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- Something metallic touched the window pane. Peering forward, Neison
Lee saw the dim form of a hand rising slowly upwards.




Lurking in the vicinity of St.
Frank’s is the dreaded leader
of the Alliance of 13, known as the Night
Owl, because of his unblinking, lustreless
eyes and his eerie habit of appearing only
in the shadow of night to perpetrate
his sinister designs., He has sworn to get even with Nelson Lee, whoe has
salved the valuable treasure of Don Santos from the sunken Islington,
the ship which was wrecked off Shingle Head, carrying to the bottom the
Night Owl’s ill-gotten plunder. In the following exciting narrative you
will read how the Night Owl schemes to retrieve the treasure by a daring
coup that might have been successful against a less wary criminologist
than the schoolmaster detective of St. Frank's.
| THE EDITOR.

The Narrative Related Throughout by Nipper.

CHAPTER 1.
IN THE .STILLY NIGHT!
JOHN BUSTERFIELD BOOTS had a

of his own bed, running his fingers ttrough
his red locks.

“How the dickens do vou know that
burglars will raid the Ancient Housge?”
demanded Clapson. *‘“Had the tip from the
leader of a gang?”

“Txactly!” said Boots calmly,

dreamy ook in his eye.
“Burglars!” he said absently.
¢ Burglars?” repeated Bob Clristine.

‘¢t Where?”’ “What?"
Buster Beots came to himself, and “ To.night, at about ten-thirty, a cer.
grinned. tain portion of the Ancient House is to
“Don’t worry,” he said. *“They're vot | be held up by masked burglars!” went on
coming yet—not in this House,” anyhow. | Boots. “ All the valuables are fo be

pinched, and—"’

““You-—you hopeless dulfer!” interrupted
Bob Christine. ‘* You'’re dreaming! And if
you're not, you ought to be boiled for keep-
ing a thing like this to yourseli! The
police ought to be warbed—-”

They’'ll raid the
on.”

Not only Bob Christine, but several other
Remove fellows, stared at J. B. B. His
words were cerf,ainly rather astonishing,

" The College House section of the Remove

Ancient House a bit later

at St. Frank’'s had just gonc to bted, and
many of the fellows were already commenc-
ing to undress. But Jolin Busterfield Boots
was thoughtfully sitting on the bottom rail

¢ Keen yvour hair on,” said Boots. * We're
going to be the burglars!™

“LKh?” :

“What the dickeng—-*
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“ Behold,” said Buster, ‘ the leader of
the gang!”

He rose majestically,
tude. -

“ Poor chap!” said Yorke. ¢ This is » hat
comes of reading too many trashy detective
stories! Ile’s got the giddy thing on the
brain! I think we'd better send a ’phone
call through to the nearest asylum, and
tell 'emm to rush out the padded yan!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

< Don’t be an ass, Buster—atb least, pob
a bigger one than you can help!” said
}’erc_v Bray. “Whab‘s all this rot about
burglars??

“*No rot at all,’’ replied Boots. *1It’s
going to lnnpe"l——-lt’s arranged. The crib’s
roing to be cracked at lmlf -past tm I’'m
the leader of the gang, and you're my
trusty henchmen!”’ -

“Gh, he's dolty all
Denny.

““ Clean off his rocker!”

and struck an atti-

right!” Ceclared

said Crowe.

- Jobn Busterfield Boots looked round
pityingly. o - '
“ Well, honestly, 1 thought you chaps had

*“*But vou're s
I've been giving

more brains!” he said.
itense as a lot of sheep!
you all sorts of hints, and
daylight !’

“ Hints?**
Liints??

“Ye gods and waterlitlies!’”’

“What hinfs! But I won't strain jour
feeble intelligence any longer. The fact is,
there's going to be a gape——a first- ciass
. rag on the Fossils!’

-« 0h, is there?? “Who
told you so?"?

““1 didn’t need any telling—I've decided
it!” said Buster Boots, with a touch
of his old authoritative air. < I've been
thinking this over for 2 day or two, and
I've decided that it's just about itime that
Nipper and €Co. were taken down a peg cr
two. So were going to get oa the job
to- mght g

*“By burgling the
quired Denny.

““ Exactly.”

- “That wheeze ought to take first prize
anywhere,”” said Denny. <“Uf course, it
doesn’t matter about being chucked in
chokey, I suppose? That’s just a detail!l
And the scheme is quite honest, isn’t it?”

Buster Borts began to lose his calmness.

‘““ You—yow hopeless dummy!” he srolted.
“Didn’t I tell yon it's going to ke a jape?
I’ve got everything prepared—masks, re-
volvers, clothes, and everything! There’ll
be six of us in -the gang, cnd we’ll hold up
tue Remove dormitory, and make the chaps
hand over their wvaluables! Then, when
we’ve got all the stull collected in a heap,
we’ll reveal ourselves, have a good cackle,
and leave the fatheads to sort flicir pro-
perty out!”

The Xonks looked
growing respect.

repeated Bob Christine. ©“ What

said Buster.

said Clapson.

in-

Ancient House?"

at Buster Boots with

iou can’t see |

~walis have ears—and
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“It's &

13 kIY
pretty ' good wheeze, you know!™"

bhat!” said Talmadge.

“Not so bad!” Agreed Bob ' Uhristine.
““As a matter of fact, I was thinking of
getting up a jape 1gamst the Jossils—bub
this idea of Buster’s is a corker. Absolutely
original, too!”

Y ncver copy other people’s
Buster Boots calmly,

The other fellows ‘allowed bim ‘to crow
somewhat—-for they all realised that this
scheme was indeed a good one. They had
been slow to grasp the idea, but as scon
as it had fuHy sunk in, theyw reahaed its -
true greatness.

And as all the Monks were ready fto
admit-, it was high ftime that the Fossils
were japed. There was.no partieular reason
why there should be any rags ot all, but
House rivalry was getting a J'ttle kecner
of late, and someﬁluuo had to be done {o
keep it alive.

Moreover, as Boots pointed out, 1le last
big jape had been against the College House,
So the Monks really owed the Kossils one.

ldeas,” said

‘Here was a good opportinity to pay thein

with plenty of interest.

John Busterfield Boots was now one of
the ~most popular fellows in the College
House. Since his ‘referm he had main-
tained his decent behaviour, and had gained
the respect of all his Form Tfellows. His
arrogance had vanished, but he was still
full of the same ‘old vim.

““It’'s a pity your didn't tell us about
this wheeze earlier,” said Christine. “ We
migl.l,t, have made a Eevf .more preparations

““Yes, and you might kave made a few
mcautmm remarks, too,” s=aid PBoots
‘¢ Not you personally, Chrisftine—-but some
of the other fellows. Don’t. forget that
we can't be too
cautious. I said nothing on rpurpose, be-
canse the slightest hint of our game v ould
ruin the whole thing. The Fossils have
only zot to get a tiny bit suspicious, and
they’d never be fooled. And you rneedn’t
worry about preparations—they’re all
made.”’

“ Of course, to do the thing properly, we
ought to rehearse,” said Percy Bray. “It’s
a bit difficult to talk like a burglar—-7’

“ It’s only necessary for the leader of the
gang to speak,” said Boots. ¢ All the other
chaps have got to remain silent. Too
many cooks spoil the broth. I've been
practising a lot, and T can do the talk very
well, T think.”?

“What. about clothes and masks and——-*"’

‘““Lve already told you that. *hey re pre-
pared.??

And to prove his words, Buster went to
one of the .big dorm:tory cupboards, un-
locked it with: a key of his own, and pro-
ceeded to bring forth a number of -old
suits—finally producing some well-made
masks, and half a dozen grim-looking re-
volvers. : '



¢ My poodnoess !” said Yorke. * We can't
pse these things.”

“VWhy not?”

“They're dangerous—they may go off——"

¢ That's qmte likely,” said Buster: ¢ If
you have a look al them closely, you’ll
find that they’'re water-pistols! They squirt
a stream for aboub six yards! Best I've
ever seen—and cheap, too. And they look
exactly like the real thing.”

The juniors examined the imitation revol- |

vers with huge interest. They sere, in-
deed, specially designed for the purpose -of
sqmrtmg water. And Buster, who had had
the whole six sent down fmm a London
store, did a brisk business for a period of
five minutes, '

He kept one of the ““weapons » for him
self, and sold the other five—but declined
to make any profit cn the deal, He could
have Bold a dozen, with ease.

“ There’s no need to start experimenting
with them- now,”” he said. “I've tested
them all, and the}r re in fine order. The
best thing we can do is to pick cur gang,
and then start rehearsing.”

The “gang? consisted of Boots, Percy
Bray, Bob Christine, Yorke, Clapson. and
Oldfield, These were the six biggest
fellows that could be chosen—and they
were keen juniors, too.

Long after the otfthers had gome fto bed
the six rehearsed, under the eagle ¢ye of
Buster Boots. Finally, they sattired them-
selves in their burglar outfits, and gave a
dress-rehearsal.

And, without a doubt, they looked the
parts to the life. In a dimly lit dormitory,

with fellows to deal with wlio had just been |

awakened, they would easily pass muster.
And Boots practised a deep voice so0 well

" that it was difficult to recognise it as his .

own. And by this time it was well after

ten o'clock.

. “Time we made a move,”
¢ We'll do the deed at once.”
“Yes, but how shall we get in?”
¢ There's a little window round at the

back,” said Buster. *‘ As a general rule,

- it's kept locked; but T took cdre fo slip
the catch just before coming up to bed.

sald Boots.

We can slip in there without any trouble,
and buzz up the back stairs. 1 tell you,
it’ll be the jape of the season. After it's

all over, we'll cackle at those Fossils until
they go green! The whole school will be
yelling to-morrow.’”

And the °* gang?”
deadly errand.

Like shadows of the night they qllulth
descended the stairs, taking extreme care
to avoid the masters’ quarters—for it was
still on the cards «that a master or two
would still be up. And it would rather
spbil the show if they were spotted pre-
maturely.

However. they
to the Triangle without
was dark—extremely dark—and

departed on their

succeeded in getting out
any mishaps. Tt
decidedly

e ey werey _-L.-_

cold. The WAas etting

night
frosty, and there was a feeling in the light
breéze that snow was not far distant. The
sky was completely overcast.

Over in the Ancient House

December

only one or
two lights still gleamed. These were either
from the studies, or bedrooms of the
masters, and well away from the Remove
dormitory.

The little window that Buster Boots had
spoken of was still unlatched—which was
really careless of somebody who cught to
have seen aflter it better. llowever,
burglars at St. Frank’s were well nigh un-
heard of—in actual reality. If half the
doors had been left wide open nothiug
would bavi happened.

One by cve the Monks slipped through
the window, and found themselves in a rear
passage. And from here it was ouly a
short distance to the back staircase—up
which they climbed in single file.

And, ouce in the upper corridor, the
Remove dormitory was reached in dead
silence, and without a hiteh.

Cautiously, John Busterfield Boots orened
the door, and entered.

CHAFPTER 11,
COMEDY—AND DRAMA!

HE Remove slept.

There was no ques-

tion about this v hat-

ever. As Buster

Boots enfered the dormitory

he was 4ssailed by numerous

snores—the majority of them

being: unmusical. Loudly above them all,

like the roar of a lion amid the bleating

of sheep, the special snore of Lkdward
Oswald Handforth arose.

“My bat!” breathed Buster Boots. ‘“It's
a wonder they sleep at all!"

With soft footsteps the other members of
the gang followed. At last the door was
closed, and Yorke stood guarding it, hold-
ing his revolver ready. ‘Two other members
of the band took up their positions at the
windows. The rest placed themselves in
such positions that they could cover cvery

fellow in the ~“dormitory with their
‘“ weapons,”’ «
‘““Lights!” breathed Boots. a

A series of soft clicks sounded, and every
member of the gang switched on an electric
torch. The effect was mysterious and some-
what startling, All the fellows were clearly
visible in bed—and there wgs sufficient re-
flected light to reveal the dim forms of the
masked band. They looked very renuine as

they stood there, holding their water-
pistols.
¢ [fands up!’ commanded J. B. B., in

a gruff, husky volce.

I sat up in bed at once—for any light
sound generally awoke me—and that voice
was far from light. McCiure sat up, too,
and Reggie Pitt and De Valerie showed
signs of stirring.
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*“*YWhat tie—"*

I paused, blinking at the torchlights.

“ Hands up, young shaver—an’ Lot a
sound !'* snarled a voice.
that yaps will ’ave lead drilled into him!”

‘4 Great Scott!”® gasped McClare faintly.

By this time half the Remove nas wake,

and the other half was becoming aroused. ]

Even Haundforth’s snore had ceased, and a
kind of placid silence reigned.

Handforth turned over in bed, zat up,
and gulped.

“@Qreat pip!’ ke mumbled. ¢ What's—
what’s happened to the lights? Who’s that
standing there? What’s the game——"'

“ No talking!”’ said Boots harshly. < 1t’s
a hold-up—sayvy? The first yell for help
will be fatal! We've got you all covered,
and you’d hest not try any {tricks! Hands
up—you young whelps!”

Harndforth took a deep breath.

“ Burzlars!’ he said, as though he had
made a remarkable discovery. “I—I say,
vou chaps, the whole giddy school is in the
hauds of a gang! Quick! Sound the
alarm—dash for the police!”

‘“Silence!” snapped Boots sharply.

As a matter of fact, he was getting
slightly nervous. He had visions of Hand-
forth upsetting thie whole applecart. For
it any -junior did actually shout for bhelp,
the gang would have to disappear—and
right smartly, too.

“ Are you telling me to be quiet?”’ asked
Nandforth aggressively.

“1'11 stand no lip from you, Ly lad!”
retorted Boots in his gruffest tones. * Put
your hands up, or, by thunder, I'll—up, I
say¥y! And keep your mouth closed!”

Handfortli, dazed, raised his hands up
over his head. He had plenty of pluck, but he
didn’t like the look of that wicked revolver.
And it must he acknowledged that J. B. B.
acted his part superbly.

‘“ Better take it quietly, you chaps!” 1.
said, ““There’s a whole gang here—and if
they once start shooting, it'll he absolutely
ghastly.  IFor goodness sake, don’t shout!
Do exactly as you're fold!”

- Boots uttered a growl.

““There's one sensible kid among you,
leastwaysd’ he said curtly. °* Mike, get
busy, an’ go through the piles of togs!?
Girab everytiing you cawn. Shove ’em in a
beap in the middle of the floor. And if
any -kid dares to iuterfere, he’ll taste lead !
~ The juniors watched,
fied. |

And Mike—in other words, Bob Christine
—went quickly from place to place, rifling
pockets with astonishing skill. Everything
was emptied out—money, pocket-knives,
watches, and so forth. And the pile grew
bigger and bigaer in the centre of the floor.

And then, suddenly, a loud, chattering
crash sounded in a corner of the room, It
was S0 unexpected and abrupt that even
the burglars were startled. It wasn’t half
»0 loud. as it scemcd—being merely one of !
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“The first Kkid |}

fascinated—horri-
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my boots which I had skilfully tossed in
the corner durinz oneé of Buster's unguarded
moments.

“Rescue!” I
coming!” -
" The gang looked round, startled.

And, in -a flash, I was out of bed, and I
grappled with Mike. The unfortupate
burglar was so surprised that he allowed
me to take his weapon without the slightest
attempt at flight. _

I swung the revolver round, and pointed
it at the gang. ' *

““ Hands up—all of you!”’ I hissed. ¢/ The
tables are turned, you ruffians! Quick, you
chaps—collar them.”

Eager with excitement, Handforth and a
dozerr others leapt out of bed, and were
upon the dismayed gang hefore they could
make any attempt to flee. Somebody
switched the full lights on, and after a
short scramble the six burglars were keld.

“Rotten!” said Buster disgustedly,
“Wc'd nearly spoofed you, too!™ .

‘“Boots!” howled Handforth. “Why, you
___you______u " S

“What do you mean—DBoots?'’ I asked
sharply. ‘“These mcn are hurglars—haven’t
they said so?*?

“0h, draw it mild, Nipper—we give in,”
said Bob Christine.

“That sort of thing won’t do, ry man!”’
I sald sternly. “ You see, you chaps, ti:ev’re
trying to make out they’re College louse
fellows! They’'ve disguised themselves like
Christine and Boots and some of the rest,
and they think they can fcol us! But we
all know they're burglars!’? :

Christine had pulled his mask off,
was looking indignant.

“Jt was omly a jape, you asses!” he
snapped. ““It was Buster’s idea——>?

‘““And we said it was a good one!” said
Clapson bitterly. - :

“B0 it was!”’ snapped Boots. ‘“I{ nearly
succeeded, too ! ) ' _

But by this time the Tossils had jumped
to my scheme, and were looking at the
Monks with stern expressions—and without
any sign of recogunition. Reggie Pitt posi-
tively recoiled. .

‘““I’ve never seemn sach a villainous looking
set before,’”” he said, with hortor. “ Even
without any make-up, they’re criminals of
the deepest dye. Now, what ought we to
do with them?" .

‘““Rope them up, and hand them over to
the police!” I said promptly.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ cackled Watson,
Sorry!”

*“This i3 no laughing matter!” 1 said
severely. ¢“These ~ burglars deliberately
raided this dormitory. for the purposes of
theft. The oniy thing we can do is to place
them under arrest, and hand them over to
the authorities! And anything they say
will be used as evidence against them.”
'Tkhe Monks were beginning to look very
SicK, '

hissed. “*Somebody’s

and

“ Ahem! '



“Draw it Nipper!”

mild,
¢ We give you best—7"

said Buster,
“Enough!” 1 interrupted. ‘‘This pre-
tence has gone far encugin. You canaot
fool us that you are Monks. We Know you
at your true worth, You stand before us,
guilty and blackeued with crime!”

And the grinning 1"ossils held cn to their §

prisoners, and proceeded %o bind them up.
The DMonks protested in vain—we wilfuliy
misunderstood all their explanations, and
persisted in mistaking them for rcal
burglars. Somehow or cthér the great jape
was not panning out «quite ~o magniilcently
as Buster and Co. had hoped.

I drew Reggie Pitt aside as the Monks
were being attended to.

“I can't help feeling a bit sorry for ’em,”
I said, with a - chuckle. *‘ After all their
trouble thecy get this! But we've got to be
stern—we've pgot to turn this jape abso-
Jutely arainst them.”

“Haven't we done that already?” asked
Reggie. .

“Partly,” I agreed. “But if a thing’s
worth doing at all, it’s worth doing weli.
as some wiseacre once remarked. Now, |
suggest we cast Buster and Co. down into
the dungeons deep——"

“PDown where?” said Pitt. staring.

“In other words., into the College House
cellar,” I explained. ¢ We'll keep up the
fiction that we take em for real crooks.
and tell 'em that we’re going to get the
police. Having shut the poor beggars in the
cellar, we'll scoot back to bed and rctumn to
our interrupted dreams.”

Reecgie looked douhtiul.

«“ And leave the Monks in the cellar all
night?” he said. “H'm! Seems a bit tco

thick—""

“ My dear ass, you appear tc be half
asleep stiill,” I broke in. ¢ We'll leave the
ropes a bit loose on two of the chaps—so
that they can work themselves free after
about twenty minutes. These fellows need
a lesson,” 1 added sternly, “ We can’t let
them off too lightly.”

Pitt grinned.

** Good wheeze,” he said approvingly.” All
right—it's a go.”

By this time Boots and his unlucky com:
panions had been securely bound up, and
were standing in a line, looking very sheep:
ish. Their great jape against the Ancient
House had failed miserably.

T say, you chaps, chuck it!”’ said Boots.
“We've failed, and we admit. What'’s the
good of keeping up this giddy farce? We
give you best——"’

¢ Silence!” I commanded sternly. ¢ Still
trying to throw dust into our eyes, eh? You
do it very well, my man, but it won’t work!
This pretence of being College House fellows
is ridiculous! We're going to treat you
drastically!”?

Bob Christine groaned,

“QOh, get it over!’ he said resigunedly
“ We asked for it, any way!”

el i i arslont
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As Pitt and § grappled with him
the mask -slipped down. Our
prisoner was no onk, but a real

crook !

“ Handforth!" 1 said crisply. I'ltl ave
you in charge of the prisoners.”

¢ Good!” said Handforth. “ But what’s
the wheeze? What have I got to do with
the fatheads, anyhow?”

““ March them downstairs, out ¢hrough
the side door, and then across the
Triangle,” [ repiied. * They won't kick up
a row--for their own sakes. Pitt aud I will
slip down first, and do some scouting, to
age if the coast is clear. Take the prisoners
straight into the College House cellars b

¢ The cellars!” howled Boots, aghast.

# Yes, you burgling crook—the celiars!” 1
repeated curtly. ¢ And there you will be
left—you and your gang!”

“Left to rot in the dungeons!” said Pit:
impressively. “This is what comes of
trying to crack the crib! You'll he eaten
by rats before morning!”

“You will be left down in the cellars,”
I continued, giving Pitt a severe rlance.
““ The police must be informed, and in due
course you will be handed over, and thrust
into a cell! Enough! Let the work pro.
ceed !

Reggie Pitt and 1 left the dormitory,
grinning.

[t was just as well that we should go
first, for it was still on the right side of
midnight, and one or two of the masters
were trather given to late hours It would
be the height of misfortune if Handforth
and their prisoners were stopped by som»
wide awake master _

Bubt by secing tha. the way was clear in
advance, there would be no possibility of
this unfortunate contretemps

Reggie and ] lost no time in getting down-
stairs, and a few moments later we emerged
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into the open, after unbolting the side door.
The eold night wind blew into our faces as
we started aeross the Triangle.
“My hat! It's a bit chilly!” mnrmured
Pitt, mth a shiver.

““You didn't expect it to be hot, did

youf” I asked., ‘““Don’t forget it's the
%ea;:m;::}ng of December, my lad, and——
allo

I broke off, came fo a sudden halt and
ttared into the gloom.—

“ A ghost, or something?” asked Pitt
hlandl}' o
‘A shadew, anyway,” I replied tensely.
“Look there, just over by +the ' gym.

Another of those giddy Monks, I expect.

g l;
it tried to escape. And a moment Tater
we Were c]utchmg at him.

“1 knew it!” T said breathlessly. © Masm:d
and everything |’ '

But even as I spoke the wm'ds T instine-
tively felt that something was wrong here.
The figure was masked, without 'a doubt—in
véry much the same manner as Christine
and - Co. had been masked, but he was
bigger. .

In fact, 1 ahmptly realised that he was

too big to be a junior, and as Pitt and I
grappled with him, the mask slipped down.

"I In the gloom, we erught sight of an evil face.

Our prisoner was no Monk but a real
crook'
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We can’t allow him to roam ahout loose,
Come on-—~we’'ll round the beggar up!”

“Lead on, O chief!” murmured Pitt.

We slipped across the Triangle, and I had
momentarily lost sight of the shadowy
figure. I was pausing, irresolutely, when I
saw a slight movement close to the
fountain.

““ There he is!” I-muttered tensely.

We hurled ourselves forward, and bhefore
the fellow could get away, we were upon
- him. Pitt had cuanningly slipped round to
the other. side of the fountain, and had
arrived just in time to cut off the figure as

|

STAF-
up,

monds !
but the veriest meovice wo
stones as extraordinary specimens,

CHAPTER III.
THRE PERUVIAN TREASURE!
R. MALCOLM
FORD  looked
startled.
: ‘““But, my dear Mr.
" this—this treasure is
rahulous”’ he  exclaimed
- almost huskily. * These dia-
I do not prﬁbend to be an expert,
uld recognisé these
And the
emeéralds! Upon my soul! 1 am amazed!”
af

Nelson Lec smiled.
“I thought you would be astonished,



any rate, Doctor,” he said.
little collection, eh?”

“ A gtagge:ring collection, Mr. Lee!”

“1 have handled precicus stones on many

““Quite a pretty

an nccasmn but I would not like to compute |

 the value of this treasure,”” went on Nelson
Lee. * Hundreds of thousands, Dr. Staffora
—possibly- over a million. Some of these
emeralds are the most wonderful stones 1
have ever seen.” _

“ And you say that this astonishing collec
tion belongs to a Spaniard?”

““ Yeg,” replied Lee. “ To be exact, to Don
‘sebastlen Santes, of El Camino, According
to his very interesting story, this entire
coilection-was broucht over from Peru by one
of the worthy Dons ancestors. Known as
thie Treasure of Don Santos, these precious
gtones have been the pride and giory of my
client’s Spanish castle. He begged of me to
assist him——?

- “You have succeeded in the most astound-
ing way, Mr. Lee,” said the Head

They were seated in Dr. Stafford’s study.
and the hour was rather late. The gchool,
in fact, lay silent and sleeping—at least, 80
Nelson Lee and the Head assumed. As 1]
have already described, a few fellows, at
least, were decidedly wakeful,

“My success in this enterprise was largely
a matter of luck,” said Nelson Lee, in reply
to Dr. Stafford’'s comment. “H you are
interested, doctor, I will give you a few
details of the affair.”

7 shall be intensely charmed to hear the
story,” said the Head, who always deiighted
to listen to the famous detective,”when the
latter wag relating some of his experiences

Lea lit his pipe, and lay back in the com-
fortable armchair. -

“For a moment we will leave the Don
Santos Treasure,” be sald, “ And I will tell
you of a certain little incident that oceurred
on the night of the recent wreck.”

“You mean, when that steamer was bat.
tered to pieces off Shingle Head?”

« Exactly,” replied Lee. ¢ The vessel was
the Islington, a fairly large cargo boat which
had been plying for some years hetween
London and the Portuguese ports. On her
ast voyage, which proved so disastrous, she
hiad left Lisbon with a gemeral cargo, bound
for London, - As you already know, she was
driven ashore during the gale, and went to
pieces on the rocks. Fortunately, the bulk
of her crew were saved.”

The Head nodded.

“ Entirely owing to your wonr‘erful courage,
Mr. Lee,” he said, admiringly. ¢ Yes, 1nu°e.]
I do know the stor}f. Who in this dis-
trict does not? At the risk of your life you
swam through the dreadful smother of
- breakers, and carried a line on to thie un
happy 1e=sel-————’_’

“ We need not go into all that” 1mer
rupted Lee hastily ¢ My ‘desire is to tell
you something that will come as news. The
story of the wreck and the rescue of the
crew is now an-old one. My small part in

1 banner,

| valuable - booty,”

the atfair has, I am afraid, been greatly over-

{ rated.”

“ Modesty,” smiled the Head, ¢ is a virtue.”
“ You will remember that the Islington—as
the ship was named—carried two passen.
gers,” continued Lee. * These werc reporfed

atissing, and are even now believed to be
dead.’”
“ Why, do you suspect that tley escaped

with their lives?”

¢]1 more than suspeet—I know,” replied
the detective griluly, “You are already
aware of the fact that I reached thie shiv's
deck with the life-line. Well, whilst seeking
shielter from the breaking waves, 1 hup;ﬁened
to meet one of these passengers. At the
moment he was remonstrating with an officer,
because the latter would not allow him te
go helow.”
- 18 ]50 doubt the officer had a gocd reasmon

¢ The very best, for the cabins and corri-
dors below deck were already flooded. But
this passenger was in a state of wild excite-
ment, and his desire to reach his cabin was
tittle better than a frenzy. I was astonished,
for, 1 recognised the man as Caleb Droone.”

“Droone?” repeated the Head musingly.
‘“] seem to have heard that name before.”

“That is not surprising, considering that
Caleb Droone haz figured in the newspapers
ol many occasions, " gaid Lec drily., “ He is
one of the cleverest criminals that Scotland
Yard has ever had to deal with. . He is
kndwn as the Night Owl, and he has gatheted
a number of ewcpert criminals under his
and for a considerable time they
have been operating as the Alliance of
Thirteen.”

Dr Stafford whistled.

‘To be sure!” he said. * Yes, I remember
now—although to be quite frank, I take very
fittle interest in the police courb reports in
my daily newspaper. And it was this man,
Droone, whom you saw on the deck of the
docmed steamer?”

“Yes,” replied Lee.
Droone, recognised me—and nearly sue-
ceeded in scndmg me to Eternity, He
attacked me, and with the assistance of an
unlucky wave, he pitched me overboard. As
you know, I got ashore in safety, and Droone
and his fellow passengers were not heard of
again.”

The Head looked puzﬂed

“The names of the passengers were given
in the reports, and 1 do not remember Droone
hefore being referred to——* he began.

“You _will understand, of course, that
Droone was using an alias,” said Lee, “ He
escaped, of eourse; but it suited his purpose
better to be assumed dead For, down in one
of the cabins of that sunken steamier, lay
this t"eaqure which now stands on the table
before us.’

¢ Dear
b8
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““Droone: was the man who burgled El
vamino Castle, and made off with such
said Lee. ¢“You can

“ What was more,

me!’” said the Head. *“ You mean
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readily understand his anxiety on the stricken
aliip—knowing the treasure to be below, and
finding the way barred. I may tell you at
once that Droome lost no time in making
active preparations to recover the coliection
from the sunken ship.”

““ But not openly, surely ?*’

- *“0h, no,” rcplied Lee. < Droone’s activ-
itios were entirely secret, and not a soul
along the coast knew a word about them. 1
need not bore you with full details of all
the subsequent happenings. But while
roone was active, I wag by no ineans idle.”

“That gees without saying,” smiled Dr.
Stafford, :

“T had been puzzled regarding the Night

wl's anxiety to reach that sunken eabin,”
nroceeded Nelson Lee. “But after Don
Santos had visited me, with a tale of his
woes, I had no difficulty in putting two and
two together. Indeed, the thing was per-
fectly obvicus. The climax came several
hours ago—this very evening.”’

“T am jnterested to hear how you obtained
the treasure, Mr, Lee.”

The Head listened, entralled, as the detec-
tive gave him an account of the night’s
aiventures—how Lee had dived to the wreeck
wearing a  special apparatus; how Caleb
Proone had attempted {0 murder Lee
below water; and how the latter had not
only escaped with his life, but with the
coveted treasure into the bargain

Even after leaving the water, Neison Lee
had not been immune from attack. For
the Night Owl had sent out his men to way-
Jay the detective on the road back to the
school, Even this enterprise had failed and
Droone was foiled. Nelson Lee had the
stolen collection, and was safe within the
wails of St. Frank’s.

' A most remarkable story, sir,** deelared
the flead, at length. <‘It is well that I knew
notliing of this earlier, or I should have been
vworrying for your safety.”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“*That is why I left you in ignorance of my
activities,” he said., “ To-morrow, of course,
¥ shall run up to London, and deliver this
dangerous prize into the bhands of Don
Santos.”?

“That will be a great relief,’”” said the
Head, with a trace ¢f worry. “For, to tell
you the truth, I am by no means easy in
mindg.* :

Neison Lee read Dr. Stafford’s thoughts.

““You believe that the Alliance men might
attempt another attack?” he asked.

Well, T must acknowledge that the iden
came into my head,” said Dr. Stafford.
““ These wretchea know that you are here—
and they know that the treasure is here.”

‘“ There 1is, of course, a possibility—"
hezsan Nelson Lee,

““ Pardon me for interrupting, Mr. Lee; but
T have a suggestion to offer,” put in the
Head. “ You admiit the possibility of these
vogues hreaking into the school. Don’t you
thidk it would be a wize act on your part

=M : ¥ > e ||y
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' Head.

to get ouf your racing ecar, and make ail
speed fovr Lcndon?”

‘“ The plan had occusred to me, of course,”
said Lee slowly. “But I deemed it wiser to
remain here.* -

““ But the risk, my dear sir,”” protested the
“ The risk—not only to yourself ; but
to our boys—to the whole household in

b general! Isn't it tempting fate a little tco

boldly 7"’

“0Of two evils, doctor, 1 must choose the
lesser,”” replied Lee. “ And after full con-
sideration, I considered that a journey to
London in the darkpess would be not only
rash; but positively perilous.” |

“H'm! The position is certainly difficuit,”’
said the Head, frowning. :

“* Here, in the school, the treasure is quite
safe,” continucd Lee. ““This is a big estab-
lishment, Dr. Staftord, and even the Night
Owl wounld pavse befere making any attempt
ko break in. And what if, in desperation, hLe
does set his men 10 attack the school?”

*“I tremble to picture the resuit!”

““ Nonsense!* laughed Lee.  There i3 cer-
tainly no need to tremble, doctor. Any such
attack imust -necessarily be furtive and
stealthy, for the Alliance of Thirteen would
not dare to arouse the whole school., With
some hundreds of hoys active, there would
he utterly no hope of getting away with the
treasure. And when it comes to stealth, I
faney I can beat theze raseals ab their own
game, I need hardly tell you that I shall
remain wakeful throughout the night, guard-
ing this prize against apy chance of
marauders.*’

The Head looked somewhat relieved.

““ Upon the whole, perhaps, your decision is
wise,” he commented. '

“If, on the other hand, I had elected to
make straight for London by car,” con-
tinved Lee. **1 should most assuredly have
played into Caleb Droone’s hands. He has
besn hoping for some such activity, and has
no doubt stationed haif his men in ambush.
They will keep a fruitless vigil, and a cold
one. These fellows welcome the darkness, for
it is their ally. In full daylight I shalli be
able to make the journey to London with far
less possibility of attack.”

The Head raised his eyebrows,

“Then you think it likely that they
might even atlack you in the morning?”

he asked. _ -
1 shall be most surprised if I reach
London wichout. some little adventure,”

replied Lee drily., “Bub in the full light
of day it will take better men than these
to outwit me And now, Dr, Stafford, 1
think I will go 10 my own study—since 1L
have Kept vou up to anm unusually iate hour
already.” |

“Not at all,” protested the Head., 1L
have kept myself up, Mr. Lee—unil, in-
deed, 1 feel inclined to keep you company
for a whie, My anxiety i1s still some.
what acute——?"

He broke off abruptly, fer Lee was on
hig feet, having jumped up suddenly. And
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now the detective was standing in a tense,
listening attitude.

““Good Heavens!” muttered the Head.
¥ You—you heard something?”

““ A scuffle, or some such noise!” replied
Lee softly. - *“ Wait 4 moment, doctor.
Please do not alarm yourself—and remain
here.”

Before Dr. Stafford could reply, Nelson
Lee slipped to the door, passed out, and
ran down the short passage to the outer
exit, He pulled back the Iatch, and a
moment later emerged into the Triangle.
It was very gloomy out there, hut in spite:
of this, Lee managed to detect two figures
grappling with a third over by the
fountain. And a few words came ftloating
across, _

“That’s it, Reggie—hold him!”

“lle’'s—he’s a real crook!
We'd better yell—

Lee raced across the Triangle, and he
arrived in the nick of time. For, uas it
will be easily guessed, those two figures
were Reggie Pitt and myzelf. And we were
having quite an exciting time with the
mysterious figure that we had taken to be
2 disguised Monk,

But at close quarters we had found the
fellow to be a wiry, sinewy man-—a
desperate looking specimen who fought us
without scruples. He Kkicked, scratehed,
and cursed violently under his breath as
Regoie and I tried to bear him to the
ground. "

There’s no doubt at all that we should
have lost the rascal if Nelson Lee had not
come up at that criticai moment. TIor,
strong as we were, we were no match for
this desperate criminal,

He had practically broken away, and
Pitt was reeling back from the effects of
a savage Kick, when Nelson Lee rushed up.

““Thank goodness you've come, sir!” 1
gasped, recognising him at once.  Quick—
he’s a burglar, or something—>

Nelson ee wasted mno time with
. questions. He grabbed the man, swnng
him round with astonizshing ease, and with
a4 neat trip he lhad him sprawling on the
ground, flat on his face.

In an instant, Pitt and I were on- the
feliow, holding him down, and breathingl
hard. I had already guessed that this man
was a member of the Alliance of 13. For
I had helped the guv'nor to recover that
treasure from the sea bed, and knew all
the details concerning the affair. Indeed,
Lee had half hinted that he was expecting
some activity from Droone’s gang,

But in tre diversion of Buster and Co.’s
iape, I had quite overlooked the Alliance
of 13. But nmow the whole thing came back
fresh inte my mind. - _'

““That's better!” said Nelson Lee calnily.
“If you'll stay just where you are, boys,
I'll scon have this pgentleman roped up

My That!

effectively. The police, I am sure, will be
glad to renew their acquaintance with
him .’

“Go easy, miszter!” whined the prisoner.'
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“1 was on'y tryin' to find a bhit of grub!
Blokes ilike us has a ’ard time of it—”

“Trying to make out that you're a tramp,
eh?” I said grimly, *That won't do, my
son! Tramps don't creep about wearing .
masks! That’s the idea, sir—a piece of
cord round his ankles will keep him fine.”

The cord was swiftly tied, and all chance
of the fellow putting up a further fight
was rendered impossible. Nelson Lee was
just attending to the man's hands when
there came a sudden c¢ry from the school
buildings,

It was a peculiar, gasping =shout—and
even though it was mutfled, I recognised
the voice as the Head’s. And the sound

came from the direction of Dr. Stafford’s -
study.
I have scen XNelson Lee act swiftly on

many an- occasion—but never so swiftly as
he acted now. At the firs{ sound of that
cry, he shot round and raced for the door
in one burst of speed.

“And as he ran, the detective roundly
abused himself for leaving the Head-' alone.
But at the time he had mnever suspected
for a4 moment that Dr. Stafiord would be
in any peril,

And Lee remembered that treazure of
Don Santos—Iying openly on the liead’s
desk!?

He dashed into the stone poreh, was
through the doorway in a flash, and a
moment later he arrived in the Head-
master’s study—the door of which stood
wide open.

Nelson Lee stood there, grim and tense.
For Dr. Maleolm Stafford lay prostrate
on the [Moor, still and silent. And the

treasure ¢f Don Santoz had vanished!

CHAPTER IV.
THE NIGHT OWL TFAIIE!

i€ - ARCH ! Zaid Hand-
forth, in a- stern
©voice,

T
L

“Luok here, you
/i AS8E8—mm’? "
A - = “Mareh!®

T i
e, forth curtly.

A"

repeated Hand-

John Busterfield Boots and his discon-
solate companions marchéd. Obviously, i¢
was useless to argue. The Fossils had.
made their plans, and were not to be
swayed.

And Boots and Co. Telpless in their

bonds, were marched out of the Remove
dormitory, 2nd along ilhe corridor towards
the rear staircase. Handforth led the way,
his intention being to emege into the open
by means of the side door. There was
no sense in tempting fate by going through
that part of the Ancient House whieh
might contain a prowling master,

““And don’t make any noise, either!”’ said
Handforth, with unnecessary emphasis.
“The first chap who opens his mouth will
be squashed! I don’t want any argument,
either!”

Considering that unobody was arguing,
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and that the whole company was «uiet,

itandforth’s remarks were entirely un-
ecessary He, indeed, was_ the only
rellow who was making any noise, But he

‘el that he had to show his authority in

some way. Being leader of the party was
just, suitable for him,
Fortunately, the side door was reached

without any untoward incident. So far
the juniors had mnot been heard—thelr
presence abroad at this hour of the night
was not suspected.

Handforth softly drew the bolts, and
- turned the key. The door swung ope€n,
and the whole party emerged into the
dimness of the Triangle. And something
happened which took the juniors com-
pletely by surprise..

As the party stealthily set off towards
the College ouse, a -dim figure came
shooting round the angle of the building,
It was a man, tearing along as though
demons were at his heels.

He apparently wore rubber-soled shoes,
for he made no sound, and le clutched
something uwnder his left arm. The thing
happened so. swiftly that everybody was
unprepared,

The man himself, tearing round the
eorner, obviously believed the coast to bhe
clear. - Apd he ran full tilt into a crowd
of juniors. He collided with them so
violently that he not only flung three of
them to the ground, but sprawled headlong
himself. '

“What the dickens
blankly, -

He broke off, mainly because the runner,
sitting up, gave vent to a string of swear
words This proclaimed him at once to be
al stranger—and - not t0o gentlemanly at
that.

“He’s a burglar!” gasped De Valerie.

“Great Scott!”

“@rab him!®

“ Hold him down!*”

> hegan Handforth

““By George! He’s a blackgoard, any-
way, roared Handforth.

And, without waiting to ask any
questions, Handforth swung round with

his famous -right in the nick of time., The
man had just got to his feet, and was on
point of dashing away—still clutching
that object under his arm—whichh the
juniors now recognised as an attache case,

Crash!

Handforth’s fist eaught the fellow in
the mneck, and he reeled over, the attache
case thudding to the ground, and rolling
cleur, Littlq did Handforth and Co.
réalised how very opportune this meeting
was,

For this man, it need nobt be explained,
was the rascal who had attacked Dr.
Stafiord, and who had decamped with the
precious booty. It was sheer ill-luck that
had eaused him to wend his footsteps round
this particular angle of the building—
sheer ill-luck for himself.

By the iime he picked himself up, the

into the XNight Owl's hands.

LEE LIBRARY |7

attache case was in Handforth’s grasp. And
the man realised the utter (futility of
attemptmg to get it back. For here there
were a dozen boys, at least, |

And half of them were now

even

- advancing fo the attack. Two juniors had

already grappled with him. The man had
to do some quick thinking—and lhe lost
no time  Cursing savagely, he broke” free
from the cluteh of the juniors, and dashed
away. It was his only course.

But his feelings were certainly bitter.

For Droone had promised five hundred
pounds to the man who secured the Don
Santos Treasure, and conveyed 1t safely
And this
fellow, having .succeeded, was nearly mad
with chiagrin at being foiled by a number
of petty schoolboys!

But his liberty was more precious to him
than the reward. Once captured, and
handed over to the police, there were many
ouftstanding charges against him which he
would have to face. Aund the prospect of
penal servitude was mot alluring.

He made for freedom.

But even this was not so easy, for _the

jumors were after him like a pack of
hounds on a hot scent. Any hope of
regaining the attache case was quite at
an end. It was in Handforth’s grasp.
And the hero of Study D made no
attempt to join in the <chacse.

He instinetively knew that this little

leather case contained -something valuable
—otherwise the man would never have heen
so desperate. He had come f{rom the
Triangle, and Handforth wanted to find
out what had been going on there. Hand-
forth was always inquisitive,

He turned, and sped round the corner,
and caught sight of three flgures near the
fountain. He ran up to them, and found
that one figure was that of a man, and he
was lying helpless on the ground. The
others were Reggie Pitt and myself,

“0Oh, here you are!” panted Handforth.

“Yes, we've collared a burglar—> 1°
began.

“Well I'm jiggered! We nearly
collared one too!* said Haundforth. ¢ But

the rotter got away—although I grabbed
this attache ecase!?

I gazed at it sharply. |

““ The treasure of Don Santos!” I exe.
claimed. ;

““The which?’ said Handforth bluntly,

“ Never mind now—something’s happened
to the Head, I believe!” I said, in a tense
voice. ““Stay hﬁ'e with Reggie while [
buzz indoors. I'll take that attache case,
Handy.” i _ |

I had it out of his hand before he
realised my’ intent, 'and dashed off.

“Hi! Come hack!” roared Handforih
wrathfuily, “I'm taking charge of that
case—not you! It’s likely I'm going to
let you take the credit——"

“Pon’'t be an ass—go hack to Reggle!” 1
panted,

But Handforth wouldn't be denied—he
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Eoliowed me. Not that it mattered much,
Pitt would have no difficulty in holding his
prisoner—for the tatter was now so securely
beund that he needed no holding.

I was filled with vague alarmm concern-
“ing the Headmaster. That cry of his had

been very sighnificant. And Handforth’s
story, although brief, was even more
significant,

For it told me, in a ftash, that onc of
Droone’s agents had  atftacked the Head,

and had made off with the prize—which
Nelson Lee and I had striven so hard to
obtain., For I had assisted the guv'nor all
atong in this case,

i hurried indoors, and when 1 cntered

1

IT
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We: didn't want to interrupt:

hold bhack.

just yet.

“That's better, Doctor,” said Nelson Lee
geut‘l}f. as the Head sat down. “XNo, no!
Don’t alarm yourself 22

“But  the attache case, Mr. Lee—the
treasure!” muttered the Head, in a husky

voice. “That infernal rogue struck me
down! It waz a4l so swift—so abrupt—

that I had no opportunity of resisting.”

“It was unwize of me ton leave you,”
declared Nelson Lee. “I1f I had had all
my wits about me I should bave taken

some precaution.”
Stafford shook his head..

Dr

Nelson Lee stood there, grim and tense, for Dr. Malcolm Stafiord lay pros-
trate on the floor, still and silent. And the treasure of Don Santos had vanished !

the Head’s study, 1 was immensely!
relieved to find Nelson Lee assisting Dr.
Stafford into a chair. The Head, then, was
vot so badly hurt as 1 had at first feared.

Lee, indeed, had been guite alarmed upon
finding Dr. Stafford prone on the floor. At
first the detective had suspected that the
attack had been a grievous one.

But a moment’s examination told him
that the Head was only slightly dazed.
With a little assistance he was able &o get
to hiz feet, and it was not long hefore
he returned to .full conscipusness of his
position. ' '

And just as Lee was helping the Head
into a chair, Handforth and 1 appeared in
the doorway, But we paused. I glanced

at ilandforth, indicating that he should

“I blame mysecif entirely,”” he declared.
“TUpon my .s2oul! I realise, now, that 1
was little better than a dolt! This man
was masked—he dashed in the doorway,
and I stood there, facing him, too sur-
prised to act. 1 should have cried out' at
once, of course—but instead I asked the
fellow what he wanted.”

“And he?” |

““ Why, the man suddenly caught sight of
that attache cuase on the table, and made
a dash for it,” replied the Head, I
divined his intention at once, but before
I could grasp the case, the wretch hurled
himself at me, and delivered a blow which
caught me in the chest, and I fear that
I fainted. I have an idea I ‘made a slight
outery,” m g
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“Yes, it was that which brought me so
promptly,” replied Lee. o

‘“ Alas. too late!” muttered the Head
brokenly., “I am ashamed of myself, Mr.
Lee—a man of my stamina to sueceumb so
easily! I must be getting even older tham
I had imagined!” :

“1 only regret, Dr. Stafford that you
should have been =subjecied to sueh
danger,” said Lee. “I must blame mysell
for the eniwre series of circumstances, And

I am intensely reiieved to find that your

- ipjury is only slight.”? ‘

“But those diamonds, Mr. Lee—the
emeralds, and the other precious stones?”
asked Dr, Stafford. “They are gone! And
after all your trouble——"* -

“If you will permit m¢, sir, T will leave
you,”> said Nelson Lee. - There may still
be hope.” ' '

“Lots of it, sir,” I put in, feeling that
it was about time for me to speak. Lee
turned, .and glanced at the doorway, where
Haundforth and I stood.

“ Looking for this, sir?? I asked calml]y.

“Why, good gracious!” exclaimed the
guvnor. “Is it possible—*" '

He broke off sharply, crossed to my side
in two strides, and took the shabby
attache case out of my hand.
springing back the catch, he opened the
lid and looked inside.

‘“ Bravo, Nipper!” he said delightedly.
“Things are not so bad, after all! See,
Dr. Stafford—our friend, Mr. Droone, has
not been so successful as we feared. The
treasure is here.”

- “Upon wmy soul!” cjaculated ihe Headg,
still flustered. -

' _-“Where do I come in, sir?? demanded
Handforth, striding forward with an air of
importance. And what's the idea of the
‘bravo, Nipper’? He didn’t ‘do anything!
I got that case from the crook!*

“That’s right, sir,”” 1 agreed. ¢ But
Handy’s such ap impulsive chap that he
didn’t give me time to finish. Of course,
it was partly accidental, but that doesn’t
-mz}ésg’ any difference to the satisfactory re-
sult, :

Handforth glared.

" Accidental!” he roared. “Why, you
silly josser, I deliberately grabbed that case
—I scented that it was full of loot? I can
always detect swag! I suppose it must be
my investigator’s instinet!®

‘¢ Quite possibly, Handforth—auite pos-
sibly,” said Nelson Lee drily, “The fact
remains, however, that our friends, the
enemy, have had their work for rothing.
And now I should like to kunow why it is
that you boys are out at this time of the
night, fully dressed?”’

Handforth looked suddenly =larmed.

‘¢ Well, the fact is, we--we—— T mean,
Nipper and I—a few others, too, if it comes
to that—— You sce, we—we just happened
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Handforth pauscd, at a loss for words.

: been pretty bad.

Quickly .
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~““Well?”? said Nelson Lee grimly. “T aig
waiting ! o LI
“J say, guv’nor, go easy!” I protested.
‘““ If it hadn’t been for us, things might have
Can’t you just wink your
eye, and pretend that we haven’t ayrpeared
on the scene? We'll whizz back to bed
right off.” | b
‘“By George! Who said s0?” suorted
Handforth. ¢ What about these crooks?
I'm going off on the traill” I'm going to
pick up the scent—-"2 ny
1 regret, Handforth, that' I can permit
no such activities on jour wvart,” icter-
rupted Nelson Lee., ‘ Under * the circum-
stances, 1 am willing {o let this mn.atter
drop—vwithout further questioning, But
you must return to your dermitory at once.”’
ITandforth opened his mouth -to speak,
but I grabbed his arm.” = ~ . o w B
“This way,” I swid bdriski¥. ¢ Good-
night, sir?* B |
“ Qood-night, my boys!™ . .
We passed onft, and Nelson leé,
at the Iead,
smiling, i
“I approve of your decision, Mr. Lee,”
said Dr. Stafford. “ It would indeed have
been hard on the bays if you had punisbed
them? Some . mischicvous escapade, I pre-
sume—which these junior boys so delight
in, - Outrageous, of course—but " their ap-

_ | ¥ ¢lanecing
saw that tﬁe‘_]atter"'_‘was

pearauce in the Triangle was undoubtedly
opportune.’”” . I T )
“Far more than they even realised,”’

agreed Nelson Tce. “But I am  concerned
regardidg your condition, sir—"
. “I am better—much better,” declared the
Head. ‘It was, after all, a slicht blow.
I was more startled than hurt. But we
must take a care—— Come in'”’

The door opened, and I put iny head in-
cide again. " N

‘““Sorry to imterrupt, sir, but whaf, about
this fellow we collared in the Triangle?®’
I asked, ¢ Pitt’s still standiug guard over
him, yon kpow. And the man's getting

“troublesoime.”

“Dear me! ‘A prisoner?’ asked fhe Ilead,
starting. ' i S

¢ Yes—I will attend to him at once,”
said Nelson Leé. ¢ Nipper, vou had Letter
remain Lere until I return.” ' '

The guv’'nor gave me a significant look.
and [ understood perfectly. I was to guard
ithat attache-case, in the event of any other
attack--which, although possible, was most
unlikely. . B

Nelson Lee went off, but returned soomer
than I had anticipated. He explaiped that
he had locked the prisoner away, placed
Phipps on guard—Phipps having heen aroused
from slumber for this duty—and had “phoned
to the police, ., - ' ‘

¢« Tinished with me now,
hopefully. - |

““Yes, Nipper.” . . -

““You don’t think ihere’s any chance ot
further trouble, =ir?" I inquired, < 1'd like

A . f -
sir?? 1 asked



to lend a hand, you know. Just say theyand as he pgot up, Handforth lammed into

word, sir—-"

‘“] appreciate your offer, Nipper, tut 1
think your fime will be far better spent
in bed,” put in Lee gently. ° There will, 1
fancy, be no further activity to-night. The
enemy has failed, and he would hardly be
unwise cuough to tempt Providence again.™

S0 T had to 2o off to bed—although 1
felt convinced that the guv'nor’s words had
been mainly spoken for Dr. Stafford’s peuce
of mind, Nelson Lee actually suspected
that Caleb Droong was no means beaten.

I returned to the Remove dormitory
rather thoughtful. Buster Boots & Co., of
course, had been released from their bonds,
and the programme for their discomfiture
had been abundoned. _

When I arrived in the dormitory 1 found
Handforth talking swiftly and bitterly.

‘“ A nice thing!" he exclaimed, in a sour
voice, * A nice thing, 1 must say! I re-
cover the giddy spoils, and all the thanks
I get is to be sent to bed! Who said there
was any gratitude in this world?”

““What's the grievance, cld man?” I
asked, with a chuckle.

“Fathead!”” snorted Handforth. ¢ Don’t
ask silly questions! Here's a 1eal detective
case— the whole giddy school is surrounded
with crooks—and I'm not allowed to do any
investigating!” :

“We must all have our portion of sad-
ness in this life, old son,” I said, * This
is some of yours.
you recover the precious attache-case??’

€ Well, of course, 1 rame out pretty
strong there!"” admitted Hauodforth. ¢‘The
crook fairly hurled himself at me—a fierce,
savage attack! My mind worked like light-
ning—

¢“T thought I noticed some fAashes across| -

the Triangle,” remarked Fitt. -

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ You—you funny
forth, deadly calm, “ But, of course, I
don’t expect any credit from you rotters!
There was 1, grappling with this crook,
and like a flash of light it came through
my mind that the attache-case must con-
tain something valuable, so, instead of going
for the man, I grabbed the case.”

“ Because that was easier?” asked Tommy
Watson,

¢Ha, ha, ha!?

¢“No!" hooted Handforth. “I did it be-
- cause my detective instinct told me that
it was of more importance to get the swag
than the man.”

“ Bravo!” said Pitt, clapping his hands.
& What aboui the second verse?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”
- “The truth is, Handy met with a big piece
of luck,” said Church incautiously. 1 was
there, and I can tell you exactly what hap-
pened. We were taking Boots & Co. across
the Triangle, when the crook whizzed round
the corner like a Marathon runner. Ile
Lashed into some of us, and went over.

But why grumble? Didn't |

idiot !’ sneered Hand-*

|

.

him with one of his rights! My hat! The
souter weut over like a ninepin, and he
dropped the attache-case. Handy picked it
up, and there you are. The crook scoofed.”

Handforth turned upon Church_fercely.

““You traitor!' he hissed. “*You know
s well as I do that all the credit bLelongs
to me! Take that!”

Bilt!

Church took it—a fearful swipe in the
chest, which rent him reeliug. But Church,
feeling that the blow was utterly unjusti-
fied, turned red with wrath. Besides, half
the chaps were looking on, and Church felt
that it was just about time to retaliate.
He recovered himself, and dashed forward.

Crash!

Chureh’s fist caught Handforth on the
chin, and Handforth nearly turned a com-
riete somersault. He flpally sat up, gave

a sickly look round, and his eyes were
rather bleary.
“Who—who did that?? he asked

dreamily.

“J did!"” snorted Churech. ¢¢And for two
pins I'll do it again! I'm about fed up
with your sudden swipes!”

‘“Hear, hear!” said McClure, with de-
lighted approval. |

“That's the way!” said Pitt judicially.
“Down with bullying! Why not do the job
thoroughly, and black hoth his cyves? Go
it, my sons! Let him taste his own medi-
cine for once!”

Handforth slowly rose to his feet, rub-
bing his chin. He fixed a glare upon (hureh
that almost made that junior ruiver. But
Church braced himself together, and suddenly
drew himself up. He returned the glare
with interest.

“Go on—hit me!" he =aid defiantly. 1t
you do, I'll smash you to bits!”

Handforth nearly choked.

“You—you'll smash me?” bhe asked

amazedly.

“Yes, I will!” roared Church, grining
confidence.

‘“Yes, by Jove, and I'll help him!"* said
McClure, squaring up.

“ Blood is about to be spilt,” said Pitt
solemnly. ¢ Any pails handy? DBetter fnd
a few mops, too—there’ll be a heap of re-
mains to wipe up before long! 1t seems
that Handforth is about to make a swiflt
and inglorious cxit!’?’-

‘“We’re fed up with jour bullying!” ex-
claimed Church hotly.

“ My—my bullying?”’ gasped Handforth.
“Why, you fathead, I'm dead against bully-
ing! If I ever catch a chap at that game,_
I l,-i'ﬂ’ him! I regard a bully us a horrible
cad!”

“You seem to have got a rotten opinion
of yourself!”” :neered Church.

€t Ha’ ha’ ha--'"

¢ 1 say, you chaps, ehuck it——"" I began.

“ Not likely!” senapped McClure. ¢1'm
supporting Church. For weeks we’ve put
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up with [Handy's stray biffs, and now we
miane a stand!™ e
Handforth

“*Two against
zourly.

““No--we'll take vou one at a time,”” re-
torted Church. < TUnless you apologise,
, we'll fight yeu.”? o

‘“ Apologise!” said Haudforih, in a weak
YOIEC., : :

* It's a rotten habit of jours to lash .out
without warning!”” said Church indignantly.
** Like sheep we've stood 1t for veeks—but
the time has come when we’ll stand it no
longer!"

one!” said

“1% wouldn’t matter if you gave us af

chance to get ready!* put in MecClure.
““We'd know what svas coming, then.”
Handforth took a deep breath.
““ By George!’” he said thiekly.

He stared at his
As a general rile, they were his siaves—
they consented to every little whim of his
with scarcely a murmur. Church and
McClure were not cowards—they took many
blows from Handforth hecause they knew
that at heart he was one of the very best.
©And it saved a lot of trouble to curb the
desire for retaliation.

__But once in a while they broke out, and
Handforth was brought to a full realisation
of his sins,

‘“‘“By George!” he repeated.
defly me???

‘“ Yes 1

‘““Well, pechaps I was a hit hasty,” said
Edward Oswald, with surprising meeknpess.
‘“oodness knows, 1 don’t want to fight
- Jou! I don’t want to see you chaps in the
sanatorinm for a week?’ -

‘““You’d be the one to ¢o info the sanny!™
snapped McClure,

“Ur the cemetery!" put in Pité.

“Sa youn think you could whack mie,
eh?” snorted Handforth. < 0h, what’s the
¢aod of this rot?Y When I'm wrong I'll
admit Um wrong. 1'm not one of those
obstinate asses who always think they’re
i the right! I'il be a bit more careful
about biffing you fellows in future! Let’s
shake hands and finish with it!?

He held out his fist, and Church and
McClure grabbed it readily. The other
juniors looked on, grinning. They didn’t
quite realise the courage and decency of
Handforth’s action.

For it costs something to admit eone’s
=elf in the wrong. Handforth was never
stow to acknowledge his faults, cnce they
were pointed out to him clearly.

'* S0—s0 you

Church and McClure were wise—they

L
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chums half dazedly. |

7

dropped . the subject- completely, witlout
the slightest sign of crowing. . -
- And, at length, the Remove dormitory
settled itself, down to sleep. Not: that the

events of this exciting night were over yet!

CITAPTER V.
LIKE THIEBVES IN THE WNIGHT!

{ LICK !} i LI
- Softly, Nelson Lee
turned the Key in the

lock “of his study
door. Then, {n complete
darkness, e walked over to
the window, and raised the
blind. This made no perceptible difference
to the gloom of the room, for the night

- was black. But after a while Nelson Lee

could sce the autline of the window.

He sat bimsclf in an easy chair. And he
was in such a position that he could
watch the window in comfort, while ioung-
ing back among the ecushions.. There was
no rcason why he should not keep his vigil
in ease. o £

The deteetive had no fear of dozing off,
When he made up his mind fo keep awake,
sleep was out of the question. All Lee’s
faculties were on the stretch; he was keen,
eagut~ and ready for anything that might
transpire,

For he felt sure that Caleb Droone would
not allow the night to pass without making
apother attempt to regain that treasure that
had already caused him such worry and
anxiety. - |

And Nelson Lee was waiting—prepared.

The Head, after being reassured by the
detective, had gone off to hed. But there
would be no rest for Lee on this fateful
night. _

llis eyes had grown accustomed to the
gloom; he could now see the outline of
the window with surprising distinctness;
he could even make cut the dim :hape of
the chestnuts in the Triangle. :

Ile had no actual hope of capturing the
Night Owl himself, but }le thought it pos-
sible that he would nab another of Nroone’s
men. And Lee was concerned, too, aboub
the safety of the Domn Santos Collection.

Once it was handed over in safety to the
Spaniard, Lee's responsibility would be over,
and his case would be complete. But until
the treasure was actually delivered, Lee
wonld need all hLis vigilance,

He could well understand Caleb Droone’s

state of mind. _

This man had secured the prize—the
most valuable a hurglar had ¢ lifted ¥
within a decade—with infinite pains. The
Night Owl had done his work patiently -and
thoroughly, and he had brought the spoils
to England, to he disposed of through
channels whieh the. ordinary :individual
knows nothing about,. ; -

It had been bad enough when the Isling-
ton had sunk to the bottom ef the sea off
Shingle Head; bhut cven this &isaster had

=
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not daunfted the master crook. With Lis
.deliberate coolness he had set to work to
recover the prize from the ccean bed.

And then, just as Droone had made all
preparatipns, Nelson Lee had stepped in
and carritd off the "treasure from beneath
the Night Owl’s nose! Small wonder that
the man was pgrimm and relentless!

Moreover, Droone new well c¢nough that
to-night would probably be the only oppor-

. tunity for him to act. On the morrow
Nelson Lee would hasten to London, and
Don Sebastien Santos would take good care
that the treasure was placed beyond the
reach of the Alliance of Thirteen.

The minutes sped by, and still Nelson Lee
remained in that chair, as silent and as
patient as a2 mummy.

Midupight had chimed out long since, and
the time was now getting on for one
o’cloek. St. Frank’s lay cilent and ssleep.
The juniors liad all settled down by this
time, and the whole school slumbered.

At last one o’clock boomed cut solemnly
from the old clock tower.

And with the dying away of the throbbing
strokes, there came a faint sound from just
cutbside the window of Nelson Lee's study.
Nine men out of ten would not hLave heard
it. But Lee made no mistake.

His nerves on the streteh, he caught that
tiny sound at once, Instantly he sat
slightly forward, tense and_ expectant.

He waited.

Minutes drageed by, and the silence be-
came oppressive. Even the wind ceemed to

.have died down. A pall of utter stillness
hung over the school. There seemed to
be an air of impending disaster in the atmo-
sphere. itself,

And then, sounding like a pistol-shot in
that uncanny quietness, e¢ame a click as
something metallic touched the window
pane. Actually, it was only a slight tap.

Nelzon Lee, peering forward, saw the dim
form of a man rising slowly upwards, The
man pressed his face against the glass, and
endeavoured to look into the room.

Apparently he was satisfied that the blind
was up and the room empty. He proceeded
to manipulate a jemmy, or some such tool.
in the vicinity of the catch. 1t was this
tool, cvidently, that had accidentally
touched the glasg as the man placed his
hand on the sill. '

Nelson Lee did not move a muscle.

He just sat there and watched. He saw
the would-be intruder patiently working
at the catch. The fellow was an expert,
for within two minutes,
any perceptible sound, his job was done.

T]he man slowly and cautiously raised the
8asl, " :

Lee had guessed that if Droone attempted
any enftry at all, he would attempt it
here. And Lee had guessed right. Perhaps
DProone knew that there wis a safe in the
detective’s study—and this safe was the
nost likely place to find the loot.

o

without making .

For a space of thirty seconds the man
stood stock still—listening. And Nelson
Lee, sitting there, scarcely breatied. The
intruder was satisfied that all was quiet,
and he preceeded to climb in.

As he did so, Lee noiselessly arose, and
backed away across the room until he was
exactly opposite the window. His hand
was within reach of the electric-light
switch

But he did not press it down yet.

He still waited, knowing that ke had
command of the situation. From a hip
pocket he drew a small revolver, and
silently released the safety cateh. He was
icily <ool, and enjoying the sitnation

immense'y., It pleased him to know thad
his calculations had heen correet.

The dim outline against the window made
no attempt to move into tlie rocom. The
n.‘ﬁ‘n turred, and half leaned out over the
sill.

“All clear,
a hustle on.”

Another form appeared, and also entered. .

Jack,” le whispered. < (et

“What's the good?”’ ke asked, in a
growling voice. “It’s all very well for
the. Chief to try this dodge, but we're

wasting our time.”
“May be—but it's got to be done.”

‘““Lee’s not the kind of man to take any
chances—especially after that other affair,”

went on the second intruder. ¢ Does the
Ohief expect us to find the stuff lving
about loose?”

“0Oh, shut your face!” snapped the
other, “You get on my nerves!”

They turned towards the centre of the

room, and as they were in the aect of
moving cautiously forward, Nelson ILee
prg&l;seltii down the electyic light switch.

lick ! -

The study became fooded with brilliant,
dazzling light, Xee was prepared for it,
and although the brilliance was blinding
for a moment—after the long spell of aark-
ness—he had command of the situnation.

“¥My pgosh!” gasped one of the men
huskily,

“ Hands up, gentlemen—and lef{ nie warn

you &at once that any . outery will be
disastrous,” said Nelson Lee, in a smooth
voice. “Come! 1 need a Ilittle more
speed!”

The men—quite smartly dressed fellows-—--
stared at Nélson Lee as though dazed.
But they soon recovered their startled’

wits. And as they stared at Lee the con-
sternation in their eves furned to sullep
anger, : _ _

“Thought you’d give us a surprise, eh,
Mr, Lee?” snapped one of them.

“T qnot only thought so—but I rather
fancy the surprize was most complete,”
replied Lee. *“1 am still waiting—— Up,
you hound! By Heaven! If you don't
Db&}’ 1 :

Both the men shot their hands above their
heads. One of them had attempted to slide
his fingers towards a hip-vocket. But Nelsan,
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Lee's- curt vorwee, full of grimness,
thie man to abanden this project.

Nelson Lee regarded them ecalmly.

“You will now back towards the walil
on vour left hand side,” hie ordered. 1
shall further require you to handcuft your-
selves——"?

YV}H:Z'

Without the bl1ghte st warning, something
shot in through the open window fram the
outer darkaess. It caught Nelson Lee be-
tween the eyes, -and he staggered back
with a cry of agony.

“The Chief!” muttered one of the men.

He sprang forward, grappled with Lee,
and wrenehed the revolver away.
.nme moment the second man pushed out
Lis foot and Nelson Lee fell sprawling.
His assailants were upon 11‘11] m a momeut
holding him down.

As for the detective h]mse][’,_he searcely
put np a fight. The agony in his eyes. was
well-nigh unbearable, And lhe was blinded
—totally blinded—but whether this was
temporary or permanent he bad no means
of knowing. '

And he hitterly
a fool,

He had recalised the pos lelht}’ of a third
man Jurking out in the darkness of the
Trianzle. but he had heen prepared for
this. Ready as he was for any ¢mergency,
however, he had mnot reckoned upon the
trick that had been played. e knew he
was safe from any revolver bullet—for thie
erooks wounld not dare to fire, for fear 01'
eausing an alarm.

3 With intense relief, he "felt the paln
cubsiding, and already his sight was show-
- g signs of return.

fle knew what had happened,
lle had secn nothing. : ‘

Phe man outside had flung a sniall
paper pellet—probably from some kind of
blow-pipe arrangement, thereby c¢hbtamning
accurate aiin. And the pellet was filled
with chemieal powder, :

This powder, bursting over his face, had
entered his eyes. The burining senzgtion

was  terrible—indeed, during the first
second, Nelson. Lee had had the ghastly
snshicion that vitriol had been employed.

Through the window came a ihird figure
—this time a man of commanding preselce,
He was tall,” with shightly bent shoulders;
and Dbis nose projected from his face not
unlike a beak. And the man’s eyes were

accused himself of being

although

flat—big, strange eyes, with unblinking
lids,
In shorf, €Caleh Droone, the ‘Eght Owl,
nimself. ) _
“Good!” he said softly, and in a voice
tiiat had otterly no inflexion, “My aim

was even better than I had supposed. I
regret, Mr, Nelson Lee, that I shounld have
heen compelied to resort to such measures,
but 1 am not in 4
vhanees -©

“We've got him, Chief,”” :aid
~the men. < le’s down and out.™

one  of

canged |

At the }

position i{o take :my'
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“So 1 observe,” said the Night Owl
calmly, .
Nelson Lee was dragged to Lis feet and
placed in a chair. By this time -he had
been tiad up with thin bat strong  cord.
And a searf nad been bound round his

1| mouth, so ihat he could make na outcm,-

but Droone removed this.

Caleb Droone allowed his face to break
into a ﬂeetmg smile as he mnoted the
detective’s ' red and watering - eyes, Lee
was- just getting his sight back, although
the pain was still acute.

“¥Yon need have no fear of your -eyes,
Lee.”” said the Night Owl. < The
chemical is quile harmless—the action “is
swift, but temporary. Within an hour
your sight will be normal, and to-morrow
only & -lwht‘. swelling will tremain to re-

 mind you of your present agony.”

“You are clever, Mr. Dtoone,” said
Nelson Lee evenly. ™1 must. ¢oniess timt
you tooz me off my gunard.” U

The pair were speaking to ons anoth{r
in calm, level tones—and even with fﬂl‘!l]di
politeness. But it was: just a pose Calﬂb
Droone had every reason to hate his enemy,
for ever since that shipwreck, Lee had been
a thorn in his side. But the criminal gate
no sign of the au!mowity witeh- burned
within him,

“We all make mistakes qt t.mes Y he
said smoothly.  “And this blunder of
yours, Lee, is likely to prove very ecostly
However, if you are reasonable; I may b
inclined to deal lightly with }ou i

Nelston Lee made no reply tfo  this
remark. He knrew well enough Droone’s
object was to regmu possession of the Don
Santos Collection. - Once that valuable
prize was in his h’ll’ld‘a he would" probably
deal with his wvietim" drastlcally Indeed,
Lee kuew that murder was in thls mamn’'s
heart.

He had refrained {rom- extreme measures
now because the {reasure was yet to be
found, and, further, murder might be =«
arave mistake—for ‘sueh a crime would
neemsamly bring down ‘the bhest brains’ of
Scotland Yard. And Caleb Droone m 10
way desired- such publicity. -

He went do-er to Nelson I.ee and hent
lower.

- “Where i3 the Don Santos Collection?”’
he asked. : 4
“Really, Droone, yon. <curprise me!?

replied Nelson Lee mockmoly “A man of
vour genins—a man of your skill—-to come
to me witlh such questions! Surely you are
clever enough to flnd the collection with-
out questioring me?”.

“It will not aid you in any way to in-
dulge in these pleasantries,’ said  the
Night Ow!, his veice hecoming harsh. I
ungagged you, Lee,” so that you = should
speak. Remember, at "tlhe’ ﬂrst outery thl_;
end will bhe smi‘t‘”

L“I am- under no mis apprehen-uon » sald
ge
“iLet me again reques _}'ml- to’ dizcloze

i)
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Caleb Drcone Dbroke off, for at that
-moment he had caught sight of the
warped, bhattered attache case—his own
property For an instant his eyes lost

their fiat expression, and glittered.

The attache case was lying just on the
top of Nelson Lee's desk. Apparently, the
detective *had been <o certain that
commanded the situation, that he haa
refrained from putting the prize within the
safe.

The Night Owl stepped across to the desk,
grasped the aftache case, and opened it.
ile drew his breath in sharply between his
teeth,

The attache case was empty.

CHAPTEY: VI,
CALER DROONE'S DIECISION!

ELSON LEE  smiled
amusedly.

N' “Come, come,

Droone!” he  said.

¢ Surely you must credit me

with just a little common

sense. My carelessnes§ would

have been ecriminal if I had left the
treasure so easy to your nimble hand.”

Caleb Droone turned upon the bound
detective.

“We have had enough of this foolery!”
he said grimly. <“ Where is the stufi?
Answer me at once, or—"

He paused significantly.

““Or what?” smiled Lee. -

““ Your exit from this world will be swift
and sudden!” snarled the Night Owl.

““Repetition {3 always tiresome,” said
Nelson Lee, with perfect composure. “ Your
threats are amusing, Droone. I am not a

village policeman, whom you can {frighten }

into a panic.””

Caleb Droone bowed.

“The Tebuke was necessary,” he ex-
claimed. - *“1 beg your pardon, Mr. Lee.
At the same time, it is as well that you
should realise your position.”

“I do—quite clearly,” said Nelson Lee,.
““ And I reylise that the advantages of this
little encounter are entirely with me.”

“ With you?” repeated Droone curtly,

“ Exactly. The treasure you seek
urgently is well beyond your grasp, and
you can bhe quite sure I shall do nothing to
assist you in your search. You, on your
part, will not harm me, for I am the only
man in the world who knows where the
collection is concealed.”

Caleb Droone tightened his lips.

“You are speaking boldly, Mr. Lee,” he
said grimly. ““But you are under a mis-
appreliension. The advantages are not with
you—but with me, For I shall force you
to speak! I am not the man to be foiled
s0 lightly.” | -

The detective smiled and vawned.

“*The conversation is becoming dull,”’ he
remarked coolly.

Caleb, Droone, although afire with
cxasperation and anger, showed no sign of
this cutwardly. He stood gazing at Lee

50

he }

-

1

i

L

1
1

He set two of his men to work

upon it with special driills—two
{ expert cracksmen, who had con-
guered many a safe ten times the
gize of this one. But, clever as they
were, they found themselves up
against a hard nut here.

for a moment, thien abruptly ticd the cscarf
rountd the detective's mouth.
He turned {o his waiting men,

“Carry lim outside,” he said eurtiy.

“Place him in the car.”

The men obeyved swiftly., Between thema,
they lifted Lee out of the chair, and took
him out into the dark Triangle, - Then,
with much exertion, they carried
burden across to the wall, hoisted him over,
and at length deposited him in the back
of a big closed car, whiclh was standing on
the grass horder of the Iane withkout
lights.

{One man remained with Nelson Lee.

He took his seat beside the detective,
and warned him in grim tones that he wus
“in for a packet.” Nelson Lee, knowing
Calebh Droone, quite believed ¢this. Any
thought of e¢scape was quite out of the
question.

Leit alonme, Lee might, perhaps, have rid
himself of his bonds—for he was almost as
skilled as the celebrated Houdini when it
came to freeing himself from ropes or
cords. Nelson Iee had made a study of
this art, and on many ocecasicns had
gained his liberty through the knowledge,

But with a guardian sitting next to him
all idea of getting free was out of the
question. Lee could -only wait, Perhaps
a «<hance would come later. He had no

their -



real fear that the Night Owl would take
drastic action. ‘

Lee smiled rather grimly to himself as
he pictured what was taking place within
the school. Droone and his remaining men
were probably engaged in ransacking the
study—and other reoms, too.

Nelson Lee’s surmise, in this respect, was |

~ correct.

The study had already been turned
prac¢tically inside out. The result was dis-
appointing, for no sign whatever of the
prize had been found. There still remained
the safe, and Caleb Droone had regarded
this object thoughtfully,

Somehow, he didn’t believe that Nelson
Lee had placed the Don Santos  treasurc
within the safe. It was, after all, the most
obvious place—and Lée was hardly the man
to act in that way.

However, after Lee’s bedroom had been
ransacked in vain, Dreoone turned to the
safe in sheer desperation. He was aware
of the fact that the actual hiding place
might be in one of a score of rooms, But
it was quite impracticable to search the
whole sehool. |

Already, he had stayed too long.

The safe, however, presented no
difficulties. It was only a small affair,

- cunningly concealed behind a book-case. |

I}rfoone imagined it to be just an ordinary
safe,

It wasn't! .

He sebt two of his men to work upon it
with special drills—two expert cracksmen,
who had conquered many a safe tem times
the size of this one, XIut, clever as they
were, they found themselves up against
a hard nut here. |

For this apparently insignticant safe was
1 propositon such as they had never bhe-
fore encountered. Their costly drills were
ruined within the first five minutes. The
steel sides of the safe were super-hardened
in a maaoner that was new to thesre cracks- |
men,

And, although they worked unceasingly
for half-an-hour, the result at the end of
this time was precisely nil. .

“It’s no good, Chief—we’re heat!* said
one of the men, at length, “This blame
thing’s no ordinary safe!”?

“A charge of dymamite wouldn’t do no
good, meither!” growled the:  other man.

Caleb Droone grunted.

““i2 might bhave expected something of |

this sort.”” he said curtly. - “The very
strength of this safe comnvinces me that the
treasure is within.”

“Yes, and it's likely to remain within,
t00,” said one of the men disgustedly,

“I never see such a safe as this! We]
ean’t do a darm thing, Chief! OQur drills
are busted uP, and I don’t believe oxy-
acetylene wauld do much good.”

The Night Owl bit his lip, It wouldn’t
have mattered so much if the safe could

“have been unlocked with a key. For they

G-

1ight have found this key on Nelson Lee’s

person.

But it was a combination lock, and only
the accurate knowledge of that eombina-
tion could serve {o open the door. It was
not Droone’s habit to waste {ime in
indecision. .

He called his mena away, and they left
the school as silently and as mysteriously
as they had entered. And noalarm had been
ﬁlsed. Ttre rest of the inhabitants of that
Iﬁat College remiained slumbering peace-
ully.

And the Alliance of 13 left empty
handed—at least so far as the booty was
concerned. But they had Nels¢gn Lee, ]

Droone gave some curt orders as soon as
he arrived at the car. And within a few
moments the automobile was gliding
stlently down the lane, still Hghtless.

Nelson Lee wondered what was afoot!

But the ride, aiter all, was not a long
one. By taking the quiet by-lanes, the car
eventually came out upon the edge of Ban-
nington Moor, And, quite close by, the ¢ld
ruined mill—known so well to the Remove
Juniors—-reared s rotting sails towards the
night sky. '

No spot could be more lonely at this hour
of the night. On one side lay the black,
impenetrable barrier of Bellton Wood, and
on the other the moor stretched out in a
seemingly limitless expanse. And not a
house or a cottage was anywhere within
sight or sound.

Nelson Lee was hustled eut of the car,
carried into the mill, and then hoisted up
the short wooden ladder to the first floor.
This place was quite dry and habitable. A
small eleetric lamp was switched on, and
Caleb Droone lost po time in putting the
position tao his prisomner. -

‘I have brought you here, Iee, because |
felt that it would have been risky to remain
too long at the scheol,”” he said frankly.
‘““I know your methods—and I hed half a
fear that the police might appear at any
moment. You generally have a way of
taking full precautions.

“But this time, Droone, I miscaleulated,”
said Nelson Lee, the seari being removed
from his mouth. ‘ Well, what do you pro-
pose? Personally, I see no bepefit in this
little jaunt. The spot is quite private, but
You are no better off here than you were
in my own study.”

‘“We will see about that!’ said Droone
harshly. * Where Is_the treasure???

‘¢TI regret my inability to emlighten you.”

“Enough of this moek politeness!’?
sparled the Night Owl fiercely. “I am wiil-
ing enough to keep tpthe farce to a certain
extent—but- my patience will brook no
further delay.”? |

“Then youn are indeed unfortupnate!™

“By Heaven! T'll make you change that
mocking tone of yours!'" exclaimed Droone
hotly. *“You will answer iy <questions, or

-
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the resuits will be evenn more horrible than
you can imagine!”

“We are getting quite mcelodramatic!™
nurmured Nelson Lee.

Slap ! .

The Night Owl caught Lee's right cheek
with his open palm,
“ I scarcely thought you capable of such
coward's blow, Droone,” &aid the de-
‘I shall remember it--and
At the monient

a
tective quietly.
one day 1 shall repay you.
I am at a digadvantage.”’

The Night Owl breathed hard.

“This 1s no time tor formalitics!” he
snarled. ¢ Answer my questions, hang vou!
15 the Don Santos Collection in your safe?®

“0Of what usge would my auswer be?’" ve-
torted Lee, “If I say ‘yes,” you will sct
e down as a liar—and if T say *no,” the
rezult will be the same. Therefore T shall
refuse to mnake any reply.”

“Very well,” snapped Droone. “Very
well! You are bringing. this upon yourself,
Lee, I will force the truth froin your lips!
1 will have you tortured until you speak!”’

Nelson Lee laughed.

“Your optimism is amusing,” he said
coldly. ““And I am grieved to learn, Proone,

that you have so sadly misjudged wmy
- character. Threats of that - kind weigh
nothing with me. Aund I te]l rou frankly

that your torbturers can wreak their ghastly
work on me until I swoon—but I will never
open my lips. Toree i3 not the method to
employ with me.--

There was something so conviacing about
Nelson Lee’s tone that Caleb Droone turned
away with a muttered curse. The Night
Owl knew well enough that his threats were
indeed idle.

He knew, furthermore. that a system of
tortare would be barren of result. Such
methods - could be adopted with success
when it came to an ordinary man., But
Nelson Lee was not of that type.

However, the converszation had borne one
result. |

Droone was coavinced that the safe in
Nelson Lee’s study contained the Dou San-
tos treasure, Having failed to frighten the
detective into submission, the only possible
course that remained was to smash open
that safe at all costs.

And it could he dons Ly one
~high explosive.

~ Droone thought rapidly for a few seconds.
And, brief as this space was, be inade up
his mind. He would return to the school—
make one bold bid for the treasure—and if
successful he would return and settle his
account with Nelson Lee.

In short, the Night Owl had determined
upon—murder!

But not until the Don Santos Treasure
was recovered. If that safe proved barren,
then Droone would keep Nelson Lee alive,
and carry him off, -a prisoner. So, what-

method only

ever the result of that return visit to the

Y T

TEE LIBRARY JIERSD:

-ﬂ

1

p |

school, the outlook for Nelzon I.ee did not
appear to obe very promising.

The Night Owl gave bis
brigkly. -

IIe sent two men off in tie car vpon some
urgent errand—in short, to obtain the ncces-
sary explosives to shatter the door of the
safc. DProone himself and two other wen
set off for 8t. TFrank's on foot. '

Once member of the Alliance was left in
the mill with Nelson Lee. Although the
detective was bound, Caleb Droone Lad no
infention of leaving him anguarded. With

inafructions

[ this watcher present the wheie time, Netson

Lee could make no attempt to get away.

Thus, ten minutes lafer, the great de-
tective was alone with his thoughts. Tor
the man ou watch offered no conversation,
but sat apart, near the trapdonr, smoking.
Ile was fully armed, however, and Droone
had given him instruetions to shoot if Nel-
son Lee gave any trouble, -

Outside, the moor lay bleak and desolate.

A faint wind was moaning through the
heather and bracken. And Bellton Wood,
like some black pall on the face of the faiv
country, lay between this prizoner and the
nearest habitation. '

Caleb Droote and his wen had gone own
their desperate errand.

I'or it was, ipndeed, desperate now. The
Night Owl was to make one bid fer victory.
The blowing up of the safe would awaken
the whole school—but befere anything coutd
be done, the Alliance of Thirteen would have
seized their spoils and vanished. That was
the programme.

But, even now, al the eleventh hour.
there was just a possibility that the Night
Owl would again meet with failuare.

For outside the old mill there luiked a
dim, silent figure—creeping nearer and
nearer to the ramshackle doorway.

That figure, to be exact, belonged to mic.

CHAPTER VII,
THE EXPLOSION!
LS, I was on the job.
2 Perhaps it will be
considered somewhat
~tall that I should be
Iurking about on the moor i
the small hours of the morn-
ing. As a matter of {fact,
there was nothing of a ceincidence about the
affair whatever,

Much earlier—when that lttle adventure
with Buster Boots & Co. had concluded--
Nelson Lee had sent wme back to bed, de-
¢laring-that he had no further icced for my
services.

"It doesn’t always happen that the guv'nor
and I think eye to eye. He comsidered he
didn’'t want my help—but I considered he
did. Consequently, instead of going to bed,
I only made a preterce of doing so. .

I knew that Neclson Lee had planped to
remain awake all night, so that be could
guard the Trcasure of Don Bantos. Buti,

=
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confident though the guvnor was, I fell
that it would be a good idea to lurk in the
offing, as Archie might have said, Keeping
my eye open for anything that rmght tran-
spire.

It will be realized how wise ‘this decision
of mine was!

For Nelson Lee, through no actual fault
of his own, wow lay in a position of com-
plete helplessness. And [ was cn the spot
to render assistance.. it had heen com-
paralively easy for me to locate him.

I had seen Droone and his men carrying
the guv’nor out, and I had taken no action
atb the time, because I was not in a posi-
Ltion to do ‘so. I should oniy have made

matters worse by attempting apy rescue
then, :
But, crouching in the hedge near the

motor-car, I had heard Droone say some-
thing about the mill. It occurred to me at
once that there was only one mill in the
ncighbourlivod—and this was the ¢id ruined
elructure on the edge of the moar. Just
the very place to take a prisoner {o!
Counsequently, while the car went round by
fthe lanes, 1 tm)k the footpath.through Bell-
ton Wood, and ran for all I was iworth.
Aad I arrived at the mill just wLs I‘roone
and his men were departing. Again luck
favoured me, for I caught a few words.

“. .. .can't move an ineh,”? Droone was
saying. ‘‘Bound hand- and fﬂot and No.
16's on guard. DIl settle with !um later.’

IFrom these few words I had no difficulty
in picturing - the position,’ Nelson Lee was
4 prisoner, and he was helplessly bound. In
addition to this, one member of the Alliance
was on guard.

And soon afterwards Droone and the rest
vanished—bent wupon some diabalical mis-
chief, I was sure. It behoved me 1o act as
speedily as possible. At the same time,
caution was necessary. |

The man on guard had been given orders
to shoot if necessary—of that I had no
doubt. For the Night Owl "and- his myr-
1idons were unscrupulous and viilainous.

I allowed five minutes to elapse, so as to
make fully eertain that none of {h¢ men
were returning, ‘Then, ab length, I crept
forward. And I succeeded in getting into
that ramshackle doorway without mazking
a souund.

- Glancing upwards, I saw sone
of light through the cracks.

No sound of voices came to me. But
nfter a moment or two a few creaks
sounded, and then the scratech of a mateh.
Nelson Lec¢ and his- guard werc not on chat-
ting terms, cvidentiy, and the satter was
indulging in a smoke.

I resolved upon a cnnp]e ruse,

There was no timg io think ¢f

faint ehinks

anyihing

elaborate. Indced, the gimpler tlhie irick,
the better.
While approaching the mill, T had come

kind ¢f vatwral
in one !and, in

across a chank of wood—a
cleb, Angd this I carried

-

- was xvonderlnﬂ “lmt on earth

ladder quickly,

readiness for emergeiacies. It
feeling of security.

And now I used it in a peculiar way.
Very gently I scraped the club against
the eide of the wall, making a sound that
would appear peculiar to the man above.
The only . way of reaching that upper flcor
was by means of a perpendicular ladder .
which was atfached to the wall., Imme-
diately above there was a trap-door. -

My object was to entice the man down.

And as he would have to descend back-
wards, owing to the very npature of the
Iaﬂder I should have him at my mercy. So
H kcpt up the scraping. |

After a wliile all movement above ccased.
And I felt pretty ‘sure that ‘*No. 10"’ was
listening. lTe had heard the sounds, and
! ‘-he-y coula
e.

Perhaps he was thinking of rats. At ali
events, after about two minutes had passed,
the tmn door opened, and the dazzling

fave me a

‘beam of a flashlight shot.downwards.

It was lucky for me that I had been pre-‘.'

-pared for this emergenzy.

And- I wuas crouching close agamst the
wall, intthe corner heliind the ladder. 'lhm-,

the ladder itself concealed me from the view

nf anybody above.  The man -tlached the
light over every corner of the lower apart-
ment—except my corner.: .—*md the place
seemed quite empty to him.

However, the very instant he switchad the
light off, I again made the seraping sound.
This was too much for the fellow, and
with a grunt he commencead Jescending.
What happened pext was over. in the space
of ten seconds., 'The wmian came down the
but before he could step

off it I acted., - -

Crash!- -

I brought the club down on the man’s
head with considerable force. e gave a
grunting grasp, and—-vcollapsed. I tad no
compunction of delivering that blow from
the rear, for it was my cnly method of
ztlsslstm" the guv’nor in a desperate situa.
ion. -

Besides, it didn't hurt the man wnuceh,

He was dazed for a few seconds, but no
more, During these few seconds, however,
I fairly jumped on him, and before he could
cather his scattered wits together, I had
succeeded in whipping my scarf round his
ankles, and a handkerchief rouund his wrists.

Tempomrily bound, the man was helpless;

I felt that. he could be left for a few
moments, and like a fly I whizzed up the
ladder to the first floor. The apartment
was in pitchy da:kueqs—untll ay own elec-'
tric -torch -gleamed. out...x : .

“Guvnor!”’ [ rﬁurmured g]adly {

“Why, Nipper; this is indeed a surpr xce'”
exclaimed Nelson Lee, in a voice that was
quite calm. “You are tlie last person I
expected to see.”

“1 asked if I could stay to Lelp you,
¢fr, but you didon’t want me!” 1 replied,
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somewhat bitterly., Instead of going back
to bed, 1 hung about. And here I am!”

1 admit that my judgment was at fauld,
Nipper,”” said Nelson Leé, “‘ You see before
you a man who is suffering from the folly
of his own self-confidence. But we may yet
be in time to avert disaster.”

“Good!” T said eagerly :

While talking, I had Yeen cutting throug
those cords which bound Nelson Lee. And
now the guv'nor stood up, 2nd hobbled
patnfully about, until his circulation was
restored.

When we got down to the ground floor,
we found that the Alliance man was making
desperate attempts to break free. He had
recovered so far that his wrists were already
freed, and he was making frantic efforts to
unfasten the scarf round his ankles.

In anotiter minute he *vould have been ofl.

We jumped upon him, and held him down.
The cords that had:secured Lee were now
brought into use for this rascal. And he
was Jeit there, quite helpless. Weg had no
time to take him with Tis. e

**In a:t probability the wreteh will be
gone by the morning,” sald Lee, a3 we set
off at a run for St. Frank’s., “ But we shall
have to chance that. The main thing is to
get back to ihe school, and to foil the
Night Owl’'s plan.”

““ What plan, sir:* - '

““The man intends to force open my safe
with high explosive!” -

““Great Scott!” 1 ejaculated. ‘‘ And—and
s the Don Santos Treasure ip the safe?”

“It is,” replied the guv’nor. “I1 never
dreamed. that Droone would go to such
lengths as an explosion.. But he i3 desper-
ate, and is staking all at one throw.”

‘““But an explosion like that will wake up
the whole school,” 1 protested. ‘“ And not
tml]:l;’ the school, but half the village as
well!”

Nelson Lee nodded. x :

““Droone is counting upon swiftness of
action,” he replied. ¢ He figures that he
will be able to snatch the prize hefore any
order can he restored out of the chaas—the
chaos and confusion which will naturally
arise immediately after ihe explosion. The
Night Owl is confident that he will be able
to slip off into the night in safety.”

“My hat!” 1 said Dbreathlessly. ¢ We'd
better get a hustle on.'*t o

Considering that we were already running
swiftly, this remark was rather unnecessary.
We took the short cut, and at length
arrived within sight of the school.

Jt .was now early morning—very early
merning—and St. Frank’s- lay more deeply
in slumber- than ever,. There was no sign
of activity as we approached. TFor all that
we could sce or hear, the Alliance of Thir-
teen might have been hundreds of miles
away. - -

We bhecame very cautious as8 we ap-
proached the wall—for it was more thap
likely that Droone had placed ,uards onm
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watch—-scouss who would give the warn-
ing i anybody approached,
- Our caution, however, was unneeessary.
For just as we arrived there came a dull,
booming explosion. It wasn’t so very loud.
sound was muffled and concentrated.
But in the stillness of the night, it appcared
to shake the very earth itself. :
‘““By James!” muttered Lee curtly,
Without another word he leapt over the
school wall like a monkey, and fairly raced
across the Triangle in the direction of bis
study window. But before he had gone ten

paces he paused, and ‘grasped at my arm—

for I was close behind.

¢ The car, Nipper!"” he exclaimed tensely.

“The car?” 1 repeated, not comprehending.

“My rager—get it from the garage-—and
hurry!?

Lee jerked out the words, and raced on. I
didn’t stop to question the order, or to won-’
der why it bad been made. I'swerved as I
ran, and went off towards the garage.

But I must admit that I was sadly disap-
pointed, for I had hcped to take part in
the serap. Nelson Lee’s idea, obviously, was
to be prepared for any emergency. :

From the guv'nor’s window came a cloud of
smoke, The window itself was no more—the
glass and the frame had been shattered to
fragments. And even as Lee approached,
another flgure, armed with an electric torch,
and wearing a2 mufller round his mouth and
nostrils, dived through the smoke. - W

The man was Caleb ‘Droone. : -

Lee thrilled at the sight of the man.. He
knew exactly why Droone was dashing into
that amother. The explosion was. over; and
only smoke and dust remained.  Droone
intended to examine the result, and snatch
the loot. And Lee had come just in time
to prevent him. .

And then, at that moment, three figures
seemed to rise from the very ground itself.
They hurled themselves at Neison Lec as the
latter was about to make for the window.

Of course, they had been on guard—cover-
ing the Night Owl's movements. And the
Alliance men fairly hurled themseclves upon
‘Nelson Lee. They grappled with him, and
the detective had all his work cut out.

.His first emotion was one of intense- anger
that these brutes should bar his way. He
fought desperately; but without losing his
coolness. All his efforts, however, were: of
no avail, -

In spite of Lee's skill, the odds were {ca
heavy for him.

He was held bacg successfully, and, at
length, thrown to the ground and kept there.

In the meantime, the Night Owl was taking
advantage of the confusion. :

He knew well enough that hoys, and
masters, and servants were becoming active
all aver the various buildings; he knew that
lights were being switched on, and an examin-
ation would be made within the next few
minutes. . - -
But for a few precious seconds, he was
safe. -

“ +



And Caleb Droone made good use of the
time that was at his disposal. Fighting
his way through the acrid smoke, he “stcod
within the mass of wreckage that had
formerly heen Nelson Lee’s study.

His powerful electric torch cut through
the smoke and fumes, And there, to the
Night Owl’s joy, he saw the safe—the door
of it blown completely awey. And so cun-
ningly had the explosive been laid that no

damage was done to the interior. Droouc's
men were experts at their work.
During the first few seconds, Droone

cursed uolenthw—exen losing his famous im-
perturbability, I'or he bdleved that his
work had been for nothing—that the treasure
was not here, after all.

For the interior of the safe sccmed quile
barren except for some books, money bays,
and a few other unimportant items. Bub
then, at the very rear, Droone found a
strongly made dispateh ease.

He seized it, and wrenched open the Iid.

““A sharp cry of triumph escaped him.
For there, before his eyes, lay the wonderful
Ddon Santos Collection of diamonds, emeralds,
and other precious stones!

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE CHASE THROUGH THE XIGHT,

g ¢ REAT SCOTT!*”
i “ What—what
th:}t?” )

“Blessed if I know!?

“1t'e an earthquake! Quick,

vou chaps—-"?
“ Fathead!

Wis

Something ¢x-

ploded !
The Remorve

dormitory in the Ancicnt
House was in an uproar. The juniors,
awakenced out of their decp sleep by the
explosion, were either sittinzt up in bed, or
else rapidly jumping into their clothes.

There had been no mistakine that shaticer-
ing boom, and the resuiting shock which Lf:t,
the 'r'holn, Ancient House a-quiver. Most of
the fellows only remembered a vague tremor,
for they had heen asleep when bhe e\pIOleL
occurred,

But they were all certain that something
big had happened.

Lights were appearing on the other side of
the Tri,.mg.e -gleaming out one after the
other in the windows of the Collece House.
Already the Remove juniots were crowding
the windows of the dormitory.

“I—I can smell sometbing!” exclaimed
Armstrong, snifing the air. “Smoke! Like
~-like gunpowder!”

“Tire!” wailed Teddy Long frantically.
¢ Help! Fire! Yarooooh!”

“Stop that noise, you young idiot!”

snapped Regnle Pitt, who had hurled a shoe

at Teddy. Do you want to start a panic?”
“The school's on fire!"™ moaned Long,
terrified.
*Rats! 1t seems to me thal someone's

beex wmessing about with fireworks!"” said
Haundlorth. <“I can smell the giddy powder!”

said Clarence
“But I
The fireworks, if any, could not
There is no fire--so l.oug

right,”

surimise 1is
Fellowe, leaning out of thie window

“ Your

see no iight!
have been nmany.
is a Liar!”?

“My hat! He’s starbing poetry in the
middic ©of the night!” snapped Handforih.
“ Pry up, vou ass, or I'll biff you!”

““The rhymes come unbidden—in {fact,
they're quite hidden!”” said Tellowe, some-
what grieved, “I am merely concerned on
tiic way things have-turned. We must hurry
dounstalru, and forget all our cares?”

“We'd. better forget you, to begin with!™
saitl irmatmnf' tartly. “ By the way, where's
Nipper? I haven’'f seen him! Nipper—
Nipper!”

“1t’s no zmooll—he’s not here!” said Tommy
Watson. “1 looked for him as soon as tie
cexplosion happened; but he's missing.”

“Well, I'm bleszed!”

“Where's the ass got to?”

Handforts gave a trivmphaut laugh.

“T've got it,”" pe gaid. * Nipper must have
cone olf ou hh own te give those Monks a bit
of a surprisc! [ expéel Lie’s let off some fire-

works ——*

“0Of course, he'd let them off in the
Ancient Houge, wouldn't he??’ asked Pitl say-
LLl')LiCt.i“Y

“By George! I-forgot that!”
forthh with a start.

“ Besides, there’s something more in this
than freworks!” went on Pith. ““ Don't
forget those crooks! And don’t forget how
they tried to get hold of some valnables
that Mr. Lee had in his pmqeasmn”‘

“ Crooks ! said Haudforth ﬁrc,umlx G AR
a matter of fact, I was thinking about those
rotters all the time! Quick! We'd better
shoot downztairs, and get on the traill
They've probably robbeid the schooi by this
time! And they may have mordered Mr.
Lee, and the Head., and——"

But nohody listened to Edward Oswald.

The sudden reecollections of the earlier
happenings of the mnight caused the fellows
to become excited, The thought of criminais
being responsible for that explosion made the
whole dormitory throh with interest.

%{leggie Pitt, at the window, gave a sudden
yell.

“Look here, you chaps!’ he exclaimed.
“There's somebody dewn here— i‘mhtmrf Iike
the dickens!”

Pitt pointerd, and the othcr juniors joined
him. And, sure enough, Reggie was right in
v.hat he said. Gazing down, they could see
four figurcs struwlmg desperatcly in the
Trmnrrte

The fight was most uneven, for three of the
men were oppoesed to opne.  Anrnd this one,
although the odds were so great, was putting
up a vallant resistance, By degrees, however,
he was beinz overpowercd.

“My goodness!” mremured Pitd
“It's—it's Mr. Lee!”

“My only hat!”

“Mr. Lee—flghting against three of thoso

caid Hand-

suddeniy.

-
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rotters ! went on Pitt. “ Quick! This is where
ye take a hand!”

““Yes, but—but how?”

“ Sheets!” rapped out Reggie.
“p!:.!

“ Buck

A few of the others understcod, and sheefa |

were ripped of the beds without compunc-
tion. It was merely a matter of seccnds to
knot them together. Then one end was tied
to & bed raii, and the bed itsclf was pushed
to the window.

Pitt was the first to swarm down.

A number of others followed in quick sue-
eession, ineluding Handforth and Watscn and
Grey and Adams. The rope proved gquite
strong enough for the weight of the juniors,
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greater determiination than ever. Handforth

was fighting hard, tco, and with fresh
juniors arriving with ¢very moment, the three
men were In considerable peril of capture.

They were pot slow to realise this.

They knew that the odds were becoming
tco great, and although they feared their
chicf, they feared capiure even more. To
fall into the hands of the poiice weould be
a disaster, for every one of these men was
urgently wanted on some serious c¢haige ‘or
other,.

Finding the horde of boys too much for
f,-hem, they broke away, and dashed across the
Triangie for liberty. 'The jnniors tore after
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Crack ! Crack ! Members of the Alliance of 13, seeking to cover
up their chiei’s escaps, were desporately attemptin

g to stay our progress.

They fired at Lee himself, and at the tyres of the car.

and one by one they landed in the Triangle.

And then they dashed to the rescue of
Nelson Lee.

Only just in the nick of time, L0o, for the
detective wag just about done. The three
men had got him down, and were holding
him securely to the ground. One fellow. in-
deed, was in the act of smashing tihe buti of
his revolver into Nelson Lee's face.

But Pitt, arriving at that moment, jerked
the man's hand aside—at the same time,
delivering an uppercut whieh caught the
Alliance man sguarely cn the jaw. After
that the fight was more desperate still.

Nelson  Lze, finding  himself  relieved,
serambled to his feet, and zailied in with

i3

them in a shouting throng. And by now
seniors were appearing.

Even the Head himself had become active—
members of the household staff were hurrying
about, trying to discover the ecause of the
commotion. Mr. Suncliffe, of the Third, and
Mr. Paget, of the Fifth, were hurrying out of
the Ancient House doorway.

But Nelson Lee did not wait to speak to a
soul.

He knew that the Night Owl had hod
sufficient time to recover the treasure—ii,
indeed, the explosion had smashed open the
door of the sale. But in spite of the delay,
ILce hoped he would be able to frustrate Caleh
Droone even yot. Me arrived at the window
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of hig study, and was just about to climb in |

when a man came charging out

In a flash, Lee saw that he was face to face
with the Night Owl, and under the man’s
arm was tucked the dispatch case which con-
ta}ned hthe valuable property of Don Santos.
- (Crack!

The Night Owl acted drastically. Without
giving Nelson Lee any chance to grapple with
him, he whipped his revolver out, and fired
at Lee peoint blank, Something had wamed
the detective of what was coming—some
instinet. : L

fle leapt sideways with the agility of a
squirrei, but even so he was too late. He felt
an intense, burning sensation in his right
arm, and he stauggered buck, knowing well
- enough that he had been hit.

And as he staggered, Drocne followed up
hiz shot- by hurling the revolver itself at
his cnemy. Lee went over, and the Night
Owl tore across the Triangle at full-speed.

He acted so swiftly that none of the boys
had time to give chase. The man was over
the wall almost before anybody saw him.

Regzie Pitt was the first to get to Nelson
Tee’'s side after the shot had been fired.
Pitt was filled with terrible alarm. He had
heard the report, and he had seen Nelson
'LE‘E‘:- fﬂ.ll. -

“ Are you hurt, sir?”’ he asked tensely.

panted Lee, as theé juniors helped him to his
feet. “ Which way did the man go?”’

- _*Straight across the Triangle, sir!” said
Handforth excitedly. < Shall I help to cap-
ture him—— Why, great Scott! You're bleed-
ing, sir.” ' :

Edward Oswald stared in horror at Nelson
Lee's hand. Blood was, indeed, tricklinge
down the detective’s arm. Yee glanced down-
wards., and whipped out his handkerchief.

“It’s nothing !’ he said briefly.

~ ““As a matter of fact, the great detective
had a rather painful flesh weund in the
upper part of his arm. It bled somewhat,
but was by no means dangerous. No muscles
had been severed.

And at the present moment, Lee paid
practically no attention to the hurt. His
only thoughts were for Caleb Droone. The
man had got away, and had taken the
Treasure of Don Santos with him!

That was the one fact that Nelson Lee
realised,

And, without wasting another second, he
hurried away across the Triangle. He knew
that Droone had a car waiting. And he
bitterly told himself that the Night Owl
would get clear away unless luck now came
to his aid. '

Masters and prefects were shouting from
various points now. But Neison Lee took no
notice. He raced across the Triangle, and
was midway between the Ancient House and
the gates when he heard the sudden throb-
ll.*-in,g of an accelerated motor outside, in the
ane. :

“Confound!” he muttered. <1
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But at the same moment there came an-
other roar, and a low, powerful racing car
came swinging round the Ancient House at
a dangerous speed, with headlights blazing
with their full intensity.

“ Here you are, guv'nor!” I roared.

T had brought the racer round in the nick
of time, apparently. Nelson Lee gave a
shout of satisfaction as he saw the racer., But
he observed that the gates were closed and
locked. . ‘

And delay ewing to this circumstance
would be exasperating in the extreme. :he
gates were of wrought iron, and no amount
of battering would conquer them. But just
as Nelson Lee was beginning to fume, he
caught sight of the bow-lezged Mr. Cuttle,
the schoel porter.

“The gates—the gates!”
Lee. ‘" Unlock them, man'!”’

Mr. Josh Cuttle did not mistake the tone.
{Ie rushed to the gates, whipping out his
[eys. : :

“ There was queer goings on when honest
folks should be abed,”* he.muttered gioomily,
“ Why was there queer goings on? Ask me!
Because there was crooks hanging about!
Drat 'em!”

Swiftly, he unlocked the gates, and swung

roared Nelson

§ them wide open.

Almost before he was clear, the racing car
came whirling through—Nelson Lee himself
now at the wheel, All this had only taken
a few seconds—and the Night Owl, in hig
.imousine, had just managed to obtain a fair.
Stﬂ.l‘t-. )

The racer swung round on $wo wheels, and
old Josh Cuttle was nearly caught between
the off-side wing and the gate. But hLe™
needn’'t have worried. Nelson Lee was a
master of driving, and he kpnew that he had
sufficient room.

But Mr. Cuttle’s heart throbbed wildly:

“There was nearly a man killed!” he mut-
tered. ‘¢ And that man was me!” :

He stared after the racing ear, and a crowd
of junicrs came rushing out to join him. -

The chase had begun. How would it end?

CHAPTER IX.
THE SPOILS DIVIDED.
RACK—¢rack—crack!

. As Nelson Lee’s rac-
ing ecar thundered
diown the lane, with

the throttle wide open, a

series of cracks sounded from

' hoth sides of the Iane, and I

caught sight of tiny points of red fire.
““They're shooting, sir!” I gasped.

“Let them shoot!” rapped aut the
guv'nor.
Crack! Crack! Crack!

Members of the Alliance of 13, seeking to
cover up their Chief's escape, were des-
perately attempting to stay our progress.
They fired at Lee himself. and at the tyres
of the car. :
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But such was our speed, and such the Besides,

hasty aim of the Alliance men, that no
material damage was done. The shots
- cither went widé, or embedded themselvea
- harinlessly into the body. .

Later on we certainly did find a scqred
groove in one of the rear tyres, where a
bullet had eut clean through the rubber
~ without touching the cord fabrie. The shot
had been a near thing. A fraction lower,
and the tyre would have.blown out hhe a
i*iniature cannon.

But at the time we were only aware of
the one fact that the ambush had failed.
We had got through safely, and wcre even
now beyond -range. And Nelson:Lee sat at
the wheel, as grim as ever I.had seen him.

The guv nor -had determined to keep. the
treasure in his possession, and to foil every
one of the Night Owl’'s plans. And here,
through that one careless act of his, Droons
was escaping with the spoils. .

It might not be too late, af: this elewenth

hour, to frustrate the Night Ow]l. But it
. would be a close thing.. The advantage, un-
doubtedly, was with Nelson Lee. Tor

Droone was driving a heavy clésed car, pro-
bably capahle of sixty miles an lour on a
good road.

Our racer lrmd done eighty and mneiy on.

many an occasion.

Not that it was possible to attain any
speed of this sort on these country roads.
There were too many twists and tures—
and the road itself 'was altogether t{m
narrow for taking such chances.’

All the same, we literally hurtled into
- Bellton, and charged through the =zleeping
village like a tornado. As Ulysses Spencer
Adams would have said, we burned up the
roads to some purpose, - L

At the fork, at the end of the -village,
~ we were obliged to come to a halt. For Lec

did not know whether ihe  fugitive had
taken the Bannington road or the Caistowe
road.

Fortunately the quesfion was settled with-
out either of us leaving the ear. For as
soon as we had slowed down we could dis-
tinctly sece the marks on the road, caused
by a recent -automobile. There had been a
slight shower of rain an hour earlier, and
Caleb Droone’s tracks were clearly defined.

“ Caistowe, sir!’’ I yelled.

Lee nodded, opencd the throtile, and we
leapt forward so suddenly that I was
nearly thrown ouft hackwards. The racer
wa3 capable of extraordinary acceleration.
-Within a few seconds we were doing forty.

How on earth the gnv’nor kept the car on
the road will always he a mystery to me,
We sped along that narrow lane at a speed
that was not only dangerous, but absolutely
reckless.

“1leaven help us if we meet anything!" 1
breathed. = -

Not that this contingency was likely. At
the hour of three o’clock in the morning
the Caistowe Road was absolutely deserted.

I was eons oled by the thought
that Droon:. would bhe the first 1o kit any-
thing—for he was tearing alang shead of
us.

- Although we didp't know it at the -time,
the T\wht Owl was alone fn the closed car.
e had instructed  his men to stop any
followers: at all costs. And Droone cursed
wildly- when he first became aware of our
pursuit, _

He was driving the limgusine at =
dangerous speed, and it was only by sheer
skill that he kept the car on the road. His
ohject was to get as far away as possible—
and he had taken the lane to Caistowe be-
cause he had a motor-beat hidden down on
the rocks neas hy the seaside town.

-Once out to sea, Iie would be able to laugh
at any pursuit.-

But he knew, before he was balf vay to
Caistowe, that his plan was not to succeed.
For, glancing round at a hend, he ecaught
sight, of two hrilliant points of light in the

distance behind.

¢ Foois—fools!”? he sparled. “They
{ailed }? |

Droone’s feehngs were bltter and fierce.

Ilis men, in spite - of - their numher, had
allowed the pursuing car to get through the
ambush! And Droone lost atl his uvsnal
composure,

In sheer, ntter desperation, he uressed his
foot upon the accelerator, and the heavy
car instantly responded. The Night Owl
was new driving madly, and it seemed
providentiat that he was not wrecked time
and agam

Buf in some miraculous fashion the car
kept to the road, and huriled unwa'ds at
fifty miles an ]mur

And i1n the rear, creeping pearer “and
nearer, came the racer with Nelson Lee and
myself aboard. We had thought to over-
take our quarry qu:te rapidly, but be still
remained ahead

‘¢ By Jingo, he’s going, su’"’ I gasped.

“Yes—and he'll come to grief scon!’”
muttered Lee. ' ' '

He was not taking any risks—for ‘he knew
that it would only be a matter of time
hefore Caleb Droone would be forced to swyc-
cemnb. There was absolutely 1o sense in

| risking ewenthmg by making a turst of

speed here, in this narrow, rutty lane

But, even so, Nelson Lee drove the car
at close upon ﬁfty miles an hour—which was
quite fast enough for me! He kept in the
rear of the limousine, intending to draw
alongside as scon as ihe road widened out
—as it did iust before entering the Cais-
towe High Street.

Lee knew that Droone counid not turn oﬂ
| this road.

There wera numerous bye-lanes, of course,
but iifty miles ap hour was t00 great a
speed for. any turn. Disaster would have
followed on the insiant.

And so the ftwo cars roared onwards

thirough the night.

=~
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And it scemed that Caistowe arrived
within a few moments. Droone was only
bent upon speeding now. He had given up
all thoughts of reaching that hidden motor-
boat. , :

1lis one hope was to outdistance his
pursuers. | )

Through the sleeping seaside town the
two cars raced. And now Nelson Lee
touched the accelerator, intending to forge
alongside. DBut, almost at the same second,
he closed the throttle, and eased down,

The limousine shot ahead. =

“What’s the idea,- sir?” I shouted, in
surprise,

“We've got him,
rrlied Lee grimly.

* But—but —"*

“Look!”

I did look, and saw Caleb Droone’s car
crowing furtiier and further away. 1In my
excitement it seemed to me that Nelson
Lee was deliberately allowing the scoundrel
to eccape. _

And then, in a iash, T grasped the situa-
tion. .

Nipper—that’s all!”’ re-

Down at the end of the wide road I caught

a glimpse of a red light. And then I knew,
The way was barred! Caleb Droone would
be forced to coine to a standstill, without
Lee taking any drastic steps.

I rememberéd that Caistowe was like
many another small town, and the malin
line of the railway crossed the High Street.
And there, winking at us, was the red light
affixed to the level erossing gates.

A train was due-—the gates were closed!

“Tlurrah!” I yelled. ¢ You're right, sir—
we've got him!”

And the Night Owl,, n his own car, was
almost insane with rage. He had succeeded
—he had got the treasure—and after all
his trouble Le was to be beaten!

Stroug as the man was, he pearly weni
mad. And there, straight ahead of him,
were those heavily built level crossing gates.
And an express train was hurtling along
the iron way with a roar and shriek of
wheels, and a shrill blast from the engine.

Caleb Droone tade up his mind,

To stop would mean two thinxs—the loss
of the treasure, and capture! For le did
not fool himself with the hope that he
conld still evade being taken.
thrown his revolver away—ecastiag it at
Neison Lee—and was now unarmed! in
those few flecting seconds, during which he
had time to decide, all these thoughts
scurried through his fevered braian,

e

He hkad.

And he grimly-¥nld himself that he would'

never submit to capture. There was one
chance left to him—one desperate chance.
And, with set teeth, he opened the
throttle to its widest extent, and chareed
headlong at the level crossing gates!

Only a man, maddened by the thought cf
defeat, would have taken such an apyalling
risk. -Many a car had charged gates of this
kimd without injury to the oeccupants--but

cand swayed

that is no certainty that any car_can do
the same with impunity. The Lmousine,

aiready travelling at forty miles an hour
along the smooth, deserted road, acceler-

ated to close upon sixty. It simply tore at
the gates in one maddened rush,

¢ Good heavens!” ejaculated MNelson lee
hoarsciy. ’

'or he could see what the Night Owl in-
tended. And it suddenly occurred to the
guv'nor that this might be one of those
chances in a thousand where deésperation
wins, ' _

If only Droone got through he would pro-
bably win bhis liberty! Ior the wreckage
of th¢ gates would undoubtedly cause a
conziderable delay to the pursuing car.

Everything happened in a second.

Crash!

The limousine struck the gates with a
deafening, 'splintering crash that v-as heard
half a mile away. The noise and confusion
was greatly increased by the mail train,
which bore down at almost exactly the
same second.

Indeed, the car .enly just cleared the
tracks when the train thundered by, Bat-
tered and smashed, the limousine rocked
as it smashed through the
second gate. And the mail train, encoun-
tering the wreckaze of the wood gates,
seny splinters and f{ragments {lying far in
all directionss It was only by a matter of

Iuck that the train was not derailed.

Neison Lee and 1 had pulled our car to a
hualt, and were fascinated spectators of the
dreadful scene.

But we were unable to see what had
happened to the Night Owl—owing to the
crossing of the train. As a matter of fact,
Caleb Droone failed in his mad enterprise.

Biraculously unhurt by the flying frag-
ments of wood and glass, Droone was still
at the wheei. But the shock to the car
was so great that he utterly lost control.

—The heavy automobile swayed, heecled
over, and then giddily overturned with a
deafening crash.

Droone was flung ouf of his seat, dazed,
bruised, and a3scarcely knowing whether he
was dying, or only czuffering from shock.
Blood was streaming from his neck, where
a splinter had penetrated, and his left arm
was dcad. He believed it to be broken.

Buf, hardly knowing what he was doing,
he crawled out of the smash. And his
fingers encountered something that felt
familiar. Dizzily he gazed down, and saw
a necklet—a superb 1recklet of magnificent
emeralds. :

It was the most prized object ¢f the I'on
Santos Collection! The dispatch-case had
burst open in the erash, and the contents
were strewn far and wide. By the best of
good luck the wreckage did not catch fire,

The Night Owl was too dazed to do any-
thing except clutch that wnecklet and crawl
away. He did not even remember the rest
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of the treasure. 1lis own desire—his Jne
object—was to escape. . |

Scarcely three minutes later Nelson Lee
and 1 were on the scene.

Leaping from our racer, we ranm across
the tracks, picking our way among the
splintergs and debris. The train itself was
grinding to a standstill, with locked, shriek-
ing wheels, further down the Iline.

““He’s wrecked, sir!’ I shouted breath-
lessly, ' ' :

“Yes, and probably killed!’ exclaimed
Lee, as we ran tewards the battered, over-
turped car. ‘“The fool!
committed suicide, Caleb Drogne did. Ie
has got his deserts at last.” N

But a surprise awaited Nelson Lee.

Upon flashing the light from his electric
torch into the wreck, he was startled to
find no trace of a human being. No :ace,
at all events, except for some siggpificant
spots of blood. '

“Ile's gone, sir!” I said thickly.

‘“Yes, the man’s got as many lives as a
cat !’ snapped the guv'nor. ¢ But he can’t
be far away——?" '

Lee broke off as something gleamed and
seintillated in the light of the torch. And
then he saw the dispatch-case was there,
half the Don Santos Collection still t ithin
it, although the lid was burst open. Other
portions of the Treasure were lying scat-
tered about.

If ever a man| :
: 1 not over yet!" said the guv’nor.
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Great was Neison Lee’s zatisfaction—until
he failed to locate the emerald necklet.
Having  already examined -the collection
many times, Lee knew every piece—every
gem. And the emerald necklet was the only
missing article,

Later, when help arrived, the wreck of
the car was shifted, and every single inch
of ground was searched. But in vain. Lee
was forced to the conclusion that the Night
Owl had taken the necklet with Lim. :

““ Well, Nipper, there has been some excite-
ment over this affair—but apparently it is
““I shall
not rest until I recover that necklace!”

And, several miles away, skulking in a
dense spinney, nursing his hurts, Caleb
Droone made a solemn oath, By this time
he had recovered the full uge of his wits,
and was amazed to find himself compara-
tively whole. S

But the only portion of the Don Santos
Treasure that remained with Pim was that
emerala necklet.

“I'Il have the resti” he swore fiercely.
‘1’11 beat Nelson Lee even yet! And, what
is more, I'll kill him—I'll kill him—T']! settle
my account!”’ . ]

1t certainly did not seemn that the Nighb
Ow! was a beaten man. By all appearances,
there would be even more thriling events at
St. Frank’s in the immediate future!

'THE END.

E |

Editorial Announcement.

My Dear Readers,—
The duel hetween Nelson Lee and the Night

Owl is not yet ended, though the Alliance

of 13 neariy lost their leader in the motor-
car smash. So far, the honours rest with
the Schoolmaster Detective, who has suec-
ceeded in restoring all the jewels except the
emerald necklace. Nelson Lee will not rest
until he has run the Night Owl to earth and
secured the missing necklace, which is one
of the most valuable jewels in the collection.

Similarly, the Night Owl.is determined to-

recover the other jewels from Nelson Lee
and to wreak his vengeance on the man
who had dared to upset his evil plans. So,
my chums, you can look forward to another
and even more exciting encounter between

'

' think of

these two men in mext week's grand con-
eluding story of this fine series—
G“THE NIGHT OWL'S PREY!”

Write to Your Editor!
I am very anxious to know what you ull
the 8t. Frank’s Magazine, and,
when you have a moment to spare, drop me
a line giving me your opinion of the various
contributions and those which you like best.
Suggestions for improvements er additional
features will be heartily welcomed. Com-
munications should be addressed to the
Editor, The Nelson Lee Library, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.C.4. To ensure an answer to your letters,
you shounld enclose o three-halipenny
stamp.

Your sincere friend, ;
THE EDITOR.
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No. 1. New York—Times Square.

IMES SQUARE, in New York, 1s the
very heart of the ¢ White Light*
district. Here, after sunset, the
great electric signs blaze ouf,

lighting Broadway in a manner that must
be seen to be really appreciated. No pen-
picture can possibly do justice to this won-
derful sight,

" When I entered Times Square for the firat
time, it was a clear, crisp evening in
December; and, accustomed as I am to our
many brilliant sky-s:gus in London, I must
confess that I was amazingly 1mpressed

Let me attempt to give a description of
the immediate geography. Times Square,
strictly speaking, i3 not a square at all, but
a big, curjously shaped oblong where Broad-
way cuts diagonally across Seventh Avenue.

That famous thoroughfare, Forty-Second
Street, crosses both Broadway and Seventh
Avenue at this point, and the Times Buiid-
ing—from which the square apparently gets
ifs name—here raises its lofty summit to
the sky. It is one of New York's older
skyscrapers, and the home of that well-
known daily newspaper, the “New York
Times.”

«  Standing on the wide pavemenb facing
north, in fronb of the Times Building, one

can look far up Broadway to the left, and

far up Seventh Avenue to the right. On
one hand there is the great Hotel Astor, and
on the other hand the Criterion Picture
House and Lowe’s State Theatre,

The fronts of both these theatres are
literally a glaring blaze of electric lights.
Opposite is the wonderful Wrigley’s Chewing
Gum sign—extending for a considerable dis-
tance over the frontage of the high build-
ings, and far up into the night sky.

Further down, on every available inch of
space, the electric zigns gleam out, turning
night into dazzling day. There are not an
abundance of tricky, moving signs; they are
chiefly still.

And it must not be supposed that this
blaze is confined to Broadway. Down every
street in this section, on both sides of the
square, the theatres abound—erowding upon

. the many

ANANANANANANANANNAN
one another, shoulder to slioulder._ Aad
they all ‘have their glare of different

coloured lights.

By night the scene is a fascinating one.
On many occasions I have stood on that
broad pavement in front of the Times Build.
ing, watching the ever-changing picture. By
about seven thirty the erowds are tremen-
dous; the pavements, or side-walks, as they
are aways called in America, are crowded
with every imaginable type of humanity.

In this one square one can see pract:cahy
every _ natlonahby—Amerlcan British, Ger-
man, French, Polish, Russian, Chmese.
Japanese. White, yellow, brown, red, black,
and all within the space of a few minutes !
New York is indeed a city of mixed nation-
alities.

The Square is thronged with taxl -cahs,
with their typically . American yellow tops.
Street cars, long, low and coloured red aud
green, clang and clatter by. Private motor-
cars ghde along in the thick of the traffic,
and the policemen, with their shrill whistles,
have all their work cut out to control the
never-ceasing flow.

And from the Subway—New York’s Under-
ground Railway-—further crowds come out
of the depths to add to the multitude. The
majority are theatre-bound

Even after midnight, when all the theatres
are closed, Times Square is still a blaze of
light, with countless yellow taxis plying for
hire. And later still, in the small hours of
the morning, you can get a taxi, you ecan
enter a restaurant for a meal, you can get
a street-car or a Subway train. Ior New
York never sleeps, :

It is in the daylight that one receives 2
dlsappomtment For Times Square in the
full sunshine is a place totally and abso-
lutely different from the Times Square of
the ¢ White Lights.” For there, stark and
ugly, rear the spidery frdmework.s of the
sky-signs, raising their unlovely summits to
the sun-lit he:#:ns, |

Times Square! By night a place of im-
pressive wonder—by day a disfigurement to
imposing buildings.
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Second

30 Splendid “JAMES ® MOTOR-CYCLES,
" {Complete with Lamp, Horn and Licence-holder—Value £50.)

10 Two-valve WIRELESS SETS
(Value £20 each.)

100 “JAMES ”° Comet Cycles
Complete with lamp, bell, ete.
£7 158. | , .

20 GRAMOPHONES. P

50 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES.

Value

100 MATCH FOOTBALLS.
100 FISHING-RODS.
6 ““ Riley ”” BILLIARDS TABLES.
20 Model Steam LOCGMOTIVES (with rails),
40 FOOTBALL OUTFITS. -
(Boots, Stockings, Shorts, and Shirt.)
100 Pairs of ROLLER SXATES. ;

‘250 BOOKS AND OTHER CONSOLATION PRIZES.

All these Magnificent Prizes of Big Sums in Cash, MOTOR-CYCLES. WIRELESS SETS,
GRAMOPHONES, etc., are opento YOU and YOUR FRIENDS—and the way to be a win-
ner youg's__elf is simple! It _i_sTl'lE OPPORTUN ITY OF A LIFETIME! _

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO is to write IN'INK in the allotled space under each of the

huzzle pictures the name of the Foothaller which yon think the picture represents.

You

have already had the full list of names used throughout the competition, so that you

have only to fitt the correct name to each picture.

Having done this, {iil in the coupon

under this week's picture-set.and cut out the whole tablet—DO NOT CUT THE PICTURES:
AND COUPON APART. Next. collect the other seven sets which you have kept from:
previous weeks, see that you have filled in your answers properly in all the spaces,

' remembering, too, that only one name may be written in each space, then

FOOTBALLERS’ NAMES CONTEST.

together and post to:

pin- them:

¢/o “Nelson Lee,” Gough House, - : -
Gough Square, London, E.C.4.

_.-_ﬁo as to reach that address not later than Tuesday, December 18th.

COMPETITION RULES AND CONDITIONS

Which must be strictly adhered to.

Y. The First Prize of £100 will be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the
correct, or most nearly correct solution
of all eight sets of the pictures, accord-
ing to the Editor’s official solution.

2. The Second Prize of £50, and the others

in the splendid variety of prizes, will be |

awarded in order of merit.

8. All the prizes will be awarded. If two
or more competitors tie, however, the
prize or prizes, or their value, will be
divided, and the Editor reserves full
rights in this respect.

Any number of entries may be made, but
in each case only the complete series of
cight picture-sets (pictures Nos. 1 to 48,
that is to-.say) will be admissible. No
responsibility will be aeccepted for com-
munications lost or delayed in the post.

See next page for the

{ Friend,”’

Any entry arriving after the closing
date, Tuesday, December 18th., will be
disqualified,. :
The names under
written IN INK, :
6. Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.
Entry fo this competition is on the full
- understanding that the Editor’s decision
is final and legally binding throughout.

of ““The Champion,” < Boys
¢“Tnpion Jack,” ‘Boys’ Realm,”
¢ Pluek,”? ¢ Magnet,” “Young Britain,”
« Gem,” “The Popular,” “The Recket,” and
Boys’ Cinema,” are also taking part in this
Contest, so that additional attempts may
be made with the pictures from these allied
journals. -

Eighth and Last Pieture-Set.

the pictures must be

E'.II

-.\_'.
"

Readers



FOR NEW  READERS

Newcomers can obtain previous issues containing, between them, all the
other picture-sets used in this contest, together with a complete list of foot-
ballers’ names, by sending to the Back Numbers Dept., The Amalgamated
Press, Bear Alley, Farringdon St., S.E. 4. Stamps for 2d. for each copy
should be sent, with 1d. for postage and another Id. postage for each
additional copy. Ask for * Nelson Lee ™ Issues, Nos. 440-443 inclusive.
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In entering FOOTBALLERS’ NAMES Competition, I agree to accept the Editor's §
decision as absolufely final and binding. :
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Founded in 1567 by Laurence Sheriff, a
merchant grocer and servant to Queen Eliza-
beth, Rugby ranks with Eton and Harrow as
one of England's most famous publie
schools. It has stood omn its present sife
since 1740-1750, and was rebuilt in 1809.
Alany additional buildings have been added
during the latter part of the last ecentury.
The fine chapel, dedicated to St. Lawrence,
was enlarged and reconsecrated in 1872, a
swimming bath installed in 1878, the famous
Temple ohservatory, containing a wonderful
equatorial refractor, by Alvan Clark, being

il

erected in 1877, and in the following year
was added the Temple reading-room and arb
museum. The new big school and -<¢lass-
rooms were buil{ in 1885. Rugby can boast
of many famous IIcads, the most celebrated
of whom was Dr. Arnold, 1827-42, The well-
known book, now almost a classic, ' Tom
Brown's Schooldays,” gives a faithful pic-
ture of life at this great school in the days
of the stage coach.” One need hardly add
that the popular game of football known as
“Rugger 7’ emanated from this school
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LEditorial Office
Study C,
St. Frank's.

My Dear C;hum.s,

Early last Wedunesday
package arrived for me, Needless to zay, I
was expecting it, and so was the whole
school. Now there was nothing very extra-
ordinary in my receiving a parcel, yet the
amount of interest it created among -the
other fellows was somewhat startling, No
sooner had Tubbs, struggling manfully with
the bulky load, deposited it on our study

morning a big

floor, tuian a gueue of fellows assembled out-

side, cheering lustily for No. 1 of the St.
Frank’s Magazine. Yes, the Mags, had
arrived, and you can imagine with what
feverisit haste 1 ripped open the parcel. In
an incredibly short time practically every

copy was snapped up, and, I suspect,
devoured at brekker,
A DAY TO BE REMEMBERED.

That day will stand out as one of the
proudest in my life. I knew the Mag. would
be a success, but I did not expect to Le
chaired and carried round the playing fields,
and to be honoured by a special feed that
night in the dorm. As a result of the con-
gratulations, my right hand was mnearly
wrenched from my arm and my shoulder
was hlack and blue by the following morn-
ing from sundry slaps. I was glad that my
worthy coutributors came in for a share
of the honours. In vain did Archie atitempt

to hide himself in the seclusion of his study.
The author df © Absolutely a Rotten Gang *
was unearthed while in the very act of
penning his next effusion, and, to the accom-
paniment of “For He’s a Jolly Good
Fellow,”” he was carrled t6 the Common
Room, and nothing less than a speech would
secure his release. As for the perpetrator of
Trackett Grim, he was very. much in
evidence, and, according to Church and
McClure, has been spoiled by success. They
tell me that he dons a dressing-gown and
wears carpet slippers when thinking out
his Trackett Grim adventures, and that l'fe
in Study D is becoming more thrilling thau
ever with Handy’s daily rehearsal of tie
great detective’s exploits,

CCMING ATTRACTIONS.

The unique pen drawings of other Public
Schools, whieh hegan in the Nelson Lee
Library a few weeks ago, will be continued
every week in the Mag., Westminster,
Charterhouse, and Marlborough being the
next schools to appear in the serics.

I regret not being able to publish a
Tlackett Grim story this week. Space being
rather limited, it was only fair to give some
of the other chaps a look in. Next week,
however, there will appear another Trackett
Grim story, entitled, ‘“The Case of tle
Missing Millions.” There will also be con-
tributions by Clarence Fellowe, Archie, and
other well-known juniors

Yours to a cinder,
NIPPER.
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These Short Articles on Everyday Subjects

will be of Tremendous Value to Every Boy.
Gollected by ©. de V.

COUNTRY WALKS

Does it?

Personally I have never seen it do so. I
wish it would. It might take a stroll info
the Ancient House. How surprised Mr,
Crowell wonld be to see the country come
walking in through the door!

In it would step, with its woods and felds
and hil's hanging on {o its arms. Imagine a
nice white, winding lane tripping over Mr.
Crowell’s feet! Or a whole wood. of pine.
trees trying fo squeeze into the front row
of desks! '

SHOOTING STARS

This is a pastime usually pursued in the
winter.

As is well known, stars only come out at
night, since they are busy at work all day.
And since the nights are longer in winter
the stars can get ont a great deal more.

There are various methods of trying to
shoot stars, none of them very successful.
Sonre people use guns for the purpose.
they miss, they are usually accused
aiming at the moon.

The difficilty about hitting the stars is

of

partly because they are such a great dis- |

tance away, and partly because they travel
at such ridiculously fast speeds.

Some of the stars are milliZns of miles
off, much further than Land’s End or even
John o' Groats. While thiz spead at which
they travel is thousands of miles an hour.
That's pretty fast, and, if you don't belicve
it, have a shot at shooting stars yourseli.
You won't bag many!

TUCK HAMPERS _

That is another common misztake., Ask
Fatty Little, It never hampered him! Asg
a maftter of faet, it helps people to live.
Tueck is something to eat. And if you didn’t
eat you'd die. So it is wicked to say things
like that about tuck. Ask Fatty Little!

Tuck derived its name from a very fat
man who was in Robin Hood’s band. His
name was Friar Tuck. He always ate a
terrific lot, and grew enormously fat.

So that, whenever peopie saw a very fat
man, they used to point at him and
“Tuek!’ Thus the word got =npplicd to
anyonc who liked a lot of food, and after
that to the food itself. Ask Fatty Little!

It
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PERPETRATED
i By

Clarence Fellowe,

OWEN MINOR IN THE
| MORNING

(With apologies to the composars '-o‘E‘
that popular song, “CAROLINA
IN THE MORNING.”}

‘h

Washing is good time wasted,
So all the Third Formers say.
When they're at home they're pasted
Unless they wash each day:
But at St. Frank's it’s diff’rent,
And this is what leads me to say:

Nothing could be finer than tc sce young
Cwen minor

'In the moining ! .
Everybody oughter come and sce lLim
dodge the water
In the morning !
In the dirt he glories,
And his neck’s a sight;
Then he will te!l such stories
That he had a wash last night.
Lounging in the lobby is the bhounder’s
favourite hobby |
In the morning!

Down the stairs he’s stummbled, with his
hair all rough and ~umbled,

And he's yawning !

If he was in charge of things for only
a day v |

He'd grab the soap
away |

Teathens out in China are more clean
than Owen minor

! In the morning !

ek b

1

and throw it
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Have you a

t?2

Mr. B. J. BARNARD, Welling, Kent, writes: 5

‘¢« T think I ought fo tell you

ow much I value - 'I'h,é Amateur Mechanic.? - it has

proved of great assistance in a variety of jobs, and especially as to the article on WIRELESS

TELEGRAPHY.

1 constructed an ins{rument entircly accdrding to the instruections, and .
was rewarded with success on-the first trial. I ;
interested in the article in your ‘ Amateunr Mechanic’ I had not
elementary knowledge of Wireless Telegraphy.”” :

may adad that until I. became
the slightest

You can do the same with

. -
Amateur

- Mec

There is no waiting to study or learn.. The moment “* The Amateur Mechanic ! arrives g

anic

you can start in to do one of 400 money-saving jobs about your home and garden.

How to build your own sheds, outhnﬁses,

{mulu*y-_houses, etc.—How to curec damp walls,

eaky roofs, and smeoky chimneys—Hot/ to
make garden frames, garden furniture, and

garden paths—How to mend windows, and to

make, mend, and sirengthen locks and bolts

—To clean, overhaul, and repalr motors and’

motor-cycles—To instal electrie light, etc.—

To work in every kind of metal—To stch on-
brass—To write on glass—To make hegto-
graphs—To build a. boat, a canos, a canvas

¢anoe, etc.—T'o paint and paper a room—To
gsole and heel and patch boots and shoes—
To make a palr of hand.sewn booiis—To restore

colour to old brown shoes—To makc household!
upholster’ |
gpeaking-tube—To ]
clean a stove—To repair bicycles—To worktin.
water.
taps—To varnish a violin-To remedy damp-
walls—To repair the piano—To make a padded.

THE IDEAL XMAS GIFT

furniture— To re-seat chairs—To
gofas, etc.—To instal a

metal—To colour metals—Ta repalr

e P&rcnts would be wise in bhuyin

The booklet which.
this coupon brings
is free and places
you under no obliga-
:io;_; whatelve}:.'rnp
ells you a 3
A H’vA T E U R
MECHANIC® _does
for you, and shows
actual.- pages with
celear iilusirations,

GET IT NOW,.

after delivery,
NAME .coveveencnnrnne

ADDRESS ...

chair from an old cask- To stufl animals—To
dress furgs--To stuffi and mount birds—Wood
inlaying—To prepare working drawings—To re-
nhovate a grandfather’s clock—To-make garden

arbours, arches, scats, summerhouses, etc.— .
tools—To renovate -

To use métal drilling 6
mirrors—To mend china—To do fretwork--To
limewhite poaltry-housés—To 4o ﬁo_l‘d-p_l'atin'
and silver-plating—To clenn a3 watch~—To men

keyless watches and ordinary watches—To dis-—'- :
ieture--

fcinper ceilinga and walls—To make
frames and frame pictures—Carigin fitting—
Metal Castings—To clean paint off glass—To
clean boilers—T9 fix an anthracite stove—To
re-gild and restorg picture frames—How to
usg spanners~To make doors and -windows

draught-prdof—To paint. walls—To ¢&o nickel-:

Elating-—To cure noises in hot-water pipes—
ndia and glue varnishes—To make plaster
casts, elc., cte. o '

‘BOOK

these .works for their boys. How yom can turn out
these hooks at the price beats me.”’—Mr. WALTER JOYCE, 8t. Philips Place, Leeds.

THIS BOOK SENT FREE

To THE WAVERLEY EOOK CO., LTD (N.L.Y. Dept.),
98, Farringdon Street, London, EB.C.4. -

Pleagse send me, free of charge or obligation to arder, your Free
Desecriptive Boaoklet, explaining contents, ete., of “THE AMATEUR
MECHANIC,” with specimen pages pictures, and particulars as to
your terms for small

montihly payments, beginning thirty days

e UR RN s

(Send this form or a postcard.)
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No. 2. The Fable of the Lost

e .

IIERE is such a thing as being Too
Smart. DBelng Too Smart is worse
than not being Smart Enough. And
there once lived n Fellow with a Big

ITead, although It seemed that this Big Head

was not full of Brains, but was sufferiug

from & DMost Curious Complalnt known
throughout the land as Swelled Nome.

Now, the name of this Fellow wlth the
Swelled Dome was Cuthbert Chambers, and
he considered himself to-be the Shining Light
of n Seclect Boady krown far and wide as the
I'ifth Form At St. FFrank's.

It came to pass that one day a Lesser Boy
visited the ahode of Cutlbhert, for the
Strange Purpose of selling what he called o
Jolly TIine album of Absolutely TUnused
Balkans. Chambers, being one of those
Strange People who colleet postage stamps as
a Hobby, knew at once what the Lesser Boy
was QGetting At.

And, lo, when he examined the Unused
Balkans, he found them to be Wondrously
Interesting. and turning unto the Lesser
Boy he spoke, asking why he wanted to sell
siuch?l’.ipping Specimens, and how mueh were
they

Now, the Lesser Boy, whose. name was
Jack Grey, and who Belonged to the Rec-
move, did not actually want to Dispose of
his Precious stamps. It gave him a Pain to
contemplate such n thing. But it chanced
that he had recently come a IFrightlul
Cropper on n twoarheeled Vehicle which
Grey always referred to ns his Jigger. Not
only had the off-side pedal become loose,
and the front brake Wonky, but the whole
Machlne. broadly speaking, wans a Nasty
Mess nltogether. :

Upon venturlng forth with the Remalns,
and placing them before the Eagle Eye of
the village Repairer, thls latter Gentleman
had Reckoned Up. and had come to the Con.
clusion that the Bill would come to at least
Two Quid. And Gray, not wishing his People
to hear of the Disaster, was now engaged
in the Unsavoury Task of Raislng the Wind.

All this he related with Abundant Detail
to Cuthbert Chambers, adding that he had
already sold a Pocket Knife for ‘Two Bob, n
Camera for Tifteen Bob, and sundry other

Opportun_it\-y.

Personal Effects for Varlous Amounts. Ile
was exactly Fifteen Shillings Shy. That is
to say, he asked Vifteen Bob for the
Album of Unused Balkans.

ANcw, Cuthbert was a Fellow who thought
himsell extremely Clever. Ile saw that Grey
was in Desperate Need, and was therefore
an Easy Mark. Cuthbert pooh-poohed the
Price, saylng that he would give no more
than Hall A Quid. lle even went so far as
to say that he was doing Qrey a Favour by
offering such a Sum. In reality, Chambers
knew that the Stamps were worth Double.
[le was, in fact, On the Make.

With Indignation, Grey proceeded to Burst
Forthh into protest, saying that Chambers
was a Rotten Shylock—not that ho Intended
any inault to the Jews by .thiz Remark.
llowever, to be prefectly lionest, it must
he Observed that Chambers was displaying
a most Declded llebrale Straln.

IHe rematned Firm, and added that for Two
P.|#s he would reduce the price to Seven-and-
SiX. And the Lesser Boy who sinu}w‘ly IInd to
ranise ffteen by UHook or by Cronk (as the
Man was outside waiting for hils Money) re-
tired from the Study, shouting Vile and In-
sulting remarks connected with Chambers’
Aacestors.

And behold! In the Tassage the Lesser
Boy Barged into a member of his own Flock
—a Languld Youth who went by the name
of Archlie Qlenthorne. Now, thia Languid
Youth was Celebrated for his Wealth, and
he was Known to possess a Kind lleart. On
the Spur of the Moment, Grey offcred the
album to Archle, declaring that the stamps
were worth a Quid but he would sell for
Fifteen Shillings. :

Archle, making a remark to the effect Lthat
he wns Dashed Flustered, took the album
and examined it through a frugment of glass
which he called a Blonocle. Finally, he
sroke. saying that he didn't actually want
the Bally Thing, but was willing to buy It if
Gréy really wanted him to. Ile Insisted,
however, upon Egying the Full Price., and
thereuron Whaeked Out a pound note..

With joy in his leart, Qrey went forth
into the wilderness to Settle Up with the Re-
pnirer, and Archie retired to his study, say-



ing that he would Have a Stab at the album.
And thus it appeared that the aflair was
Ended.. ' o : :
~ But lo,- the next Day a visitor entered
Archie’s room, this visitor being no less a
Person than Fenton of the Sixth, who was
an Ardent Stamp Collector. He was sur-
prised to see the Album, and expressed
Astonishment that Archie went in for That
Sort of Thing. Archie thereupon explained
that he Didn’'t, and related the Circum-
gtances. . | )

And it came to pass that Fenton turned
over a page of the album, and his Eyes
bulged. For to his wonderment and joy he
Beheld a Rare and (Costly stamp that for
Countless Moons he had longed to possess.
- Fenton, in his Great Wisdem, knew much
more about stamps than Jack Grey.,

So it lhappened that Fenton offered the

Magnificent summ of a Fiver for that One {

Stamp. Archie, confessing himsejf Abso-

lutely FFaint, referred Fenton to Jack™ Grey,
and thus matters became smoothed out. lor
Archie refused to Kkeep pessession of the
album under the Cires. Qut. of the Great
Wealth that Fenton paid to Grey, the latter
was enabled to Wipe Off his indcbtedness to
Archie. . T '

And when Cuthbert Chambers, e of the
Big Head, heard this story he procceded to
Tear his Hair, and wutter strange and awful
Maledictions. For.Cuthbert had no scruples
like unto Archie, and would readily have
Made Much Profit for himself over the Deal.

But now, owing to his Fajling to Grasp
the Opportunity, all was Lost. And scon it
was spread IFar and Wide throughout the
Land that Chambers had been even a Bigger
TTathead than usual, But this was no Conso-
lation to tne dizappointed Cuthbert,

MORAL: NEVER PUT A THING OFF—
DO IT NOW! :

We notice that a chemist in Bannington
is holding a price-slashing sale of ointment
and liniment. We commend this to the im-
mediate notice of Chureh and McClure, who
should make all haste to take advantage of
this golden opportunity.

r » . e ® [ 1 »

Willy Handforth & Co. have been talking
about clubbing together to formr a Third

Forin Jazz Band. But why waste money on
buying instruments? They make as mueh
noise as a jazz band by mere vocal efforts
alone! ' ' '

Ulysses Spencer Adams’s bitter complaints
about the absence of steam-heat in the studies
leave us as cold as Ulysses himself. And
the American chap claims that he is hot
stuff! Tut-tut! |

The World’s Finest Clockwork Train

A finer or betiter-lcoking clockwork train than a Hornby Train was never produced.

PERTFECT MECHANISM. The engine contains the strongest,

best built picce of clockwork

mechanisnt that ever sent a train dashing round its track with a heavy load behing it.

STANDARDISTSD PARTS. A most valuable and

that it can

be taken to pieces aud rebuilt, just like a Meccano Model.

remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is
All the parts are

stanidardised, and there is heads of fun taking Loco, Tender, Wagon, and Coaclies to pieces and

rebuilding them

Any lest or damaged parts may be replaced with new ones.

HORNBY:TRAINS

THE TRAINS WITH THE GUARANTEE

No. 1 Goods Set - s
No. 2 Goods Set . 45/ [l
No. 1 Passenger Set 35/. [

PRICES :

25/6

L B T

A Splendid New Meccano
Book

This is a new and splendidly
illustrated book, that tells of
= aan!l the good things that como
. r=sfrom Meccanoland, where iha
best toys are manufactured XNo boy
should be without this wonderful booZ.
How to get a ¥Free Copy .
Just show this advertisectment to three chums
and send us their names and addresses wiih
your ¢wn. Address your letter to Dept. B.

MECCANO LTD = BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL



- heard scraps of the peculiar rhyming slang

"~—although, of course,

" opur plates o' meat (feet)?

"

L OME on, Bill—we'd better be goin’;
the bird-lime's geitin' on, you

know; bhesides, if you have auny
more o' that finger an’ thumb,
you'll get elephant’s trunk'” |

Everybody, at some time or other, has
which i3 familiar to every true-bomn
Londoner; but it is doubtful if the
uninitiated could understand a quarter of
the gqueer phrases which are frequently
encountered in the great metropolis.

For instance, the man who spoke the
sentence <hove, while standing in a public-H
house with a friend, merely wished to
impart the Information that the time was
growing late—concluding his remark byl
reminding his companion that {urther
indulgence in rum would result in his
hecomiag drunk. But instead of using the
orthodox words, he subst{ituted their
equivalent in rhyming slang.

And the same thing occurs in countless
other instances; for your true Cockney
has his own peculiar expression for
practicaily everything. It is my intention
to introduce a few of them to the reader
it is only possible
to deal with a very small number in this |
little effort.

It will be as well it we return to the
two men tn the public-house, and listen to
what they are saying. :

“Don’t you worry abaht the bird-lime,
Ted !’ replied the other man. ¢ We'll just
‘ave a glass o’ Royal Mail (ale), 'op on a
bother an' fuss ('bus), an’ be 'ome with
the trouble an’ strife (wife) in about three
cock linnets (minutes)!”

Bill nodded.

“Right-o, mafey!” he replied. < But wot
abaht my skin an’ blister (sister)? Didn't
we arrange to take ‘er to the Isle of
France (dance) to-night—just to exercise
She’s "ot stuff

on 'er Scoteh pegs (legs), an’ she won't

LONDON'S
HYMING

- (A Little Chat Especially Written for the St. Frank’s

‘arf be angry if we disappoint ‘er!

In |

Magazine.)

By ALFRED BRENT

fact, she’ll like as not send me to bo-peep
(sleep) with a bash on the I suppose
(nose), or a slosh in the morth an’ south
(mouth)! You know wot a terror she is
when she gets angry! She knocked out
a few o my Hampstead Heath (teeth)
once, an I ain’t forgot it, neither!”

Ted grinned.

““ Ain't you a cheerful sort o' bloke?” he
said lightly. - “Wot are Yyou Wworryin’
abaht? We shall be quite Isle of Wight
(all right) I tell yer! "™’ll bunk off 'ome
on n bother an’ fuss, an’ you'd better 'op
on a pot o' jam (tram), an' pick up Liza.
By the time you bring ’'er along I shall
‘ave 'ad me ocean wave (shave), an’' ™ave
changed me round the 'ouses (trousers)!
All 1 got to do then is to shove on me 1I'm
afloat (coa:), make up the Anna Maria
(fire), lock fup the rat an’' mouse (house),
an” there you are! My old gal will be

ready an’ waitin’, with ‘er Barnet Fair
(hair), al' fluffed up like a greengage

(stage) ‘eroine, so we shan't 'ave to wait
for 'er!”
Bill nodded again.

““That’s t"e sort o’ talk, cully!” he said.
““ Where shall we go—same old place?”

“Yus! (an't beat the ole ’all in Wal-
worth Road!” said Ted. ¢ We'll pet to the
Underground Station in about two ticks,
and I'll stand treat for the bat’ gn’ wickets
(tickets)! The Barry Pain (train) will git
us to the Isle of France (dance) in mo
time, ar’ when we're there we'll 'ave a
good old blow-out! Cups o’ Resie Lee
(tea), an’ -~hunks o' Joe Blake (cake),
better'n v»u can get anywhere else in the
Charlie Brown (town)! I tell -you, matey,
I'm just longin’ to hear the old Johanna
(piano) goin'i”

“ Rather!” agreed Bill. “That's the
stuff to make yer~ gasp for Macbeth
(breath), an’ bring a sparkle to yer mince
pies (eyes)! Not ‘arf! Then ‘ome to
Uncle Ned (bed), with a nice soft weepin’



willow (pillow) to rest yer weary lump 0’
lead (head) on!”

¢« You're right!* said Ted. *“But afore I
pops off to ho-peep (sleep), I allus likes to.

‘ave  a Jook, at the linen drapcr (papér);
ar else, read 'a chapter o’ my butcher’s
‘ook (bonk)! There ain’t nothin’ to beat it
for maknng bloke drowsy-—unless, per’aps,
it’s a nip o’ Im so frisky (whiskey) or maybe
Jack the Dandy (brandy)! Still, -we cant
aftord luxuries o’ that sort nnmadaye
nsually suhsmt.ute a -pig the poke
(smoke), an’ content meselx- w1th that!” ...

““Yes; the bees an’ honey (money) ain't
too pleumful just now,” agreed Bill
< Still, we ain’t ’ard uptfor a Lord o' the
AManor (banuer), so we'd better be gettin’
on the frog an' toad (road)!”

The two men left the. public-house, and
Ted turned to his fnend as they emerged
into ihe strecet.

“ Well, so- long, oid pal,” he said.
be late! An' mind you use the Home
Sweet Home (comb) an’ the linnet an’
thrush (brush) on your Barnet Fair (hair)!
Last time we went to the blinkin’ Isle of
France (dance), you looked like a  golliwog
in a fit!” ;

Bill grinned, o |

“ Don’t worry, Ted!” he said. “My skin
an’ blister (sister) will see to that! 'I've
got some new almond rocks (socks), and a
new pair o' daisy roots (boots), so you can
bet I’11 look after my thateh all right !
Must, do that—or else the two ends o’ me
wouldn't Colney Hatch (match)!. -T'll bet
a saucepan-lid (qmd) that I’ll take the
bloomin’ shine out o’ you to-night—so looK
out1”

And the two Cockney pals separated—to
meet again
Road dancing  hall. ‘We can
assume that they enjoyed themselves
with that whole-hearted thoroughness which
characterises the happy-go-lucky Londoner,
and that Bill spent a happy evening in the
company of his “skin and blister,”® while
Ted was equally contented by the society
of his “trouble and strife.”

“ Pon’t

In any ecase, we must leave them at the .

“Isle of France”—that glittering “Rat and
AMouse ¥ (house) where the
London enjoy their ¢ tanner* ¢’ops,”

g =

~ We report, with regret, that Mr. Suncliffe
is suffering from a slight attack of tonsilitis,

and is confined to his bed. While expressing |

our sympathy, we also congratulate-Mr. Snn-
cliffe. Even tonsilitis must be a relief com-
pf:red L'o presiding over the_Third.

s - S a [ v

%omebody heard Chubbv Heath, of the
Third, declaring that when he grows up he'll
make himself famous on the stage by going
in for eclassical dancing. Heath means to
start dancing lessons at. once,

Ridiculous! He doesn’t need lessons—all
he reqmres is » Russian name.

p—

later at a famous Walworth |
only.

Cockneys of ] :
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Models

ITH Meccano vou' can
build -~ hundreds “‘of
working models that 3
you could not-buy anywhere. ~ B-=1H
For instance, where could you &
buy a working model of Eiffel
Tower like the one shown here
—or a Drop Hammer, a Loom, HHY
or a Revolving Crane?

oooooooo
L B
- ulif s

Even maodels of Cranes, Bridges,
Towers, and Motor Wagons,
that vou can buy anywhere, are
not so good as the shining steel
and brass models you can bulld
with Meccano. :

And the crane you buy is

always a crane, whereas

the crane you build with
{ Meccano can be taken to
pieces and the same parts
‘used to build something
else,

Every Qutfit is complete
'-—-notl'nng further to buy.

Bl Towic”

MECCANO

ENGINEERING FOR BOYS
Complete Outfzts from 3/6 to 370/-

----------------------------------------------------------------------

GRAND MODEL-BUILD]NG
‘ COMPETITION.

Write us for full particulars or ask yom
E dealer for an _entry form.
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FREE TO BOYS

A splandid New
Meccano Book

This is & new and splenduﬂv
illustrated book, telling o)
all the good thmgs that coini
from Meccanoland,

How to get a Free Copy
Just show this advertisement
to thres chums and send us
their names and addresses
with your own. Put No. 12
after your name for reference.

A EEREER I NI ER LN ]

MECCANO LTD,

BINNS RD, LIVERPOOL
jo ogog OX .?g?‘f'o SOOI X ""o <>
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MY MINOR'!
L J
e ot
“ *AM a peaceable kind of chap.
that. 1 don't often lose my temper.
But this is the limit! Did yon see
of the Mag.?

My—my hat! It almost makes me il to
write such rot. It wasn’t even spelled cor-
rectly. ~ I counted at least a dozen spelling

I'm talking about the article called * My
Major,” by my young brother.

Buf a few may have. And if they did I want
to apologise for him. Of course he’s very

But I don’t want anybody to hit him very
hard. He deserves it. Oh, yes, he descrves
more than he deserved. But still, as I
say, I don’t want him hurt, because he is

And, besides, I have tried to show bim
what utter rotten cheek it was for him to
sentle lessen. I just smacked- his head.
Then I boxed his ears. Then I kicked him
in again by his right ear. Then I punched
his nose. Afterwards, as I wanted the little
with him, I put him on the floor and sat
on his head.

. By E. O. HANDFORTH,
Everybody at St. Frank's knows
that rotten article in the last week’s issue
think that any member of my family could
| mistakes myself.
I don't suppose many peoplé readi is.
small, and doesn’t realise any better,
it. - If anyone poleaxed him it wouldn't be
only a kid.
write such a Inot of rot. I gave him just a
out of the study. After that I pulled him
ass to remember that I was rather annoyed
In case that wasn’t enough, I puiled his

hair and then pinched his arm, Church and
McClure came in then, and said I was being
a bit rough on him. I think they're a bit
tender-hearted. Very decent chaps in their
way, but a bit inclined to be too sympa-
thetic.

However, to oblige them 1 let young Willy
go, and punched Church’s nose for inter-
fering. Then I gave McClure a black eye.

My chums got a bit ratty after that, and I
had to let myself go. After all, I must
maintain discipline I had to punch them
both a bit more. And then I knocked their
heads together to show I meant it.

That’s what happens when 2 silly litile
fathead like my young minor starts'writing
for the Mag. Besides ruining the paper, it
causes such a lJot of wunpleasantness in
Study D. -

Usually Study D is the quietest of studies.
We get on very well together. Church and
MeClure agree with me about everything.
Even if at first they think I'm in the
wrong, they very soon alter their opinion.

And then the stupid little fat-headed
chump of a half-boiled owl starts writing
rot 'for the Mag. Of course it leads to a
row! '

However, I've stopped all that, T've quite
forgiven Willy. I don’t want to boast, hut
everyone knows I'm a peaceable chap. I
can stand a joke against myself as well as
anyone else, And I never lose my temper.
But things can go too far. I had to show
young Willy, the silly fathead.

Well, I've shown him. And that’s all
there is to it. And if you’d like to hear
what I think about the way the Mag. is
edited— ~

(Sorry.. The space in this number
engaged. Ring off.—Nipper, Ed.)

i3

Yol

The Editor. o
Dear Sir,—Your Magazine is very useful to

us _liln Study A. We use it to light the fire
with.
Yours, cte.,
FuLLwoop & Co.
The Editor. | :

Sir,—With due regard to the deference
due to the. Editor from one of his contri-
butors, 1 feel I must really Iodge a protest
at the treatment I have received at your
hands. A week ago 1 deposited within your
sanctum a short manuscript suitable, I was
convinced, for your valuable pages. The
short effusion was a little affair of some
fifty eclose-written pages on the entertaining
subject of ‘' The Archmsological Aspect of the
Antediluvian Ant®’ Now, my dear sir, this
contribntion has neither appeared in your
paper, nor has it been returned to me. I
can only imagine its non-inclusion is due to
some oversight on the part of one of your
staffl. I should be glad if you would rectify
it at your earliest convenience,

Yours, ete.,
- TiMOTHY TUCKER.

i

CORRESPONDENCE.

The Editor,
- The St. Frank’s Magazine. -

Sir,—I am delighted to see the Magazine
once more being published. Under its new
name it bids fair to be more popular than
ever. I have shown your first number to the
Head, and he quite agrees with me. We
both think it is better and brighfer day by
day and in every way, Good luck to the
paper and ifts editor!

Yours, ete.,
NELSON LEE.

The Editor.

Dear Sir,—I have read your first number,
which I found lying about in the tuck-
shop. And I have a very good suggestion to
make. Here it is. Why mnot arrange a
simple competition. I would suggest seeing
who can eat the largest number of pastries.
A3 prizes for the lucky winners you could
present free tuck hampers. I think thl
would be a very,popular competition. :

Yours, ete.,
FATTY LITTLE.
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YOURS ™

18ci. Gold Cased
Keyless LEVER Watch

Take this remarkable oppartunity
of receiving one of these band-
some gold-cased watches, complete with free
chain, which we are offering to rcaders of this
paper on terms which have never been equalled.
Gent.’s full-sized 18-et. gold-cased- keyless lever
watch, carefully adjusted balance, 3-plate lever
movement, clear bold dial, best ecrystal glass,
very handsome watch, designed for hard wear
and accurate timekeeping, fully guaranteed

VCArS.

e —————C TR B
Handsome pocket-
FRE to-nocket Double
CURB ALBERT
FREE with every Watch.
e e T

Our Uneqgualled Terms.
S0 sure arc we that vou will
be¢ more than satisfied, we
scnd. this handsome waich
post’ paid upon reccipt of
6d. only. After receiv-
ing watch, if satisfied,
the balance is payabl:
2/- on receipt, and 3/-
monthly until only 220Q/-;
is paid. Cash with order
(or balance within 7§
days) 18/- only. Scnd
6d. to-day to SIMP-
SONS, Ltd. (Dep. 264),
- 94, Queen’s Road,
BRIGHTON. '

D

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winoing success. Let the Girvan
System 1ncreass your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and vur £130
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A M P,
17, Stroud Green Road, London, N _4.

BIG CINEMA BARGAINS! 60 ft. Complete
film in tin box, 1/-. Cinemas from 4/9 (post
6d.). Film Rewinderg. Bargain Lists Free.—
. E. Maxwell, George Strect, Hastings.

ZG [ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY o

NoeHoHOHNOHINOHINORE

YOURS for &d.-

AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUN
Special offer of— ITY. Deposit.

High-Grade Registered Professional Italian Model
AGGORDEON

Superfine Solo In-
strument; hand-
some Polished
Cabinet, with 12-
fold AMetal - bound .
Bellows:; 10 Keys ™
and 4 Bass Chords.
This instrument is
the acme of per-
fection in construc-
tion, and a mag-
nificent example of _IIJEE]““. T
carefully studied \| g | v
musical detail, unequalled for excellence of ione ané
power &d. Deposit and 1/- postage ounly is re-
quired, and we will dispatch this Superb Accoréeun
to your address. If entirely to your satisfaction,
balance is payable 2/- within 7 days, and 3/~
- monthly until 29/6 is paid—or complete balance
within 7 days 25/6, making Cash Price 2G/~ only.

J. A. DAVIS & Co. (Dept. 15), 26, Den-.
mark Hill, Camberwell, L.ondon S.E.5.

EHIHOROBOHINOTOEOHR

fIA HOME CINEMATO-|
(5 GRAPHS and FILMS

New Season’s Illustraied Cata-

logus of Toy and I'rofessional

Machines and Accessories, nDow

: ready. Filins, all lengths

& and subjects, for sale or
@ Wexchange,

Enguiries B, 5 \?"'1" FORD’S (Dept. A P.),

promptly S W\ 13, Red Lion Square.
: W.C.1.

attended to. London,

T T

ELECTRIC MOTOR, 3;9. Llectric Lizht Sef,
4,3, post [ree. Battery parts, 1!/3. Shocking
Coil parts, 1/6, post 3d. Horiz. Stcam Engine,
4/11, post 64. Parts far WIHELESS SET, 5/9.
post 4d. NEW JLLUSTRATED LISTS, 3d. (id.
stamps) . —MIDLAND SCIENTIFIC, 38PF.
Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham. )

Accordions, eftc. BEasy terms from 3/-

A
' s Catalogue of Boots, Suits, Costumes,
FHEE Overcoats, Watches, Rings, Clocks,
monthly. MASTERS., LTD., RYE.

new safety 1rcodel
acetylens generator
and burner is used.
Self-regulating
Gencrator niade in
heavy brass.
No. 1 Model, 2/9;
No. 2 (30 c.p.), 3/6;
: . No.3 (30 c.n.), 4/6;
=¥ ® Yo.4(100c.p.), 6i9;
No. 5 (500 c.p.), fitted with Three Double Burners
and Heficctor, 12/6. Spare Burners and Stand,
Single,- 1/-, Daouble, 1/3.-- .

MINITATURE WIRELESS &SET. Guaranteed
to receive broadcast concerts over 20-mile range.
Every set guaranteed. Post (ree, 1/6.

NEW CATALOGUE OF MECHANICAL MODELS,
CINEMAS, etc., post free. Trade epquiries invited,

BENNETT BROS., 5, Theobald’s Road,
Holborn, Liondon, W.C.l.

will  gi arer
Yﬂ"ﬂ GINEMA ;;rgerggftur%]sﬂ\?f;en :}r:lcli'

STAMPS. 20 LICHENSTEIN including Pictoriais
and 1,000 Mounts Free. Post. 23d., abroad 64.

—Brooks, 43, Edmund St., Camberwell.

WIRELES COMPLETE CRYSTAL 3
RECEIVING SET e
GUARANTEED 25 MILES,
Haydine & Co., 647, Fulham Rd.,London.

All applications for Advertise-
ment Spaces in this publica-
tion should be addressed to
the Advertisement Manager.
THE NELSON LELE LIBRARY,
The Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4
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Vours for 5d.

,- The .Blg Ben'! Keyless Lever Wutch
® on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
ever put before the British Public
by one of London's Oldest~Estab- ,
Iuhd Mail Order Hoises. Yl ..“‘ )

An absol &b
E— FREE F;ez}%:}!tteég \

aSo! dSilver English
Hall-marked Double

-i
Curb \

-\

given Fraa with every Watch.

\ %B >ecification: Gent's Full. Q-
==size Keyless Lever Watch, \‘-‘
Eirnpt‘rzwacri action: fitted patent Mgt
3 recoll  c¢itck, prevenu:ng \
breakave of mainspriag | --
by overwinding. -
10 Years’ Warranty. k
Sent on receipt of
) 3d. deposit : after k
Ny approval, send 1/9
more. The balance 3 ,
mav then be paid
- by 9 monthly pay. 'l:\
, ments of 2'- each, (&
Cash refunded in l:"
full if dis~atisfied, k.
Send 3d. now to MY

J.A.DAVIS & Gu.
(Dept. 87), - k«

28 Deamark Hill, (R

“London, S.E. 5. k

(\!h-;
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: 9.:' 39/8 cashbuysa
‘Mead ™ Gramophone /

with giaut horn, loud §
Boundboz. massive polished oak case ESIZ
and 40 tunes. Carriage paid.- 10 Days’ £.\z!
Trial. 200 Needles and 6/="'* Roo-let"! 4&
gramo' game FREH, Table Grands, &
Portables and Cabinet models at HALF
SHOP PRICES. . \Write for Catalogue.

Me‘? R A1
s OWN ELECTRIC LICHT @

.YOUR
These wonderful Dynamos light
brilliantly a 4.6v. lamp and are
easy to work, 5s. Post 6d. .-

GREENS (Dept X).' 85, New

- FREE.

Aliert, with Seal attached, u"
(Dept. 9 B),. HASTINGS.

- ahd testimonials. —~Melvin Strong, Ltd,

6d., from

packet of 500. 100 for-1/-.- Send postage,
—B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest,

Whitstable, Kent. ' 0 I

.Oxford St., London _ G
I CHOOSE 40 STAMPS,

"k
Be sure and mention . .
tehen communicating with advertisers.

““The Nelson Lee Library "

THE \'I‘L ON LEE LIBRARY

4-PRIGE, gk
&

The 'BIG-VALUE™
A fine “New Mcoaclpi
Acvcordcon. 10 x 9x 51§
s, piano-finished,
11-fold metal-boundgg
bellows, 10 Keys,
basees, &e. Sent by
return post, to ap-gi
proved orders,  forgis
1/- deposit and 1/3V
postage, &ec., .and
promise 1g gend” 2 /
fortmeghtly till 17;6 in all is paid. 2/« TUTOR
Cash price 15/., -Post Free (ELSE-
WHERE DOUEBLE). DL]lght or Money Back,
FREE—-TI‘]uutlatsd Catalogue Post Free. Big

Bargains, Watches, Clocks, Musical In-
strummts &c.—PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE,
(Established 1889.)

Height Increased 5 r-_COmplete
In 30 Days. /® Course.
No Appliances. NoDrugs. NoDieting,

Fhe Melvin Strong.Svyvstem NEVER
FATLS, Send stamp for particulars

(Dept.S), 10, LudgatcHill, London.Eng.

MY XMAS “BOX TO _
T will send a VEST POCKET WALLET with &
linen pockets, 100 MOUNTS, 6 TRANSPARENT
ENYVELOPES, a PT‘FJ'FORATIO‘\ GAUGLE,
AZERBAIDJAN STAMIP'S, and 6 HAITI to al!
whosend a POSTCAItD:xsking to see my BARGAIN
approvals —Victor Bancroft, Matdock, Eng.

| AUTOMATIC REPEATER sk

-PEA PISTOL

As illustrated, 23 Shot, Complete
with Ammunition, post free, 2/6.
12 Shot, 1/6 post free.; Electrical
Outfit, compricing 4.volt motor,
minizture lighting set, ~batierier,
cahle, -- switches: - Wireless  Set,
25-miles range; Electric Torch, .16 post 1rec.
New Catalogue of. Wireless, ‘Meehanical Mode s,
cie, Our guarantee: Satisfaction or cash refunded.
H, USHER & CO., LTD,, 5, Devonshire
Street, Holborn, London, W.C. :

The** BROWNIE WIRELESS'

7/6 Complete, By post BIG
Read what “* Popular Wireless'
June 23, -says: ‘' This little set.
which retails at 7s. 6d., is worth
every penny of that sum. T con
nected it to quite an ordinary
aerial 12 miles away from 2 L O,
and the rceeption was excellent-
quite as good as that obtainablr
with another and much more ex-
_pensive reveiver

The J..W. Wireless Com-
pany,» 19, Garrmk Street
London, W.C.2.

CU RLY HAIR ! WONBERFUL |

MARVELLOUS!
(‘lients write ¢ Curlit 3 Curls Straightest Hair.
1/5, 2:6. Thouzands Testimonials. Proof sent,
Novelty Lists Free.—Summers (Dept. A.P.),
2¢-27, Clarence Square, Brighton,

FILMS 100 ft. Sample,. 1/6 Imqt- free.

Cinamas from 6{6 Stamp for list.
‘34, Church

' Pilms,
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