in
the same manner, but it was useless. They
were firmly seized and held. Then, in the
grasp of the determined St. Frank's juniors,
they were rushed across the road at top
speed.

There, just on the other side of a little
patch of grass, lay a small -pond. In the
winter time it was really a wide portion
of a ditch, but in June the ditch dried up,
leaving this pool stagnant. It was now
little better than a pateh of mud, with a
green, slimy surface.

*“ One—two—three!” yelled Armstrong.

“ Ha. bha, hal!™
Wellborne sailed through

more!"”

the air as he

was suddenly released. He descended into
the pond with a dull, splodgy, sugging
thud. The mud oozed over him, and
enveloped his person.

And immediately afterwards there were
two more thuds. The Hon. Bertram and
the Hon., Cyril shared the fate of their
leader. The young idiots ought to have
known that they .had been asking ‘for

trouble by sneering at Alf Brent—who was
now one of the most popular fellows in the
Remove.

(Coatinued on page 15.)
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NELSON LEB ON THE TRACK.

T was close upon one o'clock in the
morning when Donald reached his
lodgings. On entering his sitting-room
and {urning up the gas, the first thing

that caught his eye was a telegram,

Donald opened the telegram, and found
that it was from Nelson Lee. It had been
despatched from Guildford at ten oclock
uud ran as fellows:

*“ Discovered to- n:ghb that Mandeville, of

Hartop Manpor, is Paul Herman. Polwe
raided mapor, but Herman escaped in
motor. Cundle and all servants arrested.

un-
will

Your airship found in shed in grounds,

damaged. Police now guarding it, and

hand it over to you any time you like.
““ NELSON LE®.”

For a moment. Donald’s nerves thrilled
with joy at the news that his airship had
heen recovered. A moment later, however,
the look of sadness returned to his face.
What advantage was it to have found his
airship, if he had lost Vera?

- He read the telegram again.

“ Discovered to-night that Mandeville,
of Hartop Manor, is Paul Herman. . . .
Ilerman escaped in motor.”

Donald trembled from head to foot with

suppressed excitement, as a sudden idea
occurred tn him. :
Mandeville was in love with Vera. Sir

The final scenes.of Nelson Lee’s great triumph
over the notorious criminal confederatwn of the

Iron Hand and the end of. ‘*‘ Number One.”

Hugh had done his best to force her to
marry himn. Mandeville had escaped from
Hartop, and would probably fice the country
now that his identily had been discovered.
He was madly in love with Vera, and Sir
Hugh was his ally. .
Was it possible that the man whom
Donald had seen with Vera and Sir Hugh

was Mandeville, alias Herman, in a fresh
disguise, or undlsgmaed‘? Had he fled to
Portsmouth with the intention of leaving
ingland by one of the yachts that lay in
the harbour? IHad he called at Moscar
Grange on his way? Had he bribhed Sir .

Had
and brought her to
Was she now on Iler way to
country in company with

Hugh to help him to kidnap Vera?
they drugged the girl,
Portsmouth?
some foreign
Herman?

The idea scemed too far fetched and fan-
tastic to be entertained for a moment, yet,
try as he would, Douald could not dismiss it
from his mind. 1t haunted his dreams when
he went to bed, and it was his first thought
when he awoke next morning.

“T'l go to London and consult Nelson
Lee!” he decided.

After calling at fhe hospital, where he
learned that Sir Hugh had not yet recovere(f

consciousness, Donald hurried to the rail-
way station, caught a train to London
Bridge, and prescoted himself at Nelson



Lee’s rooms in Gray's Inn Road iust before
noon,

To his great disappointment, he learned

from Nlpper that the famous detective was
not in town.
" ¢ About a couple of hours ago,”” explained
Nipper, ‘“the Chief Commissioner ‘phoned
the guv'nor from Scotland Yard. It seems
that the servants at Mosear Grange had
read in the papers this morning that Squire
Mandeville was Paul Herman, and one of
them had wired to the Chief Commissioner,
- telling him that Mandeville had turned up
at the Grange last night, about half-past
seven, that he and Sir Hugh and Miss Lang-
ford had left in a motor-car about eight
o'clock; and _that nothing had been secn
or heard of them since,

‘¢ Ag soon as the guv'nor heard this,” con-
tinued Nipper, “ lie decided to go down to

Moscar and question the servants. He sent
for a taxi, and—hallo! Where are jyou
going?”’

Donald had leaped to his feet, white with
éxcitement, and had smnateched up his hat.
As the reader will readily understand, what
Nipper had told him -had more than con-
firmed his suspicions. There was no longer
“any doubt in his mind that the man he
“Bad seen with Vera and Sir Hugh on the
"previous night was Paul Herman.

In half a dozen hurried sentences. he ex-
plained his theory to Nipper, and announced
“his' intention of following Nelson Lee to
" Moscar Grange without a moment’s delay.
Then he ran downstairs, jumped into his
cab, which had waited, drove to Waterloo,
and arrived at Moséar Grange about half-
past,'two

.Here again, however, a fresh disappoint-
H}]icnt awaited him. Nelson Lc¢e was nob
there!

_ “Whilst we were telling him what hap-
pened last night,” said the butler, ‘“a tele-
gram arrived from the Chief- Couetable of
Portsmonth, saying that Sir Hugh was lying
unconscious af the hospital there. The wire
said that Sir Hugh had tried to commit
suicide last might, and——"

“Yes, I know all abont that,” mterrupted
Donald impatiently. ¢“So Mr. Lee has gone
.to Portsmouth, has he?”

** Yes, sir."”

“T must follow him at once.
is the mext train?”

“FPm afraid there isn't a train before
‘half-past four, sir.”

Donald ground his teeth in impotent chag-
rin, But there was no help for it. He had
not the means to engage a special train.
For nearly two hours he paced to and fro
.on- the station platform. Then he boarded
the incoming train, and was back
Royal Hospital two hours later.

-+ Js Mr. Nelson Lee here?” he asked of
the hall-porter.

‘4 Yes, sir. He's
foom. This way,

What time

in the house-surgeon’s
55 il

at the |

Nelson Lee listened to Donald’s
the profoundest interest, but made no com-
ment until it was finished. Then he said:

“You haven’t told me anything 1 didn’t
know. The house-surgecon has already told
me all you told him I.:tst night, and I can

story with

only wonder that you and he hadn't wit
cnough to guess the cause of Sir Hugh's
peculiar behaviour.”

““You think be was insane?”

“Not at all. Herman is evidently a hyp-
notist, that’s all. He bypnotised Miss Lang-
ford, and forced her to accompany him and
Sir Hugh to Portsmouth. When they
reached Gunter’'s Wharf, where Herman had
probably a beoat in waiting, he hypnotised
Sir Hugh, ordered him to count five hundred,
and then to blow his braing cut.”

‘“By Jove! I never thought of that!" ex-
claimed Donald. * That is the true explana-
tion without a doubt. And where do you
think Herman has taken Vera?”

The detective shook his head.

“That’s a question 1 cannot possibly
answer at present,” he said. ‘I hope, how-
ever, to be able to answer it when Sir Hugh
recovers consciousness again, if ever he.does.
That’'s why I'm 'ﬁaitm" Lere,”

‘““Then he has recovered conscmusness
once, has hef?”’

“Yes, at about half-past eleven .this
morning. The house-surgeon -immediately

summoned the police, and they questioned
him for nearly half an hour, when he re-

lapsed into unconsciousness again.” -
““And what did he tell them?” asked
““Although

Donald eagerly.

‘“ Nothing,”” said Nelson Lee.
he was perfectly conscious, he couldn’t tell
them how he came to Portsmouth, or who
his companion was, ar what had become of
Miss Langford. His wmind, in fact, was a

perfect blank with regard to everything that
happened last night.”?

; . Ilppo&aible!”- cried Donald. ‘He was
ying!"’ _
“Not at all,”” said Nelson ILee. ‘ When

Herman h}pnotgsed him Le evideutly ordere(
him to forget everything that had happened
}nth regard fo the abduction of Mizs Lang-
ord.”

Donald made a gesture of despair.

‘“If your theory is correct,” hLe said,
“what hope is there if nur being able to
learn what has become of Vera, even if Sir

{ Hugh recovers consciousness again.”

The detective smiled, and shrugged his
shoulders. | _

“I'm a hit of a hypnotist myself,” he
said., ““If Sir Hugh regains consciousness, I

shall try my hand on nim. That is to say,
1 shall hypnotise him, and order him to t.ell
me everything that—-"

Before he could complete the _sentence,t-he
dcor opened and the house-surgeon came in.
He nodded to Donald and turned excitedly
to Nelson Lee. -

“ Come upstairs quickly,”
Hugh

AITE lfle said. * Sir
has just recovered consciousness again,
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but 1s sinking fast. There's not a mOn::'enb
1o be lozt if you wish to question him.

Thev hurried ~upstairs, and the house-
aurgeon opened the door cf one of the small
private wards which were set apart for
gpecial cases. _

There was only one bed in the ward, and
on this bed lay Sir Huzgh Langford, with his
head swathed in bandages. On one side of
the bed stood a nurse; on the other sat
o gerueant of police, who rose to his feet
when the three men entered, and respect-
fully saluted.

Kven Donald’s untrained eves perceived at
a single glance that the hLouse-surgeon had
uot exaggerated Sir Hugh's condition when
Lie had said that he was “‘sinking fast.”
The baronet’s face had assumed that
hastly, greyish-green tint which iz one of
the surest signs of impending dcath., His
lips were . absolutely bloodless, and his
breathing was so iaint as to be almost im-
perceptible. ) ‘

He was staring straight ahead. with a
peculiar vacant look in his eyes, when the
thiree meu entered the ward. At the sight
of Donald a frown that was almost a scowl
distorted his face; but it guickly vanished
when he saw Nelson Lee, and was succeeded
by a startled expression of mingled alarm
and sufprise.

“ You recognize me, T zee,' 2aid the de-
tective, bending over the bed and speaking
in a low, gentle voice. ““But don't be
frightened. 1've «nly come to ask you a
few questions.”

He paused, and looked at the sick man
fixedlv for about thirty seconds:; then he
made a series of quick passes with his
rands, and said quietly, but very firmly:

“Tell me exactly what happened last
evening. Yon were with your niece and Mr.
Mandeville, of Hartop Manor, hut they hoth
disappeared, leaving vou standing alone on
tite . wharf with a revolver in vour hand.
You counted up to five hundred, and then
you shot yourself. Why did vou do that?
Tell e everything!”

“Yes, yes!” cried Sir Huzh fLangford
almost fiercely. I will tell you every-
thiwa! Write down what [ tell yvou, and I
will gign it in the presence of these wit-
nesses, Quick! I know I am dying, and I
de not wish to die without first exposing
that scoundrel Mandeville!"”

The detective whipped out his notebook
and his fountain-pen, and seated himself on
the edge of the bed. -

“I'm ready,” he said quietly.

“Last night, about half-past seven, Mr.
Mandeville came to the Grange in his motor-
car,”” said 8ir Hugh, speaking slowly and
deliberately, so as to give the detective time
to write down what he said, “ He confessed
that he was Paul Herman, alias Number
One, and he told me what had happened at
Hartop Manor. He said he was about to
flec the country, and he further irformed me
that he was the owner of a turbine vacht,
known as the San Miguel, and also of a small

| increasing

isiand which he had purchased some years
ago in order to have a place to flee to when
the erazh came.

“The yacht, he said, wag then at Ports-
mouth, and wag always kept ready to sail
at an hour's notice. The island, he said,
was off the Azores. Nobody on the isiand,
or on the yacht, knew that he was Paul
Herman, or that he had any c¢ounection with
the league of the Iron Hand. ‘I'hey only
knew him as a wealthy Portucuese named
Dom Jose da Silva.

““ Mr. Mandeville, ag vou know, was madly
in love with my niece, Miss Vera Laugford.
He was in possession of certain letters of
mine, of a Tompromizing nature, by means
of which he forced me to aid his suit. His
object in coming to the Grange last night
was to offer to give me the letters on con-
dition that I helped him- to kidnap Vera and
take her away with him.

“When I asked him how he proposed to
persuade iy niece to go with him, he said
he was a nypnotist, and he would bypunotise
her and command her to accompany him,
To this—to my eternal shame—I consented ;
and he hypnotised Vera in the drawing.
room. . Then, after felling the servants we
were going up to London to see a friend
of Vera’s who was seriously ill, we all three
left the Graogze in Mr. Mandeville's car.

~“ We abhndoned the car on the outskirts
of Petersfield and came to Portsmouth by
train. Mr. Mandeville had wired to the
captain of the vacht from Petersficld, and a
boat was awaiting him at Gunter's Wharf.
As soon as he had handed Vera into the
boat, he drew me aside and cave me the
letters, which I at once tore up and threw
into the sea. Then I found that he was
looking at me in a peculiar way, and almost
before I had realised what was happeuing,
he had hypnotised me in the same way that
he had hypaotised Vera!

““ After puttine a revolver into my hand,
he ordered me to count five hundred, and
then to place the muzzle of the revolver
to my right temple and press the trigger.
At the same time he commanded me to for-
get everything that had happened since half-
past seven.

‘“ He then took his seat in tho boat, by
the side of Vera, and ordered the men to
push off to the yacht. After his departure
[ started counting. and I had lLeen counting .
about ten minutes or a quarter of an hour
when Mr. Stuart rushed up to me and bezan
to question me. [ remember seeing him
now, but at the time I was nnconscious of
his presence: and as soon as I had counted
five hundred I raised the revolver to my
head and pulled the trigger. After that I
remember no more till I came to myv genses
this morninz, and found myself in this
ward.”?

During the greater part ol this recital Sir
Hugh's voice had been astonishingly strong
and eclear, his thirst for revenge sustaining
him and enabling him to defy his rapidly-
weakness. Towards the end of
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}ﬁgi confession, however,
ail :
back on his pillow, gasping for breath, and
apparently in the last stage of e\haustmu

‘“To the best of your .knowledge, then,’
said Nelson Lee. “Paul Herman nlmq
Squire Mandeville, alias Dom Jose da Silva,
is now on his way to the Azores, together
with Miss Langford, on board the San
Micnel?”

; Sui Hugh nodded, and held out a chaking
IHBITE

“Give me the pen and let me sign!” he
murmured in a low, hoarse whisper, ¢ Raize
me up-—quick!”’

The detective placed the pen in his hand,
and raised him into a sitting position again.
Once, twice, thrice, Sir Hugh essayed in
vain to write his name; then, with a final
effort, he scrawled, ‘“Hugh Langford ? at
the foot of the page.

Then the pen dropped from his trembling
fingers, his head fell back on the detective's
shoulder, and scarcely had the house-surzeon
and the sergeant appended their tmmtures,
as witnesses, ere an ominons rattle an-
nouneed that the end had come, and that
Vera Langford's guardian was dead,

his voice began to
and as he finished his story he sank

OFF TO THE AZORES!

WO hours later five men were en-
gaged In earnest econsultation in
the private rooim of the Chief Con-
stable of Portsmonth.

One of the men was the Chief Conztable
himeelf, and another was the borough
coroner; the third was the Home Secretary
—who chanced to be in the town for the
purpese of addressing an important political
meeting—the fourth was the Admiral in
Command of the Portﬁmnuth squadron; and
the fifth was Nelson Lee.

At the moment when we enter {he room
the detective had just finished deseribing
the events of the previous night, and had
read Sir Hugh's confesszion.

“ So now you are in possession of all the
faects of the case, so far as they are known
at present,” he concluded. ¢ Probably you
are wondering why I have invited you four
gentlemen to meet me lere at such short
notice. Befcre I explain my objeet, I wish to
krow if I may take it for granted that you
all agree w:th me that no effort should he
spared 1o lay Paul Herman by the heels, not
enly for his share in the crimes committed
by the League of the Iron Hand, but also
in. order to rescue Miss Lan"ford from his
clutehes,”

“ Certainly!”’ said his four companions in
the same breath,

““And you agree that the
laid by the heels, the better?”

“0Of courze,” said the Home Secretary.
“On my retura to London to-morrow, I will
immediately lay the facts of the case before
the Foreign Seeretary. He, in his turn, will
at once cnmmumcate with the Portuguese
Government—in whose jurisdiction the island

sgoper he 1is

t vide,’

lics—and proceedings will be instituted forths
with for Herman’'s extradition.’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

““That would be a terribly slow and cume
bersome proceeding,” he said. ' In the
meantime, Herman might hear of the steps
which were heing taken against him, and
might disappear from the island, tahmw Micss
Langford with him.”

“*Well have you a better plan?” inquired
the Home Secretary,

“1 have!”? said Nelson Lee. ““And it is
for the purpose of laying my plan before you
that I have invited you to meet me here,
Of course, I am »nly a private individual,
with no official standing, and I have no
claim to e

The Home Secretary
with o gesture of dissent.

“You have every claim to take the lead
19 this aflair,” he said. “To you, more than
any othoar man ‘neland owes the fact that
the League of the Iron Hand has been ex-
terminated. As a member of the Govern-
ment, 1 have no hesitation in saving that
any plan which you propose shall ke faith-
fuliy carried out.”

“You mean that?’”’ said Nelson Lee.

‘“ Absolutely. What is your plan?”

“To follow Herman at once, in the
w.flftoqt availahle vessel the Navy can pro-
caid Nelson Lee, ““to land a party
of bluejackets on the lslnnd, to surrround
the house, to rescue Misgs Langford, to arrest
Herman, and bring him back to }mnluni H

The audacity of the detective's plan fairly
took his hearer’s breath away.

“But—but think of the enormous difficul-
tiecs in the way of carrying out such a
plan!” casped the Home Secretary.

“T have thought of them!” said the de-
tective ecalinly. *““ And the difficalties are in-
surmountable, unlezs you gentlemen consent
to smooth them away For instance,” he
continued, turning to the coroner, * my
scheme is poszibly doomed to failure unless
I can ¢ount on your co-operation. That is
why I asked you to Le present at this con-
ference.” :

“1I'm sure 1

interrupted him,

¢hall he onlv too glad to do
anything in my power to further your
scheme,” said the coroner. “ But in what
way can I Lelp you?’

“Tt is quite possible,” said Nelson Lee,
““that Herman may have confederates in
this country who will keep him informed of
all that happens. 1If you insist on holding a
full inquiry into the circumstances of Sir
Hugh Langford’'s death-—as you, «of course,
have a right to do—the news will be pub-
lished to the world that Mandeville was
Herman, and that he left for the Azores last
night in the San Mizuel. 1f his confederates

cabled this news to the Azores, Herman
would instantly take to  flight, and we
might lose him.”

“1 quite see that,” said the coroner,

“What is it, then, you wizh me to do?”

“1I wish you,” replied Nelson Lee, *“to
just formally open the inquest to-:mmorrow,
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But Nipper was too quick for him.

With the swiftness of a lightning flash he whipped out Herman’s revolver,

levelled it at the horse, and pressed the trigger!

, Harman uttered a cry of triumph, and thrust his hand

At sight of the lad
his pocket in quesé of his revolver.




————— e e g . el e i e —————
- - b -

OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION|”;

the gunboat fan into the teeth of a westerly

and then adipurn it fer a week. Will you
do that?”

“ Certainly.™ szreed t)e coroner rcadily.

“Thank wyou!™ said Lee, and turned to
the Hoeme Secretary. * Will yon help nie,
too, Sir Georee?’ he asked.

«* With all wiy heart! What am I to do?”

“TFirst of o1, said the letective, ‘I
want yon to issue a warrant for Herman’s
arrest at once, and place it in my hands for

execution. Then I shall be glad if you will
arrange with the Foreign Office to com-

municate with the Portugunese Government,
and obtain their permission for a squad of
blueiackets to he landed on thie island in
vrder to effect Paul Herman's arrest.”

“It shall be done,” promised the Home
Sceretary.

“TIFinally,” c¢oncluded Lee, turning tn the
admiral, “I want you to place al my dis-
posal, not Iater than noon to-morrow, 2
vessel such as I have deseribed. Can that
e managed?™

“ A cunboat shall be placed at your dis-
posal, Mr., Lee,” said the admiral.

4
P 2 ] . » (] .

And. thus it ea:ne about that shortlv after
twelve on the moirow the gunboat Radium
<lipped her moorings and stecamed ont of
Portsmouth Harbour, en route ior the Azores.

In addition to her crew she carried four
passenzers—Nelson  Lee, Derrick ' Brien,

Nipper, and Donald Stuart.

—_—

SWEI'T OVERBOARD!

OR the first two days the voyage of
the Radiom was as uneventful as
can well be imagined. Aided by

favouring brecezes, the gunboat made
such  excellent progress that by noon on
Friday she had ‘covered nearly a thousand
miles, and was within four hundred and
fifty miles of her destination.

-And then the trouble began.

Shortly after noon on Friday, a s=sudden
commoticn was heard in the engipe-room,
followed by a series of reports, which
rivalled thoze of artillery for !oudness. At
the same time the vessel's propellers eeascid
to revolve: and when Nelson Lee—who was
Jupehing with the officers in the ward-room—
rushed cut to ascertain the meaning of the
uproar, he was met by the second engineer,
who informed him that the engines had
broken down, and that further progress was
impossible until the necessary rcpairs bad
been effected.

So for twelve honrs the ves<el lay helpless
and motionless, whilst the engineers and
artificers toiled and sweated over their job.
'Then at last the joyful news was announced
that the damage had been repaired, and
once more the Radium was forging her way
westward.

But her troubles were not yet over! -

Until Sunday evening &ll went smoothiy:
but at about five o'clock—by which time.she
was within a hundred miles of the Azores—

-

gale, which by six o'clock had developcd
into a veritable hurricane. &

For cight hours the little vessel struggled
gallantly against the clements, and then, at
about two o'clock on Sunday morning, the
climax came. The engines, which had only
been temporarily repaired, broke down agam.

Nipper was fn his bunk at the time, fast
asleep, despite the uproar of the gale, and
dreaming <f his Jast fight at. St. Frank’s.
Awakened by the sudden stoppage of the
engines, he sprang out of his bunk, slipped
into his clothes, and burried up en deck.

The night was intensely dark, and the gun-
hoat was pitehing and rolling like a thing
bewitehed, whilst ever and anon great seas
broke over her and swept her deck from stem
to stern. The port wateh was on duty, and,
as Nipper emerged on the quarter-deck, one
of the men put ap his band and waved bhim
back.

“Go below ! he shouted. raicing hig voice
to make himself heard above the roaring
of the sea and the howling of the wind, 1t
ain't safe for the Jikes of you to be on deck
i a storm like this.”

““Rats!” shouted Nipper, in a
voice. *“*1 " wasn't horn yesterday.
up? WIhy bave we stopped???

he answer was never given, for at that
moment the gunboat gave a sudden viokent
larch, which flang Nipper off his feeft. kre
he could pick himself up, an enormons s¢a
hroke over the port quarter. and came roar-
ing across the deck like a miiniature Niagara.
Quick as thought the hluejacket sprang to-
warde him, with the ‘ntention of dragging
him into safety. But the hungry sea was
quicker =till, for even as the man stooped
down and grabbed Nipper by the arm, the
hissing caegcade thundered do%n on them,
and swept both of them overboard.

Nipper had a very hlazy recoliection of
struggling madly to keep his head above
the surface of the hoiling sea; of ceeing
the lights of the gunboat gradually vanizh
in the distance; of turning over on his back
and allowing the waveg to carry him whither-
soever they willed; of falling into a sort of
mental torpor, from which he was suddenly
ronsed by the sullen roar of hreakers,

Turning swiltly on his side again, he
dashed the water from his eyeg, and cagerly
peered through the darkness. Dimly he per-
ceived tlie glistening line of curf and the
blurred mass of a lefty ciift behind. Then
a huge. foam-crested bhillow raised Iim on
its smoking shoulder, bore him landwards at
lightning zpead, and firally flung him ashore,
bruised and bleeding, with so muech force
that consciousness deserted him.

When his c«cattered sense returned the
storm had passed away, and the newly risen
gun was shinlng in a deep biue, ¢loudiess
sky., He was Jying cn a ztrip of sandy
heach at the foot of the ¢litt Jie had seen
before being washed ashore. Some distance
on his right, rolling cver and over in the
surf, was the lifeless form of the bluejacket

cheeky
What's
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who had tried to save him, and who, less )

jueky -than Nipper, had been dashed againet
a jagged spur of rock and kiiled on the spot.

Nipper dragged himself warily to his feet,
apd found, to his great relief, that he had
egcaped with nothing worse than a nyumber
of ¢uts and bruises,

With a view to taking stock of Lis sur-
roundingé., he decided to c¢limb to the top
of the «¢lilf. Before doingz so, he dragged the
dead seaman heyvond the reach of the waves
and as he did so a jack-knife fell cut of the
suan’s poeket. Little dreaming how useful
the kuife would prove, Nipper thrust it into
his own pocket, covered the dead man’s face
‘with his handkerchief, and then swanued up
tie stecp and rugged cliff.

On reaching the summit, a sigh of relief
rose to his lips. The ixland was inhabited.
Abont three-gquarters of a mile away he conid
see a white stone house cf eonziderabije rize,
standing in & well-kept park.

With hope renewed, wipper struck a bee-
line for the house, and presently came to a
pair of iron gates, from which a windiug
drive led up to the house. The gates were
¢losed and locked, and the inmates of the
Jhouse had apparently not yvet rieen: for no
cign of life was anywhere to bhe szeen, many
of the blinds were down, and no snioke was
iseuing. from any of the chimneys.

“ They aren't up yet,” muttered Nipper,
as he peered through the gatcs.
what ghall 1 Jdo? Go up to the lLonse and
kpock ‘em up, or loaf around tili T zee some-
iJi‘Hf}' stirring ¢"’

He deecided on the former courte, and &
"moiment later e had elimbed over thie gates
and was tradgincg up the drive. As he ap-
proached the house, he zaw that one of the
bed-reom wingdows was open, and that a giv
wae sitting at the window, with her <¢hin
resting op her hands and hier eves fixed in
a dreamy, far-away stare on the distant sea.

‘“ Hello, there's somenody awake, after
all!l” mused  Nipper. ¢ She hasn’t <een me
yet, it seems. ['Il step into the middle !
the lawn and ﬂt-t-ract.'i!or attentinn.”’

Suiting the action to tiie word, he slepped
o) to the lawn in front of the house, and
was Just about to call to the girl, when he
suddenly started back as though he had heen
struek, ; ,

-Now that he had a full view of the girl's
face, he recognized her instantly, Jt was
Vera Langford. And even as lhe recognised
her, the truth burst into his reeling Lrain.

‘He had been washed ashore ¢n Paul Her-
man’s island, and this was Paul Herman's
house!

Searcely bad this amazing discovery dawned
on him ere Vera caught sight of hin, and
(ruickly rose to her feet. XNipper iustantly
held up his Lhiand as a warning to Ler 1o be
caniioue. '

“Don't call ont! Don’t be alarmed!” he
said, in a low but clear voice. “*You're Miss
Langford, aren’t you?*?

ENTW, |
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“Yes,” said Vera, in an agitated voice.
“You're Nipper. Is Mr. Nelson Lee here?
Have you come to rescue me?”? :

“ Mr. Lee itn’t far away,”’” raid Nipper
diplomatically, “ And he’s going to rescue
Yoir by and by. 1s Paul Herman here?”

Vera shooli her nead, and a puzzled look
crossed her face.

“ Dam Jose da Silva, I ean,” esxplained
Nipper. -

“Ob, ves: PDom Jose is here!” caid Vera.
“Thiz 18 hic honse, and it was he who
brought me here.”

“1s everyone else in the houvse in hwed?i®
Nipper asked.

**1 believe =0.”

“Cun you éome

i ‘.‘35,”

“Then we'd hetter not talk here, for fear
of somebody diseovering e, Cone Jown,
and we'll go into the park, and PN tell yon
all that's happened.”’

Vera disappeared fram ihe window, and
even as she did so, Nipper Leard the sowmd
of footsteps coming round tlie corner of the
house,

Quivering with escitement. Nipper darted
arrogs the jawn and econcealed hLimself be-
hind a ¢lump of bushes, Aund no cooner had
e "done so than Paul Herman, alias - Dan
Joge, strolled round the corner with the in-
evitubia eigarctle between his lips.

4 moment later the [ront door opened, and
Vera came out. At sight of Herman an in-
voluntary ery of dicway hurst from her Jipe.

“ Ah, cond worning !’ said Herman, toss-
ing away his cigarette and conrtesunsly rais-
g e bat, “*This ia an unexpected pleasure.
L didn't expect to find vou aslicr =0 early.
May I azk where vou are going?”

“l-I'm going for a walk in the park!"”

- =% i
ot ?”?

faltered Vera.

“ Delightfai!™  murmured FBerman, 1
will aceompany you, and Bruno sball aceon-

pany us*?

P

He stepped to the open door and whistled.

Instantly @ joyous hark was heard inside
the house, and a full-groan mastitf dashed
out wnd fawned at Hemnan’s feet. Then.

with ears ¢rect and eves atlame, he bounded
across the Jawn towards the clump of bushes
belnpd which Nipper wag eoncealed,

Nipper lad seen the animal rash oat of
thie house, and le realised that it was practi-
cally certain the honwad wonld sceant the
presence of a stranger in the vicinity. le
promptly thrust -his hand into hie pocket,
whipped out the Fuife which had fallen from
the dead blnejacket’s pocket, and opened
tiie blade.

Scarcely had lie Jdone to0 ere the mastiif
gave yeutl to a low, suspicious growl, and
then, as already deseribed, lie bonnded to-
warde the eclump of bushes bhehind which
Nipper was hiding. :

Wondericg at the dog's hehaviowr, Her
man spun round on his heel with a startled
exclamation. o

“What's the meaning—-27 he hegan; baf .
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ere he could finish the sentence the mastiil
,came to a sudden halt on the near side of
the clump, and began to bark excitedly.

“There must be somebedy concealed be-
hind those bushes,”” declared Herman, with
a quick, suspicious glance at Vera, * I must
investigate.”

Suiting the action to the word, he drew a
revolver from his pocket and strode across
the Iawn.

Seeing that further concealment was use-
less, Nipper sprang to his feet and ewmerged
from behind the bushes. ITerman recognized
him at a glance, and pulled up with an in-
voluntary cry of stupefaction.

“ Nipper!®” he gasped,

" ¢ That’s me,”" said Nipper coolly.

For an instant Hermau alared at him as
though he doubted the evidence of his eyes,
then he glanced at the mastiff and waved

his hand.
“Seize him!” he cried hoarsely. ¢ Good
the mastifl

dog! Seize him, Bruno!”

With a sharp, excited yelp, th
leaped at Nipper's throat. But Nipper was
prepared for this. With the swiftness of a
lightning flash he lunged out with his right—
the hand which Leld the bluejacket’s k:_nfe
—-r'ﬂlllg plunged the blade into the mastifl’s
heart.

As the dogz fell writhing to the ground, in
the throes of impending deqth, Herman flung
up his hand with a savage imprecation and
pressed the ftrigger of h:s revolver.

COrack!

Nipper threw up his arms, stumbled for-
ward with a stified groan, and sank in a
huddled heap by the side of the dying dog.

At the same moment Vera uttered a low,
despairing moan, covered her face with her
hands, and fell fainting to the ground at
the foot of the steps outside the front door.

For a moment Herman seemed undecided
how to act. Quivering with suppressed ex-
citement, he glanced at Vera, and then,
with his revolver in his hand, he darted
quickly across the.lawn and stooped down
to exainine Nipper.

The events of the next half-dozen seconds
followed each other with such bewildering
rapidity that a detailed description is well
nigh impossible.

Herman’s bullet, it should be explained,
had merely grazed Nipper's ear, and the
nimble-witted youagster had only feigned to
kave been fatally wounded. And w hen Her-
man stooped down to examine him, he sud-
denly
keuckles. between the scoundrel's eyes,
sent him sprawling on his back.

As Herman fell, his revolver flew from his
hand, and in less time than it takes to tell
Nipper leaped to his fee!, snatched up the
revolver, and ‘took to his heels with the
flecetness of a hunted hare.

Foaming at the mouth
chagrin, Herman picked
dashed . away in pursait.
match for the champion sprinter

and

with rage and
himself up and
‘But he was no
of St.

lashed out with his fist, planted his
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Frank's. At every stride Nipper increased:
his lead, and by the time that Herman had
reached the confines of the park, Nipper
;1:1('1 disappeared, and all trace of him was
ost.

In the meantime the report of the re-
velver had awakened most of the servantas,
and when Herman returned to the house he
found three or four of them gathered round
Vera’s unconscious form. =

“What has happened, senor?’’ they cried,
in Portuguese, as Herman approached.

Herman made 1o reply. It is doubtful,
indeed, 1f he heard the question, for his
brain was in a whirl of terror and despair.

How had Nipper come to the island? Why
had he come? Who had come with him?

Obviously, he must have come in a vessel
of some kind. But what kind? And where
was the vessel now?

Had Nelson Lee come with him? It was
highly probable—nay, it was practically cer
tain! “Then where was Nelson Lee now?
Why had Nipper come to the house alone?.
Was Nelson Lee still aboard the vessel? Had
he sent Nipper ashore to spy out the land?
Or had he followed Nipper, and was lurking
semewhere in the grounds?

Why had Nelson Lee and Nipper come to
the island? Did they know, before they
came, that the owner of the island was the
iugitive’ president of the League of the Iron
Hand? Mad they discovered that Paul Her-
man, . alias Squire Mandeville, alias Number
One, was Dom Jose da Silva? Did they
know that he had kidnapped Vera Langford?
Had they traced him to the island? 1t 89,
how had they discovered these facts?

Such were a few of the questions which
chased each other through Faul Herman's
recling brain as he approached the wonder-
ing servants who were nathered round the
unconscious Vera.

“What has happennd senor?” they cried .
in chorus. .

Without replying to their questions, with-
out evea glancing at K’era, Paul Herman
strode intc the house &nd snatched up a
telescope which rested on a bracket in the
cutrance-ha)l. He then turned into one of
the rooms and took out a fat roll of Bank
of England notes, which he thrust into
another pocket. Two minutes later he stood
on the flat roof ,of the house, from which he
commanded an uninterrupted view c<f the
whole of the coast-line of the little island.

Raising This te]escoge to his eye, he
focused it on a tiny bay on the eust side
of the island. A solitary wvessel rode at
anchor in the bay. Tt was the San Miguel—
Herman's turbine vyacht, in which he and
Vera had voyaged from England. On board
tlie yacht, .as Herman knew, was a fast
electric laurch which could be-lowered at a
moment’s notice.

He heaved a sizh of relief when he saw
that the San Miguel was the only vessel in

the bay. He had feared to see another
| vessel there—the vessel in which. as he sur-



mised, Nipper and Nelson Lee had come to
the island.

He moved the glass up the easbt coast of
the island, and round to the mnorth. There
was no vessel there., [I'rom the north he
swept round to the west. There was no
vessel there. . His caze travelled round to
the south, then a savage imprecation rose
to his lips.

A torpedo-gunboat, flying the British en-
sign was lying at anchor about two hundred
yards from the shore. Being on the south
side of the izland, and the San Miguel being
on the east side, the two. vessels were in-
visible to each other; from which Herman
cuessed—and guessed correctly—that those
on board the gunboat were unaware of the
presence of the yacht, whilst those en hoard
the yacht were equally ignorant of the pre-
sence of the gunboat.

“ So that’s how he came!” mused lierman,
vazing at .the gunboat and thinking of Nel-
san Lee. ‘¢ Persuaded the Government to
place a gunboat at his disposal. But he
hasn't caught me vet. Even if he has
already landed a party fromn the gunboat, 1
have still a sporting chance of beating him,
If T can only pet te the yaeht, and lower
the Ilaunch, before the hue and ecry is
raised, T can slip ncross to Fayal* and hide
myself in Horta till I’ve time to hire a suit-
able vessel to take me across to New York.”

But what about Vera Langford? Should
he take her with him, or leave her behind?

For a moment, but only for a moment,
Herman hesitated how to act. Then, reaiis-
ing how serinusly he would tandicap his
chances of escape if he burdened himself
with an unwilling companion, he reluctantly
decided to leave her behind.

Tossing the telescope aside, he hastily de
scended from the roof. In the entrance-hall
he encountered one of the servants, whose
face was twitching with excitement, and
whose glance was full of anxiety.

“ Will you not now tell us what has- hap-
pened, senor?’” asked the servant eagerly.
‘“Who fired that shot which we heard? Who
elew the dog? Why did the senorita swoon?"

An almost imperceptible sigh of relief rose
to Herman’s lips. On seeing the servant’s
excited face his first thought had been that

Vera had regained her senses and had be-
trayed him.

‘““The senorita, then, has not »et recovered
from her swoon?” le said.

““No, senor.”
““ Have you carried her up to her room?”’

““Not yet, senor. We have laid her on the
couch in the dining-room.” '

“ Well, carry her up to her room at once,”
sald Herman. ‘I will join you there in a

* Fayal is one of the largest islands of the
Azutres group, and Horta is its principal sea-
port. -

few minutes, and tell you all that has hap-
pened.” '

Without giving the man time to reply, he
hurried out of the house, ran round to a
stone-flagged yard at the back, and darted
into a stable in which stood a young and
spirited liorse.

_ Hastily untethering the halter by which
it was secured, Herman led it out into the
yard and sprang on to its kack, without
wasting time in saddling., A moment later
he was galloping down the drive, en route
fgn' the little bay in which the San Miguel
ay. :

—— e —

THE FATE OF PAUL HERMAN.

T should here be cxplained that Her-
man’s house was the only house on
the island, and that his ¢ retainers »”’—
that is to say, the servants at the

house and the officers and c¢rew of the yacht
—were its only inhabitants.

None of these men had the remotest idea
that their employer was the notorious Paul
Herman, or that he had any connection with
the League of the Iron Hand. They believed
that he was a wealthy Portugee, named
Dom Jose da Silva; and it is only due to
them to say that if they had known his real
character, there was not a man amongst
them who would not have denounced him te
the police without a moment’s resitation.

If Nipper had been aware of these facts
at the moment when he knocked Paul Her-
man down and snatched up his revolver, it
is highly probable that his subsequent course
of action would have been very different from
what 1% actually was,

That is to say, if he I'ad known that the
servants were ignorant of Herman’s identity
—if he had known that they would have
been only too willing to help him to secure
so mnotorious a scounrdrel—he would have
covered Herman with the revolver and would
have kept him at bay until the servants—
who had been awakened by Herman's shot—
arrived on the scene. He would then have
told them who their master was, and would
have called upon them to secize and bind him.

Being ignorant of the true state of affairs,

-however, Nipper took it for granted that the

servants knew who Herman was, and that
they were in league with him.

Naturally, therefore, when he knocked Paul
Herman down, and leaped to his feet and
snatched up Herman’s revolver, his first
thought was to make his escape before the
servants appeared. !

I'or some time after he had given Herman
the slip, Nipper continued to run with un-
abated speed, necither knowing nor caring
whither he was going. Then, panting and
out of breath, but satisfied that he was safe
for the present, he fiung himself down at the
foot of a lofty tree, almost in the centre of
a little wood. |

The wood was ahout midway between the
house and the bay in which the £an Miguel
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lav. Nipper, however, wag ignorant of this
fact, since both house and bay, as well as
the yacht, were invisible from the wood.
Needless to say, he was equally ignorant of
the fact that the gunboat lay at anchor on’
the south coast of the island.

As o matter of fact, the whereabouts of

the wunboat was the first subject which en-
gaged his thoughts when, after flinging him-
self down at thie foot of the tree. he started
to review the situation and consider what
was best to be done.
* ~ As the reader will remember, Nipper had
heen roused from. sleep, about two o’clock
in the morning, by the sudden stoppage of
thie gunboat’s engines. After hurriedly dress-
ine, he made his way ¢n deck with the object
n! ascertaining the cause of the stoppage,
but had been washed overboard before his
ohject had been achieved. He was still in
icnorance, therefore, of why the gunboat's
engines had stopped.

Had the engines broken down again, as
they had done on Friday afternoon? Was
that the cauze of the sudden stoppage? And
it it was, how had it fared with the guoboat
since?

Had she foundered in the storm? Had she
heen driven ashere on cne of the many
tslands which compose the Azores group?
Had she ridden nut the gale? If so. and the
crew were now engaced in  repairing the
damaged engines, how long would it be
before she reached Paul Herman's island?

““If she weathered tho storm.” muttered
Nipper to himself, after a long and earnest
cogitation. ““she’'s bound to arrive here to-day
or to-morrow, and if I can onlv keep cout of
the clutches of Herman and his men until
she arrives, I'll be as safe ¢s the Bank of
England! On the other hand, if the gunhoat
has been wrecked, and the guv'nor and all
ahoard have been drowned——"'

He 1eft the sentence unfinished., but the
despairing look which crossed his face was a
suflicient indication «f the fate which he
kanew would be in store for him. '

“ However, it's no use crying out till you're
hurt!’”” he continued philosophically. *“In
the meantime 1'd better et to know, if
possible, how big the island is.-- And 1
can't do better, by way of a beginning, than

[ —

climb to the top of this tree and get a
bird's-eye view of the place.”
Suiting the action to the word., Nipper

swarmed up the tree at the foot of which
fic had been resting.

“Hump! It's a smaller island than I ex-
pected!’”” he mused, as he perched himself
astride one of the topmost branches. ¢“1
can see all round it from here. There's Her-
man's house, "and—hallo!—there's a vessel
over there! That’s Herman’s turbine yacht.
no doubt. She's a smart-looking c¢raft, but
I'd rather have seen—-:"

His musings ended in a vapbturous ery of
delight, for at that moment, as his circling

STORY SECTION "D

glance swept southward, Lis eves fell on the
gunboat.

“The Radium!'' he cried, nearly falling off
the branch in his excitement. ““Hurrah!
I'm all right now! I've ouly to make a bee-
line for the gunboat, and tell the guv'oor
what I've seen, and the rest will be a3 easy
as eating pie!” ;

His youthful face aglow with trinmph, he
quickly swarmed down to the foot of the
tree. Scarcely had bhe reached the ground
ere the sound of approachiug hoofs fell on
bis ears, and before he had time to conceal
himself a horse came galloping through bhe
wood with Paul Herman on it.

At sight of the lad Herman uttered a cry
of triumph. and thrust Lis haod in his pocket
in quest of his revolver. But Nipper was too
quick for him. With the swiftness of a
lightning flash he whipped out Herman's re-
volver, levelled it at the lwrse, and pressed
the trigger.

True to its aim, the bullet struck the
liorse on the near fore-lez, bhut even as the
wounded animal crashed to the ground, Her-
man nimbly leaped off its back and rushed
at Nipper with a shout of malignant fury.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Three times in qguick suceession
fired. but excitement marred his aim, and
all the shots flew wide. Ere he could fire
again Herman hurled himself upon him, bore
him to the ground, and wrested the.revolver
from his grasp.

“You can say your pravers now!" hissed
Herman, as he planted one knce on Nipper's
chest and brandished the revolver in front
of the boy's face. ““To you, ags much as
anybody, T owe my present plight ; but what
ever happens in the future I shall at least
liave the satisfaction of knowing that you
didn't live to see——"’

The taunt was never completed, for at that

Nipper

moment a crackling of the uuderbush was
heard, and the next instant Nelson ULce
dashed throuzh the trees, followed by

O'Brien, Donald Stuart, and a zquad of blue-
jackets.

Crack!
A revolver barked—it was Nelson Tee's —

and a bullet struck Mermoan cn the right
wrist. shattering the bone.

With a piercing shriek, Herman dropped
the revolver and stageered* to his feet: hut
cven as the dctective rushed towards Tim,
Paul Herman swiftly stooped down, picked
up the revolver with his left hand, and
clapped the muzzle to Lis own temple.

Like an arrow from a bow. Nelson lLee
leaped forward. But he was too [ate. Ere
he could reach Panl Herman's side the
latter's finger pressed the trigger, and the
next instant a lifeless form, lying a«t Nelson
Lee's feel, was all that remained of the
former chief of {the League of the lron Hand.

The rest is soon told.

-

The breakdown of



the gunhoats engines had proved to be a

very  trifling matter, and 2s foon as the
storm had abated the damage had been
quickly, repaired. The Radium had then put
back to the. island—past which she had
drifted in the gale—and had anchored off
the south coast. Nelson Lee and Donald,
accompanied by a squad of bluejackets, had
then rowed ashore, and had been on their
way to Paul Herman's house—which they had
sighted from the gunboat's deck—when they
‘hdd heard the four shots which Nipper had
ﬂred in the wood.

"What happened after that the reader
'alreaﬂy'kn'ows, and it only remains to add
that after Nipper had told the story of his
escape and his subsequent adventures, a
move was mage for the house.

"By that time Vera had recovered from her

faint, -and had told the servants what Nipper
had told her, namely, that ‘Dom Jose da
IHE

Silva ** was Paul Herman. The result was
that the servants received the detective and
his companions with open arms, declaring—
which was quite true--that they would have
denounced their master long ago if they had
known who he was.

Over the meeting between Vera and
Donald we will draw a vell, since such re-
unions are too sacred to be described in cold
print. Let it suffice to say that when the
Radiuvm returned to England, five days later,
the reception which was accorded to the two
young lovers hy Press and public alike was
hardly less enthusiastic than that accorded
to Nelson Lee, Nipper, and O'Brien.

Within a month of their return Donald
Stuart led Vera Langford to the altar in the
parish church of Moscar, the important role

of ‘' best man’ being enacted by Nelson
Lee.
END.
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THE NELSON

(Continued from page 14.)

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” . )

‘The juniors took a great delight in watch-
jng the efforts of Wellborne & Co. to
extricate themselves from the muddy pond.
Two minutes earlier, the three Honourables
liad been as neat as new pins—attired in
thie. latest cut clothing, with spotless linen,
and glittering footwear, to say nothing of
gleaming  toppers. Now they fairly
wallowed in thick, greasy, oozing mud.

f«.Go it, Aubrey—you're winning!"”

'* Ha, ha, ha!” .
~“Fall in again, Cyril—you're not quite
covered!”’

"*Ha, ha, ha!”

- Tuppenee for the first chap who makes
the shore!” !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" The St. Frank’s crowd, having amused
themselves by watching for several minutes
longer. recrossed the road and went back
into Mr. Binks' tuck shop—much to that
gentleman’s relief. He had begun to fear
that he had lost his customers,

. Wellborne and Co. did not return. Even
if they had desired to do so, they would
hiave been kept away. The odour of that
mudk would - not have iniproved Mr. Binks’
stock.

180 the three Honourables, looking quite
terrible, dragged their way towards the
River House School. They left behind them
a trail of mud and a most unpleasant scent.
'The whole village street was saturated with
it for a short time.

" The Hon. Aubrey and his companions were
in a vile temper, and they were absolutely
;icttermincd to get their revenge, sooner or
ater.

In the meantime, Alf Brent and Armstrong
and the rest continued their way to the
school, after regaling themselves on ice
cream and jam puffs, and cream tarts.
They arrived in the 'I'riangle just in time
to see a telegraph boy riding up to the
Ancient House steps—he had, in fact,
passed them in the lane.

- Nelson Lee wus chatting with Mr. Clifford,
the sports master. And the telegraph boy
handed Lee a buff coloured envelope. The
famous schoolmaster-detective had arrived

an hour or se earlier.

. During the holidays he had been working
so hard that he really looked somewhat run

down. He had happened to strike two
exceedingly interesting cases and had
devoted all his attention to them, just

managing to clear things up in time for
the new term.

~For nights, Nelson Lee had enjoyed only
two or three hours sleep. There were lines
ynder his eyes, but he made light of them.

YTl warrant  this  telegram is from
Nipper,” said Nelson Lee, as he ripped
open the-envelope. ** I wonder if the young
rascal is asking for extra time? 1 expected
to find the caravan party here. They ought
to have arrived yesterday, to be really on
the safe side.”
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Mr. Clifford smiled, and Lece unfoulded the
telegram,
‘““ Oh, indeed!”” he murmured grufliy.

The sports master looked at him with
frank curiosity.

““Yes, it’s from Nipper,” said Leo.
“ Read it.”

Mr. Clifford did so, and then grinued.
That telegram was rather long. And, as
the guv’'nor had said, it was from me. 1
had filled up nearly two telegraph forms.

1 explained about the attack on Lord Bush-
wick, how we had witnessed the atfair, and
added that we were required as witnesses,
and couldn't possibly arrive at St. Frank’s
until at least two days had eclapsed. if Lee

didn’t believe it, he could ring up the
police. .
“ Do you think it’s an excuse, Mr. Lee?”

smiled Mr. Clitford. :

““ Well, hardly,” replied the detective. "' I
Lionestly believe that Nipper made his plans
so that he should arrive here to-day. But
if the boys are required as witnesses by the
police—well, there is nothing for them but
to obey. 1 don’t suppose it will matter in
any case. The school won't shake down
into the usual run of things until the be-
ginning of next week."”

Soon afterwards, Nelson Lee showed the
telegram to Dr. Malcolm Stafford. The
Head was rather grave at first, but couldn’t
help smiling. And he agreed with Nelson
Lee that they could do nothing.

Therefore, soon afterwards Lee despatched
a reply telegramn, saying that the caravan
party was to hold itself at the disposal of
the police until they were no longer
required. Then they were to hurry to the
school as quickly as possible.

When we got that wire we all rejoiced.

‘“ Everything’s all right, you chaps,” I
said to Handforth and the rest, as they
lounged about the camp. **We've got
official permission, and we're as safe. as
houses.”

‘“Good egpg!" said Reggie Pitt. * Let’s
hope the police delay matters for about a
week."” !

*“ Rather!”

But there was not much chance of that.
However, as we  discussed the situation
about the cammp, we little dreamed of the
startling circumstances that were destined
to happen at St. Frank’s almost at once—
circumstances that would completely alter
our owu programme,

CHAPTER V.
THE WORKINGS OF FATE.

HE Hon. Aubrey De
Wellborne scowled
viciously.

““ Yes, by gad, we'll
pay them back!” he declared
fiercely. ** And, what’s more,
we'll send in a Dbill  of
damages to Dr. Stafford. I'm not goin’ to
have my clothes ruined for nothin’!"

‘ Rather not!" agreed the Hon. Bertram.
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“ Those dashed cads will have to pay! I'm
goin’ to claim twenty-five quid for my lot.”
** Same here!' said the Hon. Cyril.
Wellborne nodded. \
“ Of course, we shall have to go ecasy,”
hic remarked. *“*1 mean, we can’t very well

"THE NELSON

explain why those beasts chucked us into
the pond. There'll probably be an inquiry,
and-—-"

He pauvsed, as he glanced out of the
window.

* Hallo!” he went on. * Here comes Full-
wood !”

““ An' his pals, too!" added Carstairs.

The River Housc boys were in their own
study, from the window of which they
could zec out upon the gravel drive. The
school, really, was a big, old-fashioned
house which had originally been occupied
as a private dwelling. Dr. Molyneux Hogge
had bought the place, and turned it into
a school.

The Honourables did not look exceedingly

"

pleased, for they knew that Fullwood and
Co. were coming along to see them,
These St. Frank’s junmiors were Kindred

spirits, of course—but, somehow, Wellborne
and Co. were not feeling any too well
disposed towards the St. Frank’s juniors
just now.

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell, the cads
of the Remove, arrived. They entered the
study as though it belonged to them. They
were attired in the latest fashion, spotless
from head to foot, and extremely nutty.
talph Leslie I'ullwood grinned cheerfully as
he nodded.

““ How goes it, my lad?” he asked. * Plenty
of sport durin’ the holidays? Did you spot
any winners? I did pretty well at
Kempton Park—-"'

“ Blow Kempton Park!” snapped Well-

borne. * Who told you to come here?”
Fullwood stared.

‘““1T thought you'd like to sce us,” he
said.

‘““Well, you thought wrong!"” retorted
the Hon. Aubrey. *“1I don't like to see
you! Clear out! You an’ your St. Frank's

crowd make me <ick!”

Gulliver and Bell began to look wrathful,
but Fullwood merely grinned. He sat down,
and lit a cigarette.

‘““As bad as that, eh?” he remarked
coolly. ** Of course, we've heard all about
the pond incident, but you mustn't worry
over that, Welly. You don’'t think we
sympathise with Armstrong an’ his gang?
We hate the cads like poison—we're on
your side.”

Wellborne grunted.

“I'm not feelin® pally towards any St.
Frank's chaps!” he said flatly. * Those
bally rotters ruined all my clothin'—

absolutely mucked up one of the best suits
I ever had made!” :

“ Well, you can't blame me for that,"”
said Ralph Leslie. ‘““Don’'t be an ass, Well-
borne! We're pals—always have
Have a smoke.

been.
I want to give .you some |

for Helmford next week.

good tips
I've got some rippin’ information—straight
from the giddy stable.”

The Hon. Aubrey grunted again.

“* Oh, all right—you can stay if you want

races

“Thanks—I'll
But don't talk
If you do, I'll get

to,”” he said grudgingly.
take one of those fags.
about that pond aflair.
wild."”

The visitors remained discreetly silent on

the subject. They could easily appreciate
the fact that their hosts were still some-
what sore. And the conversation turned

into other channels,

As a matter of fact, Fullwood and Co.
had come expressly for the purpose of hold-

ing a racing confab. Backing horses was
a scrious crime hoth at St. Frank’s and
River House—a crime punishable by ex-
pulsion. But the Nuts indulged in ‘ havin’
a bit on the gee-gees’ as quite a regular
thing. They were always  extremely
cautious, and bad never actually been

caught so far.

They considered it very manly to smoke,
and to associate with racing men and book-
makers and the like. Unless they did that
sort of thing, they were namby pamby.

This, of course, was their own view,
Among the dccent fellows., they were
always - regarded as a set of snobs and
cads,

Wellborne took a cigarette, and Atted it
into an elaborate holder.

““ Al right—here’'s a light,” said Full-
wood, ** Have a look at this.”

He produced from his pocket a little
nickel instrument—quite a pretty aftair,

standing on four claw-like legs. He put it
0;1 _t::e table, and Wellborne and Co. stared
at it.
L" ‘IWhat‘s that thing?" asked the #ton.
'}I‘i ) =
““One of those patent lighters,” replied
Fullwood. ** As a matter of fact, I brought
it here as a present for you chaps, but
after the way you treated us when we
came in I meant to take it away again.
Still, it’s all right now, so I'li lcave it.”

“Does it work?"” asked Wellborne
dubiously. :

“Of course it works,” retorted Fullwood.
“We've got two in our study. 1 spotted
'em in Regent Street, the other day. Look!
As simple as you like!"”

He touched a little lever at the top of
the lighter, and a spark instantly appeared
igniting a little wick. And a steady white
light burned with perfect serenity.

“1I say, that's pretty good!" remarked
the Hon. Aubrey, lighting his cigarette.
‘““Thanks awfully, Fully. Decent of you to
remember us. It'll come in pretty handy.”

“Put it out, you ass,” said the Hon.
Cyril. * Don’t want to burn all the petrol

away. 1 suppose you use petrol in the
thing 2" :
‘““ Petrol or benzene,” agreed Fullwood.

‘“ But you needn't worry ‘about keeping it
alight. 1t'll burn for hours. Don't you



see what a big container it’s got? You can
use it as a night light, if you want to. Just
Jeave it there, and see how beautifully it
works.”’ _ g ]

It seemed a trival affair, but that little
incident was to mean much Ilater, The
automatic lighter was left burning in the
centre of the table. A tiny glow burned
at the wick, but it-was so small as to be

hardly  noticeable. And the racing
specialists proceeded to compare mnotes
regarding their activities during the holi-
days.

‘The study was fairly blue with smoke
when the door opened, and Hal Brewster
looked in. Brewster was a thoroughly
decent sort—one of the best fellows in the
gchool, and quite popular at St. Frank's,
where he was a frequent visitor.

1 want to have a word with you, Well-
borne,”” he said. “Pouf! - You fiithy
rotters! This study smells like a pub!
Haven't you got more sense than to smoke
like chimneys on the first day of term?”

** Mind your own business!” said Well-
borne. | '

** smoking is a rotten, dirty habit!" said
Brewster warmly. * It’s not so bad when

you're grown up—but it's beastly for a

boy. DBesides, it's against all regulations.

Not.. that I'm interfering. 1f you're

copped, .don’t blame me.” : -
Wellborne glared.

.**I shall blame you!” he snapped.

““ Shut that door, you fool! All the

smoke's drifting out into the passage.”
lal Brewster chuckled.
“0Old Wragg was out there a minute

"

ago,”” he remarked cheerfully. ** He’s got
a pretty long nose, too!”

** Shut that door!” roared the Hon.
Aubrey. " An' get out! If you don’t

clear at once, we’ll kick you out!”
Brewster didn't move.

*“Come and do it!"” he invited.

““ By gad, I will!” bellowed Wellborne.

1le was still in a temper from the other
affair, and here he saw an opportunity of

relieving his  feelings. Ile threw his
cigarette down, and rushed round the
room. The other cads juimped to their
feet, too. -

*“*Lend a hand!” shouted the Hon.
Aubrey.

'

** Anythin' to oblige,” said Fullwood.

He was grinning, for this affair was after
his own heart, too. For half-a-dozen of
them to pile on to one fellow was just in
Fullwood’s style. An evenly contested
fight was never suitable for Ralph Leslie.

The Nuts dashed at Brewster, and seized
him.- The next moment the leader of the
Commioners was yanked forcibly through the
daorway. But the cads had made another
mistake. - b E

Uut in. the passage. were Georgie Glynn
and Dave Ascott, Brewster’'s particular
chums—to say nothing of Kingswood and
Nofton and Robinson and Driscoll and
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Baller and Grant. In fact, the passage
seemed to be full of Commoners.

** Back up, you chaps!” hailed Brewster
cheerfully.

* Hurrah!”

The Commoners sailed into the attack.

They had been hoping for somefhing of
this kind—a good excuse to have a scrap
with the Honourables. They considered it
very bad form to let the first day of term

go by without squashing Wellborne and Co.
l'Tile Nuts received the shock of their
ives.

They had no sooner grasped Brewster

than the crowd of fellows came surging into
the study. In the npext moment a free
fight was in progress.

*“You—you cads!” hooted the
Aubrey. “* We've been tricked!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don't yon dare to touch us!” howled

Hon.

Fullwood. “ We don't belong to your
rotten school—-"

“ Thank . goodness for that!”  ecaid
Brewster. ‘““We've got quite enough,

rotters here without you! You're going to
be kicked out—and the shortest way will
be through the window.”

Fullwood and Co., accor?iugly, were
hoofed out through the window. They
tried to put up a fight but they really had.
no chance, Brewster and Co. fell upon them,
and they were pitched out, one after the
other. They arrived in disordered heaps in
the courtyard. And, picking themselves
up, they fled. 2 |

Wellborne and Co., in the meantime were
dealt with drastically.

They were held down on the floor of their
own study, and the Commoners proceeded
to punish them in a fitting manner. On
the table there was a box of a hundred
cigarettes. Taking Wellborne first, they
held him firmly, and proceeded to jam
cigarettes into his mouth until that aper-
ture waz full. Then they ordered Well-
borne to chew,

From the point of view of the Commoners,
it was all extremely funny. But Wellborne
and Co. saw no humour in the situation.

When it came to Carstair's turn,
struggled so violently that it was only
with difficulty that he was held down. He
kicked madly, and one of his boots struck
a small side table with a crash.

The table overturned, smashing a pile
of cups and saucers. And, a minute later
Mr. Wragg strode into the study.

**Good Heavens!” shouted the under
master. ** What—what is this unseemly
disturbance?”

** Just a little lark,
breathlessly.

“A lark!™” retorted Mr.
amazed! How dare you? Boys! You will
come with me at once! Tea is served! You
will all write two hundred lines for actin:
in a disgraceful manner.”

There was no sense in arguing with Mr.

lie

sir,’”” said Ascott

Wragg. *“I'm

| Wragg. And, after all, two hundred lines



about, Brewster

was nothing to worry

and Co. went in to tea, feeling that they

had started the term exceedingly well.
And Wellborne’s study was deserted.
Before leaving that apartment, the juniors

closed the window. And Mr. Wragg himself
had slammed the door to. But nobody had
taken notice of two very significant points,
Indeed; it was impossible for them to have
noticed . these details. But it was
extremely unfortunate that tea should
have been served just at that time. For
the study was left to itself, and nobody
would go there for well over half-an-hour.
On the table stood the little automatic
lichter, with the flame still
screnely and steadily.

- And the side table remained overturned
on the floor, with the broken cups and
saucers scattered about. But something
else had been reposing on that side table,
"too—a ‘neat iittle gas ring, upon which
Wellborne and Co. were wont to boil water
with the purpose of making tea or cocoa.

The River House boys sometimes fed in
their own studies, but tea was a set meal
which had to be attended in the dining
hall. It was different at St. ¥Frank’s, where
- pearly “all the boys had tea in their own

studies.

" That little gas-ring had fallen with the
table and the crockery. It was supplied by
means of a rubber tube from a connection in
the wall. And the tap was on the gas-ring
itself.

Thus, when that little erash occurred, the
tube ‘was pulled completely away. And the
#as poured inte the room in a silent, in-
visible ¢loud. The pressure was not exces-
sive, and there was no distinctive hiss,
Nobody had known of that escape of gas,
and the boys had been hustled out of the
study so quickly by Mr. Wragg that they
had had no time to look round.

And nmow they were seated at tea in the
dining hall. Not one of them had the
slightest suspicion that Fate had acted in
a remarkable manner. But for that little
. automatic lighter on the table, the gas
would have been harmless. Somebody would
certainly bhave smelled the escape, and a
mere opening of the window would have
cleared the air,

But it was not to be.

There was the gas pouring into the room,
and the window was closed and the door
shut. And the little flame was burning on
the table—waiting.

In the dining hall, Wellborne and Co. were
feeling mad with everybody. This was one
of the most unfortunate days they could re-
member, and they glowered fiercely round at
the other fellows as they sat there, partaking
of tea. Dr. Hogee was very severe on dis-
cipline. He would never allow any cf the
boys to miss a meal, unless they had a per-
fect excuse.

The docter always presided in the dining
“hall, and it pleased him to see all his pupils
- before him. He was irritated if one or more

burning

- were abseant.

And there was a set time for
tea--exactly half-an-hour,

During this period the boys' studies were
leftt completely deserted. Not a soul went
near them, for the domestic staff had quite
sufficient to do in their own quarters,

Dr. Molyneux Hogge was looking. very
pleased with himself as he sat at the head
of the principal tea-table. There were several
new pupils this term, and every vacancy had
been filled. 'There was every reason for Dr.
Hogge to be highly pleased. -

Tea was nearly over when the Headmaster
rose to his feet. '

‘“ Boys, I should like to say a few words
to you,” he observed genially. ¢ This is the
first day of a new term, and I think it 1is
my duty to address you, and wish -you all
success in your studies during the coming
weeks of——"’ :

Boo—o—oom !

Dr. Hogge staggered back, -and the school
started to its feet.

That boom was territfic—reverberating. The
very walls seemed to rock. The windows
rattled and shook. The crockery on the table
clattered noisily. And then came a deadly,
significant silence!

g — —

CHAPTER VI

HOMELESS! - =
€¢ 00D HEAVENS!”
shouted Dr. llogge,
in a startled voice.
** What — what

was that, sir?” stammered
Mr. Wragg nervously.

““ Sounded like an explosion,
gir,”” exclaimed Hal Brewster. ¢ My hat!
The whole place shook! It was like an
earthquake! What in the world could it
have been? We’d better go out and see——"

The door burst open, and a f[rightened-
looking maidservant stood there,

¢“0Oh, pup—please, sir!” she faltered
hysterically.

“What is it—what is it?” snapped the
Head.

He strode across to the girl and seized her
arm. A glance along the passage had shown
him that the air was full of dust. Dr. Hogge
was filled with anxiety, and he urged the
girl to speak.

“Come, come, Edith!” e
sharply. ¢ What is the matter?
happened? Tell me!” .

“0Oh, doctor, I'm sure I don't know!"
panted the girl. “I1—1 was coming down the
passage and I was knocked clean over, sir!
It—it come from the young gentlemen’s sec-
tion, sir. Something must have happened in
one of them studies!” ;

““Good gracious me!”’

Another servant came rushing along the
passage and screaming. ' i

“Fire! Fire!” she shoutéd at the top of
her voice. '

¢ Great Scott!”

“The place is on fire!”

exclaimed
What has
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v Quick—let’s get outside!”

PDr. Hogge turned swiftly. -
¢« Qrder!? he shonted. ¢“Boys, keep your
places! Don’t forget your fire drill! Atten-
tion! Mr. Wragg, march the boys out into
the c¢ourtyard in an orderly fashion! Sece
that there is no commotion!”’

“Ye-yes, sir!”’ said Mr. Wragg feebly.

As a matter of fact, he was tottering at
the kmnees, and was in no fit condition to take
command of the school. But, by a masterly
effort, he succeeded in pulling himeelf to-
cether. If he failed in a crisis like this, his
eervices would be instantiy dispcnsed with.

Dr. Hogge dashed away down the passage,
and made off in the direction of the boys’
studies. There was no question that the geat
of the trouble was here. Every corridor was
filled with smoke, and pungent fumes filled
the atmosphere. '

Presently, Dr. Hozge was compelled to
halt., He was choking and gasping. He was
quite ¢lose to two of the boys’ studies, and,
plancing in them, he saw that they were in
good order, but that the windows were shat-
fered to atoms. Then, looking ahead through
the smother, he saw that onc¢ door was sag-
ging on its hinges, blown to splinters. And
the passage at this point was filled with
dehrie,

From the door
volhimes of smoke,

Dr. Hogge dashed up, holding his breath.

He could sce little, dwing to the smoke,
bhut one glance showed him that the interior
of the room was burning fiercely. The lire
was qquite local, but it was decidedly flerce.
The flames were roaring in an appalling
manner.

The thing bhad come so suddenly that Dr.
Hogge bad no time to think, or to be wor-
ried. Action was required—brisk, <¢ertan
action. 'There was no sense in standing by
and wringing his hands.

Although he did not pauze to think, he in-
stinetively knew that the explosicn had been
cauvsed by gas. In some way or other one
of these studies had become filled with gas,
and bad ignited.

And the explosion had caused the main
iteelf to burst, and the 2as was now pouring
out in a deadly volume, burning, Unless
very prompt -action was taken, the whole
s¢hool would be burnt to the ground.

Turning, the Headmuaster etaggered down
the passage and reached one of the doors.
He pasced outside into the courtyard, and
found that the school was already there, The
hoys were running about in great excitement,
and had, indeed, already commenced to take
eteps to quell the flames.

Mr. Wragg had failed to control the erowd.
This was chiefly on account of his own- ner-
vousness. Hal Brewster and Co., for example,
gaw no reason why they should stand there
at attention, doing nothing, while they might
be able to save the school from destruction.

Brcwster himself had fed a party of fel-
lows 10 the main fire bydrant. And the

opching came ¢hoking

Fromm the door opening came
choking volumes of smoke. Dr. Hogge
dashed up, holding his breath.

hose was now being uncoiled and prepared for
action.

Dr. Hogge only looked at thie boys for a
moment or two, then he turned his attcntion
to the house itself. He received &omething
of a shock. The building was a large, tall,
square one—one of those old-fashioned places
t.lgat are not particularly handsome to look
at. ,

Parts of the school were ivy covered, and
tall, stately trees grew within the big court-
vard, which was shut off from the road hy
means of a high wall.

And the west side of the building, where
the boys’ studies were situated, presented a
sorry appearance. A great gaping hole bhad
been blown into the lower part of the wall.
The window of Wellborne's study had been
forced completely out, together with a big
section of brickwork, N

For the éxplosion had been terrific.

Study No. 10—which was the one ¢¢cupied
by Wellborne and Co.—no longer existed.
Every wall had bheen blown ount, mainly into
other studies, and one wall into the open air.
The furniture was demolished, and the
brokem debris was now burning fiercely, with
every prospect of spreading to the other
rooms.

At the moment the fire was completely con-
fined to this one spot, but the slightest delay
would e¢auge the flames to spread rapidly.
And then, perhaps, they would get heyond
control.

But the
hriskly.

In a very few moments the hose was hauled
round the building, and scmebody turned the
water on. A great stream came surging ont
{rom the nozzle, and Brewster, who held the
}}ose, directed the water at the seat of the
1T

Somebody else had harried away to turn off
the gas at the main., Once thic was dome the

boys themsclves were acting



danger would be greatly lessened. Dr. Hogge
stood there, looking on, with mixed feelings.
He was appalled at this disaster to his be-
loved school, and at the same time he was
filled with admiration at the prompt manuer
the boys had coped with the situation.
¢It’s all right, sir!’”’ sang out Brewster.

““It’,ll soon be out.
all.’

Dr. Hogge strode up.

¢ Splendid, my boys,” he said warmly, 1
must commend you for your quick witted-
ness. Yes, that's right—good! 1 think we
will soon have the fire under control now.”

¢¢ Rather, sir.”

¢“It must have been a gas explosion, sir.”

The Head nodded, becoming rather grim,

¢ Some carelessness, I have mo doubt,’” he
exclaimed, becoming calmer now that the
danger was lessened. ““Do any of you boys
know which study this is?”’

¢ No. 10, sir.”

¢ Indeed—Wellborne’s study!” said the
Doctor. *‘“ Where is Wcllborne? Oh, there
you are,” he added, looking round. ¢ Well-
borne! What do you know about this? How
can you account for this disastrous explosion
in your study?”

The hon. Aubrey was looking extremely
scared.

“J can't account for it, sir,” he replied.

No need to worry at

‘““Perhaps 1 can, sir,” put in Mr., Wragg,

striding up.

Mr. Wrage was now feeling himself again.
He had found that the danger was practically
over and that the boys themselves had had
sense enoughtrto get the hose going.

“Well, Mr. Wragg?” said the Head.

¢t Just before tea, sir, I found a mumber of
boys fighting and causing a considerable com-
motion in Wellborne's study,” said the
under-master.
took place there, but there can be no ques-
tion that the gas was left on. Some rank
carclessness, I am sure.”

Dr. Hogge nodded.

““I shall have to hold a full inquiry Into
this matter,” he declared. ¢ If any of the
boys are responsible, their punishment will
be severe. Good heavens! The whole school
might have been burnt to the ground!”

He confined his attention now to super-
intending the operations. And in less than
twenty minutes the fire was out, and there
was no further danger. Indeed, the whole
affair had happened so quickly that hardly
anvbody else knew about it.

The report of the explosion had been heard
throughout the neighbourhood—even as far
distant as St. Frank’s itself. People in the
village came out of their little shops and cot-
tages to look up and down the quiet, sunny
high street. But there was mnothing to
account for that ominous boom.

And a casual glance at the River House
Schotol would mot have brought enlighten-
ment.

From the roadside, nothing out of the
common was to be seen. The big building
looked just as firm and just as solid as ever.

1 do not exactly know what |

)

' firm of contractors,” said Dr. Hogge.

But round on the other wall, which was
hidden from the road, the appcarance was
very diflferent.

There was that great caping hole, with
steam issuing from it. Charred debris lay
about the courtyard—bricks, portions of
woodwork, etc. And, most significant of all,
ihwere was a great, jagged crack in the build-
ing, recaching upwards to the very eaves of
the roof.

The damage to the study itself was a com-
paratively insigniticant matter, and a gang
of workmen could have made full repairs
within a wceek,

But that crack in the wall was ominous.

The explosion had been so poweriul that
the whole building had rocked to ils founda-
tions on this side. That erack was the result.
The complete wall was weakened, and Dr.
Hogge was afraid that some fresh trouble
might develop. |

The gas had been turned off at the main,
and everything was now quiet. A number of
boys stood ready with the hose, in case the
fire broke out afresh. But this was not pro-
bable. for the seat of the fire had been
literally gutted.

“I'm blessed if I can see how it hap-
pened,” muttered Wellborne, as he conferred
with the Hon. Cyril and the Hon, Bertram.
“We weren't even using the rotten gas!
An’' there wasn’t a light in the study.”

“It's a mystery,” =aid Carstairs. :

‘¢ Absolutely,” put in Coates. *‘‘1t looks to
me as if somebody did it on purpose—some of
those bally St. Frank’s cads, perhaps.”

¢“0Oh, don’t be an ass,” growled Well-
borne. ‘It was a gas explosion. It wasn't
our fault, anyway! An’ if we're blamed for
it, I'll dashed well write to my pater. He'll
Kick up a fine dust, too. By gad! What a
mess! We've got no study now!"

Dr. Hogge turned to the hoys.

“Well, my lads, you needn't wait out
here,” he exclaimed. ¢ You will proceed in
just the usual manner, take no notice of this
occurrence. I shall see that Wellborne i3
provided with another room for the time
being. And to-morrow I shall hold a ftull
inquiry.”

¢ But it wasn't our fault, sir,” said the
Hon. Aubrey warmly.

¢“1f you are not to blame, Wellborne, you
will not be held responsible,” said the
doctor. ¢ But it is most imperative that the
truth should be discovered. Mr. Wragg, just
a word with you, please.”

¢ Certainly, eir,” said Mr. Wragga. -

He went over to the Head’s side, and the
both stood looking up at the wall.

“] shall want you to telephone at once to
the gas company in Bannington and to a
”'Thif!
matter must be dealt with immediately.
How c¢xtremely unfortunate that we should
commence the new tferm in such a mauner.
It is a sheer disaster for our school.”

“]1 fancy we shall get over it, sir,” said
Mr. Wragy.

¢ 0h, certainly—undoubtedly,” agreed the
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Head. *1 am thankful, indeed, that the
boys took such prompt measures. I am
proud of them. If the fire had spread—"

«« You may be quite sure, sir, that 1 should
never have allowed the boys to act in any way
detrimental to the school,” said Mr. Wragg.
s Indeed, I think I can claim a little credit
for what has heen done. It was at my sug-
gestion that the hose was so quickly got into
action.”

¢ Help!” murmured Dave Ascott. ¢ What
an awful fibber!”

¢« He was nearly scared out of his wits!”

“ Of course he was!”

Dr. Hogge nodded, and smiled at Mr.
Wragg. ‘
¢ am pleased to compliment you, Mr,

Wragg,” he said. ‘‘ But please take a look
at that crack in the wall. 1 don’t quite like
it, do you? 1 fear that it may cause a
further collapse.”

Mr. Wragg looked at the great crack with
a quizzical eye.

“QOh, no, sir,” he said. ‘“Yon need have
no fear about that. These walls are very
solid, and there is not the slightest fear of
any collapse. The builders will soon put——?"’

He paused suddenly, for a very curious
rumbling sound made itself heard. The next
moment Dr. Hogge seized $he under-master
and foreibly dragged him back. And they
were only just in the nick of time to escape
destruction.

Several boys dodeed back at the
moment.

It was rather curious that Mr., Wragg
should have stated his opinions so firmly—
and that that opinion should have been 8o
at fault. For the whole wall on that side of
the building sagged away, amd then col-
lapsed into the courtyard with a thunderous
crash that was absolutely deafening.

It was like a tremendous peal of thunder.

The greater part of the wall detached
itself from the building, buleced outwards
in the most extraordinary manner, and
then fell to the ground. It was miracu-
lously lucky that nobody was caught in the
fallen debris.

The courtyard was filled with choking
masses of dust. And when it cleared, the
whole school was astounded and staggered
to find that the initial small disaster had
become a veritable catastrophe.

game

The school resembled a house that had
Leen hit by a gizantic bomb. Several
rooms were exposed. The floors, with

their beams, could be seen sagging, with
furniture lying this way and that. Even
the roof had taken a distinet downward
trend at. this point, as though this was
liable to collapse also. '

To put it bluntly, the River House School
was in a precarious condition, and totally
unfit for habitation.

That collapse of the wall had rendered
the whole place dangerous. At any moment
a further collapse might occur.

Prompt action might avert complete

disaster, but it would be several

weeks |
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before the school was fit for the bhoys to
enter. Some of the fellows suggested that
they could use the other side of the build-
ing; but Dr, Hogge would never agree to
that. If another crash did come, it was
quite on the cards that the whole school
would tumble to bits, burying everybody
within it.
Dr. Hogge was at his wits" enil.

For some time he stood gazing up at
the awful damage as thouech dazed. He
didn’t know what to do. His beloved

schocl was in peril of eomplete demolition,
and the very thought of that caused Dr.
Hogge to elnteh at his heart.

And what could he do with the boys?

Send them home? That would ke a solu-
tion for the moment; but what about
afterwards? Parents would not be willing
to keep their sons at home indefinitely.
And even a novice ecould sce that there
would be no hope of repairing the damage
during this summer term.

In the meantime, Dr. Hogge could
mentally picture his pupils being sent to
other schools—secattered broadcast, as it
were. He would probably never get the
boys back again. And that would mean
ruin,

Surely there must be some other solution.

And then Dr. Hogge had an idea.

Ten minutes later he was on his way up
to St. Frank’s. He had egiven preecise in-
structions for the boys to remain well
away from the school hbuilding; he had
ordered all the servants out. Nothing was
to be done until he returned.

And Dr. Hogge went towards SE. Frank’s

with his scholastic face wearing a grimly
determined look.

By the time he arrived in the Triangle of
the famous old colleze he was surrounded

by ecrowds of juniors. The news had
already reached St, Frank’s. How, nobody
knew. DBut, in some mysterious fashion,

everybody in the school knew that an ex-
plosion had ocecurred at the River House,
and that the building had partially col-
lapsed. In faet, they knew a lot more
than this.

For example, Teddy Long positively de-
clared that the River House was rothing
more than a heap of ruins, and that Hal
Brewster and Dave Ascott and half-a-dozen
cther fellows, had been buried in the ruins.
Teddy Longz was certain that at least a
dozen chaps had perished.

And a further sensation was c¢aused by
the report that Dr. Hogge, sceing the catas-
trophe, had ended all his diffienlties by
committing suicide. It was even rtumoured
that the River House School had been de-
liberately blown up by Communists.

So the appearance of Dr. Hogge in person
was rather comforting. The juniors, in
fact, were just preparing to dash down to
see the damage with their own eyes when
Dr. Hogge appeared.

| **'What happened, sir?”?

-
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“ What was the explosion at your place,

sir?"

““ How many chaps were killed?”

“ Pilease, boys—please!"” said the doctor
protestingly. “ 1 really cannot stop to
answer your questionzs now, Nobody was
kiiled, and I am thanikiul to say that there
is not even an injury. But the schiool itself
is badly damaged.”

“Did somebody try to bhlow the place
up, sir?*?
"It was an accideat—-a gzas explosion,

followed by a collapse of the wall.”

Having said that, Dr. Hozge succeeded in
pushing his way thmu'rh the throng, and
he made his way to the Head's private
Jdoor on the other side of the Triangle.

“There you are!" said %rmstmnﬂ.. with
nosniff.  “Where's that yvoung bounder,
Teddy Leng? What does he mean by say-
ing that a dozen chaps were killed?”

“ The rotter!” said Griftith wrathfully.
““Why, there's nothing to make a fuss about
at ali!™
~ Quite a number of the fellows seemed
indignant. One might have imazined that
they were d:sappmnte:! at finding that no-
bedy had perished. Teddy Long made him-
self scarce, and was not to he found.

In the meantime, Dr. Hozze was closeted
with his illustrious confrere, Dr. Malcolm
Staflord.

“I am deeply

sorry to near of your
trouble, Dr. Hogge,®

sald the Headmaster
of St. Frank’s, at lenath., 1t is truly a

disaster, and I am afraid T ecannot ofTer
any helpful suggestion. As far I can
see, it will be neceszarv for to send
all your boys back home——"

“But that will be disas trous. Dr. Staf-
ford,” interrupted the otler. “ You know
what builders are nowadavs: they require
nmonths to perform work that could have
been done in so many wesks ten years ago.
It will be well into the summer vacation
before the River House is ready. And that
raeans that I shall lose my bhoys from this
ferm—and possibly for good.”

“ I think you are unduly pessimistic, Dr.
Hogge."”’
" &1 have been wondering—I
make the suggestion,” said Dr. Hogge dif-
fidently. * Is it possible that yoir have
any spare accommodation here? If vou
could only take my hoys in for twn days
it will be sufficient. I should- be abie to

make complete arrangements without send-
ltl" the boys home. Jt would give me time,
if you understand? And it would keep my
school together.”

The Head stroked his chia thouahtfully.

"~
>

you

hesitate to

DETECTIVE

MAGAZIND

_ THE OWLY MAGAZJUE OF (TS KINQ IN THE wunu

[ THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY |

wWas

| trewmely

13 £ .
"
: 0 e B

“Well, Dr. Ilogge, I am afraid
ﬂl"ﬂ(‘}biﬂn is a difticult one,”” he

* However, 1 will consult with Mr. Lee, and
obtain his view. It is quite possible thab
he would be able to suggest some alterna-
tive solution.”

'ive minutes later Nelson Lee
close confab with the two Heads.

Aand in precicely half an Lour mattera
were arranged. Nelson I.ee pointed out to
Dr, Stafford that sixteen Remove Tfellows
were absent from St. Frapk's, and could
not arrive until at least two days had
elapsed. As tiicre were only thirty-three
liver House boys all told, this meank
accommodating seventeen—for there was
already room for sixteen.

And by means of a little arranginz it
was found possible to take in all the home-
Lless  River House dellows. The majoriby
would he under the Ancient House roof,
and a few in the Colleze House,

It was quite a temporary scheme, aad
on the morrow Dr. Hogge would sce abhoub
finding quarters for his boys. Ii possible,
he wanted to keep them in the district.

And later on in the eveninz Hal Brewster
and his merry men turned up. Wellhorna
& (Co. arrived, too. They were heartily
welcomed by the St Frank's boys. The
commoners were welcomed by the decenk
section, and the Honourables were welcomed
by Fullwood and his set

And the River House boys
like it.
As a temporary meansure,

your
said.

was in

seemed to

at least, they

were St. IFrank’s bhoys, and they [faurly
revelled 1n the novelty.
CHAPTER VII.
NEBLSON LER'S SCHEME
(¢ HIS.”  said  Archia
Glenthorne lan-
auidly, s the
life!"
He stretched himself with
extreme comfort, and
vawned.

“] mean to say, absolutely the stuff to
give them!”’ he went on. *‘ Sunshine by the
gallon, no bally lessons to worry a chappie,
and the good old simpie life. It seems a
bally shame that we should have to return
to St. Frauk's at all!™

““ Lazv bones!”’ said Reggie Pitt severely.

At the same time, Pitt was rather en-
joying himself. Two days had c¢lapsed, and
it was now evening. We were enjovinz the
warmth of the late sun, while Fatty Little
was  preparing one of his usual Learty
m.eals. It didn't matter whether it was
breakfast, luncheon, tea, or dinner, Fatty
always seemed to have the idea that b
absolutely necessary to fill everyhody
up to the brin, so to speak.

We had already appeared at fthe police-
court, and we had given our evidence
against Simon  Ratley, and had been ex-
satisfied to learn that the late
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steward was now committed for trial. He
would appear at the County Assizes later
on in the month. Possibly we should have
to give our evidence against him; but we
didn’t worry much about that.

To our great satisfaction, Lord Bushwick
was making rapid strides on the road to
recovery. He was so well, in fact, that he
insisted upon getting up and going into
the garden. This was totally against the
doctor’s orders, and the latter would only
agree on the condition that his lordship
went In a bath-ehair.

“ 1 expect the other echaps are feeling
pretty blue about us,” remarked Tommy
Watson. ‘“For two days they’ve been peg-
ging away at lessons, and we’re still on a
holiday.”

“0Oh, they’re bound to be jealous,”’ said
Church. “ I'm rather sorry that Ratley
wasn’t remanded for a week. With such a
good excuse, it's a pity we couldn’t stay on
here a bit longer.”

¢« Rats!” said Handforth. “I'm rather
keen on getting back. This caravan idea is
pretty good, but I'm rather fed-up with it.
1t’ll be pretty decent to get back to St.
Frank’s, and start the old routine again.”

We grinned. We knew very well that
Handforth had only made that remark so
that he should be in opposition to Church.
I'nder no circumstances could be agree with
his two chums, He looked upon it as a
matter of necessity to contradict them on
any and every occasion,

““ Well, of course there's something In
that,”> I e=aid thoughtfully. ¢ When you
come to think of it, there’s a good deal to
do at St. Frank’s—lessons, and cricket, and
all the rest of it. I'm not tired of this
Iit‘tﬂ.-,llE but perhaps it won’t be s0 bad to get
back."”

Handforth took the bait.

‘* Rubbish!”” he snapped. 1 conld go on
living like this for months! There’s nothing
more gorgeous than to roam about the
ecountry, stopping just where we like, and
seeing all the sights.”

_ “But I thought you wanted to get back?™
I asked innocently.

“ Th?»?

“T1 thought—*

"1 paused, and glanced round as a red-
headed youth appearad on a somewhat
shaky bicycle. He jumped off his machine,
and stood there, recarding us with interest.
I recognised him as the telegraph-boy from
Market Bushwiek.

.. " Postmaster, be told me to bring this to
ve, young gents,” said the youth. ‘“It be
a telegram, addreszed to Master Nipper.”

I rose to my feet, and took the wire,

‘““Trouble, 1 suppose,” 1 said, with a
arimace. “I’ll bet it's from the guv’nor.
We’'ve got to get back in double guick time.
There'll - probably be a row with the Head
when we arrive."” .

"* That's right—be: cheerful,”” caid Pitt.

I tore the envelope open, and extracted
Jhe flinsy form. Then I stared at it rather
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curicusly. And there was every reason for
me to be astonished. For the telegram ran
in this fashion:

~ “ Remain In present encampment until I
instruct you further. Do not move from
Bushwick.—NELSON LEE.”

“Well, what does it say?” demanded
Tommy Watson,

‘“Yes, begad! Let us hear!" said Tre-
gellis West. “I’'m frighsfully curious, dear
old boy—I1 am, really!”

“We’ve got to stop here until we get
further orders,” I said. ““The guv'nor sayvs
that we mustn't move from this camp."”

¢ What!”?

“ Mustn't move??

‘““Tell us anothier one, you ass!”

The juniors crowded round, and read the
telegram in amazement.

! I say, do you think it's gennine?’” asked
Pitt dubiously. ‘“* Mr. Lee knows that we
finished with the police-court business to-
day, and he probably expected us to get a
move on this afternoon. Strietly speaking,
we ought to be at 3t. Frank’s by mid-
day to-morrow.” Vg

“Yes,” 1 said thoughtfully. ¢ Look here,
I don’t believe this.”

‘““Don’t believe it?”? =aid Handforth,

“I think it’s a jape.”

“A jape?”

‘“ Somebodv’s having a game!”

“A came?”

““* You—you gramophone!” T snapped. .
““What's the matter with you, Handy?
Don't you know any words of vour own?"

“If you're looking for a thick ear, I've
got plenty | can supply!” said Handforth
pointedly.

I looked at his ears,

“You certainly have got vplenty!” 1
agreed. “Only two, but they stand out like
Japanege fans!”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““ But, joking aside ” T went on.

“Joking!”? hooted Handforth. ¢ Is that
what yon eall joking? Calling my ears
Japanese fans? Why, you lunatic, I'll jolly
well #

** For goodness® sake keep him quiet!"” I
greaned. ““This telegram doesn’t seem to
be genuine. 1It's too easy. Instructions
from the guv’nor to stay here as long as
we like—at least, until we hear further.
Perhaps Fullwood sent it, or some other
practical joker. The idea was to make us
stop here, and then get ourselres into
trouble. 1 don't think we'll bite.”

“ But how can we 2et to know the truth?”

“ 1’11 buzz to the castle and use the tele-
phone,”” 1 said promptly. “It’'s not much
of a trunk eall, and 1 can be talking to
the guv'nor in no time. T'll soon find out;
whether that wire is bona-fide.”

“Find out if it’s what?” said Handforth,,

“ Genuine,” ' '

“That’s not what you said—" :

“Q0Oh, my hat!” | groaned. “HHe wants
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me fo explain now! [Life's too short, Handy.
You stay here, chaps, and don't count too
much on this telegram. Our own common
gense tells us that it's too good to he true.”

L had no difficulty in using the telephone
at Bushwick Castle., Neither the Earl nor
ihe Countess were available, but Jevons
escorted me to the library, and left me
alone with the instrument.

And within ten minutes the connection
was made, and I was talking to St. I'rank’s.
I was lucky enough to get hold of Nelson
Lee at once.

“ Why, is that you, Nipper?' came the
guv’'nor's voice, in surprise.

““Yes, sir. I'm talking
Castle.”

8o I imagined,” said Nelson Lee.
have you telephoned?”

“ bid you send mne a wire this afternoon,
sir?”’

(1 Y'e's.”

“Telling
campment
tions?’

“ Yes.o ‘

I nearly dropped the insi~ument in sur-
prise.

“ Then—thea that wire was
you?" I asked blankly. -

“ Of course it was. Whom did you think
it was from?" asked the guv'nor. “ Didn't
I sian my name to the message?”

““Yes, but :t seemed s0 funny!" I replied.
¢“] mean, I thought we were wanted back
at the school as quickly as possible. What's
the idea, sir? How is it that we can stay
in camp——""

“My dear Nipper, T cannot answer your
questions over the telephone,”” broke in
Nelson Lee. “You can be quite comfortable
in mind. Dr. Stafford is fully acguainted
with the whole position, and does not re-
quire any of you to return yet. There Iis
an excellent .reason for this, but I cannot
explain now.”

"o 5

from Bushwick

£ “'hy

us to remain in our present en-
until we had further instrue-

really from

‘““ How. long shall we have to stay here,
at Bushwick?"
But Nelson Lee didn't answer. I heard

him give a laugh, and lie told me to curb
my curiosity. And that was all T could get
out of him. T was very astonished—to say
nothing of being pleased.

Having hung up the receiver, Nelson Lee
chuckled to himself again. He sat back in
his chair, and smiled, picturing my
astonishment, far away in Bushwick Castle,

Lee, of course, was sitting in his own
study at St. Frank'’s,

““ That has given Nipper something to
think about,”” he murmured. * Of course,

the boys probably know nothing of the
events that have been taking place here,
In that peaceful valley they never see news-
papers, and are quite out of the everyday
world. Well, all the better, perhaps.”

Lee pushed the telephone instrument from
‘him, ‘and just then Tubbs, the Ancient
House page boy tanped upon the door and
entered.
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“ Well, Tubhs?"' '

“The 'Ead's compliments, sir, and would
vou kindly step into his study as soon as
convenient, sir,”” said Tubbs politely.

Accordingly, three minutes later Nelson
Lee walked into Dr, Stafford’s sanctum.
The Head was not alone. Sir John. Brent
was there—the C(Chairman of the Board of
Governors. He greeted Lee warmly,

““ Mr. Lee, I understand from the worthy
doctor that you have a somewhat unusual
scheme to put before us,”” said Sir John,
after the greetings were over. ‘I think the
Head knows all about it?”

“Yes—but Dr. Stafford did not like to
act entirely wupon his own initiative,”
smiled Nelson Lee. ‘I will preface my
remarks by telling you at once that this
scheme of mine is somewhat revolutionary,
and it may not commend itself to you at
the beginning.”

Sir John smiled.

‘“I'am quite sure that any suggestion of
yours, Mr. Lee, will be thoroughly practical,
at all events,” he remarked. *“ It is, I
understand, connected with the unfortunate
affairs at the River House School?”

“ Exactly,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' To put
it coficisely, we have thirty-three boys here
who do not actually belong to the school.
They are Dr. Hogge's boys. As you will
doubtless realise, we are somewhat crowded,
as accommodation is none too liberal. Were
it not for the fact that sixteen of our own
juniors were absent, we could never have
taken these River House boys in.”

“So I understand.”

“Both Dr. Stafiord and I are most
anxious fto help Dr. Hogge in his un-
fortunate predicament,” continued Lee.

““He is quite a near neighbour of ours,
and I need not tell you that his school is
most exclusive, and quite as superior, in jts
own way, as St. Frank's itself.”

““Yes, yes,” said Sir Jobn. *“I have
always understood that the River House
School is a particularly exclusive establish-
ment."”

Lee went on to explain Dr. Hogge's
peculiar position--how he was afraid that
his pupils would be lost to him for good
if they were disbanded, and sent home for
the whole term,

“It was Dr. Hogge's hope that he might
be able to obtain temporary quarters in the
neighbourhood,”” said Lee. ‘' But he has
exhausted every line of inquiry, and can
find nothing. The school itself has' been
examined by experts, and they declare it
to be very unsafe. Extensive work must
be accomplished before the River House is
habitable once more. Dr. Hogge intends
to seize this opportunity to make a good
many improvements, including the building
of a modern gymnasium, a laboratory, and

extensions to the dormitories and class-
rooms,"’

**Quite - an  enterprising programme,”’
commented Sir John.

‘““ Exactly,”” agreed Lee. ‘“ Now, my
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sugg'estioh is that Dr. Hogge's" boys shall |

remain at St. Frank’s during this period of
transition, as it were. In order to find
room for these River House boys it" will
be necessary for the entire Remove to with-
draw. In other words, T am suggesting
that the Remove Form should leave the
school entirely.”

The Chairman of the Governors stared,
as well he might,

“* But, my dear Mr. Lee, are you really
serious?”’ he asked, in astonishment.

*“ Yes, Sir John, 1 am ‘quite serious.

““ But your suggestion is quite extra-
~ordinary,” quoth &Sir John. *“ Why, if so
many boys are compelled to be else-
where—"

“ You suggest that the River House boys
ought to leave, and not our own boys?”
smiled the schoolmaster detective., ** That,

I will admit, appears to be the common-
‘sense point of view., But I. have very
particular reasons for making this pro-
position. 1 desire to try a little experi-
ment."”

** Oh, indeed,”” said Sir John. ‘““ An
experitnent ?"’

** Precisely,” continued Nelson Lee, rather
"amused by the Chairman’s attitude. ' But
you need not look so alarmed, Sir John,
What I am about to suggest for the
"benefitt ¢f the Remove boys would not
‘apply to the contingent from the. River
House. To put it quite briefly, I suggest
that the entire Remove should go on a
tour.”

‘“A tour?”

‘““In motor caravans,” =aid Lee. * The
weather is splendid for such a purpose, and
I have an idea that the boys will work just
as well, and they will see something of their
own country—as all boys should.”

** And, pray, what about their lessons?”

“* Their lessons would proceed in just the
same manner as usual,” replied Lee. ' There
will be absolutely no alteration in the
customary routine of the school. They
would be under the command of a capable
master, and when it comes to a guestion
of sports, there will be endless opportunities.
For they will he able to compete with
schools at various points in their travels.”

Sir John began to get more interested.

Dy gad!” he said. *“ It seems better
now that I come to analyse it,”” le
remarked. ** A caravan tour, eh? Just the
Younger boys—the Remove? For the
summer term, you mean?”

“* Exactly.’ -

‘And the lessons will not be interfered
With?” asked Sir John. *““ Good! Well, I
must admit that the idea somewhat appeals
to me, but I cannot quite see how you will
be able to manage the business part of the
proposition, Mr, Lee.”

“It. so happens that that has already
been arranged,” smiled the MHousemaster,
“ You may have heard of a certain Mr,
Walter Langley? No? He was an un-
fortunate gentleman who had an idea of

1
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Dr. Hogge nodded, and smiled at
Mr. Wragg. ‘| am pleased to com-
pliment you, Mr. Wragg,’’ he said.
‘* But please take a look at that crack -
in the wall. | don’t quite like it, do
you ? 1 fear that it may cause a
furiher collapse.” I

starting a touring school on exactly the
same lines as [ have indicated. He put
all his capital into the venture. He had
these caravins made—five or six of them.
He had a tent especially constructed so that

it could be used as a classreom and a
dining room. And this tent is capable of
being pitched with extreme ease, and is
perfectly weather proof under ull con-
ditions.”

‘““ Dear- me,”” said Sir John, with more
interest than ever.

“ With regard to the ecaravans them-

selves, they are palaces of luxury—and yvet,
at the same time, efiicient in cvery sense
of the word,” continued Nelsoa Lee.
** Each caravan is capable of comfortably
accommodating eight boys. This will serve



a study. The beds are

and
all constructed in such a manner that they

as a bedroom,

can be folded out of the way during the
daytime and complete® hidden. And these
six caravans are driven by expert men who
will also act as servants during the period

when they are not travelling along the
road.”

* Kindly explain in more detail, Mr. Lee.”
‘““We will say, for example, that the

Remove starts off on its tour,”” said Nelson
Lee. ** Well, a sixty mile journey Iis
mapped out for the first day. In the even-
ing, the camp is pitched, and the big tent
is quickly erected. There will be a seventh
motor vehicle—which carriez the tent, the
travelling Kkitchen, and even a luundr;;.
The whole outfit is entirely self-contained.
The boys will sleep just the same as they
sleep at school. They will rise in the morn-
ing. and the customary routine will be
emploved—lessons commencing in the big
tent just the same as they commence in

the St. Frank's classrooms. When the time
comes for dismissal, the men will take
command of the tent, and immediately

transform it into a dining hall.”

‘“Employing some new magic, I pre-
sume ?”’

‘““ IIxactly,” smiled Lee. For the desks
are so arranged that by a few manipula-
tions flaps are folded back, and the row
of desks hecome a long, continuous table.
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I should greatly like to show you this
touring school, Sir John, so that you may
me able to judge it all the better.”

“Upon my soul!" said Sir John,” 1 am
wonderfully interested. 1 feel that |
should give much to be a boy again—and
to go upon this wonderful tour.”

“Just as an experiment, I thought we
would send the Remove on this trip,” con-
tinued Lee. *'It seems that the time is
ripe for it—particularly as we can very
materially help Dr. Hogge at the same
time. Tor, with the Remove away, there
will be ample accommodation for all the
River House scholars.”

‘“ Exactly—I see your point,”” nodded Sir
John. *““But I should like to know where
this fabulous school is to be found—this
touring collection of caravan marvels? And
what of Mr. Walter Langley?”

“I regret to tell you that Mr. Langley
died quite unexpectedly while he was
making final preparations for starting his
travelling school,”” replied Lee, “waho
complete outfit is now lying idle and is
in the hands of Mr. Langley's executors.
They have no desire to continue the scheme,
and the whole collection of caravans is in
the market at a ridiculously low figure. Or,
if desired, T think they could be hired for
a period 'of two or three months. 1 can
readily understand that this tour would be
somewhat more costly than the ordinary
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¢chool routine, but I am convinced that the )
tour would be of great beneflt to the boys,
and of great benefit to the school, also. 1
do not think it would cost a penny in the
long run.”

“Well, Mr. Lee, I am greatly struck by
this suggestion,” declared Sir John. ** Why
if this trial trip succeeds, we can make a
regular fine weather feature of this tour.
We can send out the Third Form, and the
Fifth Form, and even the Sixth, It will
pe a great attraction for the school.
Parents will be delighted to think that their
children have uu.s great advantage. There
is only one point I should like you to make
clear. Will you take charge of this
caravan trip?”

* Certainly, if it is your desire.”

“ Most decidedly it is,” declared Sir John.
« For the first tour, at all events, I think
it woulad be advisable for you to take com-
plete command.” .

“ An excellent suggestion,” put in Dr,
‘Qtafford, who had been listening with great
interest. * Dr. Hogge, I am sure, will be only
too delighted to take temporary charge of
the Ancient House—where he will also have
the River House boys under his personal
care.”

They continued talking for a full hour,
discussing the scheme in all its aspects.
And by the time Sir John took his
departure the thing was as good as settled.
And the Remove was in sublime ignorance
of its coming good fortune.

But it was not to remain in ignorance
for long!

-J-—"'—‘F

CHAPTER VIIL.
SOMETHING LIKE A SURPRISE!

EGINALD PITT
scratched his head.
“Well, it beats

me!” he said, in

perplexity. ‘“ I'm absolutely
. stumped: Five clear days—

nearly -a week—and we
d a giddy word! We simply
drag on here, enjoying the simple life, and
nothing happens.”

“It's jolly queer,” declared Handforth.
“In fact, I'm beginning to think that
there’s something fishy about it. I wonder
what all the chaps are saying at St.
Frank’s Term started a week ago, and we
haven't shown up yet."”

All the junmiors in the caravan camp were
similarly puzzled.

They couldn't possibly understand the
recason for this long delay. I was just as
much in the dark ag anyone. But 1 had
Nelson Lee's assurance that everything waus
all right, so I didn’t worry.

And why should we care?

We were having .the time of our lives,
enjoying the fine weather to the full. Lord
Bushwick was -about again, practically his
old self, and we spent half our time roam-

ing over the estates. His lordship had

given us full permission to do what we
pleased,.

And now the fifth day after that telegram

was drawing to a close. It was evening—
one of those lovely June evenings when
there ic scarcely a breath of wind, and the
alr 1s warm and clear, without being sultry.

All the juniors were in camp, and they
were rather tired after a strenuous day
exploring various sections of the Bushwick

estate. Willy Handforth was busy sorting
out all kinds of specimens that he had
found. He was compelled to do this some

distance from the camp, for the other chaps
had passed a strict resolution that Willy
was not to be allowed near if he carried
any of his crawling horrors.

.And, in just the same way as it happened
before, the red-headed telegraph boy put in
an appearance. We had looked for his
coming so many times that we had almost
given up hope of seeing him again.

As soon as he was sighted, coming along
on his bicycle, a shout went up. All the
Juniors crowded out into the road to meet
the telegraph messenger as soon as -he
jumped off his machine. In fact, he wasn't
allowed to jump offi—he was pulled oft,
much to his dismay.

“Gimme the telegram!”’” demanded Hand-
forth fiercely.

‘¢ Steady on, young gents!"” gasped the vil-
lage boy. ‘“What’s the game? I ain't done
nothin’—?

‘“Haven’t you got a telegram for us?”
yelled Handforth.

¢’Tain't for you, sir,” said the boy. ¢ l1t’s
addressed to Master Nipper.”?
‘¢ Same  thing,” said Handy. f“Hand it

over to me!”’

But the telegraph boy evidently had honest
ideas about telegrams, for he absolutely re-
fused to give it to anybody except myself.
As soon as 1 got hold of it, the messenger
had some peace, for he was left to himseclf
and all the juniors crowded round me.

I quickly read the message.

And if the first wire from Nelson Lee had
caused me surprise, this positively caused me
amazement. 1 blinked at the telegram and
then looked at the fellows. They were re-
carding me fixedly.

“Well?” they demanded, in one thunder-
ous voice.

““Read it!” I said faintly.

By the way they grabbed it, it was very
doubtful if it could be read at all. I ex-
pected it to be torn into a thousand frag-
ments. -

The message was this:

‘““Leave camp to-morrow early. Take
caravans to Station Hotel, Great Wayling.
Huave made arrangements there for storage.
Leave caravans in hotel garage. Have lug-
gage packed and be ready by four p.m, pre-
cisely. Wait in hotel courtyard {for my
arrival. ; NELSON LEE.”

“ Well I'm jiggered!” said Pitt. ¢ What's
the idea?”



“ Blessed if T know.”
“Why should we store the caravans In

Great Wayling?” demanded Handfortn,
¢ And where is Great Wayling, anyway?”’

¢ It's a pretty big town, about ten miles
away from here,”” I replied. ¢ You ought
to know—we passed through it. The Station
Hotel is that fine big place just at the end of
the High Street.”

“It's extraordinary!” said Tommy Wat-
son. ‘“Why can't we go straight back to
St. Frank’s in the caravans? We could get
there practically as quick as messing about
storing the things and getting our luggage
ready.”

“0Of course we could,” said Christine.
¢« And why should Mr. Lee come to us?”

¢ Ask me another,”” I said. *‘It’s a puzzle
to me. I can't make head or tail of it. But
there you are—the guv'nor told us to wait
until further instructions came along, so
we'll do it

At the same time 1
astonished. 1 couldn't see any earthly
reason why Nelson Lee should leave St.
Frank's and meet us in Great Wayling. He
knew that we were capable of flinding our
own way back to the school. We didn't need
any guide.

However, on the morrow we were up bright
and early.

Every fellow. in the party was agog with
curiosity. They all wanted to know what
the scheme was-—why we should go so far
out of our way, and why the guv’'nor was
coming along. And his message was so pre-
cise, too.
to the minute. Again, why should we leave
the caravans in_a hotel garage so far away
from the schocol?

There was a mystery about the whole aflair
that appealed to the juniors. If they had
only known the actual truth, they would
have been half dotty with excitement. But
it was just like Nelson Lee to keep us all in
the dark.

By nine o'clock the camp was completely
packed up, and the caravans were ready for
the start. And so we trundled away along
the dusty country lane until we finally struck
the main road. _

It was one o'clock by the time we reached
Great Wayling. The day was rather cloudy,
but warm and fine.

We soon found that there was no foolery
about that wire. The manager of the
Station Hotel was expeating us. He had re-

was conaiderably

We had to be ready at four-o'clock |

ceived instructions from Nelson Lee, and a
luncheon was already waiting to be served.

Our caravans were taken in charge by
numerous costlers, and threy vanished into the
rear quarters. But after lunch we had a
busy time packing up all our various goods
and chattels.

It was just three-thirty by the time we
were in complete readiness. Our baggage was
all packed and stacked up in the courtvard.
And we stood there, looking first up and
down the High Street, and then at one
another. Something was going to happea.

But what?

We didn't know, and couldn’t possibly
imagine. Even the manager had been unable
to satisfy our curiosity, although we had
questioned him until he was nearly blue in
the face. IHe could only say that Mr. Lee
had arranged to be there in person at four
o'clock, and would settle everything then,

““ Well, we've only got twenty-five minutes
to wait now,”” said Reggie Pitt, glancing at
his watch. ‘Do you know, I've got ag idea
that we're not going back to St. Frank's.”

“0Oh, rot!” said Church. *“ What abouc
our school work?"

“J don't know, but I've zot that hunch,”
replied Pitt. “If we were going back to
St. Frank's, Mr. Lee wouldn’t have given us
these queer instructions. It’s not like him to
do silly things, and you can bet there’ll be a
surprise before long.” -

‘“ Absolutely,”” agreed Archie Glenthorne.
““1 mean to say, Mr. Lee's a dashed brainy
cove. He wouldn't let us go rushing about,
hither and thither, doing this and doing that.
There’s something. behind - the bally thing.
And I must admit that my gear-box 18
frightfully rusty. It's absolutely incapable
of coping with the good old problem!”

‘“Well, have patience—and you'll be re-
warded,’’ 1 said.

But, as a matter of fact, I was just as
cager as all the others And there we stood,
waiting. _

Even in our wildest moments we never
guessed the truth. %

For while we were standing there, the
Caravan School was speeding on its way to-
wards Great Wayling—the wonderful travel-
ling school that was destined to take us to
various parts of the country cn one of the
most surprising trips that any schoolboys
ever indulged in!

There were some good times ahead for the
temove!
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Editorial Announcement.

My dear Readers,

'There are two very important reasons
why our mnext week’s number should be
broadcast among all your friends, for there
will be starting in this coming issue a
splendid new series of stories featuring the
boys of St. Frank’s on their grand tour
tiirough England and Wales, and in * Qur
Detective Story Section” will appear the
opéning instalment of anpother thrilling
Nelson Lee serial.

NELSON LEE’'S GREAT SCHEME.

As explained in the story you have just
read, St. Frank’s is crowded out for the
time being by the boys of the River House
School. 1t was then that the idea occurred
to Nelson Lee to send the whole of the
Remove to join the holtiday party and to
form a caravan school. The scheme Iis
quite a brilliant one, not only as a means
of overcoming the existing congestion at
st, . Frank’s, but from a point of view of

 broadening and educating the minds of the
L boys as well as developing their health, it

advantageously copied by many
of our schools throughout the eountry.
Anvhow, 8St. Frank’s will take the lead
and show how it can be done in a series
of capital stories laid in those parts of
England and Wales visited, and beginning
next week with *“THE TRAVELLING
SCHOOL; or, St. Frank's in Glorious

might be

. Devon!”

THE SILYER DWARF!

Many of you who are admirers of Nelson
Lee's prowess as a detective will heartily
welcome the new serial, *“ THE SILVER
DWARF!”  in which the great detective
displays his wonderful abilities in a series

b of stirring adventures in quest of the Silver,

Dwarf. Do not miss the first instalment
commencing next week.
- THE EDITOR.
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* 4 (Dept. 87,

A28 Dnnmark Hill; (€
London, S.E. 5. \

c\‘h’ "'"‘"' ) o l‘é;:}‘

yp Staimmering !

o [ .~ Cure yourself
Stop t T as T did. Par.
ticylars .—FRANXK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southdmpghn /Row, London, W.C.1.

2,000 “g:‘n § £ Cheap Job Photographic
ater al, eras, ete. Send al once for
Catalogucs and Samples | Free.--HACKETTS

WORKS, July Road, Liverpool, E.

‘Costume, Cycle,
“or.- Boots oOn .¢casy

Raincoat,
Gold Ring,

A New - Suit,
Cutlery, Watch,
terms from 4/- monthly.
patterns.—Masters, Ltd.,

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these Coupons with onl%zfﬁ dircet to
the - Fleet  Pen Co., 119, leet Street,
£.C.4. You will receive by return a ap]endul
British-Made 14ct Gold Nibbed ' Flecet Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium, or DBroad nib).
If only one coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d.
being allowed for each extra coupon up to six.
(Pocket Clip 4d.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. fyerml New Offer: Your Own
Nﬂ.me in gilt letters on either pen for 1/-extra.
Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra.

6, IHope Stores, Rye.

O

t. -

waly
.prnbact the small & weak, SEND.NOW—

Write for catalogue and,

>

3 Fine New Model Ac-

e cordeon, 10 x 10% x 54
sy -'“"'?f"\, n ins., Piane-Fipjshed and Metal
WALy ﬁ’}ﬁ"*“ﬂ}’ Bound. 10 Keys, Etc.,, Grand
VAP -Organ Tone, Sent by Return Post,
' to approved orders,for 1/- De.
> posit and 1/3 Postage, and
promise to send 2/- fc-rtnightly
15/- in all is paid. 2/-

-PRIL

- om A m o d

Tutor Free. Cash Price, 12/6

Post hFree.M (EIsevﬁ*heie Dt())ltllﬁle} :

a1 Delight or Money Bac ers
{:'0 OGE ‘\15f to42 /-, CataloguePostFree
‘ Pain's - Presents House,~

. Dept. 9A, HASTINGS.

NERVOUS FEARS.

How m:my neop]e Iear mcctmg olhers travelling .
in Trains, Trams,. Tubes,. or uses, mixing in;
Society, - going intu
anything' important? to-do. =-Such Nervous Fears
are ruination to any man: nr Wwoman's chance of
guccess in life. B:come I\erve-Stmng, Sulf-Confident,

. Bright, and Happy_by. HClltling il)medlatolj' 3 penny

of ¥ 1he {Mento-Nérve
GUML\‘ITI ED CURE
Gncﬁrg Flliott-Smith,

udgate ercus

stamps » for -. nartiruhra
Strengthening Treatment.,

OR.- MDT\EY REFUNDED-*
Ltd., 543, Impprml Buxld:ngs,
Lﬁndnn "E.C SR v, -

"

DON’T BE- BULLIED

D - JUJIT,SU for,d penny stamps.Jujitsu

- . defence and attackever in-

cumstances and learn to
""YAWARA'
SCHOOL (Dept. A.P.), 31, Golden Sq, Regent Street,W,L

" HEIGHT COUNTS

in Wuming success Let- tlm Glrvan
System incrcase your, helght..Send
P.C.~for partwulars and; our: £100
‘guarantee to knquiry Dept™A/M.P.,
- & 17, &noud Grfeen Road; London- N b

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6,~ 3“
triloquist’ 8 Instrument ‘Invisible, Imitate Bir
Price 6d.* each,* 4 for 1/-.—T. W, IIARRISO‘\
239, PLntomllle Rbad, London, N.l.. .

L u s H IN SELF-CON SCIOUS NESS

SHYNESS, - TIMIDITY
- Simple 7-day Permanent Homae bu?e

for either sex. : Write - at once, “~and
get* full pirtlculara 7 quite FREE
rivately.—U.J.D., 12,- All Saints

d., ST. ANNES ON-SEA.

Be sure and mention”
“The Nelson Lee
Library " when com-
municating with ad-
vertisers.

000000000

N aatatacacaiatats

Printed and Published every Wednesday b_v'the Prnprlptnrs The Amalgamatad Prcsa (1922)
E.C.4. Subscription.Rates: Inland and Abroad,

The Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street, London,
11/- per annum; 5/6 for six months.
Limited.

Canada :

No. 419, .

&

'Sole Agnnts for South Africa:
Sole Agentﬂ for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch,
The Imperial Nows Co.

D/R

Ltd.

The Central News Agency,
Limitad; and for

June 18, 1923

(Canada), -Limited.

a Restaur'mt or of h'wmr-‘“

/ Hnecial ‘offer. Two Illus. Sample Les- ~
7 sons' from mr,Complere‘,Cﬂurse on .

& IS the best & simplest science of self _

- vented.’ Learn to take care
$of .yourbelf under. all cir- .



