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‘¢ 1 am serious, Lee, and your flippancy is not in keeping with the present

circumstances ! ’’ snapped the Night Owl.
Santos Treasure, and I shall take it away with me ! *?
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it ] have come here for the Don
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Calek Droone, the Night
Owl, and leader of the notor-
ious criminal organisation,
known as the Alliance of 13, is
plotting to recover the priceless
treasure of Don Santos, which
he had stolen from a Spanish
nobleman, and which is now,
with the exception of a valua-
ble emerald necklace, in the
hands of Nelson Lee, the
famous Schoolmaster detec-
tive. Only by the skin of his
teeth did the Night Owl escape
death in a motor-car smaskh
while being pursued by Nelson

He was unable to get away with the bulk of the trez-
sure,though he managed to retain the emerald necklace.

He knows that Nelson Lee means to get back the necklace, and to hand him

over to justice.

Few have dared before to cross the Night Owl’s path with

impunity and, in consequence of Nelson Lee’s interference, the leader of
the Alliance of 13 intends to bring all his power and resource to bear in the
destruction of his enemy. As to how far he succeeds in his diabolical
plot I must leave you to discover in this, the final story of the thrilling

Night Owl series.

]

THE EDITOR.

T B -
CHAPTER 1.
CALEB DROONE'S SECRET! |
i XTRAORDINARY ! suaid Mr. Pagett.
The wmaster of the Iifth Form
at St. IFrank’s came to a halt in
the old ‘'I'riangle, and peered
through his spectacles and the gloom. The

December evening was cold, and the hour
rathier iate. There was more than a hint of
fog in the atmosphere, too. S
- Extraordinary!” repeated Mr. Pagett.
“T'll swear [ saw a ligure moving!"”
The gaod gentleman was on his way from

s

The Narrative Related Throughout by

N ipper.

the College House - where he hiad been hav-
ing an interesting chat with Mr. Langton on
the subjeet of philology—to the Ancient
House. there to sheplierd the FFifth Form up
to bed.

And he was just paszine the fountain when
he fancied he saw a dim figure lurking
against some busihes near the school wall.
As Mr. Pagett panszed, the conviction came
upon him that this. matter needed looking
into.

Being of a somewhat suspicious nature,
Mr. Pagett immediately jumped to the con-
clusion that some guilty junior was making
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an attempt to sneak in—having missed call-
ing-over. And the Fifth Form master strode
forward again with a pleasant sensation of
enjoyment. Mr. Pagett rather liked dropping
upon unwary juniors; it was one of his few
pleasures in life.

“Come out, sir!” he commanded sternly.
* It is quite useless for youn to attempt to
h:dei- Come out, and let me see who you
are!”

The hushes remamed coldly mdlﬁerent

‘“ How dare you defy me?” barked Mr.
Pagett, secretly pleased that the poor wretch
of a junior was mortally afraid of him.
‘“ Unless you show yourself at once, boy, 1
will double your punishment!"

Still the guilty one remained unresponsive.

“ Upon my soul!”’ gasped Mr. Pagett.
** This is outrageous!”

He walked forward, and bravely pushed the
bushes aside, peering in among the branches.
He expected to find the cowering, shivering
figure of some unhappy Third- Former. And
he uttered an ejaculation of triumph as he
saw a dim, crouching form.

““ Ahy So I was rlght"’ said Mr. Pagett
pleasantly. *“ So I was riglit; You wicked
young rascal! How dare you openly defy
me in. bhla disgraceful way? Let me see your
face—=""

The words died away in DMMr. Pagett’s
throat, for at that second he did see the
unknown’s face—and it wasn’t at all what
the .Fifth Form master expected. He went
pale and his knees suddenly felt wobbly.

¢ Good gracious!” he muttered huskily.

"For the face was masked! And beneath
the sinister mask a scrubby chin could- be
seen. Mr. Pagetb had no opportunity of

seeing anytlnu" else, for, all in the same
becond the stranger sprang to the attack.

Mr. Pdgett valiant | thnugh he was when
it came to ordering boys about, lost all his
courage at this crucml moment. He stag-
gered back, uttering a sound that was sus-
piciously like 2 bleat of terror.

And the mysterious stranger, seeing that
" he had nothing much to fear, merely gave

the Fifth Form master a violent push, and.

sent him flying over bhackwards. Before Mr.
Pagett could recover, the man had vanished
into the gloom..

“ Help!” moaned Mr. Pagett feebly.
** Burglars! Help!”
Unfortunatelywor perha.pn, fortunately—

there were no juniors or other boys in the
Triangle at the moment. And Mr. Pagett’s
voice fell upon the empty air. No aid came
to him, and at last he floundered up.

To his great surprise and relief, the
scoundrel was not bent upon commattmg
gory murder. Mr. Pagett’s life was safe,
and the strangér had entirely disappeared,
Trembling with the unusual excitement of
such a terrifying experience, Mr. Paget! rose
unsteadtly to his feet, and ran like a hare
towards the Ancient House doorway.

All thought of dignity was forgotten. And

it would indeed have been a sad thing for }

Mr. Pagett if his boys had seen him at that |

¥

| advisable, I imagine, to keep this

moment. IFairly bulky, it was astounding
the speed which Mr. Pagett aftained. =
Gasping heavily, he reached the Arncient
House -lobby, and paused, fighting Ifor
breath. And, to his infinite relief, Nelsonm
Lee came studmg along at that moment.
The Fifth Form master clutched at the

‘door-post for support..

' Why, Mr. Pagett!’” exclaimed the Houcse-
master-detective., ‘* What on earth is the

matter? Are you ill, sir? Allow me to—-"
P“ 1—1 have been attached"’ moaned Mr,
arett. :

" Attacked?’” SO L
“ Yes, sir—brutally assaulted?!”’ panted
the Fifth Form master. ** A desperate
ruffian sprang out of the bushes upon me—
"a miscreant ‘'who probably had designs upon
the school plate! Indeed, 1 have not the
slightest doubt that my intepvention has
frustrated a serious burglary!”’
Nelson Lee regarded Mr. Pagett curiously.
“Come, come, my dear sir!” he said
gently. ' Please don't {ipagine for a moment
that I wish to discredit your statement;
but I really think you must be mis-
taken—--"
“ Nothing of the sort, sir—nothing of the

sort; 1"’
“But the hour is absurdly early- for
burglars!” said Nelson Lee drily.

* That is nothing to do with the mutter'”
snapped Mr. Pagebt recovering himself

sonlewhat. ** No doubt you think I was
needlessly alarmed. Buf this man was a
desperate = character—lurking among the

bushes, awaiting his opportunity.”

*“ Can you describe this man, Mr. Pagett?”

‘“* No, I cannot!” snapped the other. *'I
only know he was masked—"'

“ Masked !’

‘“ Ah, you are impressed, eh?" said Mr.
Pagett triumphantly. *“Yes, Mr. Lee—
masked. He attacked me without warning
—without giving me the slightest chance to
defend m,,'sel.f' A brutal unprowhed
assaulg!’’

Nelson Lee looked duly grave.

“ In that case, Mr. Pagett, I am mtensely
relieved to see that you are recovering so
rapidly,” he exclaimed. *“ And it will .be
matter
Possibly the man you saw was just

private.
a lurking tram

“ A tramp?’’ broke in Mr, Pagett curtly.
“ Upon my soul! Do you think I am a fool,
Mr. Lee? This man was no tramp—he was’
a real desperado! And I intend to ring up
the police at once, and have the whole thing
investigated.” = . | -

}Iowever, Nelson Lee succeeded in calm-
ing Mr. Pagett down after a while, and he
made the indignant, gentleman realise that
this affair was hardly one for publicity.
And Lee’s efforts were. so successful - that
Mr. Pagett finally went off half-inclined . te
- believe %That the fellow had been & tramp,
after all.

But as soon as Nelson Lee was alone, he
looked very thoughtful. .
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slowly, 1

he murmured

1 wonder!™
~wonder!”’

IIe went to his study and sat down in his
favourite easy-chair, and lit his pipe. Then
he fell into a thoughtful mood, reviewing
the events that had recently
place at the old school,

And he came to the conclusion that this
“ masked miscreant’’ of Mr. Pagett’'s was
probably a member of the Alliance of 13—
that grim, criminal organisation which was
directed by Caleb Droone, sometimes known
as the Night Owl.

Nelzon Lee had been engaged in a tussle
with Caleb Droone for some little time,
and had passed through some exciting

episodes. The -chief cause of all the trouble
was a wonderful collection of precious
stones worth hundreds of thousands, the

property of a ‘Spanish millionaire named Don
Sebastien Santos.

This colleetion was not only valuable in
itself, but it had great historical value,
too. For it had been brought from Peru by
one of the old Spanish adventurers of
centuries ago. The various costly trinkets
which composed the collection were believed
to have belonged to the Ancient Incas,

At all events, the Night ‘Owl had got
wind of this wonderful bootv., and he had
successfully burgled El Camino Castle, the
ancestral home of Don Santos. But' after
arriving in England with his prize, his morti-
fication was complete when Nelson Lee
wrested it from him.

Quite recently—Iless than a week ago, in
fact—the Night Owl had made a desperate
attempt to recover the collection. In ‘spite
of the fact that he had all his best men on
the job, he failed. :

But, owing to a stroke of sheer luck, Caleb
Droone had obtained - possession of an
emerald necklet—the most prized of all the
items in the treasure. The Chief of the
Alliance of 13 was now scheming to get the
rest of the stufl.

And Nelson Lee, as he sat smoking in his
armchair, wondered if Mr. Pagett had e¢n-
countered one of Droone's spies. Judging
by the Fifth IForm master’s story,
seemed little doubt that this was the case.

Nelson Lee was by no means as easy in
mind as he looked. He had been waorried
for some days—exasperated, too. It was
verv annoying to know that the Night Owl
was in possession of the emerald necklev.
And for Lee to make any direct attempt
to recover it was impossible—for Droone
kept well in the background.

Lee was a Kkeen judge of character, and
. he was convinced that the man would never
be content to let the matter rest in its
preszent state. Droone wanted the whole
treasure—not a minor portion of it. And
for this teason—assisted by the fact that
Don Santos was slightly ill in his London
hntf‘l-—-\-&laﬂﬂ Lee allowed the whole thing
to hang fire,
 fTe took no action himself, and he had not
yet delivered up the treasure to liis client.

been tdkln“'

there:

He had two reasons for this.

Firstly, he
rwas grimly determined to deliver the collec-

tion complete. And, secondly, he was keep-

g it at St l"rank’k as a lure for Caleb

D“oone

Once delivered over into the hands of Don
Santos, Droone would transfer his activities
to that gentleman—or give up the task alto-
gether. But while Lee kept possession, there
was more than a hope that the elimax would
come. The risk was fairly great, but Lee
never gave a thought to this.

He was still musing over his pipe, when
there came a tap at the door, and Tubbs,
the Ancient llouse page-boy, lool\ed in.

““ell Tubbs?”

Please, sir, the 'Ead savs he'd like a
few words with you, sir, if you ain't busy,”
said Tubbs. *“ The 'Ead’s compliments, sir,
a_ntg would you go to his study at once,
sir?” |

Having dismissed Tubbs, Nelson Tee
knocked out his pipe, and went along the
passage to Dr. Staflord’s sanctum. He had
half an idea why the Headmaster wished
to speak to him,

“Thank you, Mr. Lee; it was good of yol
to come so promptly,” said Dr. Stafiord as
Nelson Lee seated himself. ‘1 have no
wish to criticise you in any way, but 1 feel
that I must register a protest against your
action in Keeping these Don Santos jewels
in the school.”

““ You think there might be some danger?”
asked Lee.

“ Good gracious, Mr. Lee, think what hap-
pened last week!"” exclaimed the Head, look:
ing grave. '‘ Masked men . prowling about,
explosions, and Heaven knows what else!
And, for all we know, these distressing
exents might break out agaial”

Nelson Lee thought it 1nadvI51ble to men-
tion that he was half-hoping that the

 Alliance of 13 would commence these ** dis-

events.
acted, Lee

tressing '’
Owl
heels.

“You can accept my assurance,
that everything will soon be quiet and
peaceful,”” smiled Lee. ** Christmas will soon
be here, you know, and it is only a matter .
of days before the boys will be off for the
holidays. 1 don’t think there will be auy
danger for them in the meantime.”

**1 trust not, Mr, Lee—I trust not,"” said
the Head, with a worried look. ** But those
jewels! [ feel that they ought to be else.
where!”

Qutside, in the cold and gloomy Triang:e.
a dim figure was creeping slowly and
cautiously towards the Head’s window. Lor
soine time this dim ficure hiad been stand-
tne like a statue near the school wali—
watclun"

Ite had seen the light go out in Nelson
Lee's study. e had scen Nelson Lee pause
for a moment at one of the corridor windows.
And then he had seen the deteetive’'s shadow
cleariv and distinctly on the hblind of Dr.
Stafford’s sanctum. And now the man acted.

IFor, until the Night
would have to c¢ool his

doctor,
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Even a novice would have been able to
put two and two together—he would have
known that Lee had gone to the Head’s study
for a chat. The chances were that the con-
versation would. be purely scholastic. DBut
tlre” Night Owl's spy was ready to seize at
any chance. ' '
" At last, without having made a sound,
stood just against the Mead’s window; but
took care mot to show himseclf agazinst the
lighted . frame.- He .wanted no more en-
counters like that with Mr. Pagett.

- Unbuttoning his heavy coat, he pulled out
a curious-looking instrument. It was a small;

cup-like arramgement with a rubber edge to.

the rim. And from the centre projected a
small’ tube. This tube was connected with
the cup, and was provided with two ear-
pieces, not unlike a wireless listening-in head-
gear: - - -

Without muaking a sound, and reaching up
carefully, the man applied the hollow part
of the cup to the lower window frame. A
slight pressure caused a vacuum to form,
and the cup hung there, secarely attached to
f{hé;'g]uss. | ;

And the man, crouching low beneath the
sill, adjusted "the headgear. Every word
that -was being uttered within the room
came to him as through a teiephone.
.This " eavesdropping apparatus was an in-
vention that had never been patented—for
obvious reasons. The inventor himself was
@# ‘'member of Caleb Droone’s Alliance, |

‘And thus it came about that as Dr.
Stafford and Nelson Lee- sat conversing
quietly in that private room, their conversa-
tion was distinctly overheard by the crouch-
ing figure outside. '

——

CHAPTER II.
THf MARX ON THE WINDOW!

R. STAFFORD was by

10 means satisfied.
“Yes, I feel that
elsewhere!"” he repeated.
“It is absolutely a menace

to the school, Mr. Lee, to keep
T am right in my surmise, am [

them here. :
not, that thesc precious stones are actually
in the school?” -

““~Yes,"” "said Nelson Lee.

The man cutside gave a peculiar smile of

satisfaction. This item of delinite informa-
tion- would please the Night Owl a lot.

“ Yes, the jewels are here,”” said Lee.
“But don’t let that worry you, Dr. 3iaf-
ford—-"" - |

1t does worry mce!” interrupted the Ilead.
“Why do you not take this collection and

deliver it over to Don Santos, who, 1 believe,
i3 staying at the Savoy HLotel, in London?”

*“Tor one reason, cur Spanish friend is
[aid somewhat, low at the moment by an
attack of influenza,” replied Nelson Lee.
" Qur changeahle climmate is probably {rying,
after the sumny skies of Spain. 1 think it

NELSON LEE LIBRARY /3

hé :

these iewels ought to

‘seniors were just- preparing. The

A

| better to keep the collection here in

my own possession, until Don Santos is well.”
Lee did not add that the attack of in-

F fluenza was very slight, and that he could
 have seen the Don at any time he liked,
- There was no necessity to tell Dr. Stalford
| tlie whole truth. )

T qguite appreciate your reascn for not
disturbing your client,”’ gaid the Head. * Bug
that, after all, is beside the point. Why
cannot you take these jewels to London, and
place them in a bank, or in a safe deposit
vault? There they would be absolutély saie;
and your respensibility at an end.  While
they remain in the school, I feel uneasy and
1 must confess—sbmewhat nervous.”

Nelson l.ee smiled. '

“Then let me reassure ycu,” he said
smoothily. *° There will be no more burglaries
here, Dr. Stalford—n¢ more biowing up of
safes.”

““But how can you be sure of that?"”

“ Last week’s aitair was different,”’ con-
tinued Lee. * Droone knew that the jewels
were in my safe—and, consequently, he blew
it open. But Droone knows nothing now-—
he is completely in ignorance regarding the
exact whereabouts of the ecollection.”” .

“ But he knows that these jewels were in
the school.” _

“My dear sir, even a daring criminal like
Caleb Droone would not attempt the hope-
less task oi searching the whoie school!”
smiled- Nelson Lee. And I can assure you
that the Don Santos collection is not {o be
easily found.” |

The eavesdropper outside listened anxiously
—believing that the exact whereabouts of
the treasure was about to be disclosed. Bub
he was doomed to disappointment.

“T will only tell you that I have hidden
the stuff somewhere within these walls,”
continued Lec. ¢¢Droone will never find it—-
and he would not dare to make another
attnck. If he takes any action mow, Dr.
Stafford, it will be peaceful action, and the
only possible victim of his cunning will be
myself. And I am quite willing to stand
the rizsk. So let me set your fears at rest,
and urge you to forget the affair altcgether.”

1t required a good many words, and all
Nelson Lee’s persuasien, but at length Dr.
Secafiord was convinced. And, affer half aa
hour, Nelson Lee bade the Head good-nigit,.
and tock his departure. -

The Aliiance man, cutside, detached his
listening eup, and stole away like a shadow
into the blackness. He was elated, but this
elation was tinged with a siight disappoint-

ment, He had hoped for better results; but
was nob grumbling: He had mucly to teli-his
chief. ~ - |

By this time the school was fairly- quiet,
for all the juniorizhad goie to bed, and tue
' Triangly
was quiet and deserted. And Nelson Lee took
it into his head to indulge in a little stroil.

The delective was thinking deeply, and il
really seemed that he had certain suspicious.
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For his fcotsteps took him across in the

direction of the Head's window. Here he )

bent low, and by the aid of an electric torch,
h2 carefully examined the ground. {fe was
not euttrely dissatisfied.

Any untrained eye would have seen nothing
aiznificant on the hard gravel beneath t-llL
window of Dr. Stafford’s study. But Nelson
Lee saw much. And, instead of being sturtled
he was highly pleased.

Aund when, transferring his attentions to
the window itself, he saw something fur-
ther, he even broke into a smile of sheer
enjovment. Faint, but quite distinet, a
curious mark was impressed upon the lower
pane.

It was a cireular mark, and when Lee
touched it, it quiekly vanished. He knew that
it had Leen caused by something soft being
pressed against the smooth surface.

“Qur l'r:end Mr. Droone, is quite up-fo-
date in his mebhnds,” murmured Lee con-
tentedly. ** A listening-in apparatus, evi-
dently. So the gentleman who upset Mr.
Pagett heard that little conversation between
.the Head and myself. Splendid! 1 rather
fancy that the Night QOwl will be pieased. But
T will warrant that his pleasure is not quite
s0 keen as mine!?”’

The detective went indoors soon afterwards,
and he had a shrewd idea that events would
soon move. He had suspected from the very
first that Mr. Pagett’s assailant was a spy,
and that this spy was on the spot for the
purpose of obtaining information.

Nelson Lee had thoughtfully: provided him
with some.

The detective had taken care to show him.
scif conspicuously so that. any keen-eved
watcher would be aware of his movements.
'And, while conversing with the Head, Lec
had chosen his words with care. TFor he
wanted Caleb Droone to know for a cer-
tainty, that the Treasure of Don Santos was
within the school walls.

Caleb Droone did know it.

For the spy took the information to his
chief without any delay. The man, having left
the school, made his way towards Banning-
ton Moor. And having covered at least two
miles, he came to a secluded hollow.

Here, in this deserted spot, lie found u
small wcoden hut.

By all outward appearance, the place was
deserted. But after the spy had tapped upon
the door, it was cautiousiy opened, and he
entered. Then the door was clozed, and a
heavy traveiling rug was hung over it.

A shaded lwht from a small electric famp
was switched on. And there, sitting at a
little square table, was the Night Owl him-
self.

It was characteristlc of the man to sit
here as though his surroundings had been
ruite normal. He was attired in a heavy
travelling coat and a tweed cap. He sat
there, hig eyes flat and expressionless, with-
out the trace of a blink,

“ Well, No. 10,” he said evenly. “ You
Lave a report to make?”

%I ""i‘f;ﬁ; NELSON _LEE

|

]

7

And the man, crouching low
beneath the sill, adjusted the head-
gear. Every word that was uttered
within the room came to him as
through a telephone.




‘“* Yes, ehief,”? . . -

4¢T.et me have it.”.

“F went to the school,
for some time,” said No. 10,

to the Headmaster’s study s X

their conversation——"’. :
. *¢ Anything 1mportant"” rapped out the
Nlﬂ'ht Owl. . .
] Yes, chief. The stuff is there—in the
school—>* ~ ;
“ Yo are certain of this?”?’ demanded
Droone, -acain interrupting. ’ : ._
The spy went into detdﬂs, explaining

exaetly what he had overheard. The Night |

Owl sat listening, and there was now a hint
<f triumph in his expression, He was begin-
ning to see his way clear.

W:thout. changing his e-.pre:;smn he looked
at the two men, for there had been another
member of the Alliance with Droone before
No. 10 arrived. He waved hls band towards
the deor. - .

“ Go!” he said cvrtly :

“ No further orders, chlef‘?” asked one of
them.

«Go!” repedted Drcone.

The Alliance men glanced at one another,
and made their exib Lurly rapidly. They knew
better than to argue with their leader.
Droone was a-man who treated his associates
liberally—they found it paid them better to
work for him than to work independently,
but he demanded strict obedience to orders
—unquestioning compliance on the instant.

Alone, the Night Owl allowed that ¢ dead ”’
expression to leave his eyes. Now that he
was unobserved by others, "Caleb Droone
relaxed. And into those curious eyes of his

there came an expression of deadly, venomous

hatred. B
“I'll get you, Lee!”’ he muttered softly.
“By Heaven. T’'ll get you!”

Unfastening his heavy coat, he took out alH

small velvet bag. And from this he pro-
duced the emerald necklet—the pride of the
Don Santos Colleetion. His eyes almost took
on a glitter ag he gazed upon these wonderful
stones—which lay, a scintillating, dazzling
mass of green fire, in his palm,

¢ You've been a lobt of trouble, but you’re
waorth it all!”” he murmured, as a miser might
gloat over his gold. “ You're priceless—every
stone that goes to make you a whole is
worth tens of thousands! And I am going fo
get your friends, too—I’'ll have you all tfo-
gether again within twenty-four hours.”

The Night Owl’s men would have been sur-
prised if they eould have seen their leader
now—whom they knew as a cool, unemotional
being. It was only in moments of solitude
that Caleb Droone revealed himself.

He slipped the emerald necklet back mt
its bag, and on the instant his mood changed.
The expressionless look came back into his
“eyes, and he roae to hig feet. His cunning
hrain was already
Af the scheme that was to outwib Nelson

Lee! ‘ . o g =p . o

and .hung about |

S But at last |
I spotted Lee, and found that he had gone [}
listened to ['

grasping the finer details

-‘h—q'l'-

CHAPTER III.
ARCHIB, THE AUTHOR!

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH had a
dreamy look In lus

eye.
he said ab-

“ FThree!”
stractedly. “Three—at

least 1"’
‘“Eh!”? said Chureh, with a start.

_ Three!” repiied Handforth. “If nct
four!?’
Church and McClure lcoked at their leader,

aghast. Recently, Handforth had béen some:
what prone to go off into these abstract
mcods. Church and McClure knew the cuause
of them, too:

Blunt as Handforth was, rough and ready
as were his methods, he was reall;r an extra-
ordinarily susceptible junior. Any fellow had
omly to be in a little troubie, and Handforth
would be almest precipitate in his eagerness
to lend a helping hand. It was one of his
favourite tricks to lend money fo fellows,
and forget all about it a minute afterwards.

But Edward Oswald was susceptible in
other ways, teo. He professed to have a
kind of pitying contempt for the fair sex.
He always talked about girls as though they
wero mere infants, quite beneath the con-
tempt of a great hulking schoolboy. Actually

‘Handy was positively «“3oft » when it .came

to a question of girls,

And since the Moor View School had
opened, just along the lane, Handforth lLad
smartened up considerably in appearance.
Nowadays, he never thought of going out
without, washmv his face, and brushing his
hair, and being quite certain that his collar
was clean.

One girl in particular-—a fair- halred blue-
eyed ma:dun named Irene \I‘mners was

Handforth’s favourite. She was certainly a
pretty girl, and although Handforth regarded
her somewhat i‘ondl},, it is e\tremely
questionable if Miss Irene ever zave the huo
of Study D a second’s thought. :

Church and MecClure knew all about it—
Handforth had a habit of talking aloud when
in an abstracted mood. And at the present

‘time they were not only startled, but aghast.

““Three!” repeated Church faint; ive *Ii
not four!”?

“ With luck, five!” said Handforth.

“You—-you fathead!” stuttered MecClure.
“If you're thinking of taking out four or
five girls at once——*°

i Of course,” said Handforth thouﬂhtfulh—
““of course, if Reggie Pitt’s in just the same
form as usual he ought to score one or .two
on his own. Nipper‘s in fine form, too. He
might be able to 3core twiece. That makes

four—7 ,
““ Are—are you talking about foot-ba,]lf’”;
howled Cliurch. 7
Handforth started, aroused b) the tone."
““Football?”’ he repmted gittiug up in the-

easy chair. “Of course I'm fa]luncr about
footbail, you duffer! What did you th:n‘{ I



was talking about—marbles? 1 never knew
such chaps for asking unnecessary questions!
I should thiok you must like to hear your
own voices!”

Chureh and MeClure gave one another a
glance of sheer relief. They both realised
what a ghastly bloomer they had nearly
made. For. if they had revealed to Haundforth
what was in their thoughts earlier, swift and
awful slaughter would have taken place in
Study D. |

“0Oh, you’re—you're just. talkine about
football?”’ said McClure feebly. ““ Of course!
Good! But I don’t know about scoring
four or flve goals, old man. I shall be con-
tent if the team gets from Helmford with a
win, no matter how narrow.”

“Pooh!” scoffed Handforth. “ The Remove
Eleven's in terrific form just now. Naturally,
it all depends upon the attack. If the for-
wards don't get any goals, the result will
be a draw. Even if they score once, it'll be
enough. But it’s better to pgive the other
side a really good licking.”

Church coughed.

“You appear to have forgotten the possi-
bility of Helmford scoring!”” he said
pleasantly. <1 believe the Hetlmford chaps
are playing a few forwards in the mateh, you
know. It's generally done in football!”

Haundforth glared.

“Trying to be funny?” he asked tartly.

“ Not—not at all!” Chureh hastened to
exclaim. |

““ Because, if you are, my fist ean be funay,
too!” said Handforth. ¢ You pitiful ass!
Have you overlooked the fact that I'm play-
ing in goal?”? : -
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. “T'm playing in goal!” repeated Handforth
firmly, “ That’s good enough! Helmford won't
score—tliiey can’t score—with me between
the posts, they won’'t even know they've
got a net!” :

“ Well, of course, there's nothing like it!"
remarked McClure.

¢“ Nothing like what?”

““ Nobody ever accused you of being modest,
old man,” explained MecCiure. “ We Kknow
what a fine goalie you are, but, at the
same time. it does sound a bit—a bit—well,
a bit swanky——* )

“Swanky!” howled Handforth.
you calling me a swanker?”

“Well, I mean, even you might trip, or
something!” said MeClure. “It’s not the
goalie’s fault when he slips, and the bail
goes into the net!  Accidents are always
liable to happen. By the way you talk, a
chap might think you’re going to put trellis.
work over the goal-mouth!®
*Just the same thing!” said Handforth
dirily, “I'm the trellis-work!”

Chureh and MeCiure, feeling that the
subject might become awkward, pursued it
no longer. They knew well enough that
Hacdy was only saying all this just to ex-
asperate them. Church ¢hanged the subject.

“There’ll be room for a dozen extra
chaps in the charabane,” he remarked

¢ Are

carelessly. ¢ And it'll be time to start soon.
Who do you think we ought to take?”

“ Why not. Archie, for one?” suggesbed
MeceClure, cateching on,

‘““Yes, by George!” said Handforlh.
“We'll jolly well force that lazy beggar of
a Glenthorne to turn out! I'li bet he’s
fast asleep on his sofa now! But instead
of - slumbering all the afterncon, he’ll
watch football! We’'ll yank him out at the
last minute!” _

The idea quite appealed to Handforth,
who had a peculiar kind of love for yank.

- ing  people about without any adequate

reason. As Ulysses Spencer Adams would
have remarked, Handforth was ‘gure a
| snappy guy when it came to the rough

stuff.” Nothing, in fact, was too rouch for
Edward Oswald. ¥

But bis thicuchts concerning Archie Glen-
thorne were somewhat unjustified. That
amiable youth was not indulging in * forty
of the very best ” after all. To be quite
exact, be was in the throes of literary com-
position. .

He was seated at the table in his
iuxuriously appointed study, pen in hand.
Now and again he industriously-chewed the
end, as though the flavour was particularly

- pleasant.

. But Archie was only striving for a happy
plirase. Judging by the pained, screwed
up expression on his face, the efiort was a
weighty one. And, of course, in the midst
of this ordeal, Phipps had to appear.
Phipps was Archie's valet, and he had a

‘habit of gliding in like some solidified ghost.

Sometimes, Archie almost brought himself
to believe that Phipps had the faculty of
oozing through the keyhole. |

‘“ My word, Phipps!” ejaculated Archie, as
he glanced up and found that the valet
had materialised in fropt of him. I mean
to say, my word! This and all that i3
dashed sudden! Why do you do it, Phipps?
Why do vou appear in front of a chappie
like some bally apparition?” :

“I am about to pay a visit to Banning-
ton, sir,” said Phipps respectfully. b |
thought it possible that you micht have
some little commissions for me. sir.”

Archie adjusted his monocle, and regarded
Phipps coldly.

“Go. laddie!”
forch !>

“Very good, sir—"

“Dash it! I wmean, dash it twice!” ex-
claimed Archie. - “Here am I, absolutely
working the old brainz to a bally thread,
and in you waltz, bothering me with dashed
silly questions about commissions! Don’t you
realise, Phipps, that the young master is
in- the midst of literary creation?”

“Indeed, sir?” :

“Yes, absolutely!”” said Archie. = And
literary creation, let me tell you, is a
pastime that eomes dashed near to hard
work! By the time I've written fifty worda,
Phipps, the old tissues are weak and feeble!

he sald. ‘ Kindly whizz
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1 mean to say., it requires massive brain
power to write these priceless stories!”

“You are actually writing a story?”
asked Phipps, surprised out of his custcmary
imperturbability.

Archie loocked pained. *

¢ Without wishing tn stress the point, old
lad, you seem ©0 be dashed dubious!” he
exclaimed, “1 mean to say, your tone im-
plies that the old statement requires a fright-
ful amount of swallowing, what?”’

“I must confess, sir, that I am pleasautly
astonished,” said Phipps. 1 did not know
that you were so wonderfuily gifted.”

““Well, of course, putting it that way
makes a diff ,” said Archie. *“It makes a

any -of the stories and articles, Perhaps 1
have misged something, sir.”

Archie dropped his monoele.
. “Missed something!’’ he repeated. ¢ Why,
gadzooks and oddslife! You've dashed
well missed everything that’s worth while,
The 8t. Frank’s Magazine Iis a perlectly
priceless sheet. I mean to say, just think
of the econtributors! Nipper, and Hand-
forth, and Sopp of the Fifth, and Cham-
bers—and myseli! 1 don’t want to brag,
but if you didn’t read my recent story
about bushrangers and outlaws and all
those johnnies, you missed a dashed thrill {*?

Phipps was quite contrite. -

“In future, Master Archie, T will take

p—

| STORIES OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE |

The Finest Selection of Christmas Reading for Boys on the Market !

Long,

David Rees.

Boys’
Friend
Library

By Sidney Drew.
No. 698. T

characters—Ferrers Lord

No. 693. PLAYING TO WIN.
X s : A Gripping, Complete Yarn of Footer,
e venture. By Jack Crighton,
No. 694, SPORTSMAN AND JOURNALIST. )
A Breezy Story of Alan Dene’s Adventures in the Metropolis.

Mystery, and Ad-

By

No. 695. THE PEARL POACHERS. :
. A Fine Tale of Humour and Adventure, introducing the well-known §
" Rupert- Thurston, Prince Ching Lung, etc, ’

E CONGO ADVENTURERS. s
A Splendid, New and QOriginal Yarn of the World-famous Comrades, '

Jack, Sam, and Pete. By S. Clarke Hook.

A Stor
Blake

The
Sexton

Blake
Library

No. 313.

No. 311, THE CASE OF THE HMAN IN BLACK.
of Detective Worlt and Daring Advoenture, in which Sexton
ollows the clues of Thirteen Marked Doubloons.
of ** The Face in the Film,’’ etc.
No. 312. THE ORLOFF DIAMOND.

A Wonderful Tale of Mysicry and Adventure, introducing the Famous
Baker Street Detecctive and Dr. Huxton Rymer.

THE AFFrAIR OF THE THREE GUNMEN.

‘A Fascinating Romance of Mystery in NEW YORK and LONDON. By
the author of ‘‘ The Shield of the Law,'’ ‘‘ Tho Path of Fear,’’ etc.

No. 314. THE CASE OF THE MYSTERIOUS GERMS,

A Story of Bafiling Mystery and Thrilling Adventure, by the Author
of ‘‘ The Desert Trail,’”’ etic.

By the Author

Now on Sale!

e e -

Price Fourpence Each !

- ry

decided @iff., Phipps. But, dash it, yow
can’t mean to tell me—you can’t mean to
stand there and spout forth that Yyou
haven't see the jolly cld Mag?”

¢ The Mag, sir?”

‘“Come, Phipps! Come!” protested Archie.
“ The Mag, don't you know. The good old
St. Frank's Magazine, printed and published
weekly by the Remove, subscription rates—-
I mean, what about it, Phipps? You can’t
honestly assure me, as one chappie to
another that you’re ig. on the sub.?”

- “Now you come to mention it, sir, T have
ceen the Magazine,”” replied Phipps. “But
I bave never had -the pleasure of perusicg

b sadly.
my first short story an effusion, but they

good care to possess myself of a copy of
this interesting magazine,” e  said.
‘¢ And, without wishing to be curious, sir,
may I inquire the subject of your present
—er—effusion?” |

Archie started.

The word effusion may be a dashed good
one, but it has painful memories,” he said
‘“Several chappics not only called
a2 chunk of

proceeded to describe 1 as

‘pifie and@ a solidified mass of junk! Une

bligchter even went so far as to call it

tripe!” | :
“That. was 100 bad, sir.)’
“It was, Phipps—altogether too bad,”



agreced. Archie. “ Tripe, a
succulent article—mainly indulged in by
the masses. But, I mean to say, when a
chappie’s brainwork is called by the same
name, it's jolly well time to kick! And,
dash it, I did kick! T tore the bally thing
up, and wrote another one!" )

Archie gazed down at the paper in front

of him.

“0f course, I don't
simple,”” he went omn. “I mean to say,
uone of the love stuff. and detective
twaddle. Any chappie can write those
bally things. I mean, a cove can sit
down, and use pots and pots of ink on
detective stories. I go in for something
finer—something on a higher plane.”

“*A flying story, sir?” asked - Phipps,
with interest.

Archie stared. |

“You pain me, old lad,” he said, with
regret. ‘I have always regarded you as a
chappie with bulging masses of brain
matter. And here you go talking about
flying! Come, Phipps, pull your socks up!
Just an expression, you know—I don't mean
to say that jcur socks are lying in rucks!
If any thing is worse than another it is
to see a chappie’s socks lyving in folds
over his bally shoes! I -mean to say, I'd
rather be jolly well staibed!” .

“We appear to have drifted somewhat
from the subject, sir,” hinted Phipps.
‘““You were remarking that your literary
work is on a higher plane. I see your
meaning now, sir. You have aimed for
somethiug really noble.”

** Absolutely,” said Archie. *“ At last
the cells have begun to function! You,
Steve, have got me! If you like, Phinps, 1
will read you the opening paragraphs of
this stirring narrative.” -

Phipps winced, and glanced at his watch.

“*“I—I was thinking of catching the early
train, sir,”” he said hastily.

“Good, Phipps—distinctly good!” said
Archie. “ But, laddie, the train doesn’t go
for another half-hour yet, =0 vou have
heaps of time. Take a seat, old lad.
Make yourse!f at home. Take two seats if
you like.  And unfasten the good old ear-
flaps and listen.” -

Phipps, finding that escape was quite im-
possible, sat down -and prevared to listen.
Archie picked up the paper in front of
him, adjusted his monocle, and gazed at
the neatly written heading and the com-
mencement of the story.

And this is what he saw:

“THE TRAITOR OF TYBURN TREE!
‘¢ A Stirring Tale of the Civil War, Oliver
Cromweil, Cavaliers, and Roundheads, and
so  Forth. Introducing . that Priceless
. Chappie, Dick Turpin, the Highwaywman,
By ARCHIBALD WINSTON NEREK

GLENTHORNE.”

I daresay, is

go in for anything

Phipps listened attentively while Archie § —

read this out aloud. And Phipps, who re-

{ from London to York!” he quoth,

garded the while ordeal as agonising, |

retrained from mentioning that Dick Tur-
pin had no actual right to appear in the
story at all, since he wasn't born until
about fifty years after Cromwell had died.

Archie cleared his throat, and continued:

“‘Chapter One—Yo-ho for the Common-
wealth!” ” he read out, in a ringing voice.
“How’s that, Phipps? Pretty dashed good,
what? * Through the <cobbled streets of
OId Worcester Town, with clinking armour
and jingling spurs, rode the priceless army
of Oliver Cromwell.

“¢ At the head of the column rode Crom-
well, a helty blighter with the good old
V.C. pinned to his breastplate. 'The battle
of Worcester was just over, and the streets
swam with sundry galions of redness. We
mean to say, the bally place was littered
up with dead and dying chappies who had
i‘allen in the cause of. Charles Stuart, the
Ling. .

*¢¢“ Just behind Cromwell was Lieutenant
Jack Daring, a fine, strapping cove with
curly hair, velvet breeches, top boots, and
what 1ot. This voung spark—sometimes
called a gay young blood—was so dashed
handsome that all the flappers of Worcester
absolutely worshipped him.

“* Lieutenant Jack, the hero of uur story,
had covered himself with glory, and nud,
and single-handed he had spitted a dozen
members of the dashed cnemny. Even now
his sword was frightfully gory.

“““ And then, as it were, confusion hove
into the offing, and whizzed forthwith down
the old line of mouuted infantry. To be
absolutely exact, a horseman came stagger-

ing into the scene.

¢€ii0dds death! VWhat mnow?” cried
CGliver Cromwell. ““Who ecometh, and
whence? By my halidom, I will have the
scurvy knave swinging from Tyburn Tree
er: the dawn breaks! HHo, olonel Blood,
bestir thy lazy self, and see what this
?oisonous chappy wants. Away with ye, old
ulip ™ '

‘““Colonel Blood was_ about to obey
when the horseman reined up. That is to
say, he leapt from his steed .and shoved
out a couple of foul-looking revolvers. One
of these he pointed at Cromwell, who was
somewhat ccared. As a matter of fact,
who dashed well wouldn’'t bz, under the
cires.?

e Hold!"’ cried the horseman. * Bring
out your dead! I mean to say, your money
or your life! Plague on you for a varlet!
Hands up, rat yel!”

¢ ¢t Beize this dog!” roared Cromwell.
¢ *Sdeath! Who is he, forsooth?"

“‘The horseman laughed a
horrid laugh. :

“t¢T am Dick Tarpin, and I am riding
““0dds

dashed

wounds! Wouldst defy me, you milksop
7 "
Phipp:, obvicusly in  pain, held up a
hand. '
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- Ope (moment, sir—-one moment.” hLe pro-
tested. :

““{ mean to say, Phipps, thal's pretly
aliastiy,” caid - Archie, “Iaterrapling  a

chappie just when the interesting part comes
aleng. Just wait until yon hear how Crom-
well shoves it aeross the bally highway
merchant! I mean, this story is destined
¢ become a bally classice!”
© “#Quite so, sir,” agreed Phipps hastily.
“ But don't you think you have made a
little geographical mistake?”

“What? I mean, what?
Pliipps?”

“ Dick ‘Turpin would Lhardly ride through
Worcester on the way f{romm London to
York,” said Phipps gently. ‘““You see, sir,
Worcester is too far to the westward——"

« Dash it all, Phipps,” interrupted Archie
stiffly. ““That's nothing more ror less than
a bally insinuation! You’re t{rying to make

A mistake,

out that I don’t know anything about
ceography. Dick Turpin had -to make a

detour, bccause Jonathan -Wild, or some
such bounder, was Iyinz in ambush cn the
Yorx Road!”

““ I'n that case. sir, the matter takes en a
different aspect,’’ said Phipps gently. ““ And
now, Master Archie, I really must go, or 1
shall lose my train.”

“Oh. but T sayv!’ said Archie. “1I’'ve got
four more pages to read yet, Phipps. 1
suy ['ve cot four more pages - Phipps,
vou dashed traitor! Come back, and listen
to the rest! Oddslife! I—I mean—-"’

Archie paused, for Phipps had apparently
berome very deaf. For he glidingly stole
out of the room, and closed the door after
him. Even the risk of earning his young
master's displcasure was slight compared
t~ the ordeal of hearing the rest of that
1eiaarkuable narrative,

(HAPTER 1iV.
FICTIDN—AND FACT!

1 EADY?”?
Handforth put the
ruestion briskly as

he canie bustling
into  Archie’s  study—just
when the eclegant junior had
got settied down -“into  his
litevary cflorts agzain. Archie looked up
withh 2 pained expression.

“Dasa 18 all!”. he protested. < This, as
it were, 1s bhecoming not cnly thick, but
abzolutely poisonous! (o, laddie! Trickle
fortih, and do not bother the scribe when
af werk !

Handforth stared.

“What's the idea?’” he asked bluntly.
¢ GGet yvourself ready, and hurry wp!”

‘¢ Hut, my dear old horse, you appear to
ke labouring under a misapprehension,”
said Archie. “I'm. not cetting ready, and
I'm neot hurrving up. The faet is, 1 inp-
teed to stay indoors all the afternoon.”
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“ You—you slacker!”

“Oh, really! I say! I’ve absolutely got
to obje:t to that!” said Glenthorne stitfly.
*“Here am I, labouring intensely, and you
caome shooting along with the remark that
I'm slacking!™

“What aboul the foothall?”
Handforth. -

‘“ Football?>’ said Arciie vaguely.

“Jt's a game,’® explained Handforth, with
sarcasm. “Two teams play «n a field, and
they've got to kick a big leather ball—-*’

““ By gad, do you think I don’t know what
foctball is?’ put in Archie warmly. *The
game is quite priceless--I'm not much of a
player, but I jolly well know that football
is stunniag. At least, Reggie Pitt said so
last week, when somebody kicked him on
tha head! I mean to say, it must be per-
fectly foul to have a chappie kick the other
chappie on the head!”

“It was .a foul, as a matter of fact,”
suid Handforth. ‘*The ref. awarded us a
free kick, and Nipper scored from it. DBut
all that’s got nothing to do with to-day.
Are you coming or not?”

“Well, just hetween ourselves, 1'm rather
inclined to helieve that 1I'm not!™ replied
Archie mildly. *‘“You see, old fruit, the
fRow is just beginning to run smoothly, and
I've got to get busy while the inspiration
calls. I mean——- Kindly remove. Dagh

demanded

{it e

“ See that?” demanded Handforth grimly.
“Iie had planted one of his huge fists under
Archie’s nose, and the swell of the "Ancient
House visibly wilted,

“See that?’ repeated Handforth.

“ As a matter cf fact, I can see nothing
else!” said Archie faintly. “1 mean to
say, it blots out the whole bally scene, as

it were. Good gad! Ilave you been explor-
ing & paraffin factory, or somecthing? 1
don’t like to nention it, old son, but

there’'s a most shocking odour -wafting up
from the old digitsi?

Handforth snorted,

“I've just been trimming my bike lamp!”’
he snapped.

*‘ Really?” breathed Archie. “ I thought
perhaps you’d heen assisting in the kitchen,
or something, There’s not only a poisonous
odour, but I must be allowed to remark
that vour fingers are dashed grimy!”

““You leave my fingers alone!”’ roared
Handforth. '

““Why, dash it, T wouldn't toueh them!”

““My hat!” snorted Handforth. “1 never
knew such a chap for wasting time!
There’s the charabanc outside, all wvait-
ing to 2o, and we're keeping it there!
Come on! Get a hustle on!”

“But, really, I don’t want to get any-
thing on—decidedly nobt a hustle!” stam-
mered Archie. “I. don't wear the things
1 mean—— }f you're so keen about
dashing away, why don’t you do it? Why
drag me into the herrible wflair? I'm busy

23
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Handforth waited {for no more. He
grasped Archie firmly and grimly, yanked
him to his feef, and propelled him towards
the stuly door. Archie went out into the
Ppassage, protesting, but making no deter-
mined resistance. It was too much fag to
;.:?.ert himself over a small matter such as

1is. :

- The pair of them shot into the lobby,| =
and Archie was pushed into the cloakioom. | >
Handforth stood af the door.
‘" Hat and overcoat!” he said curtly. |,
# And look sharp!” 7
. But—but, I say——" 2,
- Archie feebly gave it up. Tor just then
Church and MeClure and Armstrong and |~
‘Griffith aud ome or two others hustled in. | /ff
L

And they. told him, quite frankly, that
~unless he got a move on they would take
him out just as lLe was, - :

It - was rather rougih on Archie 'to be
carried off like fhis, just on the very after- ||
‘noon when he really did intend to keep
awake. But the other juniors were in
ignorance of his energetic intentions.

- The charabane, outside, already cou- \
tained most of the fellows who were in the

‘Remove Eleven. And although the team
‘was not so optimistie as Handforth regard-
ing the result of the mateh, it was felt by
all in general that the game cought to be

a win. i

" We were playing a return match with the | |
Helmford College Junior Eleven. And it -
,would be rather a big feather in our cap ' = g
it we could defeat the MHelmfordians on 20 P =

their own ground.. ‘ s & o~ > —

With his protests growing weaker and|] -

weaKer, Archie was pusied into the rear - — -
seat of the charabaue, and he lay back, || ‘““What-ho !’ exclaimed Archie,
recovering his breath. By the Lime lhe had for want of something better to say.
"mustered up sufficient cnergy. to explain \_Nhalt-ho! So here we are, D,lf_i
the position in full, the charabane was well thing : Qreetings, and all that !
away. . _ | - Hands up! snapped the

“ What's wrong, Archie?” asked Reggie stranger. And no nonsense !’

Pitt. “ Why the pained Inok, old son? And _
what's this? Great goodness! Do my eyes ““ Stop!” he moaned. * Allow me to alight,
see aright? -You’ve actually come out with j you foul rotters! I—I mean to :ay, I've
a crumpled collar!” : a0t to stagcer back to the szchool—I've got
¢ Gadzooks !’ said Archie, faintly. to sneak bhehind hedges 30 that no cves will
An expression of absolute "Borror came | gaze upon me:” 3 N
-into his eyes, and he felt desperately at his *This’ll teach the lazy hounder a leszon,™
collar, +hich, althoungh erumpled in one | said Handforth caltously, “ He was going
~tiny spot, was mnevertheless cleaner and} fo =tay in all the afternoon, it jou please-

more elegant than any other collar in the | —in [ropt i a bhig dre! We'll teach him a
whole charabane, - few things!"

““T'm shocked!” =aid Pitt severely. “1'm “1 =suppose zou  found Him asleep?™
surprised at vou, Archie.” arinned Jack Grey, '

“Bnt, laddie—"’ S ““Well, no,”” adipitted Iandforth. * Sur-
¢ Qur fashion plate!” said Pitt. “Our | prisinay enough, he avas writing.”
glass of form!. Actually appearing in pub.] ¢ Absolutely!? declared Archie, with in-
lic in a crnmpled coilar! And—yes!—I'm | dignation. ¢ was positively in the throes
hanged if you haven't got a smudge ou fof creation! Writing abont Dick Turpin,
your nose””, : and Cromwell, and all those merry old
. “Ha,. ba, ha "~ snorgs!™
7" Archie’s  expression “¢aused the other] ‘ Ha, ba, hal!” .
. juniorg to yell. 1f may have been imagina- “You mean that yvou were doing a story
tion, Lut the Removites were willing to | for the Mag?’” 1 inquired, looking round
swear that Archie really turned rale. from” my seat, : :




‘ &bsolutely”’ |

“ You meant to spend the afternoon at
jit?» :
“ Absolutely twice!”
““Then it was too bad of Handforth to

force you out,” I said. ¢ You ought to
have had more sense, Handy. 1f the chap
had be¢en really slacking, I would have
agreed to the whole affair—but it’s a - bit
thick to pull a chap away from.his work.”

“Why didn’t be tell me he was writing
a story?”? demanded Handforth hotly.
‘“ Besides, what's the good of it, anyway?
If Archie writes a ‘story, it’'ll only be use-
ful for lighting a fire with!”’

¢« Archie’s stories are unique!' I said
firmly. ¢They may be written seriously,
but unconscious humour is always best!
If we let you get out, Archie, will you go
back and continue the good work?”’

‘“ Absolutely !’ said Archic eagerly. *Of
course, I may be too frngh’efu]lj,T fagged to
dn any more actual writing—-

“ Then- you stay where you are!” I de-
clared. * We'll only stop the <charabanc
on the condition that you ﬂmsh the story
before tea!”

The prospect caused Archie to feel queer,
but it was far better to get back to the
school than to be carried off to Helmford.

Consequently, the charabanc was stopped
amid wmuch laughter, and Archie was
bundied off. And there he stood, midway
between Bellton and DBanpnipgton, as the
heavy motor coach continued on its way.

“This is about the most ghastly thing
that could possibly happen to a chappie!”
murmured -Archie, in despair. “I've a
dashed good mind to write a story about it.
A bally tragedy! What, as it were, shall
I do if somebody happens to come along?
1 mean, a crumpled collar—a smudged nosc!
This- is the kind of thing that sends coves

into the dashed asylum!”?

" He was intensely relieved to see that the
‘road was quite deserted, and he remembered
that it was possible to reach St. Irank’s by
taking one of the side lames, amd then
vuttmg through Bellton Wood—thus missing
the village altogether.

These plans of Archie’s were quite un-
ngcessary, of course—for in spite “of his
slight defects in appearance, he was still as
elegant as any junior really could be.

And as Archie trudged along, taking care
to aveoid the muddy spobs, his thoughts
rambled back to that stirring narrative of
cavaliers and roundneads, to sa.y nothing of
masked highwaymen,

Indeed, by {he time five minutes had
elapsed Archie was quite lost in the dnft
of his thoughts He was enthusiastic about
this literary work. He had surprised him-
'self. - He had never thought himself capable
of doing anything so pricelessly good. And
now that he was in the mood, “he wanted
to continue. Besides, he had undertaken
to get the story finished before tea.

. The great problem of the moment was|
how Oliver Cromwell could satisfactorily

SRR 11 R1i0t R

‘spread himself,

dispose of Dick Turpin—-for Archie had %
vague idea of using Dick Turpin in a further
story. His present plot involved the destrue-

‘tion of the unfortunate Dick in a big gas

explosion. It never occurred to Archie that
gas had not been used in those days. These
details were immaterial to such a mlghuy
author,

¢““ Now, of course, the -whole thing’s gef-
tinz fnghtfully involved,””  murmured
Archie. “But I must say I like this style
of story. Absolutely! I mean, it gives a
chappie breadth—it gives him -something to
work ocn! When these coves keep barging
in, and saying ‘ oddslife’ and ‘rat me’ and
‘ oddsboddiking,” and all that sort of thing,
it gives @ chap a chance! He can bally well
and turn out some red-
blooded stuff, as it were!”?

Archie Iooked up almost unconsciously,
for he thought he caught sight of a move-
ment near one of the hedges His thoughts
wers far away—in the days when highway-
men swarmed on the turnpikes.

So Archie was startled to find himself
staring at a masked stranger!

*“What-ho!”? exclaimed Archie, for want
of something better to say. ¢ What-ho!
So here we are, old thing! Greetings, and
all that!” ' '

Even as Archie spoke the . words, he
realised: that this was scarcely the correct
form of address to use in connection with
2 masked man who was fingering a hea.\y
revolver.

“‘Hands up!?’ snapped the stranger.
“And no nonsemse!? -
: &« 2
CHAPTER V.

ROUGH ON ARCHIE!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
was not merely sur-
prised—he was so
startled that

nary speech was denied him
for a moment. He just stood

there, gazing at the masked

the fact that

stranger.

And he became aware of
another masked man had appeared on the
other side of the road.

“ Better look lively!” came the command,
“Up with your hands, young shaver.”

“ Absolutely not!” said Al‘Chle stoutly,
partially recovering himself, ] mean
to say, it’s a dashed undignified proceeding
to shove one’s hands above one’s head.
I refuse! And, what is more, I regard you
as a partncularly foul blot on the land-
scape!”’

Archie was not the only surpnsed one.
These men—members of the Alliance of 13—
had expected to see the junior crumple up,
anl shiver with fright. Archie, however,
was_merely looking indignant,

“I mean, dash- 1t—you re pinching -my
plot!*’ exclaimed - Archie warmly. ¢ Abso-
lutely lifting the bally thing intact! Oniy
I must say that Dick Turpin is several
degrees more handsome than you, old

ordi- -
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idea?
me,

it were, is the
You're going to rtob

What. as
it all!
what?* |
The men were not in a mood to wasie
further time,

screani.
Dash

The road, after all, was a public one,
and although it was deserted at the
moment, a motorist o: a cyclist might

easily appear. So it was nccessary to end
this little scene swiftly.

“It's all right, Jack—the kid's harm-
less!” said one of the men. ' Grab him
before he cagp bunk!"

Archie half turned, as though fo make a
break for -freedom. Actually, he had no
such thoughts in mind—for the very idea of
running away was abhorrent to him. The
Glenthornes never ran,

‘“You poisonous bounders!”’ he exclaimed.
*“If you dare to touch me, I'll dashed well
us: targe supplies of energy, and knoek you
~right and left! When my blood’s fairiy up,
.let me tell you, I'm a frightfully dangerous
character!”? _

But in spite of Archie’s valiance, he was
swiftly seized by the two men, and forced
through a gap in the hedge. He fought
really well—struzgling fiercely, and hitting
ouf to such good purpose that the Alliance
men received several hare knocks.
~ Up to a certain point Archie would re-
main cautious—for the thought of ruffling
his clothes horrified him. Buf once that
point was passed. Archie would throw all
his scruples to the wind, and enter into
a scrap with as mueh vim and vigour as
Handforth himself. ' -

Once his blood was up, he forgot his clean
coliar, and his creased trousers and his
beautifully parted hair. He simply sailed in
like a Trojan. Consequently, on this
occasion the Alliance men were taken by
surprise. %

‘“You darn spitfire!”’ snarled one of them.
C“Quick, Jack! Hold his arms! He's got
a punch like Dempsey.”

Whack! Crash! Biff!

“Take that!” panted Archic grimly, <]
mean to say, take it and keep it! And
that, too, dash you! Allow me ‘to inform
you, you dirty dogs, that I'm absolutely

furious! The famous Glenthorne ire is
positively aroused!” .
Quite a sharp tussle took place. But the

odds were against Archie from the very
beginning. He did extremely well, under the
cirenmstances, proving himself to be brave
and resourceful. But even bravery was
useless against superior strength and power.
3 At last Archie was flung down, and held
own.

- “Got him!”?” panted one of the men.
“The Ilittle derdon!*

* Remember, you. blighters, youw’ll pay for
- this!”  murmured Acrchie, gasping for
breath. “You'll be shoved into chokey, and
you'll break stones, and for the rest of your
life you'll eat skilly. Chappies who commit
robbery  with  violence are absolutely
slaughtered!” :

“Don’t vou worry, kid-—we're not going

to tob you!’”? growled the man. “Just stay
quiet, and vou won't come to no harim,
We're going to treat jou like you was a
lord!*
. “Really?” said Archie, 1 mean, dash
it, it's not usual to shove lords into the
grass, and sit on them? Quite Apart from
the undignified position, it's frightfully un-
comfortable, too. I regard you as a pair
of bally miscreants!?”

The elegant junior was very surprised to
find that no attempt was made to search
him. . His wallet remained intact—his gold
w?itiCII and chain were not even tampered
with, -

But, if not robbery, what was the object
of this hold-up?

Archie racked his brain in vain. He
couldn’t understand the affair at all—parti-
cularly as the men just sat there, taking no
further action. They held Archie down, and
appeared to be waiting.

This wait, indeed, proved to be a long
one. |

The minutes ticked by slowly—until
Archie was beginning %o feel the dampuness
of the earth penetrating his clothing., He
made some protest, but without elfect. It
was quite obvious that the men were
expectinz something. |

They were just behind the liedge, and In
such a position that they could peer through
the tangle of branches, and obtain a clear
view of the road in both directions.

And if a eyclist happened to pass, or-a

tradesman’s cart, Archie would have a
heavy searf held tightly over his face, so

that he could make no possible -outcry.
He was becoming more and more mystified.

There was no earthly reason why he-
should be kidnapped. He wasn’t an heir to
millions, or anything of that sort, and he
finally came to the conclusion that thess
men had made a blunder.

“1 say, you rotters!” he remarked at
length. * I say! Kindly allow me to explain
things. You've made a most frightful
blocmer 12

‘“Best cut out the talk, young ‘un!”
growled one of the men.

‘“ Absolutely not,” said Archie. * Mz
name is Glenthorne. I belong to the

Remove at St. Frank's. 16 appears that yon
have mistaken me for some other unfor-
tunate cove—-"’ - |

“We've made no mistake!* said the man,

“My word! You really wanfed to grab
me, then?”

¢“It.didn't matter -which kid we took--
you happened to be handiest!’’ said Archie’s
captor. “Just your luck, kid.- But vyou
needn’t get the wind up. As soon as we'ra
away from here you’ll be treated well, and
you'll have every comfort.” _

11_‘11;% second man gave an exclamation ot
relief. .

f‘llt‘s all right—Bill's coming now!"” he
S&. : =
Bill proved to be a very ordinary-lodking
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ipdividual in charge of a light Ford truck
_one of those covered-in commercial
vehicles which are pretty well ubiquitous.

As a matter -of fact, Bill was. another
Alliance man, and this affair was all part
and parcel of Caleb Droone’s latest scheme,

While one man held Archie down—a bit of
a job, for Archic insisted upon struggling
—the other two men opened -the back of
the van, and took out a very large
travelling trunk. 'They worked swiftly,_for
the road was clear just now and they might
get another opportunity. :

Dumping the truck down just against -the
hedge, the lid was opened. :

“fn with him!>” said Bill sharply. ¢ All
clear.” - .

“Without having time to protest, Archie
was bundled into the open trunk, and the
lid was pulled down—to be securely locked
and clasped. Then the trunk was hoisted
into the Ford van, the three men clambered
aboard, and the vehicle started away.

‘Three or: four minutes later, passing a
stolid constable on a bicycle, the three
Alliance men smiled to themselves. Little
did-this British policeman realise what had
been going on so near by! .

Archie, within the trunk, was having

what he afterwards described as a perfectly
fonl time. He recalled the words of one
of his eaptors. He was going to be treated
well, and he would have every comfort.
-+« Pash it, .the chappie is nothing more
nor less than - a bally lar!” murmured
Archie indignantly. «“Comfort, what?
Treated well! My only sainted aunt! This
whole affair is becoming putrid!?” =
- Nevertheless, Archie was obliged to
fess to himself that the rascals had not
left him entirely unprovided {for. The
interior of the trunk was padded, and there
were many air-holes, so that there was
19 danger of his suffering from suffocation.
- But when it came to a question of dignity,
the adventure was ghastly. Even a dog
doesn’t like to be shoved in a box, and
carried away. And for Archie, the elegant,
it was an experience he would remeimnber
for years.

But all things come to an end in time—
cven rides in a Ford van. Archie had no
suspicicn ¢f the direction that had been
taken. He only ‘knew that the ride itself
was comparatively short.

As a matter of fact, the van went down
a number of quiet bye-lanes until. it had
reached the other side of Bannington. By
making this detour, the town had been
missed altogether. There would have been
no real dauger in going through Banning-
ton. but the Night Owl had given strict

A e T L Sl 5 e T
= i, ol S i
¥ e 4
I . o -
S i
e ot B
- - { s L4 . - =
= ke SECAMG T 2 U b el 4 T
. Efnt = > Ve KR vl
: = o ) - T
= g a™ 3 = i - T %
- T e e = o ST e semas e
e iy B T T : F =
- - I s i = - N - o
. T ! - B.
- g . ol -

THE OHLY MAGAZINE OF 1T§ KINR IN THE WORLD

2011-

| NELSE)‘H

()

Wriajryn——

LEE LIBRARY |z

orders, and his .men had to obe:.'.' They’

‘were taking no unnecessary risks.

And now, at length, a few miles beyond
Bannington, the IFord van came to a stop
just near the bank of the river. The place
was ‘a quiet, peaceful cne—a little back-
water which in the summer-time, was a
veritable little paradise,

Even now, in the bleakness of Deccember,
the scene was not without its charm. The
stream was, of course, the River Stowe,
although this stretch of iv was unfamiliar
to the St. Frank’s fellows. It was very
seldom that school boats went beyvond the
locks near Bannington. |

Moored in the river here, quite close to
the bank, lay a grimy, ancient-looking craft.
It was, in fact, a wherry—a. type of craft
which can generally be seen on the Norfolk
Broads.

A thin whisp of smoke was rising from
the little chimney, and a weather-heaten,
stumpy gentleman in blue reefers was squat-
tfing on an upturned keg. e fitted the
picture to -perfection, - But the Ford van
didn’t. g

5 was only a matter of minutes before
the trunk was taken out, transferred on to
the wherry, and carried below. And all
this, remember, was done in open daylight.
lBut ‘who would have suspected any foul
play? "~ ' |

If anybody had witnessed +this {trifiing
affair, it would have been at once assumed
that some stores were being carried on
bhoard the wherry. There was nothing what-
ever to hint at the true state of affairs. .

Once the trunk was below, the Ford van
departed, and Archie wag safe in his new
quarters. : '

To his intense relief, he was released from
the trunk, but found that his new prison
was very little better—heing a tiny, box.
like cabin witheut any window. The place
smelt” of tar and other mingled, indistin-
guishable odours inseparable from a crafo
of this order. |

But it was quite warm in there, and fairly
€osy. < |

There was a -comfortable settee, which
could be converted into a bunk. A little
oil lamp glowed on the wall, and there
were hooks and papers lying on the little
flap-table.

Archie was nof allowed to ask any ques-
tions. Having been hoisted out of the
tronk, he was bundled into the cabin, and
the door was closed. He heard some bolts
being shot into place. The door itself was
of ancient, matured oak. A coal hammer
wielded with £full strength would hardly
have made any ‘impression on that stout
English timber. : _

The man who had seen, Archie into his new
qyarters placed the trunk in another small
cabin, and then passed into the quaint littlo
saloon—a low ceilinged, roomy cabin with
many lounges, <c¢omfortable chairs, and
otiier refinements. Here, seated on a

L lounge, was Caleb Droone himself,
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The XNight Owl turned his flat eyes on
tlie newcomer.

“Well?” he said shortly.

“The boy’s in the cabin, Chief,
the whole thing was done without a
hiteh,” replied the man,  We were on the
look-out for one of the other voungsters,
but this kid was walking aiong so in-
vitingly that we decided on him. One of
them smart young guys.”

““You bave done well,” said the XNight

Owl. * Leave me.”
He waved his hand, and the other
departed. Caleb Droone was left alone,

and he slowly and softly rubbed his well-
manicured fingers together.

““And now, BMr. Nelson Lee, 1 rather
fancy that I hold the trump card!”

CHAPTER VI.
THHZ NIGHT OWL’S DEADLY THREAT!

£ —w URRAH!”
The St. Frank’s
Junior Kleven had
just returpmed from
Helmford, and those juniors
- who had.not been fortunatfe
¢ enongh to accompany the
foothall=rs were under mno  misappre-
hension regarding the result of the match.

The Eleven was in high good humour—

the juniors laughing, joking, and generally
celebrating in all sorts of noisy ways. It
was as much as I eould do to keep my
men from creating a real disturbance.
. We had won the match by a comfort-
able margin of two goals—the actual
score being three-one. But, although a
number of fellows were inclined to chip
Handforth for allowing even one goal to
be scorad, Handy had not been at fault.

The shot that had beaten him had come
during the scramble in front of the &St.
Frank's goal, and Handy had not even
seen the leather. And the fact that we
had scored three times made everybody
happy.

Reggie Pitt was really the hero of the
hour, for two of the goals had followed
some delightful movements that Pitt had
jnitiated on the left wing. Of course, the
inside forwards had been called upon fo

provide the final touch, and they had done

this with complete glory.

“ Where’s Archie?”  grinned
Watson, as the Eleven was surrounded
a crowd of enthusiastic Iellows iIn
lobby.

" ¢« Has %e finished that story yet?” asked
Bandforth,

* “We haven't seen Archie all the after-
noon,” declared Owen major. “And what
do you mean—finished what story?”

It so happened that Phipps hove in sight
just then, and Reggie Pitt turned to him.

““Is Archie still hard at it?”’ he asked.
- ¢ Master Archibald has not returned,
sir,” said Phipps. “I understood he was
with you young gentleman, and as a

Tommy
by
the

and

matter of fact I was looking for him at
the present moment.”

“But we only took him a little way,” 1
put in. “As soon as we found that bhe
was engaged in writing a story, we sent
him home. He ought to have been back
here within twenty minutes.”

Phipps shook his head. |

““ Master Archie has not come in,” he
said, slightly worried. '

“Well that's queer,” sajd Pitt, I
wonder what could have happened to the

ass? He ought to have been back hours
ago.”
. And, with this brief discussion, the
subject was dropped. Within ten minutes
everybody had forgotten about Archie,
and the usua! events of the evening went
on their smooth course. Only Phipps was
concerned. And Phipps Wwas extremely
puzzled, too. &

1t was - decidedly wunlike bis young

master to act in this way. And for Archie
to miss  his afternoon cup of tea was
practically unheard of. According to all
rhyme and reason, Glenthorne ought to
have turned up not a minute later than
three o'clock—and that was allowing him
heaps of time to walk back from the spot
where he had been dropped off the motor-
coach, -

And now the hour was getting on for
seven! _

Outside, the Triangle was in total dark-
ness—fhe lanes were dismal and bleak, and
an icy wind had sprung up. It seemed
utterly incomprehensiblz that Archie should
deliberately stay out of his own accord.

He was a tunior of very precise habits.
And he always had consideration for
Phipps. If for any rcason he changed his
plans while away from the school, he
invariably rang Phipps up aund informed
him of the alteration. But the valet had
received no word of any Kkind.

~ Phipps ecven went to Nelson Lee, and
informed him of the situation.
“I shouldn’t worry, Phipps,” said Lee.

with a smile. “No doubt Glenthorne met
some friends, or possibly he took it into his
head to pay a visit to his home, near .
Bannington.” ' '

“I have alreadv rung up Glenthorne
Manor, sir, and Master Archibald has nob
been seen.”

“0Oh, well, he will surely turn up,” sald
Nelson Lee. < DBut if you see no sign of
the lad by supper time, come to me again,
Phipps.”

“ Very good, sir,” said Phipps respect-

fully.

He passed out, and Nelson Lee laid
| down his pen, and leaned back in his
chair, He wasn't actually suspicious of

any untoward bhappening, but the strange
disappearance of Archie, at such a time
as this was undoubtediy food for thought.

Lee had been waiting for some sign of
activity from the Alliance of 13. But, so

far, nothing whatever had happened.
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Could it he possible that the vanmhzng of
Arehie—

Tap!

“Come in!” called Lee,
thought interrupted.

It was only Tubbs, and he brought with
him a mneat sealed envelope Nelson Lee
took it with a glance of inquiry.

“ Gent's Waltm.a now, sir,” said Tubbs.
“He told me to give thls to you, in your
own hands. Says he wants to see you on
tmmportant business, sir.”

Nelson Lee opened ., the - envelope, and
withdrew just a small slip of pasteboard
—an ordimary visiting eard. But as his
eves fell upon the face of it, they became
keen and decidedly grim.

For on the card was printed the name
“Caleb I'roone,” and in one corner. there
were the tiny printed flgures *‘13”—the
latter- being the sign of the Alliance:
Tubbs, who ‘was' looking on with interest;
was- rather dlsappmnted Nelson Lee had
not- .appeared surprised at all.

And. Tubbs had been scenting a mystery,
too. It..wasn't usual for visitors to hand
in their cards enclosed in sealed envelopes.
Besides; Tubhs didn’t- like the look of the

caller at all. . The pageboy had a great,
overwhelming awe of Nelson.Lee, whom he
regarded as some superior bemg higher
up than any mere mortal. 7

“«Shall—shall I show the gent in, sir 27
asked Tubbs, at last, unable {o contain

himself any longer
Tubbs—one

his train of

“One- moment, moment !*
said . Nelson Lee :]cmlv :

To Jook at his dreamy expression,
would not lave realised that the famcus

detective was thinking with great rapidity.

And there was every reason for him to be

inwardly startled.

Caleb Droone had had the utter audacity
to come to the school openly! The Night
Owl was here—careless  of capture. Lee
had always known him to be a cool,
calculating customer, ‘but this latest move
on the XNight Owl’s part was startling.

And Lee instinctively felt that there was
something behind it. Droone would never
have acted in this way if there was the
slightest possibility of danger to himself.
And to veniure right into the lion’s den,
as it were, seemed the height of folly.

For there was more than one warrant
out for Caleb Droone’s arrest, and Lee had
only to hand him over to "the police to
earn Scotland Yard's intense gratitude.
This clever crook had never failed to slip
through ' every mnet that had been spread
for him.

But to refuse to see Droone wouId be a
fatal mistake. Lee had no fear for him-
self. He knew that he could look after
his own safety. So he turpmed to Tubbs
and gave a slight nod.

“Show the gentleman in at - once,
Tubbs,” he said evenly. .

“'BE's queer lookin’ gent, sir—"’

“It is not your place, Tubbs, to pass

one

any criticisms wupon visitors,*
Lee drily. “You may go.”
- ““Yessir,”” gasped Tubbs, ; |
He slipped out of the room, and Les
opened a drawer ready to his I‘l“ht hand, -
and pulled out a small loaded revolver,
Knowing how audacious Caleb Dronne was,
he intended to be: prepared.
A minute later Tubbs 'ushered the Night

gsaid Nelzon

Owl into Nelson Lee's presence. Droone
was not disguised in any -way. He was
wearing an ordmary lounge suit and a

heavy frieze overcoat.

“Good evening, Mr. Lee—delighted to-
see you looking so well,” he sald in his
quiet, toneless voice. . “I trust I am not
dtqturbmg you in the midst of your
scholastic duties?” '

Nelson Lee, rather admiring the man’s
absolute nerve waved his hand towards a
chair. :

““ Be seated, Mr. Droone,” he said. “My
scholastic duties can wait.” -

Tubbs retired, very curious, but he was
not the kind. of ‘'youngster to listen at.the
door. It wouldn’t have been much goond,
if he had been an .eavesdropper, for Nels s0n
Lee’s door was voice-proof.

““Well, Mr., Droone, 1 must"’ acknow]edwa
that }our visit has taken me rather by
surprise,” said Nelson Lee. I should like
to know your business as concisely and as
briefty “as possible.’

The Night Owl nodded.

“It is mot my intention to delay yon
long, Mr. Lee,” he said. * And it is quite
unnecessary for you to handle that little
revolver., I am ubparmed, and alope.: I

He bowed cllghtly

-as he entered.

have not come. here for the purpose of

committing . wolence
unless drtven .

‘“ Nevertheless, Mr. Droone, 1 consider the .
precaution necessary,” replted Nelson Lee,
“Do-you realise that you have piaced your-
self in a very périlous position? . I am in
no mood for melodramatic pleasantries.” -

““For that matter, neither am I,” said
the Night Owl. “That being so, “h} insisg
upon - the revolver? You know well enough,
Lee, that you will uot wuse it. The law
wcm!d never upitold you in shooting an une
armed man—even though that man hap-
pens to be badly wanted by the police.
We are in England, Mr. Lee—in quiet
Sussex—not 1n the United States, where the
administration of the law is =ometh1ng of a
farce.”

Nelson Lee could rot help smiling.

“We are wasting time, Droone,” he said.
“What do you want here 77

I am never wulent

“The Don Santos collection,” replied
Caleb Droone smoothly. _ :
“Indeed! Your requIrementa are very

modest !

“1 am snrmns Tes—and vour flippancy
is not in keepmg with the present circums-
stances,”” snappéd the Night Owl. *I have
come here for the Don Santos Treasure,
and I shall take it away with me.”

Nelson Lee eyed his visitor. calmly,
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< And what if T vrefuse this tittte | safety or not. Agree to my demands, and
demaud of yours?” he asked. < How do | the bov shall be escorted safelv back.”
vou intend to force your will upon e, Nelson Lee looked af the Night Owl
Droone?”’ sharply,

*You may be quite sure that I made “You are suggesting, I take It, that |1
full preparations hefore placing mysclf in | should haud over tlie Don Santos Treasure
tins  seemungly fatal position,” replied | in return for this boy’s release?” he asked.
Droone. “1 shall take the treasure, Lee, ““That. Mr. Lee, is the position in a nut-
because you will not dare to refuse me.” sheil.”

“I will not dare?” _ “And do you really think, Droone, that

]t you do refuse, the lile of one of | 1 am imbecile enough to believe your
your boys will be Tforfeited,” sud the | word?” asked Lee coldly. “If I hand you
Night Owl, a touch of triumph enterving | these jewels, what guarantee have I got
Liis voice. that the boy will be safely returned?”

Nelson Lee started-—buf so slightiv that The Night Owl laughed.

Droone did not see it. “You do not quite understand my pro-

“0One of my boys?? repeated the deiee- | position,” he said. “I will readily graot
tive. vou, Lez, that [ never expected you to
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The c<harp report of the revolvar was matantly followed by the loud burst

of one of the rear tyres.

The coupe rocked from side to side, swerved, and

finally came to a standstill on the grass border of the road.

“ Glenthiorne—of the Junior School.’
Lee lay back in his chair, his fm:e quite
Immokile. The Night Owl, watching, saw no

redecton of what was passing in Neison
l.ee's mind. But, as a matter of fact, the
detective was horrified.

So this was the reason for Archie Glen-
thorne’s failure to return! He had bheen
ssized by the Alliance of 13, and was being
heid as a hostage. Nelson Lee could now

understanl why Caleb Droone had had the

nerve to present himself so openly at
s5f. Fraak’s,
30 vyou have taken thiz boy and im-

prisoned him?” asked lLee grimly.

“You need have mno fear for the young-
ster's safety,”” said Droone. “ It rests with
you, Lec, whether Gleathorne retucns

take myv word. I, however, will be c¢content
to take yours.”

ingdeed 1@

“This {s my proposzal,” went on Droone,
sitting back in his chair and crossing his
lexs.  “You will give me your word of
honour—wur pledged, solemn promise—
that if T bring this boy back unharmed,
vou will at once hand to me, intact, the
remainder of the Don Santos Collection. As
you know, I already have the emerald
necklace.”

Nelson Lee looked at Caleb Droone almask
1mu=;er!'h.

“And f I cefusze to give my word?” lie
a?ked.
“In that event, Mr. Lee, I regret thab
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-the boy will die—and his blood will be

on your bands—-" _
““You hound!* interrupted Lee. ‘““You

dare to shift the responsibility from your

own shoulders on to mine ?* :

- “If you refuse to part with this collec-

"tion of trinkets, it proves that you care
nothing for this boy's life,” replied Droone,
“Let me add, that- if 1 am foreibly
detained .here, the boy will die just the
same. My men have instructions to go the
extreme length if I fail to return within
two hours. Therefore, I should advise you
to be very cautious, Iee. Agree to my
simple terms, and Glenthorne will not have
a hair of his head injured.”

Lee was looking ahstractedly at the Night
Owl's feet.

‘“Let us have this quite clear,” said the
- detective slowly. “I am to give you my
promise that the jewels will be handed
over to ycu- as soon as you bring Glen-
thorne safely back?”

- “ Exactly.”

““You are satisfled to accept my word?”

ﬁ’I ﬁm.”

“Ihat is wvery generous of you, Mr.
Droone,” said Nelson Lee quietly. “I did
not know that I had- smch an excellent
reputation.” .

- “Come, Mr, Lee, we are wasting time,”
satd Droone. “You are the one man in the
whole cf England that I have some respect
for. And I know that if you give me your
solemn promise, you will keep it. And 1
demand that promise now.”’

““Demand?” repeated Lee, in a dan-
gerous voice.

“ Yes—demand,” emphasised the Night
Owl: I am in a position to demand. For
if you refuse this offer of mine, the boy
will never he seen again alive.. It is useless
to hedge, Lee—you’re in a corner. ° You
have only one course, and nothing is to re
gained by wasting time.” W g b

Nelson Lee reached for the bell-push.

“What are you doing?? demanded
Droone sharply. |

“I am about to ring for Tubbs, so that
he may escort you out,” replied Nelson Lee
quietly. * Your presence is not desirable,
Droone.” _

The Night Owl sprang to his feet.

“You defy me?” he asked hoarsely.

‘“ Nothing of the sort,” said Nelson Lee.
“1 simply refuse to make any bargain with
an unmitigated scoundrel, I have my
principles, Droone, and in the whole course
of my career, I have never deliberately
betrayed my client. I shall not do so now.”
- ' But—but the boy?”

“I am sorry, indeed, that any innocent
youngster should be in your vile clutches,”
said Nelson Lee, his voice vibrating some-
what. “ But rest assured, Droone, if that
boy is harmed, you will pay the full
penalty.” =
Droone stood there, breathing hard, all
bis calmness gone,

“By Heaven!

.rang false.

crimes. for no purpcse whatsoever.

shouted. ' You don’'t realise what you're
saying! Unless you promise to give me
those jewels, this boy will die. You hear
me—die! . Will you let me go, knowing

Glenthorne’s fate!”

‘*I have nothing to add to my previous
remarks,”’ said Lee evenly. -

“ You—you fooll”
Night Owl.

Lee rose to his feet, and he looked very
dangerous.

“ Wait—wait! I apologise!” panted
Droone, ““I didn't mean that, Lee—I'm
so:'r;y;! But, man alive, don’t you realise

1 realise that you are exerting yourself
needlessly,” interrupted Lee. ‘““1 have
already told you that I make no bargains
with scum of your type. That is my final
word, Droone.”

Lee sat down again, and eyed his visitor
narrowly. And the Night Owl stood there,
ubtterly and absolutely at a loss. Five
minutes earlier he had been gloating over
the fact—or apparent fact—that he was the
master of the situation. He bad never be-
lieved for a second that Nelson Lee would
take up this attitude. Which only proves
that he didn’t know his man.

As for Nelson Lee, he had judged the

infernal snarled the

Night Ow! with an accuracy that was quite

remarkable. From the very outset he had
weighed up his visitor, knowing precisely
what the efiect of his refusal would be. -
He waited. And the effect was not long in
showing itself.

For the Night Owl was in a corner himself,
if he had only realised it. His threat to
kill Glenthorne was grim enough, but it
| Even Droone would not add
cold-nlooded “ murder to his long list of
For he
would gain nothing by killing Archie. Once
Lee had refused, the man was baeck at his
starting-point.

“ Very well, Lee—very well!l”” panted the
Night Owl at length. * You are obstinate
now, but you may not be obstinate affer
you have thought this thing out. 1 will give

you two hours.”

““ You are too generous!” zaid Lee mock-

ingly. ,

“ The time is now seven-thirty; I will
return at nine-thirty,” explained Droone.
‘““ Again, I warn you to =set mno trap for
me. TFor, by Heaven, that boy will die if
you do! At nine-thirty I will give jyou
one more chance.”

Neison Lee touched the bell-push, and this

time the bell rang.

“And let me add that you had better
not, follow me!” went on Droone quickly.
*“T shall not be fool enotgh to approach
the place where Glenthorne is hidden. And
my men are watching—silent and alert. If
you make any attempt to locate the. boy
;ju_:;i’r}g this period of two hours, vou will
ail.

You're mad!” he half] Nelson Lee made no comment ‘whatever.



In spite of the grim situation, he was halif-
amused. He had been ejpecting this change
of attitude on Droone’s part—he had gauged
the man accurately, knowing that he would
give Nelson Lee time. And that was just
what Lee wanted. .

In this battle of wits, the famous detective
had triumphed.

Droone ceased talking abruptly as Tubbs
appeared. And, with another slight bow,
he took his departure. ’

Little did he imagine that it was Lee who
now held the master card!

CHAPTER YIL
THE CLUE OF THE BLACK STAIN!

CTION was required—

swift, decisive action,

A But, cn the face of

things, Nelson Lee

was in a position of the ut-

most difficulty. He knew no-

- v thing of Glenthorne’s prison,

and it would be an act of sheer madness to

s_f‘ejarch about at random over the country-
side.

It was also impossible to set a trap for the
Night Owl when he returned. Lee did not
believe that Archie Glenthorne would be
brutally murdered by Droone’s men—but
e would undoubtedly suffer harshly. These
rascals would take revenge of some kind.

There was only one thing to do—locate
Archie, and rescue him.

But in this enterprise Nelson Lee would
need assistance. Frequently enough he pre-
ferred to work alone; but in this instance he
would require helpers. He thought for a
moment, realising that every second was of
value.

The Alliance men were watching. That
had been no idle statement on Droone’s part.
Without any question whatever, the Night
Owl’s myrinidons were skulking about in the
December darkness—on the look-put for any
move on the part of Nelson Lee.

It behoved the detective, therefore, to act
with extreme caution. Every step in this
delicate game would have to be taken with
care. The slightest slip, and failure would
resuit.

Within one minute Nelson Lee had made
up his mind. He touched the bell, and
presently Tubbs appeared. Lee, who was
busily foraging in a drawer of his desk,
looked up.

“ Find Phipps at once, Tubbs, and say that
I want him as soon as possible,” said Lee
crisply.

* Yessir!”

“ Also tell Nipper that I Ttequire
presence.’’

. * Yessir!” : :
.. Tubbs went off post-haste, dimly aware

that something unusual was afoot. I re-
ceived the message wonderingly, and lost no
time in hurrying to the guv'nor’s study. As
I turned the corner of the passage, Phipps

his

We

appeared from the opposite direction.
met oufside the Housemaster’s door.

“ Hallo! You going to see the guv’'nor,
ton?"” I asked.

** Yes, Master Nipper,” said Phisps. * Mr.
Lee senf for me.” _

We went in, and Lee nodded with approval.
And, on the instant, I knew that some-
thing wuas in the air. There was an inde-
finable atmosphere of drama hovering about.

*“ Good!”’ said the guv'nor. * Phipps, I
want you to help me.” |

““1 shall be only too honoured, sir,” said
Phipps, with a touch of eagerness.

““ Where do I come in, sir?”’ I asked.

“ Your assistance will also be required, my
boy,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘' There is no sense
in beating about the bush. Glenthorne has
been captured by the Alliance of 13 and is
now in the hands of the Night Owl.”

“Great Scobt!’ I ejaculated, startled.

““ Master Archibald captured, sir!” said
Phipps, his voice tense and anxious. ‘ Then
—then this explains why he has not re-
turned.”

‘““It does, Phipps!” said Lee grimly.

And without further ado, but as briefly as
possible, the guv’'nor put us in possession of
the facts. He told us of Caleb Droone's
visit, and of the latter’s offer.

““ And you refused, sir?” asked Phipps,
aghast. |

“1 did.” :

““ But—but my young master, sir!” pro-.
tested Phipps, in horror. * These scoundrels
will earry out their threat—"’ ,

““ Under no circumstances, Phipps, could I
enter into any bargain with a professed
criminal,” interrupted Nelson Lee curtly.
““ And you meed not worry regarding Glen-
thorne—he will not be harmed. Droone is
a clever man; not a fool. His threat was an
idle one; and, moreover, he has been generous
enough to give me two hours of grace,”
added Lee drily.

“But what can we do in two hours, sir?" .
I asked tensely. “ As you say yourself, these
Alliance men are on the watech, and if we go
searching for Archie we shall be stopped—
probably attacked. And how can we hope to
find Archie without the trace of a clue?”

‘“I do not remember saying that I had no
clue,”” replied Lee smoothly. * Indeed, I
have decided upon this course because I have
every hope of locating Glenthorne at once.”

We stared at the guv’nor breathlessly.

“ There's something you haven’t told us,
sir,”” T exclaimed. ; -

‘“ Yes, Caleb Droone, for all his astute-
ness, made a very bad slip,”” continued
Nelson Lee. * While sitting opposite to me
in that chair, he was incautious enough to
cross his legs—thus exposing to me the sole
of his right shoe. That apparently insigni-
ficant action on his part has, I believe, put
me on the right track to Glenthorne's
prison.”

Our stares were now absolutely blank.

‘“ His—his right shoe!” I gasped. *‘ You
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think you can get on the track of Archie

by what you saw on the sele of Droone’s
right shoe?” :

* Exactly,” said Lee. * There were dis-
tinet traces of tar visible—not only on the
used portion of the sole, but on the instep.

And, firmly adhering to a small pdtch of this

tar was a reed,”

“A reed?”

““ At least, a slender portion of a leaf
which one usually sees growing in ptofusion
on the banks of a river,”” proceeded Nelson
Lee calmly. * Now, separately, the tar and
the reed would have little significance; but
taken in conjunction they become very en-
lightening."”

*“ I must confess,
said Phipps.

“ My deductions are quite simple,”” pro-
ceeded Nelson Lee. ‘““I am well acquainted
with every road in this district, and there is
only one spot that I know, within six miles,
where the authorities are engaged in tarring
operations. For you surely realise that
Droone got the tar on his feet through walk-
ing on 3 freshly tarred road surface.”

{ looked at the cuv'nor sharply.

“ Tarred road!” T exclaimed. ** Why,
there's a pateh just beyond Bannington! We
came over it to-day, on the way home. Just
beyond that bridge over the Stowe— Why
by Jov e——"

“You are be"mmnq to see, eh, 2 1pper°”
said the guv'nor, as I paused. "' Yes, that
section of the highway is the only place
where tarring operations are in progress.
And the scrap of river-reed on Droone’s
instep becomes very significant indeed. In
my opinion, it proves not only that he walked
on that road on the other side of Banning-
ton, but he also took the towing-path.”

** Remarkable, sir—remarkable!” said
Phipps enthusiastically. ‘* Now that you
have explained your deductions )
perfectly simple. And I really fail to see
how the marks on Droone’s shoe can be read
otherwise.’

“In any case, Phlpps, we are going at
once to that reach of the River Stowe which
commences from the second bridge . after
passing Bannington. I am convinced that
Glenthorne is held a prisoner somewhere in
that vicinity; and by careful searching and

sir, that I am at a loss,”

with luck, we may locate him. Droone in-
cautiously admitted that he had come
straight from Glenthorne’s prison,”. said

Nelson Lee. “In any case, our enterprise.is
in the lap of the gods, and we must hope for
the best."”

Even now we were still puzz.ed

“JIt's a great idea, guv’'nor; but T can't
see how it's geing to he done,”” I protested.
“Q0f course, we've got to hurry cli—but
what about these Alliance men who are on
the watch?"

“Jf we play our parts wcll, they will be
tricked,” rteplied Lee. *' Phipps, of course,
will not be suspected if he goes on a-trip to

Jellton—especiaily if he is accompanied by
Tubbs. Any

risking his chattermg tongue.

‘any suspicion,”’

, they appear

et

assume that two members of the household

stafl are off for a little jaunt.”
" Then you’re going to bring Tubbs into it,
5ir?” I asked. *
said Lee ™

‘“Not at a!l-—}ou’ll ‘be Tubbs,” 5
calmly. :
““Oh! You-—you mean I've got to dizguize
myself?”’ o

¥

“1 mean that I shall disguise you,” said
the guv'nor. * There is no necessity to bring
Tubbs in—I can work from memory. 1.like
the boy-well encugh, but it is not wortlg
Phipps and .
Tubbs, going down the ]ane, will not cause

“JIt’s a great stunt, su‘,” I declared. “ But
what about you?”

**I shall disguise myself effectively and
follow soon afterwards,”” replied Nelson Lee,
smiling. *‘‘ Phipps and Tubbs will arrive in
Bannington by train, and, with luck, I _shall
be there, too. We must hurly, for the even- .
ing train is due within thirty-five minutes.” .

As Nelson Lee rapidly commenced the task
of converting me into an excellent imitation
of Tubbs—sandy hair and snub nose, all com- -
plete—he went into fuller details of his plans,
arranging what we should do after reaching
Bannington, and so0 forth.

Thus, fifteen minutes later, there was no-
thing whatever remarkable about the fact
that Phipps, the valet, and Tubbs, the page-
boy, passed through the Triangle, chatting
amiably—hurrying somewhat, in order fo
catch the evening {rain for Banmngton

They went down the lane, engaged in"a
heated argument, in which their voices were
raised, on the subject of servants’ houfs.
Phipps maintained that servants, on 1ihe
whole, were well-treated. Tubbs stoutly de-
clared that there ought to be more “ off ’
time, and he even talked about giving notice.

While they were talking in this sirain’ a
man suddenly loomed up “out of the dark-
ness. - Instinctively, Phipps and Tubbs held
themselvea ready for anything that might
crop up.

But the stranget was apparent]y alone,

“ Half a tick, gents!’ he said, plantmg

the trouble?” asked

him3self in the falrway.

“ Hallo! What'’s
Phipps.

** Lorst your way, mate?’ said Tubbs.

“ No: not that a man couldn’t, in this here
darhness,” said the stranger. “ My pipe’s
out, and I want a match. That’s all.”’

Phipps produced a box, and handed them
Over.

“ Thanks!"
gent.”

He struck a match, and as the-light ﬂared
up it clearly illuminated the faces of Phipps

sad the other. *“ You're: a

and Tubbs. The strangzer gave them one
swift, comprehensne glance, and then li
his pipe.

“ From the big school, am’t you‘*"' he
asked, handing the matches back. *

“* Thanks !’ said Phipps. * ‘:eb, we're fm*n
the school. Cﬂme on, kid, or we'il lobe that

Alliarce uatcher: will merely | darned train.”



THE NFLSG“! LEE LIBRARY
“UGe away!” he said testily, 1 don't

“ Crikey! We've only got ﬁm minutes!”
exclaimed Tubbs. ** Let’s hop!” '

They hurried off, and the stmnner pufling
at his pipe, looked after them. He was,
without doubt, an Alliance man—and he was

salisfied that these two were merely unim-
pﬂrtmjt servants.

Phipps chuckledi as he and Tubbs hurried
through the village High Street.

* We fooled him, €h?"” he murmured.
“You bet we did!”’ grinned Tubbs de-

Jightedly. **So far so good, as the chap
sald, as he cut the top off his egg. I’ll
bet there was an ambush there, and we
skipped through it without a hitch!”
CHAPTER VIII.
A SHOCK FCR THE NIGHT Owl!
Hallo! Who's
(ueer old

¢ ALLO!
: this -
; / bird?”’

Church made that
Temark as he entered the
lobby, accompanied by McClure
and Handiorth. They were
just on their way from Study D to the
common-room, and were somewhat surprised
‘Ln find a stmnger pottering about the lobby.
" Looks a funny mert,lmnb anyhow,” mur-
mured McClure.

“ 1’11 ask if he wants anybody,” saul Hand
forth, striding forward.

The elderly stranger was a very harmless-
looking specimen. The juniors took him to
be an uncle or grandfather of one of the
fellows. He had just come from one of the
pagsages.

““ Anything I can do, sir?” asked Haml-
forth obhgmg]y

“Eh? Eh? What’s that?” said the old
man. ‘‘ Thank you—thank you! You need
not bother—"

“No bot.her at all, sir,” interrupted Hand-
forth. ‘Are you ]oohmg for the House-
master? I'll take you along to My. Lee's
study—""

““No—no!”’ said the stranger hastily. ‘1]
am just going oub, young man. l—er—have
completed my busmess in the school, thank

you.”’
}Iﬂndforth looked disappointed.

“Then we can’t do anything, <ir?” he
asked,

“RBh? No, I'm afraid not,” replied the
mysterious old man. - “Now, - boys, run
away—run away! It is «quite ':nneeessary

for you to interest yourselves in me. Good-
night to you—good-night !’

He pottered towards the doorway, but
Handforth wouldn't be denied. :

- “\We'll escort you to the gates, s:r * he
gaid, as obliging as ever.

The old man, turning, adjusted hlS spec-
tacles and gave Handforth a glare. He
fingered his grey beard, and tapped his stick
impatiently on the ﬂoor Dressed in sombre
l}lack the old fellow seemed very out of

m.a @ the lobby. -y -

you!”

want you to escory me to the gates! I
won’t bBave it! Do you hear me? I won't
be bothered in this fashion! o away, you
young rascals!'*

Handforth & Co. paused.. e

““0Ch, well, if you don’t want us, we’ll
clear off !’ smd Handforth, on his dignity.
"“ We only wanted to be polite, sir.”

“Yes, yes, my hoy—please forgive me!”
said the old man. “But I would prefer to
be alone. That is all. Thank you—thank

The juniors went ofl, very curious—at
least, Church and \IcCluIP were. Hand-
forth was positively suspicions, and un-
consciously came near to spoiling Nelson
Lee’s carefully laid plan.

“T1 don’t like the look of that old chap!”
said Edward Oswald, when they had turned
the corner of the passage. ‘I don't be-
liecve he’s up to any good!”

“You ass! He's only a visitor!" said
Chureh. ' '
“How do we know?” asked Handy. ¢ He

may be a burglar in disguise!”
ﬂthhf_)ugh Handfmth was sta.rthngly near
the marlk, his suspicions were not aroused

by any imperfections of the stranger’s
general make-up. Handforth was of a
naturally suspicious character, and practi-

cally every stranger agenerally came under .
Handforth’s serutiny. The hero of Study -D
was always on the Jook-out for Cdetective
work—his favourite hobby.
“1'H tell you what!” he
“We’ll follow him!”’
“Tallow him?” said MeClure, aghast.
“Yes!”
¢¢ But,
Fenton’s
unele !’

said tensely..

my dear fathead, he’s probably
grandfather, or Chambers’ great-
protested Chureh., “For all we
know, he might be the ITead’s brother!
And he’s probably a lord, ar a duke, or
something! You can never iell these giddy
noblemen by their appearance.’”’ .

Handforth was somewhat quelled.
“**Of course, we don't want to make a
bloomer,” . he admitted. “But, in my
opinion, theres something suspicious about
the old chap. Anyhew, I'm zoing to fcllow
him, and get on the track. Then I'll make
my deductions— -~ My hat! Look what's
oozed up afier the ahov.er'”

Handforth paused, and glared at a self-
possessed young gentleman who came shoot-
ing round the corner at that moment. The
self-possessed young gentleman was }]and-
forth minor, of the Third.

‘“(Oh, here you are, Ted!” he :aid cheer-
fully. “ Went to Study D, hut you weren't
there. Come on—whack ot !’ . .

‘“Whack out?” repeated Handforth
ominously. )

“Five hob!”

“Youn—you Young svpeep‘” roared Hand- -
forth., “ Do you think you’re going to get
five bob out of me?”

Lé NO',, .
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“What the—" : :

““1 don’t think anything about it—I know
it!"" said Willy, with his usual consummate
calmness. My hat!” he added, with a sigh.
“YWhat a chap you are for beating about
the bush, Ted! You know you'll have to
fork out in fhe end, so why not do it at
once! Five bob! I'm broke!” |
" Handforth gazed at his minor so fiercely
that Church and McClure expected to see
Willy withering up under the fire. But
Willy mercly scraftched his ear, und held
out his other hand. :

““Five bob!”’ he repeated mechanically.

“You—you—you—->

“ Exactly!’ said Handforth minor. “ We
know all that! Didn’t you promise, only
last week, that sou’d give me five bob as
soon as I was stony? You don't mean {o
_Say you're going to repudiate your solemn
word?”’

Handforth breathed hard. '

““ Here's your giddy five bob!"’ he snapped,
producing two half-crowns and shoving
them into Willy’s hand. ““And now clear!
Your face makes a shiver go down my
spine! T{ makes me lose my appetite!”

“Good!” said Willy. “Thanks, old man.
One of these days I'll do the same for
you!’’

And the leader of the Third marched off,
whistling with much <hrillness a tune which
suggested that he had no bananas. Kand-
forth gazed after him, and uttered a growl.

“I've never forgiven my mater!” he said,
grimly, *“IFancy rearing a thing like that!
He ought to have been smothered at birth!
And I’ve got to acknowledge him as my
brother! What a world!™ '

And Edward Oswald strode: towards the
Common room, forgetting all shouf the
mysterious 'stranger. Indeed, it wasn’t
until ten minutes Jater that he suddeanly
remembered his decision to shadow the.old
man, And then, of course, it was alto-
gether too. late.

In the meantime, the mysterious stranger
—who was not really so mysterious, after
all—emerged - out into the Triangle, and
proceeded to act tn a manner which would
have given Handforthh every. justification for
suspecting, .

Instead of going straight across to the
gates, and passing out, e made his way
softly and stealthily in the direction of
the main garage. IHers he produced a key,
unlocked the doors, and went inside, In
the gloom he paused for a mmoment beside
Nelson Lee's racing car. But he shook his
head, and then gave his attention to the
Headmaster’s neat little coupe. '

‘“Yes, undoubtedly the better of the
two!” decided the old fellow at cnce.

Climbirg in the ear, he switched on the
ignition, used the electric starter, and the
engine purred softly.

The coupe moved stowly ouf, and the old
man closed the garage doors, locked them,
and then re-entered the little car. If Hand-
L:'__torth had be2n watching, in accordance

NELSON LEE LIBRARY |y

l

with his orginal intention, he would have
assumed that this stranger was stealing
the Head’s car. As a matter of fact, the
Iicad kpew all abouf it, having given per-
mission for the coupe to be used.

Switching the lights on, the strapger
started off across the Triangle, passed out
through the gates, and them proceeded at -
% sedate pace down the lane towards Bell-
on.

However, in the darkest part of the lane,
where Bellton Wood rose dark aud forbid-
ding on oue side, a man stepped out into
the middle of the road and held up a hand.

Even if the coupe had attempted to pass,
it would have been impossible without risk-
ing injury to the standing figure—for the
lane, at this point, was very narrow.

The old man applied the brakes, brought
the coupe to a standstill, and opened cne
of the doors.

“Well, what is it?”,

““What do you want?”’

The man in the road was the same fellow
who had stopped Phipps and Tubbs. He
gave the sombre cld man a very searching
glance.

“Borry to stop you, cir,” he said, ¢ But
can you put me or the right road to Cais-
towe?” :

“ Caistowe?"?

he gzsked tensely.

repeated the old man.
“You're going the wrong way, my good
man—quite the wroeng way! The Caistowe
road is on the other side of the village.
Go straight through Bellton, and take the
right hand fork at the other end. You
will reach Caistowe in due course.”

¢ Much obliged, sir,”” said the other, step-
ping back. '
The old man closed the door of the coupe,
and a moment later the little car was
gliding smoothiy on its way agaiu. Lean-
ing back in the driving c=eat, the elderly
stranger chuckled.

‘““An _Alliance man, of course!” he maur-
muretd. ““ But he was fooled!”

The old fellow smiled grimly to himself,

and settled down for the short run to
Bannington.
And, indeed, it seemed that the. whole

scheme was working smoothly,

But for once Nelson Lee’s carefully pre-
pared plans went wrong. The famous . de-
tective had known from the very start that
the Night Ow!’s men were astute, and he
had relied upon the disguise to0 completfely
hecdwink tliem.

There was no guestion that ¢ Tubbs,” the
pageboy, had passed muster. But the
mysterious old stranger aroused suspicions
in the mind of the Alllance man who had
been told cff to watch Bellton Lane.

The very instant the car had proceeded
on its way, the fellow hurried into Rellton
Wood, and made his way to a small clear-
ing, only a few yards from the road itself.

Here, lurking in the shadows, vas a dim
figure. In fact, Caleb Droone himself was
waiting. The Night Owl was impatient—.
anxious. Nelson Lee had failed to fall into



the trap that had been so carefully pre-
pared for him. And Droone was iilled with
grave doubt as to whether Lee would have
changed his mind by nine-thirty. In the
meantime, the Night Owl’s men were watch-
ing all the lanes.

‘“Report, Chief!’”’ exclaimed the spy, as
he hurried up. :

“Well, what is it?” demanded Droone.

“Car just gone down the lane,” said the
scout. 1 <topped it, according to instrue-
tions, and discovered the ceccupaunt to be
an old man.” ;

" An old man!” repeated the Night Owl.
“Who?”

‘* Never saw him
was riding in Dr.
seater.”

Droone snapped his fingers.

before, Chief—but he
Stafford’s closed two

““An old man!” . he muttered., ¢ By
Heaven! Yf——? ’

He turned upon the man furiously.

“What was this old fellow like?’ he
snapped. * Describe him?*

“Fairly tall, Chief, with grey whiskers

-and grey hair—and it struck me that the
hair Jooked a Dbit like a wig,” replied the
-SPy. ‘“And I noticed .a ring on his hand,
too—the third finger of the right hand.”
Droone ittered a curse.

““A ring!"” he snarled. “ A single 1uhy?”
“ Why, yes, Chief—-*°

“You fool—you blundering dolt!™ rasped
out the Night Owl. ““That man was Lee
himself—he was wearing that ring when
I interviewed him! And he’s siipped
through the ambush—he’s got away!”

Thus, owing to the Alliance man’s sharp
eyes, the truth was already known to Caleb
Droone. The trifling matter of that small

yuby ring made all the difference. But *‘ the
old stranger ** had goue!

“You have your motor-cycles ready?”
demanded Droone sharply.

‘i 17'95.”

“Then tuke Number 6 with you, and
follow that two-seater!™ rapped cut Droone.
“It’s an absolute certainly that Lee has
faken the Bannington Road. In some way
he’s got to know where that toy ‘s hidden.
Hang the man, he’s zlmost uncanny!”

The Alliance mian waited for no ‘urther
erders—he knew how important it was to
waste no time. He turnad swiftly, and
gave vent to a peculiar, hoot-like ecry,
sounding weird and animal-like. It was
_the well-‘known signal of the Alliance.

Before the fellow was in the lane another
man came hurrying out, having emerged
from the opposite hedse. This man was
:t!:qhe fellow whom Droone had referred to as

0. 0.

. ““Bikes ready?” snavped the other,

‘““Yes—on the opposite side.” '
. “Good! We’ve got to chase that car
and stop it}!”

‘““Why, apything suspicious
No. 6.

*“Lee’s in it—that’s all!”

2
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Nelson Lee crept closer and clgser
—until, in fact, he was on all fours
in the tangled grass. inch by inch
he moved nearer and nearer to the
bank. The wherry was quite close
up, and with ene leap Lee could have
been aboard. .

This Information was quite enough for
No. 6, and a few moments later two power-
el motoreycles had been produced, and the
two men lost mo time in starting off. The
machines were astonishingly quiet, and
glided off "with scareely a purr.

They went through Bellton at quite a

sedate pace—but once upon the Bauniogton
Road, clear and straight before them, with
an excellent surface, they opencd the
throttles, and both machines Lurtled along
at a speed that was not far short of fifty
miles an hour.
“ And as the Head’s coupe was only capable
of doing forty when coaxed to the last atom
of power, the chase had one inevitable end-
ing. The coupe, in fact, was only going at a
comfortable twenty-five, chiefly because one
of the plugs was badly missiag.

Midway between Bellton and Banninglon,
wlhere the road was very quiet and lonely,
the two motor-eyclists came up with the
Head’s car. They shoit by, one on either
side, and accommodated their speed to that
of the coupe.

‘* Stop!"' shouted one of the men curtly.

As he spoke, be produced a revolver. But
‘“ the old stranger ”’ in the coupe took abso-
lutely no notiee of the order. He pressed
his foot upoa the aeccelerator, and the little
car jumped forward.

Crack! _

The sharp report of the revolver was in-
stantly followed hy she loud Lurst of cne
of the rear tyres. The coupe rocked from
side to cside, swerved, and finally came to
a standstill on the grass border of the road.

Tnstantly the two motor-cyelists flung
themselves {rom their machines, and



snatched open both doors of the

coupe,
Two revolvers gleamed in at the cccupaat.

‘*1lands up!” ordered No. .
,‘,'Oll—-—"'

¢ All right, my friend—don't vworry your-
self,”” interrupted the old man. “I have no
desire to die just yct. You've beatzn me.”

“ Thought jou were smart, e¢h, Mr. Lee?"”
snecred the other Alliance man. * But we
were on the lock-out for you, and you
don’t get past us so easily!™

‘“So it appears,” was the reply. *' Yes,
I''mn Lee—and but for a mere slip I should
have hoodwinked you. And what are you
going to do now? Let me remind you that
this road is somewhat publie.”

“The Chief will be along in a minute,”
said No, 6. “We're not likely to be in-
terrupted before then. But if anybody else
does come by, you'd better keep your mouth
shut—or one of these revolvers will pro-
bably go off.” -

The walt was only brief.

For the Night Owl himself, seated in a
small racing car, came up. ‘He had been
obliged to: delay, uwing to the fact that his
car was concealed in tiie wood, and had to
he manceuvred out with care.

““You've got him!’ said Caleb Droone, as
e jumped out and came across to the
,coupe. “ Splendid ! So, Mr. Lee, you
thought you would trick me!”

“ch, T had hopes.”

‘ Allow me to congratulate ycu vpon your
excellent disguise,” said the Night Owl.
“*And I am surprised, Lee, that a man of
yeur abiiity should have overlooked -the
ring on your third finger.”

The disguised man glanced at the ruby
ring.

- ¢« By James!” ke murmured.
gave you the clue, eh?”

“Yes, it did!” leplred Droone. *[I warned
vou, at the school, that if -ou sttempted
to go out in s.earch of Glenthorne you
would be stopped. FIFurthermore, by taking
tlis action you are seriously endanrrermg
thie boy’s life. I have a mind to give you
no further opportunity of buying the hoy's
freedom.”

“J am afraid, Dmone that mur optimism
is greater than your 3udgmen+ » gaid the
other, in a slightly mouung toue. ]
should- greatliy like to know whab syou in-
tend doing with me now?” -

The Night Owl uttered an oath.

“I'll show you what I intend doing, you
interfering hound!” he snarled. “TFirst of
all, I'll St!‘lp you of these trappings!”

'l‘he prisoner hy this time Lad béen forced
out of the car, - and was standing in the
road. Droone grabbed at the false beard,
and tore it a“ay Then he pulled oR the
grey wig.

“Why, \'.h.:lt-—-— o

The words seemed to choke in his throat.
I'or, instead of bheholding the f[eatures of
Nelson Lee, the Night Owl was looking at
another man! A man cf about lee’s own

“DBy cosh! I

“ And that

height, clean-shavem, but with hair cecatly
trimmed low down by the ears—after the
style of a footman or a valet.

“ Who—who are you?” snarled Droone,
finding his voice again.

The man was quite ealm, although tense.
** My name is Phipps, and I am in the service
of Master Gienthorne, whom you have 8o
atrociously kidnapped!” he ‘replied, iy
voice [irm and steady. “ 1 rather thmk
Droone, that Mr. Nelson Lee has tricked
you completely.”

The Night Owl swore violently, and oune
of his men—the fellow who had been on
guard in Bellton Lane—stared at Phipps as
though the latter were a ghost.

“ But—but this man came down the lane
with one of the other servants over half
an hour ago—he was with a boy!"? paunted
the. Alliance man. ‘““How did he gel back?
[—I thcught

“You infernal bun«frler"’ snarled the Night
Owl. “I can see now—I can see how Leo
fooled us! It wasn’t Phipps who went down
the lanc with that boy—it was Lee him-

self !I*? , e
““ Lee!” gasped the spy.
“Yes—Lee impersonating ~ this  man,
Phipps,” exclaimed Droone, vibrating: with

‘“And Lee caught the tmin for Ban-
nington—he's there by now! Why, there's
even a chance that he knows——"

The Nizht Owl broke roff abruptly, and
rushed to cne of the motor-cycles.

¢ Hold that man!’” he ordered. “I'm
coing straight to the wherry! Even now, I
may be in time.”

Caieb Droone was filled with utter and
absolute consternation. He had, indeed,
been tricked by Nelscn Lee's astuteness. It
was not Phipps and Tubbs who had gone
down the lane: but Nelson Lee and my-
self! ‘'The guv'nor had reckoned that we
would be able to get past any spies, but it
had been doubtful from the first if Phipps
would succeed. Phipps, although Eknowing
to danger, had consented to act as the
decoy, and he had done this part perfectly.
For Droone and his men had been greatly

fury.

’delaved while Nelson Lee and I were hurry-

ing towards our destination.
But Phipps himself was not such a duffer
when it came to brisk action.

The panic-stricken departure of the Night
Ow! momentarily placed the two Alll.mce
men off their guard. For a second thoy
reiaxed their vizilznce. For, instead 0[
watching the prisoner, they stared after
Droone as he mounted the motor-cyele.

Crash!

It was over in a second. Phipps, seizing
his chance with an astonishing display of -
courage, landed a terrific drive on the jaw
of the man nearest to him. As the fellnw
heeled over bhackwards, his companion
attempted to level his revolver. -

But with a swift lunge, Phipps knocued
the man’s arm up, tripped him, and sent -
him flying. And before the Might Owl had



ngxzred a hundred yards, Phipps was dash-
ing “for the other motor-cycle. o

Heé grabbed 'it, jumped into the saddle,
and gave the Kkick-sfarter a tremendous
heave. The engine roared in response, and
Pbipps put the ciutch in so abruptly that

he was nearly sent flying backwards over

the carrier. Somehow or other, he managed
to™ get control. |

Crack! Crack! - ‘
The frustrated Alliance men fired again
and again: but in the darkness their aim
was wild. Phipps vanished into the glgom.

. CHAPTER IX
., NELSON LEE’'S VICTORY!

¢« 9w WERE we are, sir!”
8 I said softly.
Nelson Lee and

I were on the quiet
H ™ road, about two miles be-
yond the outskirts of Ban-
) nington. |
~a car would come shooting by—for this was
a main highway; but otherwise we had the
road to ourselves.

And we had just ccimae upon a stretch of
road that was freshly tarred. Near by a
bridge spanned the River Stowe. And the
banks of the river were quiet, still,
and absolutely forlern. In wintertime the
River Stowe was a place to be avoided—
exeept during those infrequent periods when
the ice was thick enough for skating.

“It’s a bit like looking for a needle in a
haystack. guvnor,” 1 remarked dubiously.
““ Far all we know, 'archiz may be hidden
over ten miles from nere.”

““1 agree, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee. “ But
in this enterprise we must depend largely

upon lhuck. When all is said and done, my
deductions were almost at  random.
But there is at least a possibility that

Glenthorue is concealed somewhere in this

vicinity.”?

“ We’ll hape for the best, anyway,” 1
said. . “ The main thing is we've dished
thaose blessed.spies! Walked through with-
.out a hiteh! I wonder how old Phipps is
getting on now?”

“Jf 1 am any judge of Phipps, I should
say he is acquitting himself well,>’ replied
Lee. “Come, we will take the towing path.
And keep your eyes open for any sign of a
hut; or a barn-—or possibly a .barge on the
river.””’ - . _

We were about- to take the towing-path
near, .the bridge when Nelson Lee paused.

¢ Perhaps you had beiter go the other
way, young ’un,” he said. “If you find
nothing suspicious. return at the end of
half an hour. I will do the same, and we
will meet here, at this spot.”"

&« Very well, sir,” I said promptly.

We. parted, and a mement later had lost
sight of one another. I may as well say at
once, that my L own quest was absolutely
fryuitless; .but, Nelson. Lee met with much
better luck. .. .- “as

1

At rare intervals |

‘water. '

]

He was hoping against hope that he might.

be able to .lceate the prison where Archie
was being kept. But he had no real cer-
tainty ‘of success. And there is no doubt
that Lee never expected the luck that he
actually had.

For he had hardiy proceeded a hundred
yards along the towing-path when he
paused, and stared out across the water.
Thé river was fairly wide here, and on the
the. other side he detected a kind of back-
water, thickly erewded with. willows, and
other trees. . - _

A backwater was just what he was on the
lock-out for, and as he proceeded cautiously
along the path for amether twenty yards he
took out a pair.of powerful night-glasses.
Focussing these, he gazed out across the
river. To the naked eye, the backwater was
a ‘mere’ blur of reeds and trees.
throogh
tinct signs of a boat of some sort.

This was enough for him.
 Without wasting any more time on this
sidle of the river, he retraced his steps,

crossed swiftly over, and plunged into the-.

thick. trees which lined the opposite.
bank of the river—for there was no towing-
path on this side.

Lee kept a sharp look-out. for any possible
enemies. For if, indeed, Arehie's prison was
near by, there was a pos:zibility that some
spies were lurking near. But Lee .was in-
clined to suspect that all Droone’s available
men were placed near the school. ,

At last -the detective came to the baek-

Parting the branches frem low bushes, he
peered caytiously through. And his heart
gave a little jump as he saw the shape of
an old wherry, a thin curl of smoke was
coming up from the cabin chimney. And on
deck stood a broad, squat man, attired in a
heavy coat and a muifler. B |

It locked inmocent enough, that wherry—
a peaceful eraft, moored in the little back-
water for the night. But Nelson Lee was
very suspicious just now. This was hardly
the kind of weather for a holiday of this

But, -
the glasses, Nelson Lee saw dis--

kind, and the very absence of lights on the

boat seemed significant. _
Nelson Lee crept elcser and el%ser—unti],

in fact, he was on ‘all fours In the tangled

grass.

Inch by inch he moved nearer and’

nearer ‘to the bank. The wherry was quite

close up, and with one leap Lee could have

been aboard. |

But he waited—not ecaring to make a
blunder.. . 48 g8 F S s s s
An idea .came to -him—indeed, it was

something -like .a :brain wave.

Very: low and soft,
creabure ‘rose upon the air. It had hecen
uttered by Lee, but he muffied it so myster-

{ iously that it seemed to eome from among

the trees. It was the signal of the Alliance
—which Lee had heard on more than ore
occasion.

. He waited,

-

tense and ‘expectant.

That night call would serve a double pur-

the sound of a night -

i
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It the man on the deck of the
wherry was connected with the Alliance, he

pose.

would give the answering echo. But if,
on the other hand, he wns quite an innocent
wayfarer, he would. think nothing of the
cry, believine 1t to be that of some noctur-
nal crcature, _

Io this way, Lee would obtain his informa-
tion without even revealing his presence.
And It was with qulet satisfaction that he
saw the thick-set man place both his hands
to his moutl:, and give a low, eerie repcti-
tion of the cry. B

Nelson Lee could hardly believe his luck.

But the thing was proved beyond doubt.
That man on the wherry was one of Caleb
Droone's as:sociutes! And it was a foregone
conclusion that this old river cralt was
Archie Glenthorne's prison.

Lee decided to act swiltly and boldly.

1t was possible that another man was
below: but more than likely that the fellow
on deck was the sole gaoler. In any case,
Nelson Lee would have to take the risk.

As soon as the answering call had died
down, he rose from the grass, and walked
holdly up to the side of the wherry. The
thick-set man advanced, unsuspicious, be-
lieving this nmewccmer to be one of his own
companions.

Lee stepped aboard,
into the man’s ribs,
pletety hy surprise.

¢ Hands up'®” he cormmanded
¢“and no noisc, my friend!”

“ What the blazes--—? .

The man's pipe fell from his mouth, and
smashed on the deck. And his hands shot
upwards. There was something in Nelson
Lee's tone which advised him to owey
promptly. ]

With a free hand, Nclson Lee drew out
a pair of handcuffs, clicked them open,
and reached up. In a flash, one of the
man’s wrists was manacled. And then Lee
acted quickly.

Belore the fellow could attempt to
defend Dbimself, Tce hooked his toe round
his ankle, and sent him sprawling. And by
the time he recovered his lLirrath, he found
that his wrists were securely handculfed
behind him.

 And now, you will piease lead the way
below!” commanded Lee evenly.

“Yowre mad!” panted the fellow, who
was utterly sturtled. What's the Idea of
thia? You've made a mistake! 1'm a peace.
ful barge owner—"

“ We neced not waste time by useless con-
versation,” cut in Nelson lee. “If you
obey my orders, you will avold all violence.”

The whole affair was being done so
quictly and so smoothly. that the Allian e
man was still Austered. But he instinctively
knew that the game was up. He led the
wiy below, and lLee had no difficulty in

pushed a revolver
and took him com-

quietly,

thrusting him into an cmpty cabin, and
locking the door on him.
By this time, the detective was quite

convinced tliat there were no other enemies

{
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on board. If there had been, the haundcuffed

man would have yclled for assistance.
Moreover, the other man would bhave
appeared long hefore this.

‘I‘(ilent.hornc!" shouted Lee. In a loud
volce.

“What-lio!” came an lostant reply. from
near at hand. ‘“I mean to say, that sounds

.dashed like Mr. Lee's voice. Greetings, dear

old soul! I—I mean to say, this way, Mr.
Lee! I am in scre need ol assistance!
Muany cheers, and so forth, for rescue’

appears to be at hand!"

Ncison Lee’s relief, as he heard those
words, was “considerable., Diving down a
short passage, he came to n door that was
aecurely bolted. Shooting the bolts buck, he
thrust open the door, and found himsell in
a tiny, box-llke cabin. And Archie (len-
thorne stood there, untidy, dishevelled, bub
in no way harmed. -

‘““80 here we are, what?” asked Archie.
‘“ Absolutely priceless of you to stagger im,
sir. Why, oddslife and gadzooks! It's.
Phipps! Dear, dashed old Phipps! And [
could have bally well sworn that——"’

“No, Glenthorne, 1 am not TPhipps,”
smiled Lee.

“Oh, come!”’ protested Archie. *Come!
Kindly cease the Jlolly old leg-pulling.
Phipps! I mean to sany, I ought to know
you by this time! Explain to the young
master how you hit the old trail.”

IL was soine little time hefore Arclile wag
counvinced that it wns, indeed, Nelsor Leo
to whom he was speaking. And, even then
Lee did not go Into any details. He knew
the necessity for haste. He wanted to get
Archie back Iin the school before nine-thirty.

"Archie was fintensely pleased to he [ree,
and the prospect of golng stralzhit back to
St. Frank’s cheered him up in a very
marked degree. Ilis only trouble waz that
his a“pear:mce was ‘“dashed ghastly ¥ and
that he would have to appear in publie, for
Lee had no conveyalee.

The detective led the way up the narrow
companionway.

And, exactly at the same time. Caleh
Droone stepped on deck frem  the river
bank. He had arrived a moment earlier. and
his worst susplcions were founded, fcr there
was nobody on guard. '

As Droone stepped across to the com-
panlon, Nelson Lee emerged, with Archio
Glenthorne just behind him. The very sight
of Lee there drove the Night Owl iuto n
frenzy.

Ilis usual composure left him. Witk n
snarl of fury, he burled himseil at Nelson
Lee, intending to take the latter off his
cuard. But Lee, in a flash, dodged tho
swift drive, and a moment later the pair
were fighting fiercely.

¢“ Kindly allow me to rally round, sir!”
exclulmed Archie. “I mean, this is wheto
[ can dash about like anything and.—' -

‘““ Keep out of it, Glenthorne—keep out of
it! panted Lee curtly.

The fAght was one of the most dramatic



Bamtendcinlin

that Archie "had ever witnessed. Caleb
Droone was intent upon killing Nelson Lee
then and there. He was seeing red, and
his one desire was to take the life of his
enemy. TFor he knew that all was lost. His
carefully laid scheme had failed.

From one side of thc deck to the other
swayed the fighters” But, slowly but surely,

Nelson Lee was gaining the mastery. And.

the eclimax came when Droone, leaping
backwards, flashed a long knife from be
neath his coat.

With a snar] of demoniacal fury he hurled
himself into the fight again, intending to dis-
patch Lee once and for zll But the
detective was ready and waiting.

Crash! .

His bare fist caucht Droone under the chin,
and in the same flash, Lee tore round, the
knife missing him by a bare fraction. Archie
nearly fainted with horror as he saw the
narrowness of that escape. But Nelson Lee
had gauged the thing to an inech.

Proone was nearly lifted off his feet Dy
that terric blow. He staggered Dback,
stumbled against a coil of rope, and the
next second he had pitched overboard.
was the finish of him, as far as all further
fighting was concerned.

Nearly senseless with the effeet of that
tremendous punch, even the cold water bad
very little reviving - action. He floundered
about for a few moments, and sank. But
when he came up Lee was ready with a
boathook.

The defcated master criminal was hauled
on board, without a trace of fight left in
him. And with deft fingers, Nelson Lee
gsearched him. And the detective gave a
little exclamation of satisfaction as he with-
drew the emerald necklzt—the one article of
the Don Santos Collection which was miss-
ing,

Phipps arrived almost immediately after-

wards, and was left in charge of the two}

prisoners—Droone himself being handcufled
and locked below. And Archie was .im-
mensely delighted by the fact that this
motor-cycle - was avaiiable—the . one that
Phipps had arrived on. '

A bit later on I turaed up, and my dis
fust was complete and absolute when I dis-
covered that I had missed everything. And
[ elected to remain with Phipps, in case
any other members of tlie Alliance furned
up- to cause trouble.

In the meantime, Nelson Lee paid a visit
to the Bannington Pclice Station, gave
firll details, and Inspector _Jameson himself
led a strong body of officers to the wherry.

. Thus the Night Owl came to the end .of
his . career—at least, for a few years. For
penal . servitude was .undoubtedly his lot.
Only three of his men were captured, the
rest . slipping away, and <eluding -all the
efforts of the police.

And the Don Santos Collection, now in-

It
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tact, was returned to its rightful owner--
whose deiight was unbounded. ' -

Our adventures, during the past few
weeks, with Caleb Proone and the Alliance
of Thirteen had kept the guv'nor and |
pretfy busy. And now that it was all over
I felt greatly relieved. I had been more
than a little concerned about the guv'nor’s
safety, for Droone was a heartless, dan-
gerous enemy. -

But now that the excitement was ended.
I was able to give my attention to the
coming Christmas holidays.

Indeed, I realised that they were almost
upon us.

In a very few days time the school would
“break wup?*’ for the most joyous and
eagerly looked for holiday of the year. All
the - fellows were Halking about Christmas—
about parties—about good things to eat,
presents, and so forth. Invitations were
extended by one study, and accepted by
another. “All the fellows could think about
was Christmas. | | :

I had made no definite plans yet, but 1
had a general idea of going up to London
with the guv’nor, and then spenlling Yule-
tide with Sir Montie Tregellis-West in the
latter’s ancestral castle. He had pressed -an
invitation upon me, and I had practically
accepted it. | :

But at that time I kpew nothing of the
events which were soon to take place af
the old school—events which were to -put
quite « different complexion upon the
Christmas holidays for many of the juniors.

But, although our Christmas was totally
different to what we expected, it was a
time of wunusual interest—with plenty oi
excitement and cheer—and just a little
pathos. ;

- But the record of eur Yuletide adventures
deserves a place to itseif. :

THE END.

LOOK OUT NEXT WEEK FOR

SPECIAL GRAND —

CHRISTMAS NUMBER
o _of .t1hé

NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
And ST. FRANK'S MAGAZINE.

Fine Long Complete ST. FRANK'S

.. Story, entitled .:—

“THE SCHOOLBOY SANTA CLAUS!”

CHRISTMAS STORIES, ARTICLES,
 MAGNIFICENTLY ILLUSTRATED,

7 —

USUAL PRICE—ORDER IN ADVANCE !
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No. 2.—New York’s Restaurants.

HE popular restaurants of New York

differ considerably from the same

| type of eating-housze 1n this country.

~Although [ didn’t use t{hese estab-

lishments frequently during iy =tay in the

‘great American Metropolis, 1. was never-
theless very interested in them.

In a similar fashion to the teashops of
Messrs. J. Lyons & Co., Ltd., the estab-
tishments of Child's are to be found all
over New York City. Where we say
““Lyons " in London, they say < Child's "’
in New York. ‘ ' . '

These restaurants are dotted about in
very close proximity, and look something
like the ordinary Lyons’ teashop, too—ex-
cept for the faect that the window is not
dressed with sundry appetising dishes, and
piles of confectionery—as we are aeccus-
tomed to seeing in London. The windows
of Child’s restaurants are occupied by
sinartly dressed young ladies all in white,
who perform all sorts of remarkable things
upon gas-cookers.

1f one enters a Child's, aod gives an
“order for buckwheat cakes, itlese same
cakes are forthwith cooked in full view of
tlie passing throngs out in the street. It
i3 quite interesting to watch the cooking
in progress, -

But it seems to me that the digestion of
the average New Yorker rmust be cf cast-
“iron cahbre, for it _is no uncommon -sight
to see a man attacking a plate of fried
sausages and potatoes, and  buckwheat
cakes and maple syrup—at cne and the
same time! The Americans, in fact, are
rather fond of mixing their food in this
way. They invariably eat sweet things,
such as preserves or stewed {ruit, with

‘various forms of meat dishes.
But the most entertaining type of
restaurant, from the point of view of an

-English visitor, is the ubiquitous cafeteria.
Some of these vlaces zre conducted on a
grand scale, and one-or two ¢n Broadway
-and . 42nd  Street are really beautifully
equipped. Even the smaller ones zre by no
means uninviting. _

tbne can enter a cafeteria in New York,
aud obtain almost any kind of dish by help-
ing oune's-self. There are no waiters or
wiitresses in these places—or, as the Ameri-
cans say, no serviee. The a«iner bas to
provide his own.

-

' London,

As you enter you are handed a tray, and
in most cases this tray confains Kknives,
forks, spoons, and a clean serviette. Armed
with these implements, one wanders down
a vast couuter loaded with foodstuffs. It
you fanmcy a plate of ham, you select it,
and place it on your tray. You go further
down, and choose a salad—and then some
pie, or pastry. Finally, at the end of your
short journey down the counter, you come
upon a gentleman who casts an cagle eje
gwir your tray, amnd rapidly reckons uvp the

ill,

Having done this, he clips a little ticket
for you—in very much the same manner as
a collector at a railway station—and you
are then free to select a table for your-
self and enjoy your meal, Having finished,
you -just pay the cashier the amount In-
dicated on your ticket, and out you go. If
would be quite a good idea, in my opinioh,
to institute this class of restanraat 1n
and T am rather surprised that
they have not yet appeared. From the
point of view of quick service they are not
to be bettered. And the :quality of the food
in the New York cafeteria is generally quite
excellent.

Of course, there are cndless numbers ol
the ordinary type of restaurant. Compared
with London. New York probably has feur
restaurants to London’s one. They are to
be found everywhere, cven in the most un-
expected places. A large vumber of these
are of a very inferior type. Housekeeping,
as the London housewife knows it, is much
less commonplace in New York than on
this side of the water. The number of

people who “eat out’” is absolutely
astonishing.

One very good feature of the New York
restaurants is that bread and butter i3

generally provided free of all cost—just as
much as one requires. And when one orders

any kind -of wmeat, the price includes
potatoes. In one famous restaurant--
Drakes, on 42nd Street—fancy cakes are

also on the free list. )

But. upon the whole. I rather fincy that
London can easily beat New York when i€
comes to beautifully ~2ppointed iestaarauts.
And- there is no question that the quality
of food in the London eating-houses is on
a higher plane.
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St.  Peter’s C(College, better known as
‘Westminster. School, is numbered among

the -most ancient of English public schools,
and it is the enly school of . high standing
which occupies-its original site in London.
Although the school was supported in early
times by the monks, Queen Elizabeth is
regarded as its foundress, and a Latin com-
memoration service to her i3 held in the
Abbey every year. The picturesque school
buildings lie around Dean’s Yard. The mag-
nificent gateway, attributed to Inigo Jones,
leads to the Great Schoolroom, which iz a.
finely panelled hall containing the names |
ac-d arms of many disfingonished scholars.

The school is noted faor many time-honoured
customs. One of these, is a Latin play
enacted in the School dormitory annually,
of a humorous character and dealing with
the leading topics of the day.  Another
very popular custom is the ¢ Pancake
Grease ? on Shrove Tuesday. This consists
of a battle for possession of a pancake-in
the Great Schoolroom, the winner receiving
a reward from the Deun. The number of
King’s scholars is sixty, of whem forty,
representing the original number, are
hoarders. - The total number of bovs at the
school is two hundred and fifty.



Editorial

Office,
- Study .C,'
St. Frank's.

My Dear Chums,

To he a little rusty in one’s Latin is bad
cnoughy from the Form-master’s point of
view. But that any St. Frank’s boy sheould
be so ignorant of the school traditions as
ot to know the meaning ¢f the schevul
motto, ¢ Consilio et Animis,” is positively
disgraceful. Yet during the past week I
bave had more than one letter from juniors
asking for a translation: It means ¢ By
wisdom and counage.’” My
apparently have more of the latter than the
former to ask such a question.’

THE ST. FRANK'S DEBATING SOCIETY.

Timothy Tucker, in a long and rather
wearisome tirade, wants to know when we
are going to publish an account of the
‘§t. Frank’s Debating Society’s meetings. 1f
our learned friend would abstain from talk-
ing such a lot at those meetings, we might
find -them sufliziently interesting to report
in these columns. T.T. deplores the small
“atteundance at the last debate—there were
oply two boys present last week, he tells
me—and requests me to draw everyone's
attention to this sad state of affairs. Per-
haps if T.T. were to resign the chairmanship,
the society would regain its former
popularity. The fellows are getting rather
tired, 1T imagine, of the antediluvian sub-
_jects chosen by my correspondent.

'GUR FAIR ADMIRER.
‘An interesting letter has come from quite

a) unexpected quarter.. It is from Miss
Yrene DManners, of the Moor View Iligh’
School.  She tells me that the St. Yrank’s

interrogators |

Christmas

Magazine is rcad by many of her fricuds
at the school.: She says that she had no
idea Handforth could write such * stunning ”’
detective stories. She had always thought
Handforth to be much too shy and retiring
t> write thrillers. He seemed to her not
t> be able to say ‘““Boo?” to a goose.
Willie Handforth, she thinks, ought to:Le
spanked for writing such - a -disrespectful
article about his elder brother. She con-
cludes her letter by saying that she would
like to give her opinions of the boys of
St. Frank’s she has met.- I think this wouid
be quite a novel feature, and if Miss Man-
ners likes to send along some of her im-
pressions, I will see if. I can find space
for them in the Mag. |

COMING CHRISTMAS ATTRACTIONS.

Since the next number of the Mag. comes
out only a few days before Christmzs and
the followingz number makes it3 appearance

‘during Christmas week, both these numbers

will - contain stories and articles specially
written for the. festive season. Cecil €e
Valerie is writing a real creepy ghost story
in two instalments, while Fatty Little is
giving a vivid account of his adventures in
Frightful Land—which octurred after a parti-
cularly big feed one Christmas time. Clarence
Fellowe is busy with one of his Paioful
Parodies for the coming number—he will
not disclose the title yet, but I know it is
something to do with Christmas. Some
other leading light is engaged on a number
of Hints for Christmas, and -with a few
more breezy articles thrown in, you can
look forward to an exceptionally attractive

Number of the St Frank's
Magazine, o

Always yours, :
NIPPER.



FARMAN THE F EARLESS

. By CHARLES OWEN,

I |
JUSTIN B. GETS BUSY.

HE common room was crowded.

Outside in the Triangle the winter

rain sizzled and splashed monoton-

.. ously, making it impeossible for the

Juniors fo leave the cover of the school

buildings. It was not often that a half-

holiday turned out to be so utterly dreary,

and the Removites were feeling anything
but cheerful.

Reggie Pitt was standing near the fire
with a good few others, and he looked
round with a twinkle of amusement in his
eyes.

““Well, considering- that the weather has
given us all the pip,”? he observed, I
‘vote that we induce Archie to tell us one
of his entertaining little yarns—his latest
adventure with his tailor, for instance!”

The Genial Ass of the Remove looked up
with a horrified expression, and shook his
ltead emphbatically. |

“ Absolutely nof, old fruit!® Le pro-
tested, adjusting hlb famous cyeglass and
stufﬁnﬂ' his hands into his pockets. *“*The
honour is declired--with large quantities of
thanks! I mean to say, the old tissues
-need restoring somewhat after the dining
bWiness, and forty of the best 2ppeal to
me much nore forcibly than the varning
department! Kindly transfer your vequest
to a more energetic cove, old darlmg, and
leave little Archie in peace! Gadzooks!
You've made me go all dithery, if you know
what I mean! Absolutely!”

Pitt grioned.

““Lazy slacker!’ he exclaimed. <1
thought you’d back out of it! Still, it
doesn’t matter—there’s plenty more chaps
who’ll oblige, I'll bet!”

Timothy Tucker stepped forward, and
beamed through his rlasses, ,
¢ Exactly, my dear sir!"” he said, I

shall be most happy fto deliver a lecture
upon the perplexing problems which are
presented by the Solar Prominences. In
other words, the profruding masses of

heated gas which are seen .around the sun |

“Great pip!” mterrupted - Handforth,
pushing his way towards Tuck4r, and
giaring at him fiercely. ‘Do you think
we're pgoing to waste our time listening to
your piffle? Not likely! But if the chaps
want! He began yarmng tc me a little
and sensible, I'll teil ’em a varn which will
make their giddv hair stand on end!"

“Concerning the "marvellous

{ tell a really terrific

{ pened to mention to Levi

Grim, I suppose?”
son. "*No thanks,
Handforth snorted,
doing !
“Why, you fathead, I've got a terrific
story about him—one of the best I've ever
thought oui——-" he bellowed.

suggested Tommy Wat-
Handy—there's nothmg,

““Well, that’s not much of a recom-
mendation!” cut in  Pitt, with another
grin.
Handforth glared round, and then smiled
bitterly.

“All right:?” he said. “I don’t care!
But you needn’t try to kid me, Pitt! It's
jealousy, pure and simple! You know jolly
well that I'm the only chap hkere who can
yarn, and Yet Yyou
refuse to listen! Blow you! Rafs to you!”

The great Edward Oswald stalked off with
his nose in the air, and Solomon Levi gave
a sigh of relief.

“By my life!” he exclaimed. ¢ We ought
to thank our stars for a Iucky escape! But
I've got an idea that Farman’s the man we
want! He began yarning to me a little
while ago about a f{rain hold-up in the
States—hut he didn’t finish the story. 1
vote we get him on the job right away!”

¢ Good idea, old man!"” said Jack Grey,
turning to the American junior. < Come 0n.
Farman—ont with that yarn! And, while
you're at it, you might as well garnish it
witl: a sample of your Western method of
speech—just to giva it a flavour!” _

Justin B. Farman looked round with a
smile.

““Waal, guess I'm ready to shoot the
dope if you’re hankerin' for it!” he
drawled. ¢ Buft this hyar partickler yarn
ain't nothin’ to holler about! I jest hap-
a few details
coucernin® a blamad hold-up to the Cali-
fornia Limited—but as you've all been in
the ezact locality whar it happened. I'm
thinkin’ that peraps 1'd betfter cut_it out

““ Nothinz of the sort!”’ c=aid Pitt. ¢ The
fact that we’ve zall been over there only
makes it more interesting.

The juniors were always- willing to listen
to the American’s picturesque tales c¢f his °
own country, and since the summer holi-

~days—which had been spent in a long -tour

across the vast American Continent—they
were all the more eager.
Farman looked round, and smiled.

¢« Good enough!”’ he said. ¢ Guess it's up
to me to git real busy! I'm comin’ across

Trackett | with the goods—an’ I'm makin’ it snappy!”’



I1.
TIIE AGLD-UP OF THE
CALIFOXNIA LIMITED!

USTIN B. FARMAN
cleared bis throat,
and commenced—
purposely making

use of all the lurid
Americanisms he could
call to mind. " e

“I recken this hyar
yarn concerns a trip
which me an’ my pcp
was makin’ from Kan-
sas City to Denver, in
(‘olorado,” lic began.
“We  boarded the
train at St. Louis, but
that don’t cut ro ice,
‘cos  from there to
Kansas nothin’ out o’

the ordinary occurred,

blamed {train pulled
out o' Kamsas that

1t -~ was . after the
the fireworks started— l

‘* Great pip!” interrupted Handforth. ‘Do you think
we are geing to listen to your pifie? Not likely!”

|

an’ when they did
start things got good’n lively, I'll tell the
world !’

Pitt grinncd.

“That’s the stuff to give us, cld man!”
he said encouragingly. ‘I suppose your

Limited was

(Continued on next pajge)

—

train was held up by a gang cf bandits?”
Farman nodded.
“Sure!” he agreed. “The California
huzzin® along =zood'n plenty,
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ikl seme little time after nightfall she was
travellin®  through the lonely desert-like
coeuntry in the heart o’ Kansas- State. ‘This
purticiler region is a favourite haunt o'

the hold-up man—but it «in’t «ften thet
tliey et busy nowadays! Howsuin! They

sure reckoned to make a dandy clean-up on
this hyvar occasion—an' they'd hev done it,
too, if it fhradn't been for a slice o' luck
which was handed right out to me!”

FFarman paused, and grinned.

““I take it, old fruit, that vou managed
to  save the bally situation--what?"’ asked
Archie, with interest. <“In otier words,
you got f{rightfully busy, «nd sent the
dashed bandits about their business, and
atl that sort of rot?”

“You've hit it, pard sure!” agreed Far-
man. 1 ain’t sayin’ that any praise is due
to me—unt on your life! I jest happened
t; be in & position which niade it possible
for me to furn the tables on them guys,
an’ 1 should hev been a blamed yaller durg
il I hadn't seized the opportumity! Wuaal,
Pl say "the night was durned dark an’
suttry, an’ the folks was jest bheginnin' to
think of turnin® in, when the Limited
gave a blazes of a jerk, an’ started pullin’
up quick an’ sudden. Me and my pop was
sittin® down, talkin, jest about <hen, an’
he looked at e with a gleam o’ fire in his
eye.

“*Guess it's the bhandits, sonny!” " he
stapped. ' Why the blazes them durned
coyotes should chowvsc this hyar train fair
gits me! Right now I'm carryin’ a wad o'
~seven hundred an’ fifty thousand dollars.

an’ if they git hold of it we’ll be down ana’
out—sure! Say, vou an’ me has got to
save this wad, boy! D'you get ¢

me’?
*¢Sure, pop!” I said, lookin' round

‘
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quick. ‘Guess the best thing we can do
i3 to bide the dollars somewhere—-"’
“‘You've said a mouthful, ron!" cut in
pop. ““But whar in thunder can we hide
it? There ain’t time to do nothin'! The
btamed hoboes are boardin’ the 1Iimited
right now. Say, take this wallet an’ git

| under the seat--lively!

‘“ Az he spoke my pop thrust the case
containin’ the- wad into my fist, an' afore
vou could look round I was under the seat.
(ireat spakes'! It was a blamed near thmf::.
too—'cos jest at this second two o the
bandits entered the coach—one of ’‘em at
each end! It suregain't necessary for me
to add that eanch o .the guys Peld a six-
shooter, an’ they started loosin’ off good'n
proper—jest to scare the travellers into the
right frame o' mind!”

Farman paused and looked round. All
the juniors were listening to him with rapt

interest, and Tom Burton, the I:0’ aun.
stapped his thigh. :
“RBust my . mainmast!” he exclaimed.

“This yarn of yours m one of the right

sort, Farman, and we're waiting to hear
how you got the better of the low-down
S\"abQ"’

The American iunior nodded.

¢ Guess I'm comin’ to that, pard.” he
returned—* but I'll =ay right pow that it
wias durned easy! Bein’ under the seat, I
was out of ql;{llt of the hold-up neu, an’
I didn't Jose no time in gettin’ busy! Nope!
First thlnrr I did was to hide the nonev
wallet in a niche nndt,r the ceat, an’ then
I caught sight o' my pop's bag cn the
flcor. That zZave me a ddndy notion right
away, and I_npeued it an’ Lot my fingers
round the butt o' a bully revolver! ﬁav.
the feel o' that frunmnde e almn t dance
-with joy, an' I didn’t
lose no time in mwak-
in’ use of it!”

““You mean you fired
at the bandits?"
asked IHubbard.

““ That's =0, pard,”
noreed l*anman with
~a nod. “Slowlv an’
stealthily I raised my
head above the level
o’ the sealb, an’ thea
let fly! Gee! You
nughter seen the 1ob-
if ber drop! Ile went
il down like a ninepin—
E;,f “but his pal at the
r other end o’ the coach
- soon started getbin’
' his  revenge! Sayv.
aforc I had time to
turn, he loosed off
three shots at me in

B e ————
= - =

‘1 take it, old fruit, that you managed to sava the bally
intercet.

ssfuahon—-—what?" asked Archie mth

guick . sucecession—but
I'll allow that his aim
wasn't worth notic-
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he d:dnl‘. conme anywhere

in'! Leastaways,
mr-i} on hittin® me, an’ I jest hollared [or
loy!”

P:tt Iooked at Farman curmus]v

“Hang it all, that's a Dbit thick!” he
exelaimed. “DO you mean to ‘say that a
train -robber couldn’t hit you in three
tries?”? :

‘I ain't sayin’ he couldn't—I'm .only
tellin’ you jest what happened!” replied

Farman.. “Tha.t feller’s- aim wasn't. worth
& btoss, an’ I plugzed him with. my gun
aforc he could pull the trigger a fourth
tbue. He. was standing by the open door at
the time, and I guess he jest threw up his
hands and plunged backwards on to the
railread ftrack! After that, natur’liy, things
got kinder easy, an’ all the passengers
were freec to hreathe agin, loth the han-
dits wcre sufferin’ from a dose o' lead-
pcison,. yon see, an’ that bein’ the case,
there was a general rush to gzet hold o’
weapons stowed away in grips an’ bags.”
Farman paused again, and looked r1ound.
“““Well, what happened then?”’ asked Pitt.

“Guess the paszengefs formed a sort o’

police peosse,” said Farman, “an’ went out
on the trail o the other holdup men.
Waal, to cut a long story short, ve¢ rounded
up the hull bunch and stowed ’emn away in
a freight ear, an’ took ’em along to Benvcr

+ mad!

'uil.Y, there was a gOGd deal 0 merry- I'I]a.l\]n
when that blamed train 1roceeded oD ltS
trip, for nobody had lost a cent’s worth o
 property! My pep was almighty pleaaed
an’ he came acros3s with a wad o' dollar

bills which hearly, made me co]lapse in a
faint!” ; :
Fullwood hLad heen listening for some

time, and he pave a sneer.

“What about the other passengers‘?” he
asked., “I spuppose you're goin' to tell us
that they raised you 3houlder high, an’
generally made a terrific fuss' of you—as
the hero who saved the train?”

Farman nodded slowly.

“Wall, T didn’'t reckon to include that,?”
he admitted. **But, since ou kev put if
0 cutely, pard, I'll say you're right! The
passengers guessed that it was me who had
turned the tables, an' they went ragin’
I felt kinder rattled, ’cos I ain’t the
sort of guy who hankers after that sort o’
much! Howsum! It was soon over, an’
that’s ‘about all there is to it!"” .

Farman ceased speaking, and Vit ]oohedﬂ
at him with a grin.

“When did all this happen?’® he asked.
“You've heen over here g good time, Far-
man, and you must have been a mere kid!
If you did all this, I must say you deserved
ail you got in the way of praise!”

(Conrlyded on page 10.)

The World’s Finest

ﬂner or bettcr-looking clockwork train than a

PBRI’BGT MECHANISM The engine contains the . sirengest,
round its track with a heavy load behind it.

mechanism that ever sent a train dashin

Clockwork Train

Hornhy Train was never produced.
best built picce of clocknork

STANDARDISED PARTS A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is

that it can ba taken to pieces and rehuilt, just like a Meccano Model.
.standardised, and there is heaps of fun taking Loco, Tender, Wagon, and Coaches to
Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced with new oges..

" HORNBY:=TRAINS

THE TRAINS WITH THE GUARANTEE

" rebuilding them.

All Lhe parts Aare
pieces and

PRICES :.

N.g. 1:Coods Set-
No. 2:Goods Set . 45{.
No. 1 Pass*enger Set 35}._

FREE TO BOYS.

Rl S A Splendid New Meccano
: Book

*!—--u_.J Thia is- 3. pew and splendidly
T xllusbrated book, that -telly of
2!l " the good things that come
,‘f x5 Hfrom Meccanolan where the
bes "fto s are manufactured No boy
should ba without this wonderful book.
How to get a Free Copy

Just show this advertisement to ihree chums
and scnd us their names and addresses with
your own. Address your letter to Dept. S.

MECCANO'LTD # BINNS ROAD # LIVERPOOL
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B ™ PPOBLENS “ TRAGKETT GRIM |

AP! Tap!
A knock sounded on the door of
Trackett Grim’s eonsulting-romn.

The famons sleuth was seated in au
armchair vigorously knitting himself a false
heard owt of hrown wool. His marvellous
Young assistant, Splinter, sat opposite him.

“ What on earth is that?'’ gasped the lad.

The great detective put away his Kknitting
before replying, and neatly filled himself a
pipe of tobacco.

“It’s a knock on the door, Splinter,”” he
answered shrewdly.

Trackett Grim was perfectly
reply to his summons,

““ A visitor wishes to see me,”” Trackett
Grim said, without giving the landlady a
chance to open her mouth. The good lady's
jaw dropped. The wizard of Grocer Road lad
taken the words out of her mouth—that was
what made her jaw drop.

“ Show the visitor up,”
tive curtly.

A second later a stout man came into the
room. He advanced towards Trackett Griin
and shook his hand warmly.

“T am Sir Tainley Kunott,”” he aunounced.

“ And your Christian name is Archibald,”
the detective said Keenly: *' Sit down; yvou
will ifnd an armehair just behind you!”’

Sir Tainley looked round, and gasped with
surprlse as he saw the famous mcnmmator

was quite correct,

‘““ Wonderful, my dear sir!” he e;acuhted

“Not at all,”” laughed Trackett Grim,
“ Just a little deduction. 1t is quite simple.
I'or instance, you have come to see me with
regard to a case. I can also tell you other
things. You are man of middle age, your
height is medium, you nave garey eyes, and a
small, ragged moustache.’

*“ Miraculous!”’ gasped Sir Tainley.
there no end to your cleverness?”’

‘““ None,”” returned the great sleuth
modestly. “ 1 know that your hands are
trembling, that your hair is white and very
thin on top, and that you have come here to
ask my help.”

rieght, for, in

went on the detec-

.'lIS

his landlady entered.

THE CASE OF THE
MISSING MILLION!

A Breathlessly Exciting Adventure
of Trackett Grim and Splinter.

BY _
ED. O. HANDFORTH.

“ My dear sir,”” exclaimed
“ you are more than human!
heard about you—-"

“Is quite correct!” snapped Grim, fixing
a small false beard on to his chin as bhe
spoke. ‘' Tell me about it in your own
words,”” he added, -dexterously removing his
coaf.

** 1 have been robbed!” ecried Sir ']‘.unlev
“J have been robbed of a million pounds'
I had to leave my office for ten minutes, and
when I returned, the money had gone.”’

“ 1 quite understand,” nodded the detec-
tive, removing his dmky and slipping into a
pair of goloshes. ** You have been robbed of
some wmoney. Now, Splinter,” he added,
turning to his clever young assistant, ** yon
have heard Sir Tainley’s story. The money
was stolen; what does that suggest to you?”

“ That it was taken by a thief,”” replied the
lad, without a moment’s hesitation.

“ Exactly!” shouted Grim. * Just mY
idea,”

“We will go to vour office, Sir Tainley,”
he went on, and prf:ased a button in the floor
with his foot.

Immediately the room began to sink as
though it was a lift. When it came to a
stop, the window opened like a door, and
there was the great detective’'s car all ready.
Grim took the wheel, and the other two got
into the car. ‘They were whirled along to Sir
Tainley's oflice.

It was a magnificent apartment on the first
floor of a large block of offices. Sir Tainley
led the way to it and threw open tlie door.
In the room were a big desk, on which stood
a ftelephone; two chairs, and a small book-

Sir Tainley,
All I have

case. The floor was expensively earpeted.
“ This is where you do your work, I sur-
mise?"” said the great ineriminator. ** And

you write at this desk.”

“ You amaze me!”’ gasped Sir Tainley. “ Lt
is the truth. On this desk was a cheqne for,
a million pounds. I had flled it in, and teft
the room. When I came back——"

“ It had vanished !’ snapped Grim astytely.
“ Well, Splinter, cast your eyes round the
rooni. What do you see?”



‘ A Toom with three people in.it,”” returned
tlm bright young assistant.. .°

1 Good ! said Grim. ¢ But tlLere is some-
thing on the floor; do you see 1t?”

“ Why, yes, guy lor ! Splinter cried. ‘ The
garpet!”

** ¥ sce something else,” replied Grim; and,
bending down, he picked up a large foohcap
emelope_ W!nch his trained glance had shown
him lying .in the middle of the room,

He quickly opened the envelope and drew
ount a piece of paper. On it was the follow-
ing baflling scries of letters:

I I VE AKEN YOUR ONEY.
IS IN THE ANK.

1T

“*Ha!” remarked the great incriminator.

“Sir-Tainley, this is a message accu]entx"*
left by tho thu:f What do you make of it,
Splinter?’ i
_tThe clever lad took the message and rcad
it. : :

“It’s simple, guv'nor !’ hesaid. “It means'T
have taken your honey and Jt is in my hand-
kerchief.” 7 . -

“ Very good, Splinter‘”
with a nod of approval.
suggest doing?”’

“Find his
Splinter at once. |

Grim pulled himseif to his fulI heig ht and

smiled.
** You are a clever boy,”_ he said.  * But |

(Continued on next page.)

said the sleuth,
** What would you

handkerchief, o _ sngaested
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days, and '3/- monthly until 29/6 is paid—or
vomplete balance within 7 days 25/6, making
Cash Price 26/- only.

J. A DAVIS & CO.
mark Hill, Camberwell,

(Dept. 15), 26, Den-
Loudon, 8.E.5.

/-, post

of Machincs, Films, ete. Sample Film, o
5

frec.—Desk E, DEAN CINEMA <CO.,
Drayton Avenue, W.13.

FPCR XMAS! Horizontal (or Vertical) Stcam
Engine, 4/11, post. 6d. Eleclric Light Set, 3/9,
nost. 4d. Flectric Motor, 3/9, post. 3d. Wireless :
Set, 5/9; Battery Parts, 1/3. Parts for making |
Shocking €oil, 1/86, post., ctlc., 3d. cach. New |
Tilustrated Lmts, 3d.—Midland Scientific,
387, Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham.

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels3/6, 5/6. Ven- !
trilogquist’s Instrument, Invisible, Imitate Birds.
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON.
239 Pentonville Road, London, N.1. -

' ) LU SH i N SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.
Simple 7-day Per:mane*lt Itome Curc
for cither sex. Write at once and
get,  full p'i.rt,mula.rq quite
' rrivately.—U.J.D., : 12, A1l Saints

- Rd., ST. AHNES—ON-SEA..

WIRELESS COMPLETE CRYSTAL
. REGEIVING.SET
GUARANTEZED 25 MILES,
Haydine & Co., 647, FPulham Rd.,London.

BoHOEINOBOEOROEOECH

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS. Send for Lists :

TREE | §ES

3/-

WYOURS for 6d. ONLY

This handsome full - sized
Gent.’s Lever Watch sent
upon receipt of 6d. After
apprgval send 1/« moro, :the

balance 1is then "payable by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/~ each. Guarantced 5
years. Chain offercd Free with
every watch. Wrist Watches,
et¢c., on same terms., Cash
ret.urned if dissatisfied. Send

- now to Simpson’s, Ltd.,
ept 122), 94, Queen’s
oad. Brnghton, Sussex.

gz FREE WIRELESS OFFERI!!
TR To those who buy a pair of
4,000-ohm ' Phones, Particulars
and Lists Post Free, 2d. Set of
Parts, with Instructions for
Making: Powerful FEleetric
Motor, 4/-; Electric Light Out-
fit, 416; Wircless Set, 5/32
Stock Coil, 1/9; Electro Mag-
net, 8d.; Bicromate Battery,
1,14 Elcctric Bell Set, 06/6;
Electrie Experiments, 2,’7 Ali
Post Free—THE SYMAX
ACCESSORIES CO., 261,
Lichficld Road, Aston,
Birmingham.

Stop Stammering! 7 o Far.

as I did. Par-
ticulars PREE—FRANKX B. EUGHBS. T

Southampton Row, London, W.C.1

|

’ “Mead "™ Gramophone
o SEe with giant horn, loud
soundbox, massive poha‘wd oak case E-
l:m{i 40 tunes, Carriaga paid. 10 Days’

| Trial. 200 Needlcs and §/-'* Roo-let"*
[.,ramo game FREHE, Table Grands.
'Portables and Cabinet models at HALR
SIHOP PRICES., \Write for Catalog.ua.

BRI g TG
g 120 DIFFERENT STAWIPS FREE ||

¥ Pict. Set 20 ILichtenstein (over '?'0
B unused), Including British Colonials, }
# War, Revolution and Armistice Stamps,
absolutely free on requesiing approvals,
LISBURN & TOWNSEND,
20l1a, London Road, leerpnol.

Be sure and mention " The Nelson Lee Library ”
1 when communicating with advertisers,




L.}

[ B
!
- A
&y w

o )] St Franks Magazine

T

ring up the bank, T ex-
pect vou will find the
money has been paid
ln.”

“T will ring up now,”
cried Sir Tainley, and
picked up the receiver.

In - answer . to his
frantic  inquiry, the
baronet received the re-
ply that the million
pound cheque had just
been paid in to his ac-
count. He turned fto
the detective, with a

deaming smile,

& “You are going to
5 thank me, Sir Tainley,”
he obegerved, removing
his false beard and
slipping his gologhes
~into his hip - pocket.
“There i’ no need.
Come, Splinter, we must
be off. We have three
more celebrated cases
before tea. Good-day,
Sir Tainley.”

And, before the
baronet could reply, the
famous incriminator, fol-

lowed by his young
: a?’sistant, had hnilnbti.v
- jUmped  throu the
He quickly opened the envelope and drew out a piece of {:,imﬁ?w and galight-ed
paper. On it was the following bafling series of letters: npon the top of a pass-
Il H VE AKEN YOUR ONEY IT IS IN THE ANK ing ’bus. ,
THE END.

am inclined to think jyou have made two
slight mistakes. The first is with Tegard to
the word ‘ONEY." | bhelieve you will find
that it is part of the word ‘ MONEY. "

“Great zuns!”’ gasped. Sir Tainley. ™ I see
it all.  Why, Mr. Grim, that refers to the
million pounds which have been stolen from
me,"’

' Precisely sir Tainley.”

“It i3 like magie,”” said the baronet.
N(%w, iIf we could only find that handker-
chief.” |

**I have another little surprise for you,”
went on  Grim. “ 1 believe the Iletters
“ANK ’ carry a different interpretation. They
refer, in fact. to the very place where money
15 most likely to Le. Now, Splinter, use
yvour wits and tell Sir Tainley what I mean.
Where is money often kept?”

~“I've got it, guv'nor!” shouted . Splinter
triumphantly. * lo a purse!”

““Not in this case,”” Grim explained. ** But
in a bank!” '

“ Why, ol course, Mr. Grim,” agreed Sir
Tainley breathlessly, “ I never thought of
that. The way ¥You have cleared up this
amazing case is positively extraordinary.’”

‘““ Not a otit,” said the preat incriminator,
#ith a shrug of his shoulders. *“*1f you will

= Sure!”’

FARMAN THE FEARLESS!

(Continued from page 7.)

Farman strolled towards the door before.
answering, and then looked at the jumiors
with a smiling face.

‘““As far as I can remember, these in-
cidents took place about a couple of days
ago!” he said coolly.

** What!” came a chorus of voiees.
days ago?”’

i II'“I.D

returned the American. < ['ve
jest been relatin’ a somewhat tivid dream
I had the other night! It seemed so
blamed real that I thought I'd trot it out
~—3ince you asked me for a yarn! Hope
you enjoyed it good'n plenty!"

There was a general rush towards the
door—but the American junior had vanished
without the loss of a secdnd. All the Re-
movites were grinning broadly, and they
now understood why their overseas com-
psuion had adopted a sort of ““ Furman the
Fearless 7 attitude while telling his yarno.
Thiz was fotally unlike the genial Yankee—
but anvthing is permissible in a dream.

' THE END.

- Order Early Next Week’s Bumpe;
Chrisimas Number of the Mag. !
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By
Clarence Fellowe.

WHERE MY MOTOR-BIKE
HAS RESTED

(With apologies to the authors of the well-
known song, ‘“Where my Caravan has

Rested”.)

Where my motor-bike has rested,
Grease, I leave you c¢n the grass;
All the relics of toil and misery,
. You will find them when you pass—
Ah, ah, ah, ah, al!
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!
- You will find them when you pass.

You will understand the trouble
. As you gaze upon the ground;
Bits -of rubber tube, nuts and cther things,
They are waiting to be found— )
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah! |
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!
Tihey are waiting to be found.

When the sparking-plug gets sooty
Then the engine goes all wrong,
Out come spanners and—if you're fortunate
You will not be stopped for long—
- Ah, ahl, ah, ah, ah!
: Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!
You wiil not be stopped for long.

Then the mag. will go off duty—
Once again the old bike stops;
And the things you say are just terrible
Till the  engine once more pops—
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah! .
Ah, ah, aun, ah, ah!
- Till the engine once more pops.

After that you get a puncfure—
Nearly skid you into a ditch;

Oh, the pleasures of motor-cycling—
. You will always find a hitch—
' Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!

- " Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!
You will always find a hitch.

Where my motor-bike has rested,
Bits and pieces always lie,

But if other chaps see these painful spots, {

Shed no tear—and pass them by—
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!

' Abh, ah, ah, ah, ah!

Shed no tear—and pass them by?

BEAUTIFUL HAIR

Test Free the Wonderful Benefits of

* Harlene Hair-Drill.”?
LETTER_S of thanks are pouring in f{rom
practieally all parts of the world—whero
the writers express the greatest -satisfaction at
}-thnsucceaa achieved in the practice of ‘‘ Hair-
ri .J? )
It is hair health and hair in abundance that
‘‘ Harlens Hair-Drill *” offers you to-day. '
If you are worried about the condition of your
hair; if it is weak, impovcrished, falling out, or
affected -with scurf, dryness, or over-greasiness,
do as millions of ethers (both men and women)
have done, and try’ ‘¢ Harlene Hair-Drill *’—the
unfailing remedy for all h‘ai!r health - defects.
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You can secure one of these hair-health parcels
at once by simply posting your mname and
address, together with 4 penny stamps, to cover
cost of packing and postage.

By return you- will receive tliis Four-Fold Gift :

1. A trial bhottle of “ Harlene,”” the
ideal liguid food and natural growth-
promoting tonic for the hair.

2. A packet of the unrivalled
‘“ Cremex ”” Shampoo—the finest, purest,
and most soothing Rkair and scalp
cleanser. ) e

3. A bottle of ‘ Uzon ?” Brilliantine,
which gives the final touch of beauty to
the hair, and is most beneficial to those
whose scalp is ‘' dry.”

4. A copy 'rof the
‘* Hair-Drill »’ Manual. .
After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain

newly-published

further supplies: of *‘ Harlene ”’ at 1ls. 1id.,
2s. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle. °‘ Uzon’’
Brilliantine, 9d. per bottle,

1s. Zl.ad. and 2s.
and ‘¢ Cremex ’’ Shampoo Powders, 1s. 6d. per
box of seven shampoos (single packets 3d. each),
from Chemists and Stores all over. the world.

“HARLENE" GIFT COUPON

i Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HAR-E
l LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’s }

Conduit St., London, W.C.1. :
Dear . Sirs,—Please send me your freo §
P <+ Harlone ** Four-Fold Hair-Growing Outfit |
i ?s desc{ibed a.'gove.k_]ﬁ encflﬂse 4(%. in stamps §
d for postage and packing of parcel. . :
. Nelson Lee, 15/12]23.
NOTE TO READER.

¥ Write vour FULL name and address clearly §
on & plain piece of paper, pin this coupon g
to it, and post as directed above., (Mark
enveiope ‘' Sample Dept.’’ -
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No. 3.

The Fable of the Three

Other Tools littered about at .the

Same Period, but our fable deals
with These Three, who were known through-
out the land as Gullwood & Co.

They were Swanky Chaps, who had large
and Inflated Ideas of their Own Importance.
Whilst believing themselves to be Big Bugs,
they were Treally nothing but Insignificant
Bacteria.- In other words, these Three
_ Young Nuts can be accurately described as
Poisonous Germs.

It came to pass one day that Gullwood
approached his Companions, who were called
Belliver and Full. Af least, these names will
Serve. The Wise Reader will, no doubt,
Draw his own Conclusions. And it Appeared
that Gullwood was Much Elated, having
received what he termed a Gilt Edged tip
straight from the Horse’s Mouth. And, be-
hold, Belliver and Full were likewise excited,
and talked of having a Little Flutter.

Now QGullwood, in the Kindness of his
Heart, imparted the Tip to a Sporting Elder,
Lelonging to that section of the Community
known as the Sixth. This Elder, a TIearful
Rotter named Moreken, listened to the News
with Eager Ears, and forthwith decided to
Have a Quid On.

- Thus, Gullwood approached a certain Mer-
chatt of ‘thie Neighbouring Town who carried
on the business of a Bookie on the Quiet. [t
will now be Seen that these Reckless Youths
were engaged in that Risky Pastime known
far and wid2 as Backing Gee-gees.

Gullwood’s faith in his Fancy was so great
that he went to the Length of putting his
Shirt on it. Translated into Plain Language,
this means that he used all his Available
¢'ash. amounting to the Sum of Thirty Bob,
seliiver and Kull eaeh risked their All.

And, lo, when cvening approached, Gull-
wood and his Cempanions were Strangely
Restiess, gazing repeatedly at their Watcehes,
and longing for the arrival of the Evening
I'aper, wherein would appear the Result of
the Three-Thirty. _

At last the Paper arrived, and with
feverish, trembling Fingers Gullwood turned
to the Stop Press column. There, to his Joy,
he saw that Corncob had won the Sheflisld
Piate at Ten to One, This does not refer
to Cutlery, but to the Name of the Race.

p NCE upon a time there lived Three
O Fools. Of course, there were various

Young Fools.

And it was not run at ten minutes fo one,
as might be surmised (tem to one being
merely the Price), but at half-past three.

Great was the Rejoicing, for Corncolb was
the Horse they had Buacked. Here, forsooth,
was an QOccasion for Celebrating. But, having
put all their Money on the Race, Gullwood
& Co. were Broke. Buf the Difticulty was
solved by the Elder, who Whacked Out a
Fiver on the Understanding that it would be
Returned on the Morrow out of the Win-
nings. As Gullwood alone had Fifteen Quid
To Come, there seemed to be no Risk. More-
over, the Elder felt himself to be under an
Obligation to the Nuts, since he had won n
Tenner, _

The Celebration was a Great Success, the
Elder’s fiver being spent on Riotous Living.
And it happened that on the Morrow Gull-
wood went forth into the Neighbouring Towu
and presented himself Boldly before the
Bookie, who for some reason seemed Sur-
prised, and who actually laughed Outright
when Gullwood requested him to Fork Qut
the sum of Thirty Five Pounds—this repre-
senting the Combined Winnings of the Tour.

Now, Gullwood was much angered at the
Bookie's aftitude, and he proceeded to call
him Base and Uncomplimentary Names. And
in return the Bookie waxed Wrath, and
threatened to take Gullwood by the Scruff
of the Neck and kick him Hout info the
Gutter unless he could keep a civil Tongue
in his 'Ead. Whereupon Gullwood cooled
down Much, and demanded an Explanation.

Great and Vast was his Dismay when the
Bookkeeping Merchant showed him the
Morning - Paper—which Gullwood had failed
to Quiz. Therein it stated; in plain type,
that Corncob had been Disqualified for a
Technical Offence on the Jockey’s part known
as Bumping.

And the Elder, when he heard the Drea:l
News, gnashed his teeth and tore his hair,
and referred to Gullwood as a Swindling
Young Cub and a Blithering Idiof. And the
Elder’s Fiver was seen no More, and Gull-
wood & Co. Wailed and Moaned at their
Rotten Luck. But, in Reality, it was not
a matter of Luck. Their Money had oaly
taken the same Swift Road to Eternity as
the Money of Other IFools.

MORAL: NEVER COUNT YOUR MONEY
UNTIL IT IS IN YOUR HAND. |
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HAVE YOU SEEN THE

NEW YOUNG BRITAIN?

The issue out on Thursday, December 12th,
contains:—
PIRATES OF THE DESERT.

A Stlr;mg Story of Ixerry and Co.
- Land of the Tombs.

THE PHANTDM FLEET.

A T]lrllhnfr Story of the Unbheatable Pair—-—
T‘E‘tl Trevor and Captain Kcene.

in tke

Rattling Fine Instalments of

KING OF THE ISLAND
and |
ASSYRIAN GOLD,
. and |
~ That Highly Popular Feature,
v'.,. KERRY AND €0.’S GAZETTE.

. Also Editor’s Chat, Conjurer's Corncr,
Articles, etc., -etc,
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- Meccano can be taken to

..................

Boys -
build your own.

Models

ITH Meccane you can

build hundreds of

working models that e,

you could -not buy anywhere, :
For instance, where could you
buy a working madel of Eiffel
Tower like the one shown here :
—or a Drop Hammer, a Loom, e
or a Revolving Crane? | j

A B0
guansdr FFuf iy

Even models of Cranes, Bridges, f05
Towers, and Motor Wagons, A
that you can buy anywhere, are.
not so good as the shining stee!
and brass models you can build
with Meccano. -

And the crane you buy is
always a crane, whereas
the crane vou build with

pieces and the same parts
used to build something
else,

Every putﬁt is complete By
—nothing further to buy. '

ENGINEERING FOR BOYS
Complete Outfits'from 3/6 to 370-’--

----------------------------------------------------------------------

GRAND MODEL BUILDING
COMPETITION.

: Write us for full particulars or ask your :
E dealer for am entry form. :
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'FREE ‘TO BOYS

A splendid New
.Meccano Book

Th]q is a new and splendidly
illustrated book, that tells of
all the good things thiat coins
from Mcccanoland

How to get a Free Copy
. _Just show this advertisement
“to three chums and send us
their names and . addresses
with your own. Put No. 12
after your name for reference,

Mncmﬂo LTD BINNS RD, LIVERPOOL




v THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

‘Q;'r REETTE IR AT

G :

¥ Yours for Sd

N Yours for 3d. oL
};‘ The **Big Ben'' Keyless Lever Watch "J

W - on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
W ever put before the British' Public .z
by one of London's Oldest-Estab~ /&7~
lished Mail Order Houses, 2w 4

An absotutel I
== FREE g2 5ourelr N

= a Solid Silver English

Hall.marked Double
Albert, with Seal attached, lf’
given Frea with every Watch, ;‘.-

== S8pecification: Gent's Full-. Q-
=—size Keyless Lever Watch, ()
{mproved action: ﬁtted pa‘ent o)
_ recoil “click, © preven! mg k
breakade of mainspring k—
Y& by overwinding.
2 0 Years' Warranty, \\
RN Sent on receipt of
% 3d. depos:t.aftf*r
N approval, sendls k
. more, The balance
- may then be pmd
byg mo‘ithly pay. k-\
ments of 2/- each.
' Cash refunded in -\
full if dis.atished, k
Send 3d. now to

/8. b DAVIS & Co. &

< (Dept. 8D, - ka
26 Denmark Hill, L\
London, S.E. 5.
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ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheerful? It {s impossible to be so
if you suffer from Nervous Fcars, Awkwardness
In  Company, Nervous _Depression, Blushing,
Timidity, Sleeplesancw Lack " of Will-power, or
Mind Concentration... You can. absolutcly, overcome

all nervous troubles if you use the Mento- -Nervoe:
GUARANTEED CURE

Strengthening Treatment.
OR MOXNLY REFUNDED. Send 3 penny stamps
inuncdia!_rfly for particulars. Godfry Illiott-Smith,
I.td., 543, Iml}eria!

London EC‘é
WONDERFUL !

GURLY HAI - MARVELLOUS!

Clients write Curht” Curls Straightest Huir,
1/6, 2/6. Thousands Testimonials, Proof sent,
I\nwltv Lists Free.—Summers (Dept. A.P.),
'«“b— uarence Square, Drighton,

CWARRIOR " PACEKET FREE!—17 St unps
depicting Soldiers. Includes Sct of 9 Belgian King
Albert in uniform (1id. postage. J—-%TUL&LUV &
CO. (Dept. A), W LblCLII‘I‘ ON-SEA

Buildings, Ludgate Circus,

DON’T BE _BULLIED

Special offer. Two Iiius. Sample Les-
gsons from my Complete Course on
JUJITSU ford pennystamps  Jujitsn
is t:he best & simpl-st refence of seli-
- - = defence and attack ever in
vented,  Learn to take care
of yourself under all cir-
R emcon S g ey cumstances and _learn. to
protect the small & weuk, - .SEND NOW.—* YAWARA "
SCHOOL (Dept.A.P.), 10 Queeﬂnsway,ﬁ_anworth Middx.

100 . War_ and : Armastice Stamps I

FREE sto- appltmnts for yBlue Labele,ip-.
“'prov alq enclosing postagoe; —B L CORYN,”
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.

" HEIGHT GOUNTS

.m wlnnlng succés-s"Let the Girvan

System incrcase your height, Send

P.C. for particulars and our £100
guamntee to Epquiry: Dept. A.M.P
! ©17,8tYoud Green Road“Fondon N, Q.
YOUR l]WN ELECTRIC LIGHT -4

These wonderful Dy namos light
brilliantly a 4.6v. lamp and are
easy to work, 5s. Post 6d, :

CREENS &DeptX), 85, New
FILMS,

Comic and Cowboy., yeols,
post frce.

1,000 ft.

from T7/6. Large sample film, 1,3
Stamp for lists.— TYSON &

t MARSHALL Nottingham,

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprutora
J.ondon,
E.C.4.
Sole Agemq for Sonuth Africa: 1'ha Central News Agoency,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
way House, Farringdon Street, London,
11/. per annum; 5,6 for six months,
Limited,

Tlie Imperial
No. 445,

Canada :

Sole Agenta for Australia and New Zealand :
New qPCo
18R

— —

The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd.,
Advertisement Offices: The” Flect-

1808,
Inland ard Abroad,

Subscription Rates:

Qordon & Gotch. Limnted. and for
Limited.

Dcecember 15.

Mesgrs,
(Canada), -
12 5.



