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Here, in this prison, a star was in sight! The darkness ‘wvas confusing,
and the first lucid thought that occurred to Lee was that his eyes had been
tricked bv the noxiocous fumes. (See THE QREEN TRIANGLE'’S PRISONER



Housemaster in place of Nelson Lee,

ta f

/) / - The autumn term at St,
- Frank’s begins with this story
which is the first of a power-
ful new series introducing
many great changes at the Old
School. Nelson Lee and Nipper
are for the present figuring in
some new stories of the Green
Triangle, and their adventures
will accordingly be described
in 9 separate series of
stories. DMeanwhile, Reggie
Pitt will skipper the Remove
and edit the Mag., and Dr.
Beverley Stokes will become
The story you are about to read will

put to the test Pitt’s powers of leadership, for St. Frank’s is disgraced by 2
most unfortunate incident, and this being made public results in many

indignant parents taking

their sons away from the school.
so serious that the Head fears he will have to close down St. Frank’s.

Matters become
Pitt

feels that it is time for him to act and to save the school from complete ruia.

THE EDITOR.

By E. SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
T{IE MAN IN THE TRAIN.

ORRY!'"" gasped Handforth
lessly.

He dashed towards the barrier at
break-neck  speed, leaving a per-
feetly inoffensive stranger sitting dazedly
in  the wmdddle of the Victoria Station
enktrance. r ,

And just as Handforth reached
harrier the gate closed with a clang. He
pulled wup short, breathing hard. Tle
ticket-collector eyed him with a sort of
cold, cpntemptuous glance.

“Pop late!”’ he said Dbriefly.

“Togo late!’ howled Handforth. “Open
this #ate, you fathead! Hi, guard, wait
a minute! Don’t go without me!”’

The guard was in the act of wavingz his
flag, and he didn't even pause. And Church
and McClure, gazing out of a comgartigan?

%

breath-

S

the

window near the end of the train, looked
startled,

¢“1 knew it!”’ groancd Church. “I told
him not to go back for that silly
magazine! Now he's lost the train!”

“ Serves him  right!"””  said McClure
callously. “ We shall have a hit of peace

down now.”’

Oswald Handforth, of the
Remove Form at St. Frank’s, was not the
kind of feliow to be detained by mere
oates. And even if he hadn't wanted to
catch the train at all, he would have done

on the way
But Edward

s0, just to throw this superior-looking
collector into confusion.
“My hat!”” panted Ilandforth grimly.

““I'li show you!”’

With one bound he was over the barrier.
The ticket-collector lost his complacency,
made one grab, and missed. Ilandforth
streaked up the platform like a marathon
rianer.



‘* Stop that boy!”’
grimly.

The train was moving, but Handforth was
;u no mood to hesitate at a trifle like that.
Church and McClure had opened the door
iu readiness, and the next moment their
wader came charging in head-first.

“ Done it!”’> panted Handforth,

>razh! Slam!

llnndfm‘h went hurtling into the lap of
i gentleman who was just in the act of
vpening a4 newspaper. At the same second
:hie door slammed to, and a couple of
norters outside made  several  choice
remarks of a lurid nature.

Handforth sat up amid the ruins of the
ucwspaper, and he grinned victoriously at
s startled chums.

““There you arel!”” he
thought. they could keep
beat the lot of ’em!”’

He rose slowly to his feet, disentangling
4 few odds «nd ends of newspaper from his
neck, and tossed them out of the window.
1le appear:d sublimely uncouscious of the
tact that he was treating another's pro-
perty with sheer contempt,

“ That fathead of a ticket-collector tried
to keep me back!’ he snorted wrathfully.
**But I soon showed him—"’

" Boy!”” thundered the owner of the news-
paper.
~““Hallo!
torth, turniag
didn't see you,
i these rotters,
my train??
~ The stranger glared.

-1 know nothing of your troubles, younyg
man!’® he snapped. ‘“Perhaps you realise
that you have deliberately torn my news-
paper to shreds and thrown it away??

*“(Oh, was that your newspaper?’’ said
Handforth. “ That's queer! I thought it
was Church’s. It's all right, sir, you don’t
nved to . apologise.”’

. “¢Apologise!?’ stormed the other. **Good
heavens! Your insolence is absolutely
appalling! 1 shall take very good care to
;eport your conduet in the right quarter!”’
- Handforth sat down and gazed at the

“ They
but I

panted.
me out,

Anything wrong?’’ asked lland-
1ound. “0Oh, sorry! 1
sir.  What .do you think
trying to make me lose

vswner of the newspaper with interest. 1lec
wasn't very impressed. 7The gentleman was
thin, we-dy, sour-faced, and he wore

virormously thick speciacles. A little wisp
of hair had escaped out of his hat and
truiled forlornly over his forehead.

Church and McClure were grinning. Now
tnat Handforth was safely on board the
train their worries ceased. It was the first
day of the autwinn term, and the famous
chums of Study D were en route to the old
school.

“ Report me?’’ repeated Handforth, after
the words had sunk fully in. * Report me?
Who to?”’

“To youar
young rascall!”’

headmaster,
spapped

you infernal
the weedy one.

"THE NELSON

roared the collector |

* excitedly.
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‘““Allow me ‘o inform you, boy, that you are
an lmpertinent young puppy! And if yon
dare to say another word to me I shall—-"’
“ Hall a minute, sir,”’ interrupted Hand-
forth grimly. “If I spoilt your old paper,
'm sorry. There’s no need for you to get
so jolly touchy. And what do you know
about my headmaster, anyhow?”’
““My name, young man, is Mr.
Pyeraft,”’ said the stranger coldly.
‘“My hat! You have my sympathy, sir.”’
“You will soon learn that this studied
insolence will get you into serious trouble,”
continued Mr. Pycraft. “1 have not the
slightest doubt that you are all members
of the Lower School at St. Frank’s -Jollege?’?
“ That’s right, sir—we are,’” said Church.
““Then it may interest you to know that
I am on my way to St. Frank’s College to
take up my appointment as master of the
Fourth Form!’? exclaimed the weedy
stranger, with a certain vicious relish. * A
I correct in assuming that yeu are Fourth
FForm boys yourselves?®’ |

“We belong 0 the Remove, sir,”’ said
Church. **There isn’'t a Fourih Form bt
St, Frank’s. 1 think you must have made a
imistake—="?

“CPush !’

Horace

M. Pyeraft
shall be in cum-
Form in the

interrupted
“ Tush, sirt I
plete charge of the Fourth
Modern House—-"2

¢ Ha, ha, hat”

Handforth & Co. roared at this interests
ing piece of news.

“ Are you daring to laugh at me, young
man?’’ stormed Mr. Pycraft.

“Sorry, sir!’’ gasped McClure. “ You've
certainly made a mistake. There's no
Fourth Form at St. Frank’s, and there's
no Modern House, either.”’

“Bah!’”? snarled Mr. Pycraft furiously.

The train stopped at Clapham Junction,
and Mr. Pycraft made a hasty exit, only
too glad to get away from these insoient

yvoung jackanapes. And Handforth & Co,
enjuyed tho joke tremendously,
CHAPTER II.
VERY FUNNY!
nm B ELLTON at last!
| ".-'T'-"M‘!i] thank goodness!’?
Sy said Church

fervently.

He and MecClure had spent -
a stormy hour in the train.
To begin with, Handforth
had insisted upon reading a magazine which
Church badly wanted. In the end the un-

fortunate periodical was torn in hailf. And
if Church was. the - poorer hy half =a
magazine, he was the richer by an

lominmlsly swelling ear.
McClure had escaped this ordeal, only to

land himseli in " an entirely unnecessary
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argument regarding wheat crops. Handforth
had unluckily seen a field of wheat in the
course of being gathered, and he had made
caustic remarks concerning the crop.

No harm would have resulted if McClure
had kept silent, but he happened to make
an observation that clashed with his leader’s
view, and after the fight was over McClure
felt somewhat exhausted.

« ool old Bellton!”’ cried Handforth, as
he stepped out of the train. **By George!
A bit different to the Sahara, !
Well I'm  jiggered! There's
changed!”’

«“ What do you expect, a new town hall,
or something?”’ asked Church sarcastically.

«] expected to see some signs of pro-
gress,”’ replied Handforth severely. ¢ These
finglish villages are dead. We go away for
thres months, and when we come back there
isn’t a sign of change. Even the porter’s

my sons!
nothing

the same!”’ he added, bestowing a cold
glance upon old Wiggins, a somewhat
ancient relic who had probably been in

Bellton ever since railways were thought of.
¢« Never mind Wiggins, and never mind

the lack of progress!”’ exclaimed DMcClure.

«“My hat! It's good to be back! Some-
how there's something about Bellton that
looks peaceful and serene.’’

«You'll forget that fecling when we get
into Study D,’”’ said Church ominously.

They passed out of the station, and
Handforth sniffed.
¢« Not even a taxicab,”’ he said. * The

same old hack,
woke up!”’
Bellton wuas of the opinion that it had
heen awak ned. Througliout the afternoon
crowds of fellows had Dbeen arriving by
every train, and the echoes of the old
village had been thoroughly aroused.

They were further aroused when Hand-
forth & Co. passed through. Fdward
Oswald could go nowhere without making
himself heard. But the trio finally reached
St. Frank's in safety, and they turuned
into the Triangle.

Groups of fellows were standing
talkingz. Those who hadn't been
the holiday tour were eagerly questioning
those who had. Reginald Pitt and Jack
Girey were talking with John Dusterfield
Boots.

“ Hallo,

It's about time this village

about,
away on

: vou chaps!’”® said Handforth
brizkiy. ‘ Heard the latest, Buster? Pitt’s
going to be Remove skipper——"’

“ That's stale!” interrupted Boots.

““Of course, Nipper was mad to 3suggest
such a thing, but it was no good my
interfering,”’ said Handforth tartly.
“ There's onlv one fellow for the captaincy,
an:d that's me!’ |

“Poor old Handy!’’ said Buster. ¢ Same
deinsions as ever!”’
“ Delusion!’’ roared Haadlorth. ““Why,

you—you—'

-
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¢« Talking about delusions, we met a chap
in the train who had one,”’ said Church
hastily. “ We simply yelled, you know. A

weedy bounder, with a soft look on his
face. Said his name was Pycraft.”

« Pyeraft!”’ ejaculated Buster DBoots,
staring.

“¢Yes,'' grinned Handforth. * The dotly
chump must have escaped from an asylum.
He told us he was going to be master of
the Fourth Form at St. Frank’s.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”" roared Church
McClure. ;

““Where's the joke?”
staring harder than ever.

¢ And—and this chap said that ne was
going to be in the Modern House!”' yelled
Cliurch.  The Modern House, mark you!"'
‘* Ha, ha, Hal” '

and

demanded DBuster,

Handforth & Co. doubled themselves up,
and after their merriment had exhausted
itself they were rather surprised to see

that the other feilows were taking no part
in the enjoyment.

«] think,”* said Reggie Pitt, ¢ that this
matter needs adjusting. Did you, by any
chrance, cheek this interesting Mr. Pycraft?”’

¢“Cheek him!' grinned Handforth., *‘I
should say I did!"’

““Poor chap!”’ said Boots in a hollow
voice. :

«“I1 don't like to be the bearer of bad
tidings, but Mr. Horace Pyecraft is our
new Form master,”” said DBuster calmly.

“ [t seems to me, my son, that you're in
for a nice little swishing.”

Handforth & Co. lost their grins.

** Your—your new Form-master?”’
stuttered Handforth. ¢ What rot! You're
in the Remove, the same asz we are, and
Mr. Crowell's our Form-master.”’

The chums of Study D were the cenfre
of many pitying looka.

¢« My dear, painful fathead.”” said Reggie
Pitt sadly. ‘“You've been terribly misled.
You've been laughing at a joke that isn’i
a joke at all. Mr. Pycraft was only telling
you the truth!”’

¢« The truth!'’ repeated Church. “But
he told us that he was going to be master
of the Fourth Form! There isn’'t a Fourth
Form!”’

““There wasn't,
Grey.

“Wasn't!”

“In future the Remove is to be known as
the Fourth,” explained Pitt. *“ Personally,

you mecan,” said Jack

[ rather like it—it sounds better. . And
there’'s no longer a College Houst at St.
Frank's.”

Handforth stared dazedly across the

Triangle, as though he expected to sce =
blank space instead of the imposing, sub.
stantial College House. He always took
things literally. ' -
““You dotty ass!' he snorted.
there !”
“ Ha, ha !

“It's still

ba,
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but it's
now called the Modern House,” explained

**The building is still there,
ii1tt cheerfully, “You see, we progress with
{l.c times. The Head has taken compassion
vn  Mr. Crowell, and has carved up the
Kemove into two sections—io be henceforth
kiown as the Ancient Fourth and the
Modern Fourth,”

“Well, I'm jiggered!”
blankly. ’

aaid Handforth

CHAPTER I11.
EKEEPING UP WITH THE TIME{.
t.i”. 0.[
a heap

? I[ L Then—then Mr.

P}crmt is 1eally coming to
St Frank’s as a master!”
gasped Church. “Oh, my
reudness!  We've put our foot in it pro-
perly ! 1 suppose he’s poing to take charge
.f the Modern Fourth?”
“Your® brain power,
«tupendous.”’

* What absolute rot!” snorted Handforth.
“Tihe Modern House! Whoever heard of
cuch pilHe! That old barn is the Col-
iwpe House—and always will be! It's like
the Head's nerve to change——»

“As a matter of fact, I expect the School
tiovernors are responsible—so don't blame
Dr. Stafford,” interrupted Pitt. “ And what
about your desire to make prosress? Here
we are, moving with the times, and you’re
as Conservative as—as the average village
sitopkeeper,”

"(iood!)” said Buster Boots heartily.
“*That's the stufl, Pitt! Why should we
viand still? In these days we want to go
righit ahead! There s nothing like pep and
ginger! Pushfulness—that’s the order of
the day—"

1 think Handy favours pushfulness,”
prinned Pitt, with a glance at Church’s ear.
“0Oh, by the way, you chaps, ten Ancient
House fellows have been shifted over into
the College—— Sorry: Over into the
Modern House. In future, they’ll be Modern
Fourth-Formers,”

Havndforth looked utterly disgusted.
‘“ Anything else?” he asked bitterly. < Have
they messed about with the School in any

othier way? They’ll te shifting the playing-
fields next!”

Cecil De Valerle chuckled.

‘“ Yes, there’s somethmg else,” he grinned.

*The Ancient House junior studies are still
h ttered, as usual, but in the Modern House,
they’ve got numbers, instead.”

“ Horrible !”” said Handforth sourly.

“My address, in future, is Study 6,” said
John Buste"ﬂeld Boots byt skly  “ You can
keep your silly old letters! Study 6 is a

newsg struck Hand-

Iorth and Co.

said Reggie, “is

A
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lot better than Study V. Sounds more im-
posing !

« It sounds rotten!’ retorted Hundforth.
“As a matter of fact, I shan't stand it!
I'm going straight to the Head—"

“1 shouldn’t be a bit surprised!” inter-
rupted Church hastily. “O0ld Pycraft’s just
blown in, and he’s already spotted us! 1
think we’d bette gracclully fade away !

And Handforth and Co. beat a hasty re-
treat. And Mr. Horace Pycraft swept across
the Triangle, and made a bee-line for the
Head’s House. Judging by the glance he
bestowed upcn all and sundry, “the mnew

master had made up his mind t{o declare
war from the very commencemen’,

“Help !”” said Buster Boots.
got to adopt that?”

“We thought old Crowell was a bit of a
beast, and we’ve been congratulating our-
selves on the change,” said Bob Christine.
“But this freak looks a regular corker!”

“You can’t always judge by looks,” s=aid
Reggie Pitt. “He’ll probably turn out to
bhe a decent old bird. And you mustn't
judge by what happened to Hand$orth and
Co. Handy would make an angel wild.”

“Well, let’s get indoovs,” said Jack Grey.
“It’'ll be tea-time soon, and we’'ve got to
put our books straight, aud all that.”

They nodded to the Modern House fcl-
lows, and strolled into the Ancient House.
During the summer holidays there had becn
a great many alterations and improvemciis,
and the juniors had plenty to talk about.

Redecorations and repainting had been in
progress3—in spite of the fact that a good
deal of this sort of work had been done
only a few months earlier. St. Frank’s, to
tell the truth, was prospering, and the
governing bcard was a go-ahead, enterpris.
ing body.

An excellent class-room had been pro-
vided in the Modern House—a b’g lecture-
room which had fallen into disuse. It was
now splendidly equipped, and would be
presided over by Mr. Pycraft.

The new order of things met with popular
approval. The College House boys #hen:-
selves mueh preferred their House to he
known as the Modern House. Not only did
the name sound better, bu% it was in nice
contrast to the Ancient House.

Furthermore, there was something attract-
tive in the division of the Remove into
the Ancient Fourth and the Modern Fourth,
The Form had grown so large that Mr. Cro-
well was quite incapable of taking the whole

“Have we

class. Although divided, it would still be
one.
In the Fourth-Form passage, in the

Ancient House, Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey
ran against tv.o juniors who were hanging
abbut the doorway of Study C. Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson were not
looking exactly happy.

“Pown in the dumps?”’ asked Pitt sym-

| patheticaily.
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««oh, it's rotten!”™ growied Watson,
¢« Montie and I will be like lost she » with-
out old Nipper.  It's a beastly shame, his
staying away this term-—and perhaps for
gDDd!!J

“[t's a bit rough, . know, buc what else
"coutd the pocr chap do?” asked Reggie.
«Mr. Nelson Lee's stiil missing, and that
rotten Green Triangle gang is gebticg up to
mischief., Nipper coulda’t come back here
it he tried! He's in London—working might
and main to find his guv'sor.”

= -,

. S . " 2 : -.','..I.‘i 3 .
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“T'athead! Hasn't Nipper left?” asked

Edward Oswald. ‘“And wasn't he skipper?
And isn't the Remove without a captain?* .

“ Another delusion!” said Pitt sadly.
“The Remove isn't skipperles3, because I

happen to be the captain of the Lower
School. And yon know it as well, you
bounder—because you were present when

Nipper asked me to take on the job!”
“That's nothing!” said Handforth loftily.

“You can't fool me like that! I've finally

made up my mind to become captain!”

el
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The two forlorn juniors nodded

““Dear old boy, you're right—you are,
really!” remarked Sir Montie. “But at
the same time, it's shockin'ly frightful. Of
course, we shall get over it in time, but
it’'s hard to begin with. [ dare say there
are worse troubles at sea, begad!”

“Just a minute—! want a word with
you!” said Handfortlh. charz ng out of
Study D, next door

“What about this election for the cap-
taincy? Church and McClure are going to
nominate me as a candidate—" -,

“ Which election?’’ asked Pitt innocently.

CHAPTER 1V,
0 THE STRICT Q.T.

EGINALD PITT patted

Handforth soft.y on
the back.

““You can’'t help it,
old son—and 1 feel deeply
for you!” ne said, in a sor-
rowing volce. “But why do

you get these visions? ¥You'll be saying
that you want to edit the Mag. next!”
“Jdiot! I'm the Editor already!” snapped
Handforth. “I1 appointed myself Tditor
yesterday—before vz even left home!”



Pitt shook his head, and walked on. And
Handforth was aillowed to indulge himself
in his little fanciecs He was a good sort—
one of the best—hbut he always suffered
from a strange and weird hallucination that
he was fitted for the post of junior cap-
tain. Put as nobody else thought so, and
as” Handy was mnever taken seriously, it
Jdidn't matter much.,

“ Hallo! Still the :ame cld firebrand?”
nsked somebody.

Handferth tuined round, and found him-
- self staring at Fullwood and Co., of Study
A. The nuts of the Ancient House were
dressed even more dandified than ever, and
they were all in good hunicur.

“ Hallo, Fullwood!” growled Handforth.
"Havenzt. seen you for months! And you
other chaps, either,”” he added, nodding to
(iulliver and Bell. “I'll bet you've been

up to some nice tricks during the holiddys.”
Ralph Leslie Fullwood nodded.

“Yon bet we have,” he agreed calmly,
“ What's the gocd of holidays if a fellow
can’'t have a good old roaring time? Things’l)
be as tame as milk at St. Frank’s here by
comparison. But there’s cne improvement
this term.”

“ What's thal?” asied Church,

«“That blessed prig of a Nipper ain’t
here,”” replied  Fullwood  unpleasantly.
«“Thank goodness, he’s gome back to his
confounded gutter business—— Hi! What
the——-" _

“I'm going to punch your head, you in-
snlting” retter!”” roared Handforth, clench-
ing his fists. “ Nipper's one c¢f the best!
Bvery decent chap is sorry that Le’s left!
And if you say a word against him again,
I'll smash you!”

“ Hear, hear!” said Dr. Beverley Stokes,
turning the passage corner. “1 agree with
~ the sentiment, but I greatly deplore the show
of violence,” went on Dr. Stokes genially.
“Fullwood, if you say such things about
Nipper in my hearlng again, I shill be com-
pelled to swish you somewhat heftily. You
young snob! It's a pity you don’t take
Nipper as a pattern! One ol the best and
truest boys we ever had in this school.”

““ Hear, hear, sir!” agreed Church. ¢ And
thie best junior skipper!”

“Yes—but give your friend Reggie a
chance,” smiled Dr. Stokes. ‘ Between yor
and me, old chap, I've got an idea that
legaie will surprise the natives. In other
words, if he doesn’t prove to be a better
captain than Nipper I'll cheerfully boil my
best Sunday hat, and make my dinner ot
it!”

‘““ Better, sir?” asked Handforth, staring.

‘“Better!”” repeated Dr. Stokes firmly.
“And I'll tell you why. Pitt combines
Nipper’s fine leading qualitles with a reall
human sense of humour. And that'll help
him enormonsly. For cxample, Reggie will
grin with real appreciation when you sug-
gest beeoming ecaptain in his place.”

| lute ripper!

“ Yes, sir!” said Handforth feebly,
“However, time will show,” said the House-

master of the Ancient House. “I'm here
instead of Mr. Nelson Lee, and I hope yon
fellows will pu'l together, and give me a
good trial. There’'s no reason why we
shouldn't work tegether nicely, and make
things run on oiled whevsls.”?

“Rather, sir!” said the juniors heartily.

“Oh, and there’s just another point I
want to mention,” added the Housemaster,
Last term 1 was itemporary Head. But
Drg Stafford is hack row, and you'll do me
a favour by calling mo * Mister.” 1 don’t
like to make a song of my degree now.
Rather embarrassing for the Head—under-

stand? You don’'t mind, old sons, do you?”
“0Of course not—er—Mr. Stokes,” said
Chureh.

~ ““Good lad! Go up one!” grinned Barry
Stokes. ““That’s the stull to give them!”

“How’s Mirs. Stokes, sir?” asked Hand-
forth politely. -

“Topping!”? replied Mr. Stokes. ¢ Abso-
lutely topping! She's completely recovered
from her illness during the summer, and——
Well, you can see her for yourselves if you
care to drop in to tea As many a¢ you:
like—everybody’s welcome !

“Thanks awfully, sir—but—but—the fhrst
day, you know——-"

“Quite right, Handy—I fargot !> said the
Housemaster cheerfully. ¢ You like to have
a bit of a spree on the first day, don’t you.
All right—to-morrow! See you later.”

.?lnrl Mr. Stokes strolled off with a genial
nod.

“My hat! He’s a good sort!™ said Hand-
forth enthusiastically. “Come to think of
it, I Dhelieve we shall pe better off with
old Stokes here, instead of Mr. Lee. Mr.
Lee was a fine sort, but Stokes iz an abso-
He's just like one of ourselves !”?

“Yes—until he catches a chap on the
hop!” sneered Fullwood. ““And then he's
as harsh as any other beast of a master.”

Handforth nodded. -

“You ought to know!” he said tartly.

Fullwood turned on his heei, and walked
out, Gulliver and Bell accompanying hin.
And just beyond the steps of the Ancient

House they encountered Graysom, of the
Modern House.

“Just the fellows I was looking for,” said
the Fifth-Former. *“How much money have
you got?”?

“What's that to do with you?” asked
Fullwood unpleasantly.

“0Oh, well, if you're goinz to be bad-
tempered, you can jolly well go and eat
coke!” said Grayson. " *“ As a matter of fact,
I was going to invite you chaps to a very
special spree to-night.” -5 e

“A  spree?”’ repeated
sudden interest.

Fullwood, with
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“0Oh, well, I
mind,” said
obligingly.

“ Mind!”” snorted the
Fifth-Former. “You
young rotter, you ought
to be jolly well
honoured! It was my
idea to .invite you three
—and I had to talk
Kenny over. Cham-
pagne, you know!” he
addedy in a whisper _
‘“ Champagne, smoking. B\
card-playing, and all
the rest!”

I"'ullwood and Co.

don't
I'ullwood

became very eager -
‘““Good!" said h;tlph l ‘i‘oilthmk the
Leslie  enthusiastically. quietly.

boy’s dead, sir,’ said the Housamastarw

“You can count us in!*’

CHAPTER V.
THE CELEBRATION PARTY.

T. FRANK'S was hardly |
a haven of peace and
quietness,

It was bed-time in
the Junior School, and the
dormitories were fairly throb-
bing with noise; and even the
Fifth-Formers were devoid of their cus-
tomary reserve and dignity.

I'or it was the first night of term, and In
both Houses at St. Frank’'s the fellows were
allowed free rein. All sorts of extraordinary
noises could go on on this particular night,
and nobody in authority would take any
notice.

Masters and prefecta became discreetly
deaf, and long after lights-out the sounds
could continue without any fear of inter-
ruption. Even 30, it was necessary to keep
within the limit.

On the following night, of conrse, every-
thing would be strict and formal. So the
fellows generally let themselves go, only too
})Ieased to take advantage of the unwonted
axity.

And it was this very laxity, in fact, which’
had prompted Simon Kenmore, of the Sixth,
to moot the idea of a celebration party. As
he pointed out to his special cronies, they
could make as much unolse as they liked, and
smoke and drink to their hearts' content,

I'ullwood and Co. learnt that the party was
to be held in a big room on the top floor,
where there were no sleeping quarters of any
kind. Thus, the party would have the whole
landing to itself, and it wouldn't even bhe
necessary to set a watch.

The time fixed for the commencement was
ten-thirty, and the young ‘sportsmen” of
the I'ourth were rather annoyed to find that
half the I'orm was still awake at this hour.

But even the most talkative fellows were
heginning to yawn. And Handforth himsell
had nearly exhausted his famous vocabulary.
It had been a strenuous, tiring day, and the
influence of bed made itself felt.

One by one, the juniors dropped off to
sleep, But it wasn’t until eleven o'clock
that the last one yawned and settled him-
self under the bedclothes. And five minutes
later the dormitory slept.

That is, with the exception of TFullwood
and Gulliver and Bell. These three juniors
were very wideawake indeed, and.they were
intensely impatient to join the big party—
which had now been going on for over hatl
an hounr, '

The nuts of Study A had contributed three
pounds between them towards the expenses
of the champagne party, and they were
fully determined to have their money’s
worth.

“Thank goodness!"” breathed Fullwood, as
he slipped out of bed. ¢ Never knew such
a crowd of talkative rotters! You chaps
rcady?” :

“@Give us a chance!" protested Bell. I

and nobody would dream of interfering.

| haven't got one sock on yet!"
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But in less than five minutes the trio were
prepared—not fully dressed, but quite sufh-
cient, for the occasion. There would be no
formalities at a party such as they were
nttending.

They noiselessly left the dormitory and tip-
toed their way along the corridor, past the
ifth-Form dormitory Voices and laughter
from within informed them that the Fifth
was still wakeful,

But they met with no misadventure, and
tmally arrived on the upper landing, A
chink of warm, welcome light from beneath
a closed door cheered them up. And they
vould hear subdued voices, the <chink of
glasses, and even the rattle of money.

“Sounds good, doesn’t it?” whispered
Gulliver eagerly.

The chums of Study A had not improved,
apparently, during the holidays. On the
very lirst night of term they were only too

ready to plunge full tilt into their old
games,
They tapped on the door, and it was

opened after a short delay by Grayson of
the Fifth. Grayson was looking very flushed.

“Q0Qh, so you’ve come!’ he said, with a
kind. of Jeer. “Young asses! 1 thought
you'd forgotten us!”

**Those fools in our dormitory wouldn't
20 to sleep!” said FFullwood.

“ Al right—come in!"”

Grayson held the door open, and Full-
wood and Co. entered. The room was close
and stufly, and reeking with cigarette smoke.
There were some tesmpor'ny tables, and
these were set out with a bewildering :wmlt-
ment of cold foods, and an imposing array of
champagne and spirit bottles.  Several of
the ceniors were already playing cards.

“By gad!” said Fullwoood, staring. “ This
is what I call a party!”

Kenmore, of the Sixth,

“*You kids
champagne!” he said curtly,
touch the whisky at all—->?

“Rats!” interrupted TFullwood. “We’ve
paid our whack, and we're going to have
our share! We ain’t juniors and seniors
iow, Kenmore. This is a sprce, and we're
oll equals!”

;‘itflleekj' young cub!” said Kenmore wrath-
fudiy

But the rest of the party grinned, and
accepted Fullwood and Co. without question,
The usual crowd was there—Grayson, Shaw,
Parkin, Wallace, and a few other seniors.
These fellows represented the * fast set * of
St. Frank's, and they were, of course, an
extreme minority,

But to lcok at this scenec one might
imagine that the famous public school was
a very hotbed of iniquity. And even for
the fast szet itself, this orgy was far and
away more wild than any other,

By the time Fullwood and Co, arrived, the
mujority of the roysterers had been imbibing
heely, and now they were excited, noisy, and

looked round.
had better go easy on
“And

the
don’t
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highly flushed. Fullwood and his chums
lost no time in sampling the drinks.

And the effect of the champagne was soon
obvious, Unaccustomed to such heady
beverage, the juniors soon became animated.
They demanded to be admitted into one of
the games.

“Clear off, you bally juniors!” said Wallaee
thickly. < If you come interfering here, I'll
chuck one of these bottles at you!”

‘“Steady, old man!”’ said Shaw mnervously.

Wallace was a weedy, pale-faced Fifth-
Former, and at present he was looking far
from his usuvual self. The wine had gone
badly to his head, it seemed, for his face
was flushed to an alarming extent.

“Don’t interfere with me!” he shouted.
“[I know what I'm doing—I'm not drunk!
And 1 won’'t have these infernal kids—-
Leave that money alone, Grayson, Yyou
thief!”

Grayson, leaning over the table to pick up
one of his own notes, turned a furious face
towards the senior.

“It’s my own money, you conl’nunded

fool!” he shouted.
“It isn’t—you’re a thief!’ raved Wallace
wildly.

CHAPTER VI.
TRAGEDY!

IMON KENMORE grasped

S Wallace by the shoulder

and swung him round.

“Listen to me, you

drunken idiot!” he hissed.

“1f you can’t keep your voice

quiet, you'll get pitched out!

Understand? Pitched out! Can’t you stop
this insane babbling, you fool?”

Wallace waved his hands wildly.
“ Grayson’s stolen my money!”

he

sereamed. “I won’t stand it, I tell you!
I won’t stand it! I'm not going to be
robhed—"'

“Hold him:i" gasped Kenmore breath-
lessly.

The madly excited Fifth-Former had gone
into a kjnd of frenzy. His face went nearly
purple, ind it took four seniors to. hold
him down, Left alone, he would have
aroused tine whole Ancient House.

“By gad! He's gone off his head, or some-
thing!” panted Grayson.

“ No, he hasn't; he’s had too much cham-
paene!”” snarled Kenmore. “And a few
more of you will be like this if you don’t

case up! 1t’s a pity yon haven’t got more
sense,

“ Hallo? He’s gone limp!’ said Shaw
suddenly.

“ About time, too'”’

Kenmore ghred down at the Fifth- Former.
Wallace had relaxed, and he was flopping
back in his e¢hair in a Joose, unnatural atti-
tude. The other revellers stood starmg at
him rather blankly.



Wallace fell half out his chair
floor.

“He's fainted!” muttered Parkin shakily.
“] say, this is a bit rotten! The con-
founded fool has swooned! What the deuce
are we to do?”

** Bring him round, of course!'’ snapped
Kenmore, who was about the only fellow
who kept his head. ¢ 1’ve never seen such
a crowd of frightened babies in all my life!
There's nothing to be afraid of—he's only
fainted. 1 don't wonder at it, either, after
that frenzy!”

“I say, it was awful!” muttered Gulliver.
“Did you see his face? It went nearly
black! And his eyes——"

““ Shut up, confound you!" snarled I'ull-
wood.

He didn't like to be reminded of that
vision. Wallace's face had, indeed, been
awful a moment prior to his collapse. And
now there was something rather terriiying
in his utter limpaness.

“Come on—don't stand looking on!" said
Kenmore sharply. “Lend a hand, here!

We'll lift him up and revive him. Get
some water, somebody!”
B‘:lWe haven't got any water!"” bleated
ell.

“There’s a tap, isn’t there?” snarled
Kenmore.

Bell hurried out in a shaky condition, but
he was in hardly a worse condition than the
~ others, for they were all alarmed. Even
Kenmore, the coolest of the lot, only kept
himself sober with an effort.

“We'll pull him up in the chair—that's
the way!” he exclaimed. ¢ Gently, now!
Yes, he's gone right off—as clean as a
whistle! Why doesn’t that young idiot
hurry 4p with the water?”

““Couldn't we try some whisky?” ventured
Parkin.

“The fool's had too much already!"” replied
Kenmore curtiy. “It's water he wants—
and plenty of air. This room’s like a curing
factory! You can’t see a yard for fumes!"”

But nobody opened the window—all were
too anxious. The party was fordotten, the
card-table was deserted. The sudden co!-
lapse of Wallace had brought the boisterous
celebration to an end. And even those
fellows who were badly under the influence
of drink became sober.

“I say, look at his face!”’ mufttered Shaw.
“1t’'s white now—horribly white! I—I be-
lieve—— And look at his eyes too- =

“Can't you keep quiet?”’ panted Kenmore.

“They're glassy!” said Shaw with a
shudder. “ And his face has gone as white
as wax! He hasn't fainted at all—he's
dead!”

Crash! , .

. “Take that, you mad blockhead!'' hissed

Kenmore, catching Shaw a vicious blow
across the cheek. ‘“Haven't you got more
sense than to say fool things like that? The
chap’s only fainted—"' -

to the g

“Here's the water!” put in [Fullwood
quickly.

“And time, too! Bring it here—hurry
up!” ordered Kenmore, his voice shaking

“ Splash some

and trembling with anxiety.
Not lhike that!

over his face—no, you dolt!
Half a pint of it!”

Bell was so nervous that he nearly spilt
all the water on the floor. But a good deal
of it went on Wallace’s face. ~The unfor-
tunate junior was pulled up, but his head
lolled over %o one side in a horrifying
manner,

“I tell you he's dead!” screamed Shaw
wildly.

And this time Kenmore took nc notice.
Instead, he seized Wallace in his arms and
laid him full length on the table, sending
glasses and money and crockery sweeping
to the floor. Kenmore’s face had gone as
pale as chalk, and he was shaking from
head to foot.

““ Now then—some of that water!” he
muttered. “We’ll pour some down his
throat. And some of you others rub _his

wrists. Go on—don’t be scared! He'll

soon come round!”
Grayson took hold of one of Wallace's

wrists, and then let it go abruptly.
““ He’s dead! I can feel it!” he shrieked.

«“Oh, this is awful! Fetch the doctor,
somebody——" ‘
“ Hold on!” gasped Fullwood. ¢ Don't

20 out, yelling like that—you’ll rouse the .
house! And that’ll mean the sack for the
lot of us!"”

““Good heavens!”

more faintly. )
His hand was over Wallace’s heart, and

there was not the faintest sign of a beat.
And small wonder. For, in all truth, the
unfortunate Fifth-Former was actually a
corpse!

muttered Simon Ken-

CHAPTER VIIL
THE ALARM IN THE NIGHT. _
the

66 HAT—what’s
matter?” asked
Parkin with a
gulp.
‘“He's dead—no question
of it!” breathed Kenmore.
“Look at his eyes! They're

all glassy and staring——”

“Didn't I tell you so0?” shouted Shaw,
hizs voice rising shrilly. “I knew it five
minutes ago! Help! Help!”

He ran madly to the door and wrenchad
it open.

“Stop that lunatic, some of you!” yelled
Kenmore.

But Shaw was already flying across the
landing, and Grayson was close at his hecls.
Gulliver and Bell fled, too—every bit as
panic-stricken as the two Fifth-Formers..

Shaw, in advance, literally fcll down the
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¢tairs from top to bottom. He picked him-
self up, bruised and battered, but even
more terrified than before.

“Help!” he screamed, “Help! Help!”

His voice rang through the Ancmnt House
in the most alarming way, and the panic-
stricken shouts of Gulliver and Bell only
added to the effect. Shaw staggered along
the corridor, and ran into the arms of Mr.
Stokes.

“What on earth——" began the House-
master.

““Quick, szir!” sobbed Shaw.
+ dead!”

“What's that?” exclaimed Mr. Stokes
sharply, grasping the boy by the shoulders
and shaking him. “Good heavens! Pull
yourself together, Shaw! And what are you
doing in this House, anyhow? You don’t
belong here——"

“Wallace is dead, sir!” hissed Shaw
feebly. “He’s up there, in the attic, as
white as a waxwork, with staring eyes—all
glassy and——"

‘“Stop!” commanded Mr. Stokes sternly.
“1f you go on like that, young man, you’ll
frighten yourself—-"

“What is this commotion?”
Dr. Stafford, hurrying upon the scene in
his dressing-gown. ‘“What is the matter
here, Mr. Stokes? And these boys—"

*“There’'s a chap upstairs, sir—dead!”
shouted Gulliver. “He had a fit, or some-
thing, and suddenly collapsed. Quick—
fetch the doctor!”

Compiete confusion reizned for a few
moments. And Dr. Stafford and Mr. Stokes
vere not the only newcomers on the scene.
A pumber of Fourth-Formers had crowded
ouf of their dormitory, and were huddled
up in the passage, looking on with staring
eycs, Reginald Pitt came pushing through.

“Anything we can do, sir?” he asked
brislkly.

But nohody took any notice of him.
deed, his question wasn't even heard. Dr.
Stafiord and Mr. Stokes and the others
were hurrying up to the next floor, and
they were all so startled that nobody
thought of forbidding the crowd to follow.
Even two or three members of the domestic
stafi had appcared, and were looking on,
nervous and frightened.

Dr. Stafford strode into the room of death
with a firm stride. But he checked sud-
denly, an exclamation on his lips. And
just behind him was Mr. Beverley Stokes,
as grim as the Head himself.

“Upon my soul!” muttered Dr. Stafford
faintly.

He was utterly taken aback. Never
befere had he seen such a spectacle of un-
liccnsed revelling in his school. The hot,
fume-filled . atmosphere, the champa"ne
bottles, the glasses, the cards and the piles
of money, the dishevelled, wild appearance
f the roysterers themae]veq all

“Wallace s

demanded

1n-

these |
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things impressed themselves on  Dr,
Stafford’s mind with stunning force.

But hardly had he grasped the picture
when he caught sight of Wallace on the -
table, in an attitude that was grimly
suggestive of decath. :

“Good heavens!” muttered Dr. Staﬁord

He crossed to the side of the body and
bent down. Mr. Stokes had accompanied
him, and together they examined Wallace.
And when they looked up they were both
pale and shaken.,

“I think the boy's decad, sir,”” said the
Housemaster quietly. |

“This is appallmg," exclaimed Dr.
Stafford, controlling his voice with difll-
culty., “Will you go downstairs, Mr.
Stokes, and ring up the doctor? His
number is Bannington 63. VUrge bhim to
get here at the carlicst possible moment.” -

Mr. Stokes hurried off.

Everybody else in the room remained
still—completely sober now. Even Gray-
son and Shaw had come back, feeling more
confident in the Head’s presence. Somehow,
they completely failed to realise the gravity
of their own position. Their only thoughts
were connected with ‘Wallace.

‘“LEvery boy here will go to his room at
once!” said Dr. Stafford harshly. ¢ No,
Kenmore, I shall hear nothing now. I have
seen quite enough to eonvince me that this
boy’s tragic condition is mnot wholly
accidental.”?

“But—but we want to know if he'll
sir,” panted Kenmore.

“You will know to-morrow,” replied the
Head coldly. “I need hardly tell you that
a most rigid inquiry will be made into this
appalling orgy. Go!»

The late revellers were only too glad to.
get out of that room, and they desccndul
the stairs, to be pressed for information
hy the crowds who hung about in the lower
corridor. :

Mr. Stokes returned with the information
that Dr. Brent was hurrying to the school
in his car, and would arrive within tea
minutes. And the local practitioner was as
good as his word.

He was admitted by Mr. Crowell, for
practically everybody in the Ancient Houce

live,

was now wide awake, and the story had
flown round like lightning. Even the
College House—or, rather, the Modern
House—was beginning to scethe. For some--
body had -carried the mnews over the
Triangle.

Dr. Brett's examination was quite brief.

He looked up from the body of Wallace
with a grave expression,

«“T am sorry, Dr. Stafford, but I can .
do nothing for this lad,” he said quietly.

“«“He is dead?” asked the Head, with
compressed lips.

“Quite dead!”’ said the medical man,
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CHAPTER VIII.
THE WMORNING AFTEKR,

hardly
the

LEEP was ]
thought »of for the
rest of that night.

Even during the small
hours crowds of fcllows sat
in the various dormitories
discussing the horrible affair
with bated breath,

In the Fourth Form dormitory, Fullwood
and Co. were questioned until they were
sullen with impatience. And thecir tempers
were in no way improved when the Fourth
~passed a vote of censure on their behaviour
and threatened to send them to Coventry.

“You were willin® enough to question

us, but now that we’ve told you everythin’.

you turn on us like this!” snapped Full-
wood angrily,

“Don't you deserve to be turned on?"
demanded Armstrong. “You cad! You
and -your rotten pals are responsible for
Wallace's death—"

“It’'s no good going on like that, Arm-
strong,” intcrrupted Pitt. “We don’t know
how Wallace died, and it isn't fair to blame
Fullwood and Co. until all the facts arc
available.”

But Fullwood and Co.
nevertheless,

It was very much the same in the Fifth
Form dormitory. Grayson and Shaw were
pestered with  inquiries. Wallace had
gained a fame after death that he had
never approached while living.

He had been an insignificant sort of
fellow—a %kind of permanent invalid, more
or less, with always something the matter
'with him. During the winter terms, he
had frequently spent weeks on end in the
sanatorium,

And he had been inclined to associate
with the worst section in the school, being,
in fact, a mean, contemptible rotter him-
sclf. Wallace had always gained nothing
but contempt for himse!f by reason of his
petty spite, his unutterable meanness, and
his habit of sneaking. Among all the
decent, fellows he had had not a single
friend.

But now that he was dead, there were no
harsh things said about him. His dramatic
decease certainly caused no pain to any-
body. There were no chums who sorrowed
for him. His exit from all earthly things
was simply regarded as a scnsational piece
of excitement. ;

And the next morning, when everybody
came downstairs at the usual hour, most
faces were showing signs of a sleepless
night. And, necdless to say, there was only
one topic of conversation from the tiniest
fag to the most lordly Sixth-Former.

And everybody was in a state of un-

certaint
v killed him?”

were  blamed,

“The question is, what
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1 asked Jack Grey.
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‘““ He couldn't possibly
have died through drinking champagne or
whisky.”

“Of course not,” said Pitt. “ But I have
no doubt that the drink helped to a cer-
tain extent., Still, all that will be thrashed
out at the inquest.”

“Inquest!” exclaimed De Valerie, mth a
start.

“0f course—there’s bound to be an in
quest,”” replied Reggie. “When somebody
dies suddenly, or accidentally, an inquiry
has got to be held., That’s the law. And
cverything is made public, too.”

“ Phew!” whistled Somerton. ““That's a
bit stceep! I thought we'd be able to keep
this affair hushed up. Just think of the
harm it'll do to the good name of St.
I'rank’s.”

“1 know that—but it can’t be helped,”
said Pitt,

“How absolutely,

frightfully shocking!®"
ohserved Archic

Glenthorne. “What I
mean is, how dashed near the cdge. This
story, whizzed back and forth from mouth
to mouth, and all that sort of thing, will
absolutely go broadcast through the land!
I'm afraid the good old populace will obtain
a somewhat heetic -view of St, Frank's,
what?” "

Reginald Pitt scratched his head.

“We can’t do anything, of course,” he
declared. “I1f we attempt to hush things
up, people will only look at us with sus-
picion. When it comes to an affair like
this, the only thing is to tell the plain,
bold truth., And we're not to blame, are
“E‘}” o,

“Yes, but the chaps who are ought to he
sacked!” said Handforth indignantly. ¢ The
rotters! The ‘miserable cads! Getting up
this beastly drinking orgy, and causing
Wallace's death! FEvery one of ’em ought
to be cleared out.” ©

““ Hear, hear!” :

”Includlng Fullwood and Co.!” roared
Handforth,

“We couldn't help it, could we?” snapped
Fullwood.

“I don’t say you could, but if that rotten
party hadn't been held, Wallace might have
been alive to-day.”

““So he might.”

““ These cads ought to be sacked!”

“Why mnot duck ’em in the fountain
trough?” suggested somebody. ;

“ Now then—none o' that!” said Pitt
sharply. “Haven’t you idiots got any
sense of decency? You can't go ramping

about the place with death in the house.”
The juniors were somewhat subdued,. |

“All the same, they ought to be sacked!”
argued Handforth. ¢“Just because a set of
these boozing rotters hold a party, the
whole of St. Frank's will get it in the
neck! If the Head sacks them all it might
do sc:mething to save the school’'s good
name!'!”



““ Hear, hear!”
If'ullwood and Co. were in very bad odour

is the Fourth. And they took care to re-
main aloof. They were anxious, too—ner-
vous, jumpy, and worried. They {fully
expected to be expelled.

After breakfast a preliminary  inquiry
was held by Dr. Stafford. There was a sort
of ecourt, with Dr. Stafford, Mr. Stokes, and
Mr. Stockdale on the bench. And cvery-
body who had taken part in the celebration

orgy was closely and rigorously questioned.

But the only fact that could be elicited
was that Wallace had suddenly gone into
a frenzy, and had then died without =n
word. And all the culprits were intensely
relieved by the Head’s announcement that
punishment would be held over until after
the inquest. And this, after all, was the
only fair decision.

But all the participants in the party were
held at a distance by the rest of the school.
For the time being they were barred.

Morning lessons were held as usual, but
work was a mere farce.

Even under ordinary circumstances, work

on the second day of term was practically
unheard of. The day was chiefly spent in
_getting into ship-shape again and settling
down. But on this particular day there was
not even a trace of settling down..
. And even the masters were only too
pleased to release their IForms at the end
of the morning. The boys went out into
the open—glad to be under the clear sky
__after being confined indoors.

- And they found not one reporter, but no
less than six. -

CHAPTER IX.
IN THE PAPERS.

EGINALD PITT found
himself surrounded by
two or three business-
like young men, who

seemed very anxious to be
friendly.

“Now, young ’'un, perhaps
you can tell us a few details about this
little mystery that h‘ippc,ned last night?*
asked one of the reporters cheecrfully.
“Just give me the facts B2

“Nothm-‘r doing!” interrupted Reggie.

“What do you mean-—nothing doing?%”
lemanded the reporter. “1 represent the
‘ London Evening——'"

“Sorry, but I can't help that!”* inter-
rupted Pitt. “That affair last night was
purely connected with the school, and you
won’t get any information out of me. And
"1 hope you won’t be successful with any-
body else.”
v+ ¢ Afraid of the truth coming out?” asked
the reporter, with-a slight sneer.

“I'm not afraid-of the truth—but I'm
afraid of the sensation that you fellows will
make of the- truth,” replied Pitt. “But I

] don’t suppose it'll make much difference—

you'll get the information somewhere.”

“You bet we shall!l” agreed the reporter
promptly,

Another brisk gentleman was having a go
at Handforth.

“You want to hear all about the murder?"
asked Handy., *“All right; I'll give you the
facts—-*

* Murder?”? ¥
thought—?

“Oh, well, it wasn’t exactly a murder-
but that’s only a detail,” said Handfutth.
“This chap Wallace W5

"%teady. old man,” whispered
“We don't want all this scandal in

papers, do we?*?
replied Handforth

repcated the reporter.

Church.
the

“* Rather not!”
nantly.

' Then what’s the idea of jawing to these
reporters ?7?
“By George!

indig-

I suppose 1'd better not do
it!* said Handforth, with a start. “Clear
off, you rotters! Unless you get outside
pretty quick, we’ll make you run “the gaunt-
let! Like your nerve to ¢ome here at all'?

It was quite characteristic of Handforth
to change his tone without a moment’s
warning. At first he had thought merely of
making himself somewhat important, But
’hureh had brought him up with a "jar,
And now he was determined to keep his
mouth tightly closed.

And practically everybody else in the
Fourth was the same. Even Fullwood and
Co. were as mum as oysters. They cer-
tainly had no wish to give themselves away.

But the reporters gained a lot of informa-
tion from Teddy Long before that young
rascal could be dragged away. He not -only
gave the newspaper men a full account of
the orgy scene, but he added countless
rletails, which only had their etistence in
his own mind.

He was_ hauled away at last, but bv this
time the mischief was done, And the
reporters gained quite a number of facts
from some of the servants, too. At all
events, the affair seemed to l:-e gaining pub-
licity hy leaps and bounds. The surrounding
country was already talking of nothing else
—but the tale was getting further afield.

In the evening, for example, De Valerie
went  rushing into  the Ancient House,
waviug a newspaper—a copy of a London
evening paper. De Valerie had just come
from Bannington, and had got the paper
straight from the station.

“I say, you chaps, have you scen this???
he asked breathlessly.

“Seen what?”

“One of the London papers!”

“My hat! Let’s have a look!”?

“Show us, Val!»

De Valerie was surrounded by an eager
crowd, and there were many startled
exc]amatlons when the paper was thrown
open. The tragedy at Sf. Frank’s had been
given more prominchce than any other item
of news.
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Right across the fronl ran this

fegend:
« APPALLING ORGY AT FAMOUS PUBLIC
SCHOOL.

During Brawl
College.”

page

“ Boy Dies at St. Frank's

There were many shouts as the terrible
words were read.

“0Oh, my goodness!”

“What a rotten shame to set it out in
big type like that!”

“Think of the bad name we shall get!”

“Wait a minute—let’s read the report
underneath!”” exclaimed Pitt. “ This is
more serious than you chaps think.”

In order to save time, Reggie read the
report aloud, and the crowd listened with
hushed breath. And well they might. For
ti;fe reports had made the very most of the
alralr,

The tragedy itself had been sordid, but
there had certainly been nothing mysterious
or sinister about it. Yet the newspaper
insinuated that St. Frank's was a veritable
hotbed of vice and iniquity. The disgraceful
party which had led up to the death of
Wallace was indicated as quite a common
occurrence—instead of being, as it actually
was, an almost unheard-of orgy.

“The rotters!” shouted Handforth indig-
pantly. “ Anybody who reads this will think
we're all tarred with the same brush!
They'll think ‘that this sort of thing has
- been going on for years, and has only
come out now hecause of Wallace's death!”

“Yes, that’s what it looks like!”

“ But it isn't true!” roared Handforth.

“Yes, we know that——"

“It's a libel!” yelled Armstrong. “Why
should the public be made to believe that

we're all drunkards and rotters? Something
cught to be dome about this! It isn't

fair!”
“Steady on—steady on!” said Pitt
sharply. “It won't do any good to get

cxeited. Peace, my children! Keep your
hair tightly on, and allow your Uncle Reggie
to hold forth!”

“QUo it, Pitt!”
“Tecll us what we’ve got to do!”

“That's easy—you've got to keep cool!”
replicd Reggie. “I expected these reports
—and there’'ll be plenty more like 'em! And
they'll all have the same flavour—so it's
no good thinking anything else.  These
newspapers will make the whole country
believe that St. Frank's is a regular sink of
crime and hidden vice!”

“But can't we prove
snorted Handforth.

“I hope so—but that's about all I can
aay,” replied Pitt. “When this sort of
thing gets round——"

“Hallo! Here’s  the . felegraph
interrupted somebody excitedly.

it's all a lie?”

boy!”

CHAPTER X.
THE INQUEST.

HE telegraph boy pro-
duced not merety onc
wire, but no less than
: four. And it turned

out that he had at least a

dozen others for fellows in

the Modern House or in the

Upper School generally.

But the four were addressed to Doyle,
Griffiths, Church and De Valerie. Doyle
opened his feverishly, and read the message
in a kind of daze.

“I've got to go home!” he gasped.

“What the dickens for!” demanded Hand-
forth.

“Goodness knows!” said Doyle excitedly.
“It’'s from the pater—he tells me to leave
St. Frank's by the first traia, and to wire
him the time of it so that he can meet me
at Vicloria.”

“Well, I'm blessed!”
“Here! Mine's the same!” shouted De
Valerie.

“Mine, too!” yelled Griffith. “ Mine’s
from the mater, and she tells me to leave
this * dreadful place’' instantly.”

“There you are—evervbody's getting the
wind up already!” said Handforth bitterly.
“And I'll bet most of those -other telegrams
are the same sort. At this rate there won't
be any chaps left!”

“I—I'd bhetter go and see the Head, I
suppose,” said Doyle anxiously.

“Yes, and I'll go with you,” said Church.
““My telegram Is nearly the same—I've got
to go home to-morrow!”

Handforth’s jaw dropped.

“You've got to go home?” he repeated.
“For good?”

“1 expect s0.”

“What about McClure and me?” roared
Handforth flercely.

“I—I don't know!” said Church misee-
ably. “1 say, this is too utterly rotten
for words! I don't want to be sent to
another school! There isn't one as good as
.St. Frank’'s.”

“Good man'” said Pitt heartily. *“ That’s
the spirit! In spite of all this scandal, St.

Frank's is the best place at any time!
Don't you go, Church! Stick to the
colours!”’
“ But—but I shall have to go * began
Churoh.

“0Oh, will you?” said Handforth grimly.
“To0k here, my lad, if you go away from
St. Frank's, and leave McClure and I iu
the lurch, I'll kick you out of Study D for
the rest of the term!”

“But I shall be out, if I'm away!” said
Church dully. |

“By George! . So vou will!” said Hand-
forth. “Well, T'll jolly well lock you up in
Study D, and keep you there until you take
root to the floor! Huh! It's hkely we're
soing to let all the best chaps clear off!™”
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Chyrch was rather flaitered to hear him-
seif referred to as one of the best chaps.

- Aecording . to the way Handforth spoke

sometimes, he had been led to believe that
he was a kind of human worm. But it
was only in moments of serious stress that
Handforth revealed his true feelings.

The rest of that evening was like a night-

mare.
Telegrams poured in so rapidly that
speecial messengers had to be sent {from

Eannington—the tiny DBellton
couldn’t ecope with the rush.
Without exaggerating, a full third of the
"ourth was ordered to rcturn home at once.
Aud it was almcst as bad in the Fifth.

The Third, too, was affected—although
not te such an extent. -

But, although it was such a staggerer for
the school, it could easily be understood.
Reading such reports in the papers, parents
- had taken alarm by the dozen. And, fear-
ful lest thelr sons should be Imfluenced by
irese terrible drinking parties, the Dboys
were ordered home. Fond parents were in
a bit of a panic. -

The Third was not so much affected
because mere fags were obviously free from
that kind of taint. Aund the Bixth escaped

post-office

vecause these seniors were old enough to

jcok after themselves.

1t was the Middle School that felt the
klow so severely.

But Dr. Stafford himself took the matter
in hand firmily. He addressed the whole
school in Big Hall, and said -that no boy
would. be allowed to leave until the morrow,
a{ "the earliest. As everybody knew, the
llead was waiting for the result of the
inquest.

He was hoping, in fact, that most of the
parents  would retract overnight, and
countermand these panic orders in
morning. Dr. Stafford was looking pale and
11} with the sudden, unexpected anxiety.

And the next day, with St. Frank’s still
hoiling and bubbling like some great caul-

dron,  the inquest on the ill- fated Fifth-
Former was held. The coroner's court was
packed.

The proceedings were comparatively bnef

Jvidence was called which completely laid
bare the nature of the celebration party.
Most of the participants went into the
witness-box, and described the events which

had led up to the tragedy. And during
the course of this searching inquiry, not a
single fact was left hlddor The o¥ey, iIn

all lts naked horror, was laid bare for the
whole world to know. And the reporters
fiuuldl be fully trusted to publish the tiniest
detail,

the |
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But Dr. Brett's evidence was the most
significant.
He had made a post-mortem examination,

and was able to prove conclusively that
Wallace's death was entirely duc to a weak
heart. The champagne he had drunk had
me:ely excited him,

ut did not this dreadful drinking bout
lead to his death?’’ asked the coroner.

“No,” replied Dr. Brett. “The condition
of the boy’s heart was such that he might
dropped dead at any moment. A
sudden shock of any kind would have beci
sufficient to bring about fatal results.”

The medical witness went into detalls,
and convinced the jury that the death had
been perfectly acecidental and from natural
eauses. And this verdict was arrived at
with scarcely a minute’s delay,

But the mischief was done—the scandal
had been spread broadcast!
CHAPTER XI.
THE VOICE OF SCANDAL.
LARGE number of

fellows Dbelieved that

Dr. Brett's evidence.
would put a new
complexion on the whole
affair. Since Wallace had

died of purely natural causes,
was obviously no case against the

there
celehration party.

But nothing
facts.

The party had been a disgraceful affair,
and the truth was laid bare for all to
know. The great reading public thought
little or nothing of Dr. Brett’s evidence.
The unfortunate senior had died during the
spree, and thus it was directly responsible.

And if one party of that kind could be
held, why not scores? St. Frank's was
spoken of with shocked awe. In less than
twenty-four hours the famous public school
was looked upon as a plague spot.

With scores of boys ordered to leave for

could get over the hard

home Dr. Stafford was in a terrible
dilemma. With regard to the culprits, he
took into consideration the verdict of the

coroner’s jury. And none of the revellers
were expelled. The Head held the view
that they had been punished severely as it
was.

But all were flogged—and other punish-
ments were imposed as well. Dr. Stafford
remembered that this had been a first-night
celebration and that they had been carried
away by their exuberance.

The schoo), as a whole, condemned the
Head’s Ieniency But Dr. Stafford probably
felt that with so many boys being taken
away it would ke necessary for him to
J retain every one possible,



That afternoon there
were more wires. Fully
half the Tifth was
ordered home and over
half the Fourth. The
situation was acute.

But still the Head
forbade anybody to
leave,

By teatime some early
editions of the evening
newspapers arrived.

They  were  full  of
dreadful publicity. The
“inquest was reported in
full, and fthe whole
story of the party, in
the words of the boys,
was reported. It was
a terrible blow at the
prestige of St. Frank's,
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and  was undoubtedly
destined to have a
devastating eflfect.

St. Frank’s—one of
the famous  English

public schoois that had
Mways borne an irre-
proachable  character!
And here it was, being

‘“ Now, young 'un, perhaps you can tell
details about this
night ? '* asked one of the reporters cheerfully.

us a few
little mystery that happened last

hield up as a kind of

plague spot. Was it any wonder that
parents in every part of the Kingdom
ordered their children to return home?

«“ It secems to me that this is about the
end of the old school,”! said Reggie Pitt
grimly. * The place'll never last, after this;
il can't, With over half the chaps gone,
we shall go bankrupt!’’

““ Looks like it,”? said Jack Grey solemnly.

‘““We're not going to stand by and see
that happen, 1 suppose?’’ demanded Arm-
strong. * There must be some solution—"’

““There i3 one, but I doubt if the fellows
liave enough couragze to adopt it,”’
interrupted Pitt. “ The only way is for the

school to stick together, to ignore these
summonses home, and to stick here, on the
spot.”’

“ That’s Impossible!”’ growled Church.

“If I don't go home, my pater will come
down her? and fetch me!” 4 _ .
“ Let him come; I'll deal with him!’’ said

Handforth fliercely. * Understand, my lad,
you're not going home—— Eh? What's
that?

““ Telegram for you, Master Handforth,”
said Tubbs, the pageboy, pushing his way
through the crowd.

Handforth took it, and his jaw dropped.

““1 knew it was coming,”” said Church
miserably. ¢“Oh, we shall all clear out to-
night! They might as well shut the school
at once!”’

Handforth gave a snort of disgust as he
rcad his telegram. It was quite brief but
0 the point:
allow to remain at St.

“Cannot you

 Frank’s.

Have arranged for you to join
College. Travel there by first
details fixed.—IATHER.”’

Redcliffe
train, Al

‘“* Well, have you got to go home?’’ asked

Pitt.
““Home!'' snorted Handforth. ‘“No. My
pater tells me to go to Redcliffie. He’s

made every arrangement!”’

“Just like Sir Edward,”
with a faint smile.

‘““Do you think I'm going, you duffer?'*
snapped Handforth., ‘‘Blow Redcliffe! And
blow my pater! I'm not leaving St. Frank's, .
just bhecause a few miserable rotters have
a champagae fight!"’

The argument could not continue, for the
areat bell in the tower commenced clanging.
It was a signal for the school to collect

said ,Reggie

in Big Hall. And when everybody was
present Dr. Stafford appeared on the
platform.

There was a tense hush, for everybody
realised that the situation was acute, and
the tension almost at breaking point.

““I have very little to say, my dear boys,”’
said the Head quietly. “You all know the
facts, and you -all know how grossly unfair
to our famous old school the majority of
the reports have been—"’

“ Hear, hear!”’

“ Good old St. Frank's!”

¢ Bravo, sir!”’

““Thank you, boys; but I fear that your
loyalty will have but little effect,” con-
tinued Dr. Stafford. ¢‘“The tragedy of
Wallace's death is an absolute disaster for

| the school, wnd the effect is more devastat-
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ing than I ean describe. All those boys

who have been ordered home by their
parents will make full preparations for
departure at once,

“Qh!*’

““ Every faciiity will be afforded them for
taking the evening train from Bellton,’
went on the Head. “1 take this opportunity
to bid these boys good-bye, and mﬁh them
every success in their new schools
“«We don't want to go, su*'” shouted
somehody.

“ Rather not!”?

“We'd prefer to be at St. Frank’s
The Heud smiled rather wearily.

“ Perhaps so, boys, but your own parents
are the final judges,”’ he reminded them.
*+ Nothing can alter the fact that an appall-
ing, d:s"raceful scene took place in this
school, and, as headmaster, I am respon-
sible. I can only trust that St. Frank’s
will outlive the terrible scandal, and in
time lift itself again to the very f{ront
rank of England’s public schools. In the
meantime, I ftar that we shall pass through
a critical period of stress, which may
indeed end in_complete disaster.’’

sir!®?

Dr. Staffiord’s speech was received with
_silence no7. For if the Head was
)essimistic, then the situation was indeed
“grave.

He did not say so in sc many words, but
it was clear to everybody that St. Frank’s
College was in danger of being absolutely
blotted out.

CHAPTER XI1I,
THE CRISIS.
-’LCKI\G was the order

‘\‘ P the hour.

Everybody seemed
to be doing it. In
Fifth and Fourth the dormi-

tories were in a perfect fever
of bustle. A startling pro-
portion of the fellows had received “orders
to depart for home.

And parents were even more imperious
than . schoolmasters. They had to be oheyed.
And some of the juniors, no doubt, felt a.
sneaking joy over the disaster which had
overtaken St. Frank’s.

For it meant a period ¢f home again—a
kind of continuation of the holidays. But
the fellows who thought in this way were
only the short-sighted oncs. The more
thoughtful boys were upset and worried.

For this upheaval would mean a new
school, and all the trials and troubles of
getting settled down in strange surround-
ings. There was a large amount of love
for St. Frank’s ingrained in most of the
boys, more particularly in the seniors.

For these had spent several years at
St. Frank’s, and it was a big wrench to
Jeave in this fashion.

Some were striving
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for scholarships and similar honours. And
to be dumped down in a new school would
mean an end probably to all their
ambitions.

But parents had to be obeyed.

So packin; was going on with feverish
haste. It was no good staying at St.
Frank’s now. And the bad odour in which
the school now wallowed was distasteful,
too. The snobbish fellows were only tco
glad to leave.

‘““It's al! very well for the Head to talk,
but I'm not going!’’ declared Handiorth
grimly. “ As for my pater, he can go and
eat coke! 1It’s likely I'm going to a rotten
school like Redecliffe!??

“But what else can you do?’ asked
Church. “1I shall ask my pater to send
me fo Redeliffe, too. But McClure hasn’t

been told to leave yet, so he’ll stay here!’?

“ Rotten!’? said McClure miserably.

Handforth glared.

“If you think you’re going to stay here,
my lad, you've made a mistake!’’ .he
snorted. ‘*You're coming with Church and
I to Redcliffe. Understand?”’

““But you just said you wouldn’t go te
Redeliffe!™ protested McClure.

‘““And I won’t!’ roared Handforth.

The fact was, he didn’'t quite know what
to think or what to say. The great leader
of Study D was intensely worried. Righuv’
at the very beginning of the term every-
thing was upset.

He wasn’t greatly overjoyed when his
minor came along. And for once Willy was
looking as serious as an owl. His habitual

sunny expression, his sparkling eye, his
ready tongue—all were subdued.
““ Finishea your packing?’® he asked

cloomily.

“I haven't done any packing!’’ retorted
Edward Oswald. °

“ Just like you, Ted. Always leave every-
thing till the last minute—-"’

“You young rotier!’’ said his
‘““ Where’'s your loyalty?  Where’s
patriotism towards St. Frank’s? I'm
going. And I'm ashamed of you
getting packed up so meekly.”’

““Who's packed up?’ demanded Willy,
with some heat. “You chump! I was
only finding out what you were doing! I
haven't packed up myself, and won't! I
mean to stick here until the pater comes

major,
your
not
for

down and yanks me off by the ear! And
even then I'll kfck like the dickensl’”
Handforth’s eyes glowedl.
““Good man!’’ he said heartily. “ By

George! 1 didn't think you had it in you,
my lad. You've got more pluck than I
imagined. Put it there!”’ :
He seized Willy’s bhand, and Willy
howled. :
“Go easy!”” he roared. “No need to
crack my knuckles!”’ .
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¢ Why, T hardly touched you, you blessed !

young coward!”’

«“ How would you like your hand squeeczed
vice, just after you'd received 8ix
from old Sunclifie?’’ demanded
Willy, examining his hand with tender
care. ‘“ He's a beast. He lays it on with
horrible force!’’

“ Good luck
““I'll bet you deserved a dozen!”’

' Reginald Pitt came out in the lobby a
moment later, and he was just in time to
meet. Tubb:. -And the pageboy, with a
long face, handed Reggie a telegram.

;¢ Just come, Master Pitt,”’ said Tubbs
sorrowfully. “1I ’ate to think of yon goin’
away, young gent. There's some as won’t
be missed, but you’re one o' the real good
sports, you are!"’

¢ Thanks, fair youth, for such bounteous
words,”’ said Reggie, bowing gracefully.
““ Praise from you is praise indeed. But
if the powers that be decide upon my
‘abrupt removal—— Hallo, what have we
here?"’

““A telegram, by the
Handforth brilliantly.

- ““Cease thy prattling, O youth of foolish
tongue!”’ said Pitt, gazing at the telegraph
form with eager eyes. “ Great tidings!
This wire isn't from my pater at all.”’
A ¢“Who's it frcm—your mater?*?
Church dully. ~
“ No—from Nipper!"’

“Nipper!” echoed Handforth and Co. in
one voice.

in a
awishers

look of it,”’ said

“ Yes—listen to this!” said Reggie eagerly. ¥

¢f Great news! Nelson Lee safe—nearly mad
with relief. The guv'nor and 1 will carry
on against Triangle. Don’t know if we can
return St. Frank's. Good luck to everybody.
Concerned about scandal. Hope you'll live
it out all right.—Nipper.” What do you
think of that?”

“ Ripping!” said Handforth eagerly. *“So
Mr. Lee’s found? Didn’t 1 tell you all along
that he wasn't dead? Didn't I say he'd
beat those Green Triangle rotters?”

“I don't remember it, but we'll pass it,”
said Pitt. “You see. Nipper isn't coming
back—neither is Mr. Lee, It's just as well.
They're safely out of this miserable busi-

ness!"
He walked away very thoughtful and
serious. That telegram from Nipper had

raised certain questions in his mind.

“What would Nipper have done in a case
like this?” muttered Reggie. ‘ Would he
have given in? Would he have allowed the
whole Form to clear out and desert the
school 77
- Pitt’s eyes gleamed with sudden resolve.

““No, he wouldn't!”’ he decided. ‘I can
Just imagine the fire and zest with which
Lie would have grabbed this situation in both
hands and dealt with it! By Jove! I'm
going to fight!”
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CHAPTER Xlil.
THE EXODUS.
- EGGIE PITT'S resolve
\’ stirred him deeply.
He was captain of
the Junior School—the

one fellow thas the Form
looked to for advice and help.
And here he was, doing

nothing, while the fellows were packing by
the score! He had taken no action what-
ever to prove his strength as a skipper.

And would Nipper have acted in the same
way?

Pitt was convinced that Nipper, with all
his vitality and energy, would have made
things hum. And Nipper had particularly
entrusted the captaincy to Reggie Pitt—and
Reggie wasn't going io fail!

Out in the Triangle, he paced up and down
for a time, thinking feverishly—planning
ways and means. First and foremost, there
was one thing to be done. The entire Fourth
must remain intact—both Ancient and
Modern sections. Orders or no orders, they
must stick to the school!

But how could this be accomplished?

Already large numbers of Fifth-Formers
were leaving both Houses on their way to
the station. Fags were in evidence, too—for
a certain number of the Third had their
marching orders.

*“ By jingo! I've got to look alive, or it'll
be too late!” exclaimed Pitt crisply.
“ What’s the time? Ten-to-six! And the
train leaves at six-forty! Less thamn an
hour!"

There was certainly every need to hustle!

Pitt rushed indoors, and charged into
Handforth and Co., who were still m tle
lobby.

“ Do you [ellows want to help?” he asked
sharply.

‘““ Help in what?”

“] want to call a Form meeting—{full
force!"” retorted Pitt. Everybody's got to
attend—Ancient and Modern alike!”

““ Moderns?”” repeated Handforth., * Oh, you
mean the Monks? The College House chaps?
I don’t recognise these fatheaded new names

2

¢Call 'em what you like—but get a move
on!” interrupted Pitt briskly. “1've got an
idea—I mean to save the Fourth, if it can
be done!” ‘ .

*“ You—you mean—prevent the chaps leav-
ing?” asked Handforth eagerly.

“ Exactly!”

Edward Oswald was alert on the instant.
FFairly hopeless as a leader, he was, never-
theless, of extraordinary value when it came
to a task which called for hustle. speed, and
force. And this was just the kind of job
he revelled in. ,

The leader of Study D turned himself
into a whirlwind, He rushed from the
Ancient House to the Modern House like
a tornado, yelling to all the juniors that a

| Form meecting was _to be held on the instant



—in the gymnasium. ‘
were engaged in similar work. And quite
a number of other Fourth-Formers caught on
to the scheme.

“ Form meeting?” said Armstrong,
ing. ¢ What are you talking about?
just off to the station——"

“(Can’t help that—you've got to be
there!” interrupted Handforth  curtly.
“Plenty of time—train doesn’t go for half
an hour yet. And Pitt only wants to say a
few words!” i

“Qh, all right,” caid Armstrong. “ But I
can’t stay long.”

And most of the other juniors treated the
summons in the same way. Although half of
them were booked to leave, and were really
not St. Frank’s juniors any longer, they
answered the call.

For a Form meetine was always an im-
portant affair. One was never called unless
the situation was serious. And it was an
unwritten law in the Junicr School that no
such summons was to be ignored unless the
eircumstances were exceptional.

Those fellows who were destined to re-
main at the school weve only too willing to
attend the meeting. Fullwood and Co., for
example, were amonyz the first in the gym-
nasium, :

The cads of Studv A were curious to see
what all the excitement was about. During
the last day cr tw. they had *een sent
to Coventry by most of the other fellows—
although this punishment was now dying
out. After all, tha fellows realised that
Fullwood and Co. had been mere pawns in
the tragic affair which had resulted In
Wallace's death. '

“Kverybody on hand vet?” panted Pitt.

He hurried up, red and breathiess, and
streaming with perspiration. He had been
on the zo for ten minutesz, without a single
rest, and he was filled with high hopes. The
juniors were rallying round in a manner
that he had hardly dared to expect.

““Yes, most of ’em here,” =zaid Tommy
Vatson. ‘‘But the mecting is bound (o be
shert by two——*

“Why?7” snapped Reggie.

“Turner and Page, of the Mcdern House
have already mone tn the station.” said Wat-
son. ““They went some time ago =

‘““ Thea fetch ’em back!” interrupied Pitt.

‘““ Fetch’ em back?”

“Yes—we can't have the Formm short by
two!?? rapped out the captain. * Here. Hand-
forth! Do you mind rushing down te the
village and yanking Turner and rage back?
The idiots have eluded us!”

“Qh, have they?” roarcd
“ Well, they won't elude me! Hi, Church!
i, Clurey! Come on! We'll make those
two fatheads smart like the dickens for
sneaking away like this!”

Handforth and Co. were off like the
wind, and Pitt’s eyes gleamed as he watched
them go. Then he turned and locked at the
-seething gymnasium.,

star-
I'm

Handforth,

Churek and MeClure ]

“Well, they're gning‘f-o lose their train—
the whole crowd of them,” he murmured
quietly. *“This is where I get busy.”

CHAPTER XIV,
LESS THAN THE DUST.

ANDFORTH ran hard,
and the short dis-
tance to the village

was soon covered.

Churech and McClure were

just as excited as their leader,

- for it seemed to them that
something would come of this situation.

“Come on—don't lag behind!” panted
Handforth grufily, N

““Who's lagging?*” snorted Church.

There was no question that Handforth him-
self was the Jlaggard. For Church and
McClure forged ahead, and Edward Oswald
had to fairly fight in order to keep up the
pace.

“No need to rush like this!” he gasped.
““ Plenty of time!”

“I thought you told us not to waste
it?»? asked Church, with a certain satis-
faction. “And don’'t accuse us of lagging
—— Oh! What the i

Church broke off, and clapped a hand to
the side of his head. And when he took
it away there was a smear of blood on his
fingers. Handforth and McClure paused,
breathing hard.

“What's up, you ass?” demanded Hand-

forth.

“1 don't know—something hit me!”
caid Chureh dazedly. “ It must have been
a stone—my head’s singing like the
dickens! And I've got a cut, too—not
much, but it wasn’t far from my eye!”

Handforth glareid round.

“ Who's throwing stones?’? he bellowed.

“Yah! DPrunkards!” came a yell of de-
risive voices,

From behind the hedge two or three heads
arose—the most prominent one belonging
to Lumpy Bill, the blacksmith’s son.
Lumpy was a well-known character in the
village—a  hulking, good-for-nothing lout,
who caused his father no end of trouble.
And he was always at enmity with the
St. Frank's boys.

¢ Yon dangcrous rotter!” shouted Church
angrily. “You might bhave blinded me!”

Lumpy DBi!l roared.

“You're always blind, ain’t you?” he
jeered. “ What about them drinks you ’ave
up at the school? Whisky an’ champagne,
and all the rest! You ain't 'arf a crowd
o’ bloomin' swells—I don’t think!™

Whizz! Whizz!

Another shower of stones came hurtling
across the hedge. Handforth and Co.
ducked, and managed to escape the fusil-
lade. This sort of thing was nothing new.
But Lumpy Bill and his young hocligaus
were certainly more darmng on this occa-
sion than ever before.
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“By George!” thundered Handforth.
gshow you!”

He rushed to the a‘tack.

“Wait a minute, Handy !  gasped
Church. “ What about Page and Turner?
Unless we hurry, the train’ll come in——7"

Handforth took no notice, but rushed on.
His one thought at the moment was to
punith Lumpy Bill for this display of
frightfulness. And Lumpy Bill, being an
arrant coward, promptly took to his heels.

He fled across the bridge and into the
village high street. The other louts had
scattered across the meadow, and were
not heeded. 1t was Lumpy Bill himself
who needed attention.

And Handforth and Co.
less than two hundred yards.
hulking young ru{ﬂan was certainly
athlete. It was characteristic of him
commence bawling for
was grabbed.

“You won't get any
snapped Handforth.
have deserted you!
pond? We'll soon give you a ducking,
rotter !

“Lemme alone!” hooted Lumpy wildly.

Handforth and Co. took no notice of his
howls, and dragged him towards the vil-
lage pond. But whaen they arrived there
Edward Oswald gave a snort of disgust.
There was no pond left. After a long
spell of dry weather tine pool had dried up,
and there was scarcely any mud, even.

“It doesn't matter—we'll stick him in
head first!” said .= Handforth  grimly.
““There’s quite enough mud to half-choke
him! C(Come on—over with the rotter!”

Between the three of them they man-
aged to turn Lumpy Bill upside down—tak-
ing no notice of his roars and no notice of
thre villagers who came hurrying up to see
what all the noise was about.

The villagers generally took great delight
in seeing Lumpy Bill punished by the
schoolboys. His character was notorious,
and every time he was given a lesson the
villagers approved.

“‘Ere, you young rascals—leave that boy
alone ' shouted a burly labourer, pushing
his way forward.

“That's right, Jim—maka
lad down!” shouted another.

““The young puppies. ain’t no
ruflians theirselves!”

“That they ain’t!"

Handforth and Co.
tions, and stared.

“What's the matter?”?
forth. “This brute——»

““Mebbe he is a brute, but he ain't a
young scoundrel like you an' your fine
school-mates are!” exclaimed the labourer
fiercely. ‘“ Always pretending to be so
fine an’ gentlemanly—an’ vet you ain’t no
better'n a gang of drunken cardsharpers!”

“What!” gasped Handforth and Co.

“Oh, you ecan play the innercent all
right, 1 dessay!” went on the man. ¢]

I'll

caught him in
For the
no
to
help as soon as he

help this time!"
“Your precious pals

Now then—where's the
you

em set the

hetter'n

paused in their opera-

demanded Hand-
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you gits uzed to ‘it up at the
We've heard about your goings on,
You ain’t fit to mix
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supposc
school.
you young varmints,

with decent folk!”

Handforth and Co. were utterly stag-
gered.

All theze villagers were glaring fiercely,
and it was obvious that they heartily

approved the attitude of the spokesman.
And vet these same men, a few days earlier,
had .been the first to adtlress the boys with
respect and deference.

The change was startling. The whole vil-
lage, of course, had been bubbling with the
news from St. Irank's ever since the
disaster had happened. And it seemed that

the school was condemned wholesale. These
juniors, hitherto honoured and respected,
were now less than the dust!
CHAPTER XV.
THE MEETING OF THE FOURTH.
! ¢ OU'RE mad!"” shouted
¥ Handforth angrily.

i “What do you mean
—we're not fit to mix
with decent folk?"

“You knows what I mean,
you young cub!' replied the
“You an’ your pals up there, in

school—drinkin’, gamblin'—an’
0o’ that there 'armless

labourer,
the big
causin’ the death
young gent——-"

‘““He was one of the worst of the lot!”
shouted MecClure.

“Talkin® agin the dead now!' execlaimed
one of the other villagers. “ You leave young
Bill alone! Leave him be! We've generally
been agin him, but ’'e’s a sight better than
you so-called gent:. anyway!”

Handforth and Co. could hardly believe
their ears. And they were freshly startled a
minute or two later, when the crowd pushedd
forward, and forcibly rescued the village
lout. It was only by pure chance that Hand-
forth and Co. themselves were not roughly
molested.

The village constable happened to stroll
into view, and the ecrowd dispersed, growling.

“My only hat!” said Handforth blankly.
‘““What do you think of that? Treating us
a3 if we were dogs!”

“It's awful!” said Church. ¢ Bob Chris-
tine said that he was jeered at this morning,
but 1 never realised Great Scott!
There’s the train!”

A warning whistle had sounded -clearly
through the air, and the juniors knew the
meaning of it. The train was just steaming
into the station, and if Page and Turner
were to be kept back, some swift hustling
would have to be done.

“(Come on—we’ll just do it!”
Handforth. '

They raced through the other part of the
High Street, and tore into the station while
the train was still waiting against the plat-
form. Charging through the little booking

panted

| office, they arrived on the platform.
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- “*There they are!” gasped Church breath-
lessly.,

Page and Turner were just getting into a
compartment, and up and down the train
the carriages were filling with other seniors
and juniors. But Turuer and Page were the
ouly Fourth-Formers.

“IHi!” roared Handforth.

ITe and his chums raced up, and grabbed

the two Medern House juniors by sheer foree |

and hauled them out of the train.

“You—you idiots!” panted Page.
niiss the train—="

“You will—that's why we've dragged you
out!” said McClure grimly,

“ But—but——"’

The unfortunate pair were not allowed to
speak. They were held down, and had the
mortification of seeing the train steam out
of the station without them. Fortunately,
their baggage was still on the platform.

“Now you can get up!” said Handforth,
as he arose from his seat on Turner’s chest.
'“And you’re coming straight back to St.
Frank’s with us.”

“You . dotty Iunatics!” snorted Page.
“There’s no other train until eight o'clock—
and that’ll land us in London horribly
late—"’

“You're not going tn London at all,”
broke in Church, At least, you're not if
Pitt has his way! Come on! There’'s a
IForm meeting called, and we've all Fot to
attend. We shall he late as it is?

In the meantime, the meeting in the gym.
was becoming animated.

Reggie Pitt had thought at first to keep
cverybody waiting until the five missing
fellows had turned up. But evervbody was
<o impatient that it beecame nccessary to
get a move on.

The gymnasium was packed.
knew that they had missed the six-forty
train, and many of them were highly
incensed. But it was too late to grumble
now. And there was something about Reggie
Pitt's attitude that interested all and
sundry.

The entire Fourth was present—both the
Ancient IHouse section and the Modern House
scetion,

“We can't stop here!” shouted somehodly.
“And what’s the good of a Form meeting,
anyhow? We don't belong to the Fourth
pow !"?

‘* Hear, hear!”

"“The whole thing's mad

The grumblers were becoming excited, and
Reggie Pitt saw that he would have to make
his speech at once. Roughly, half the Form
was under orders to leave, and the other
half was in a state of doubt. And those
who were going, considered the meeting to
be a sheer piece of folly. b

“Iellows of the Fourth!” shouted Pitt,
suddenly springing upon a raised ledge, and
looking at the crowd. “I shan’t keep you
long—but what I have to say is of the
utmost importance,” =+ s..- - "

“(Go ahead!”

“We'll

The fellows

R

|

-

“NMake it short, old man!”

“I've called the whole FForm together, but -
I am nuu;lly speaking to you chaps who are
on the point of leaving the school,” went on
Pitt, nervous and hoarse with excitement.
“And I don’t want you to think I'm wasting
your time, or acting the fool—because this
speech of mine is the first real effort 1've
made as captain of the Fourth!”

““ All right—get it over!”

“You look upon it as a nuisance, don't
you?” said Pitt. “You just want to hear
me, and clear out. But by the time 1’ve
done, I hope to see you all standing by me—
and not clearing out at all. That’s the very
reason I'm up here, making this speech.”

Pitt had begun very indiflerently. 1le
was not his wusual self., His nervousness
was so acute that his voice faltered now and
again. But this tension was only causcd
by the acute nature of the situation.

“You're mad!” shouted somebody.
“We've got to clear out! We've been
ordered home by our people—"'

“That’s just it!” interrupted Pitt. ‘ Yon
want to stay here, and you're going against
your will! You’re leaving St. Irank’s
because your parents have formed hasty,
inaccurate conclusions by reading the news-
paper reports, They’re taking you away
from the school because they think it’s a
hotbed of vice!” |

“That’s true enough!” growled Christine.
““ Goodness knows we don’t want to go!”

‘““IHear, hear! St. Frank’s is just as good
as ever it was, too!”

‘““ Rather!”

Reggie Pitt thumped one fist into his
palm,
““That’s just my point!” he shouted.

“Ilere, at St. I'rank’s, we know the actual
truth. We know that this rotten scandal
was caused by a few miserable cads who
count for nothing. Who are they, anyhow?
kenmore — Parkin — Grayson — Fullwood!
They're the handful of bounders who have
brought the name of St. I'rank’s into is-
repute !’ -

“* Hear, hear!”

“ And Tust beeause of that, all your people
at home condemn St. FFrank’s as a centre of
drunkenness and dangerous orgies!” shouted
Pitt, caining confidence with every word he
uttered. “1'm talking to you now, because
I'm going to put the facts to you striaight
from the shoulder!”

CHAPTER XV
STANDING BY THE OLD SCHOOL,
DWARD OSWALD
HHANDFORTYIL gave a
snortt of satisfaetion.
said breathlessly.
'em!”’

“Iere we are!” he
“In with

Turner and Page were

pushed into the crowded gymnasium, with
Bandforth and Church and McClure follow-
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ing. They had intended having a word with
Reggie Pitt, but this was impossible. For
Reggie was talking grimly and powerfully—
his full confidence restored.

He had got the ear of Liz audience, and he
scized his chance.

“1 want you fellows to ask yourselves one
thing!”’ he exclaimed tensely. ‘“ Do you con-
sider yourselves to blame for the scandal that
is now being talked about all over the
country? Do you fcel that you've contri
huted towards this horrible smudge on the
achool’'s character?”

"THE NELSON
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Put is it

Fraivk’s is a sort of plague snot!

fair to insult the famous old scheol like
that ??

“0Of course it isp’t!”

“You agree with me, and yet you
are . perfectly willing to desert the
scheel  with  yvour tails between your

legs” roared Pitt indignantly. *“ Don’t you
realise that we are needed now mcre than
cver hefore? Half the Fifth has gone, and
a good many Third-Formers and Sixth-
That's bad enough, to start with;

Between the thiree of them they managed tec turn Lumpy Bill upside down,
taking no notice of his roars and no ncotice of the villagers who came hurrying

up to see what all the noise was about.

“No, we don't!” yelled tiie Fourth.

“Then what's the idea of leaving 8t
Frank's in the lureh?” demanded PDitt
ficrcely. “ What do you mean by deserting
the scheol just when it needs you more than
ever it did before? \‘Where's your loyaity?”

“We've been ordered home by our
parents!”. shouted Armstrong.

“Does that matter?” retorted Pitt sharply.
“Qur parents don’t understand the position
—they don’t realise that that disgraceful
scene was a mere isolated occasion. Every-
body bas jumped to the conclusicn that St.

but what’s to hecome of 3t. Frank’s if the
IFeurth descrts her, too?”’

“She'll go bust!” reared Handforth.

“That's right—she’ll be bankrupt within a
montn!"’ declared Pitt grimly. *“ And why?
Just because these cads have given the
school a bad name! If you all go home,
you'll be tarred with the same brush!
When you go to your next school you'll be
cut dead by practically everybody! They'll
take it for granted that you are just as bad
as the culprits themselves!”
‘“By Jove, he’s right!” shouted Armstrong.



“Right!” thundered Pitt.
got sense enough to see it for.yourselves? 1
tell you, selemnly, that if you desert the
school now you'll al“a\s have a black mark
against your names! And St. Frank’'s will
never recover from this blow!’’

“What else can we do?”
Christine,

“We can stick to the coloura"' replied
Pitt, his voice ringing loudly. * We can
stand by St. Frank's, and prove to the whole
country that she’s worth standing by! As
for our parents, we can ignore their orders,
and wait for something to happen! Here's
a chance for the I'ourth to come out strong—
ty stick to the old place when the old place
veeds us!"

“ Hurrah!"

“Good old Reggie!” .

“Three cheers for St. Irank’s!”

Pitt had worked up the meeting to a
pitch of intense enthusiasm.

“ And remember,”” he concluded, ¢ your
only chance of clearing your names is to
. remain with us., You are all innocent, vou
took no part in this disgraceful scandal.
But who'll believe you if you go? Nobody!
Yet, if you remain, and stand by the flag,
there’s more than a chance that St. Frank’s
may be saved!"

Reggie Pitt's triumph was complete.

demanded

THE

“Haven't you

There
agrced with him. And a few of the nervoua
ones who felt like leaving, in spite of their

wasn't a single fellow who dis-

convictions, were quickly made to realiso
that they v.ouldn’t be allowed to leave the
school premises.

Without a doubt, Reginald Pitt had proved
himself to Le a sound, level-headed skipper.
His chance had come sooner than anyvbody
had expected—and the juniors backed him
up to a man.

The whole Fourth would remain behind—in
spite of orders! They would stick to St.
Frank's, fight against this canker of gossip
and scandal, and kill it!

And when Dr. Stafford heard the news, ho
was not only impressed, but rather over-
come. He took no action, for he realised
that the boys were determined. And ther
expression of loyalty to the school touched
him deeply.

And so the day ended, amid general ex-
citement.

The Fourth stayed on—one intact body.
The Fifth was depleted by half its number,
and a quarter of the Sixth had gone. Even
the Third was seriously affected.

But the Fourth Form had made up its mind
to fight to the finish. And there was not a

shadow of doubt that some very acute
trouble was brewing!
END.
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My dear Readers,

For most of us the holiday season is over,
the evenings are drawing in, and we !look
around the bookstalls for a likely friend
with whom we can spend a cheery evening
or two at home. In this little paper you
will find a delightful companion every week.
You know this, of course, but there may
be some of your pals who would like to
make the acquaintance of the NELSON LEE
LIBRARY,

TWO NEW SERIES.

Now is the time to introduce your chums
to the paper, for we begin this week our

"4

aul.umn programme, containing two new
series of splendid stories, a magazine
supplement, a portrait of our popular

author and a special interview with him, a
complete list of the famous characters of
the Remove, now known as the Fourth at
St. Trank’s, and much else besides that
makes it as bn%ht and compact a little
paper as you will find anywhere,

Edifor:

WHAT TO LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK.

Next week there will be another fine long
story of St. F¥rank’s, entitled, “THE
SCHOOL WITH A BAD NAME!” 1In this
rousing yarn the new skipper of the Fourth
will be called” upon to lead his Form in
their ficht against the disastrous effects
produced by the recent scandal at the
school. There will also appear a thrilling
account of Nelson Lee and Nipper's adven-
tures with the ‘League of the Green
Triangle in “THE EAGLE'S PREY!” And
in the Mag. will be published the first series
of portraits of four well-known juniors with
short descriptive notes about each. This
new Portrait Gallery and Who's Who will
feature all the juniors of the Fourth as
contained in this week’s list. Every reader
should make sure of getting the whole series
for reference in future stories, as it will be
a long time before we republish these
interesting facts.

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.
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At the request of many old
readers, | am heginning to-day a
new series of stories dealing with
Nelson Lee and Nipper’'s adven-
tures with the Green Triangle, a
criminal organisation of which
the notorious and infamous
Professor Zingrave is the head.
Nelson Lee is a prisoner in the

and Nipper has left St. Frank’s to rescue his masier.

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
TBE EAGLE’S PREY.

LANG! )

Nelson Lee glanced up from his
easy chair and directed his attention
throagh the glittering steel grille.

Robson had just appeared, carrying a bundle
of newspapers and magazines,

‘* Ah, Robson, punctual as usual!?’ said
Nelson Lee pleasantly. ‘“Any special news
to-day? Any startling crime that Seotland
Yard fails to elucidate? 1 confess I am on
tenterhooks.”

Robson grinned behind the grille.

““ Always cheerful, Mr. Lee, ain't yon?"
he remarked. ¢ No, there’s no special news
—not yet, leastways.”

‘“ Ah, then our friend, the professor, has
not yet commenced his promised activities,”’
said Nelson Lee. ** Thanks. Oh, you might
- just mention that these cigarettes are run-
ning rather iow.”

“I will, sir,” replied Robson. “Maybe
yon'd like some cigars?”
““Maybe I should,” agreed Lee drily.

‘“In fact, T can safely assure you, Robson,
that a box of cigars would be most accept-
able. But please be quite certain that they
are of at least a fair quality.”

Robson grinned and vanished through the
great strong-room door. It closed with a
dull metallic clang, and was followed by the

sound of the numerous stecl bolts drop-
ping neatly into their sockets.
Nelson Lee stretched himself, rose from

his chair, and tcok the bundle of papers
from a small ledge on the other side of the
grille. Then he gave a short laugh.

“How long?”? he murmured. ¢ Months—
possibly years! It seems an age since 1
entered into the occupation of these desir-

1 able premises.

And it will probably be an
epoch before I leave them!” :

For Nelson Lee, the celebrated criminolo-
gist, was a prisoner in the hands of the
League of the Qreen Triangle. Since that
day he had been carried off by the Crimson
Eagle—the League’s wonder aireraft—he had
vanished completely and utterly from the
face of the earth, without leaving a trace.

And surely no prisoner ever lived in such
a prison!

Glancing round, Nelson Lee's gaze rested
upon the quiet, tastefully furnished living-
room. A soft carpet on the floor, easy
chairs, a vomfortable lounge, book-cases,
softly shaded electric lamps—everything, 1n
fact, that one would associate with a modern
home of luxury.

But there was no window in this very
commonplace apartment—only a single door-
way on one side, and a steel grille on the
other. This steel grille looked out upon a
small, bare !nbby—with the great strong-
room door beyond., Nelson Lee never came
into close contaet with his captors. There
was always the steel grille separating them.

The doorway on the other side led into a
most delightful bed-room, with a bath-room
adjoining. In fact, the suite was very simi-
lar to one that may he obtained in almost
any first-class hotel. But there were no
windows of any kind—only tiny, concealed
ventilation grids at various points near the
ceiling.

And the whole ‘flat ?’ was constantly lit
by electricity. And here Nelson had re-
mained week in and week out ever since he
had disappeared from human ken. The only
exercise he obtained was when he paced
his apartments from end to end—and he in-
duled in this walk every morning and even-

ing.
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l_l;'md the famous detective was surprisingly
1 .

"Ho fed well, ho had every coml‘ort. and he
was looked after In an almost fastidious
fashion. But when it came to escaping—
there was not the slightest possibility of
such an event.

Nelson Lee knew it.

He was a man who never gave in—a man
who fought when the odds seemed abso-
lutely overwhelmingly against him. But this
timo he resigned himself. He Kknew that
he was c'nu"ht like a rat in a trap. lie had
sense e‘nough to realise that his position was
utter hopeloss. .
_Professor Cyrus
mistake!

At other times,

Zingrave lmd made no

in the past days, the

Green Triangle had trapped Nelson Lee into

its clutches. He had escaped. But on this
occasion the Green Triangle had taken such
means that their prisoner was as dead to
the world as though he were buried in a
tomb.,

And this, indeed, was what Nelson Lcea
prison was like.

A tomb! An underground dungeon which
rcsembled a modern flat, but which was a
dungeon, nevertheless. It was one of Zin-
grave’'s fads—this freak prison,

The professor could have killed Lee, and
thus beenrid of him for ever. But Zingrave
had not taken this drastic step. He pre-

ferred to indulge his fancy in this quaint
~way. For he wanted Nelson Lee to live—
to read, week after week, of the daringly
successful exploits of the Green Triangle.

In the past, Lee had been the one thorn
in Zingrave's side. And now the thorn was
removed. Zingrave and his associates felt
themselves free to operate as their fancy
dictated—and Nelson Lee was here, in this
prison, a harmless spectator.

At first the great detective had chafed at
his imprisonment. He had grown pale and
taggard during the first week or two of his
. grim confinement. But now he was resigned.
And he did not fool himself. Unless a
mtracle happened, he would be kept a
prisoner for years—possibly until he died.

; The world was no longer a possibility for
1im.

He had left it behind, and in future his
own world would consist of this luxurious
little suite of rooms. It was an appalling
prospect, and a man of lesser character
would have withered under the strain.

But Lee’s will was like iron. He grimly
made up his mind that he would remain
~checrful and healthy. He would show these
captors of his that he was not a ecraven.
-Never once would he allow them to laur-h
and gloat over his misfortune.

And there was always hope—somewhere in
the back of his mind there lingered a hope.
[t was so faint as to be almost non-existent.
. With his own hands he could do nothing.
{or a man. no matter how ingenious, can-
not conquer the impossible.

]
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So far as mechanism went, Nelson lLee
had no more chance of escaping than a fly
haa of disentangling itself from the meshes
of a spider's web. But there was always
the human element—and that was the base
of Nelson Lee’s hope.

Sooner or later, no matter how perfect
the mechanical devices, the human element
would make a slip. And then would come
Nelson Lee's chance. But how long?

— e iy

CHAPTER II.
DAYS OF SUSPENSE.

HIEF DETECTIVE-
INSPECTOR LEN-
NARD, of Scotland

Yard, walked briskly
up the stairs to Nelson Lee’s
chambers in Gray’s Inn Road.
He entered the consulting-
room with the familiarity of old friendship.

Lennard removed his bowler, puffed, and
looked round. The room was empty, and
wore a deserted, yntidy aspect.

“ Anybody at home?’”” he sang oub
cheerily.
The door of fthe laboratory opened, and

Nipper appeared. He hurried forward, &

look of eagerness in his eyes.

‘““ Any news, inspector?’ he mqu:red
voice %tense.

The C.1.D. man's face lost its smile.

“ Afraid not, young ‘'un,” he replied
gloomily. ‘“You never stop hoping do you?
But it's no good, Nipper—I've given him
up. Somehow, I don’t think we shall ever
see him again—-"’

“We shall!” shouted Nipper fiercely. I
think it's rotten of you to say that, Mr.
Lennard! Haven't you got more faith "in
the guv'nor? Ile’ll turn up one day—I know
it! I can feel it in my bones!”

¢ All right, lad—all right!”’ grunted Len-
nard. “No need to get excited about it.
[ just looked in to pass the time of the
day, and all you can do is to jump down
my throat. But never mind—you're having
a pretty beastly sort of time, aren't you?"

Nipper didn’t reply. Ie stood there, ali
the animation having left his face. There
was an enormous difference in Nipper. !iis
former chums of St. Frank's College would
have been startled if they could have scon
lim,

Nipper was haggard and drawn. He had
aged amazingly. Attired in a quiet lounge
suit, instead of the familiar Etons, he
looked many years older than he actunlly
was. There were deep hollows beneath his
eyes, telling of sleepless nights. And his
shoulders drooped.

For he had been passing through days of
agonising suspense,

Over a fcrtnight had elapsed since he and
the St. I'rank’'s party had arrived back in
lingland, after the summer holiday trip. At

his



first, Nipper had been fired with a wild en- ]

thusizzin to search for his beloved master.

il this enthusiasm had soon died down—
had 3000 become dead. For there was no
starting point—no possible line of inquiry
that could be followed. The task of look-
“ing [or Nelson Lee was insuperable.

‘“Isn’t there any hope at all??” asked
Nipper, looking at Lennard suddenly.
“llaven't you struck anything, inspector?”

‘“We've struck nothing, because there's
nothing to strike,” replied the man from
Scotland Yard. ‘Do you really belicye in
this Green Triangle stuff, Nipper?”

“Yez, 1 d0.”
“II'm! You shouldn’t!’”” grunted ILen-
nard. ““It’s all bluff, my lad. There's no

Green Triangle at all—there’'s no crime
campaign, or anything. And, what’s more,
we're convinced at the Yard that Professor
Zingrave is dead!”

Niiper looked openly scornful.

‘“What about that aeroplane?’ he de-

manded. “ What about that Green Triangle
in smoke? You and I saw it two weeks
ago-—-"?

. ““Yes, we saw it, but it proves nothing,”
interrupted the inspector. ‘ Anybody ecould
do sky-writing in green smoke—and a
triangic is about the most simple of all
formations. [ tell you, it’s a hoax—there’s

somebody else on this job, doing it for
fun.”?

“] suppose the guv'nor was Kkidnapoed
for fun?” asked Nipper bitterly.

‘“lleaven knows why your guv'nor was
kidnapped—but we all believe that he’s

been taken out of the country,” replied Len-

““ The police have never rested zince
news came of Nelson Lee’s capture.

nard.
the

And dJduoring the whole time there hasn't
been {he slightest trace of a clue. We're
not duffers at the Yard, Nipper—gzive us

credit for some brains—and remember, the
Yard's organisation is the most wonderful
police system in the world!”

Nipper nodded.

“I know that, Iinspector.’” he agreed
slowly. *“But I also know that Professor
Zingrave is the most diabolically cunning
crook that ever breathed. He's just waiting
his opportunity—and before long he'll strike.
And if he’s killed the guv'nor—-"?

. Nipper broke off, his voice failing.

“That’s all right, yuung ’un,” said the
inspector uncomfortably. ‘I was hoping
you'd bhe a bit more resigned. In fact, I
almost expected to find you away. Not
going back to St. Frank’s, eh?”

- “St. Frank’s?’? echoed Nipper harzhly.
‘““You're mad, Mr. Lennard! Do youn think
I could live in school while the guv’nor re-
mains missing? We've got to find Hhiin!
We must! Do vou hear? We must! And
I. think the Yard’s a wash-out—a dismal,
horrible failure!”

-+ Nipper’s voice became fierce, and the in-
spector emiled patiently.

- ¥You don’t mean it, Nipper—but I'll for-

i

give you anything just now. Well, if there's
any news at all, I'll 'phone through at once.
But don't count on anything.’

Lennard went—only too glad to get away.
Usually, he and Nipper chafled one another
endlessly. But in the present circumstances

}_};ere waz nc fun or laughter in Nipper's
ife.

Soon after the Yard man had gone,
another visitor arrived—this time Lord
Dorrimore. The sporting peer was full of
grave concern, bhut he managed to cheer
Nipper up to a certain extent. There was
semething very lovable about Dorrie.

“I've really come to entice you away from
this place, Nipper,”? he explained. ¢ You're
goin’ to a shadow. It’s these surroundin’s—
these old associations, It won't do any
good to stop here an’ mope.”?

“You don’t expect me to go off on some
jungle trip, 1 suppose?’” asked Nipper, h:s
very tone betraying his surprise. I
couidn’t do it, Dorrie—it’s impossible.”

“If you’d be a bit patient, instead of
jumpin’ to conclusions, everythin’® would be
easier,”” said his lordship. ‘‘No, young 'un,
[ just want you to come down to my
country place in Berkshire. It isn’t winter
yvet, an’ there’'s still plenty of enjoyment
in the country. It'll take your mind off
this business an’ give you a change—"’

“Tt’s jolly nice of you, Dorrie, but I
can’t go.”’

** Rubbish! I’'m off this afternoon—-"?

“Then you'll go alone!’’ interrupted -
Nipper. “I must stay here; T must be
ready to act without an instant’s delay if
Scotland Yard ever gets on the track.”

Lord Dorrimore gave it up, for there
was a tone of absolute finality in Nipper’s
voice. He meant to remain. And Dorrie
felt strancely sad. What was there to hope
for? '

—_——— -

CHAPTER I1I.
THE ENGINE OF DESTRUCTION,

ROFESSOR ZINGRAVE
adjusted his glasses.
“And this little
object will do all you
say?’’ he asked, bending
over the table and examining
the gleaming metal device.
“I am hopeful, Hammerton, but the proof
will be in the final test.””

The other man looked excited.

“But ‘I tell you +this mechanism is
absolutely infallible,”” he exclaimed. * The
explosive force is so directed that the
entire charge can be c¢oncentrated on one
small objeet. It is the most revolutionary

invention of its kind that has ever been
produced.??

The criminal scientist looked wup and
nodded.

“] Kknow it, Hammerton, hecause I in-

vented it,”" he replied coolly. *‘*But that.

e
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is one of the reasons why I am doubtful.
It i3 never wise to take anything I[or
granted. You have constructed this cngine
of destruction from my specifications, and,
in theory, it cannot fail. DBut theory and
practice are two different things.”

“ Generally speaking, yes,”’ agreed
Hammerton. “ But in this case we can
know with absolute certainty that the

device will succeed. I've taken the liberty
to make one or two minor alterations in
the interior design—="'

“You infernal fooi!’* snarled Zingrave,
his silky voice . becoming suddenly harsh.
‘““Who told y»u to do that?”’

The other recoiled.
1 was compelled to, chief, with the
materials available I found it impossible

to stick to the absolute specification. But
I have impcoved this bomb. And I can
safelv guarantee that it will destroy any
strong-rooin under the face of the sun.
The most impregnable bank vault will be
opened by just one of these coutrivances.”’

‘“We must prove this; we must put it

to the test,”” said Professor Zingrave
softly. ¢ Plans are maturing for such a
coup. If you have Dbeen successful,

Hammerton, the explosion from this bomb
will be confined to one tiny area, so that
the full force will be shattering in its
effects. Well, wvou had better leave it
with me, and you will learn of its success
or failure later.”

The two men were standing in a small
room where only one shaded light relieved
the shadow. The window was completely
hidden by curtains, and nobody would have
imagined that outside lay dense tracts of
thick forest on every side.

For the Green Triangle headquarters was
situated in the heart of Hampshire, and
this secret retreat was so well concealed
that ' none had the {faintest suspicion of
its presence.

The Green Traingle chief and his agents

always came and went in the Crimson
Eagle, the wonderful hovering aircraft
which had succeeded in carrying Nelson
Lee into captivity. 4

‘Hammerton did not seem to like leaving
the mechanical device in the chief's hands.
He hesitated and looked at Zingrave half.
suspiciously. Hammerton was a pale-faced

man, thin, and thin-blooded.

““You promised me payment—="" he
began.

““You shall have it!”" [Interrupted
- Zingrave., ‘¢ After the test.”

«“But I have spent much money on

experimenting and perfecting—-"’

¢““Can you not trust me?’’ snapped the
profassor. ¢ Wait, Hammerton, wait!
Fverything will come in good time. With-
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in a few days the Green Triangle wiH
achieve its first triumph. And this little
engine of destruction shall assist us in
the enterprise.’?

He picked up the curious bomb, and his
fingers touched several of the projecting
knobs and adjusting devices. Something
clicked. A faint whirr came f{rom within
the contrivance.

“What is that?”
sharply.

IHHammerton made no reply. He was
standing there, his eves bulging, his face as
pale as chalk.. Professor Zingrave caught
his breath in, and when he spoke again it
was a shout.

“ Fool!* he
done——*"

Hammerton tried to speak, and a gurgling
cry came from him. Then he dramatically
collapsed in a heap, the tension being so
great that he had swooned. And the con-
trivance continued to purr.

Zingrave acted on the instant. That
sound from within the bomb was ominous,
unnerving.. He expected to be blown to a
thousand fragments any second. With two

demanded Zingravc

snarled.

“What have you

agile strides he reached the curtains and
Huna them aside.

Crash!

The bomb flew from Zingrave's hand,

shattered the window, and went flying out
dowa the grassy slope beyond the old
ruins. And the professor started back,
breathing heavily.

“That fool shall pay for
panted. ‘ Some blunder—"’

A devastating explosion interrupted him.
It was sharp, short and appalling. It
was unlike any other explosion imaginable.
All its force secemed to be concentrated
into one infinitesimal second.

Through the window Zingrave caught a

this!'’ he

glimpse of blue flame, so vivid that he
was momentarily blinded. And the dreadful
clap rendered him utterly deaf. And then,

at the same sccond, he was sent hurtling
over backwards.

The window shattered into a thousand
fragments and Zingrave was flung to the
other side of the room Ilike a ninepin.
The furniture seemed to be alive, and from
outside came the echo and re-echo of fall-
ing stonework.

Zingrave had declared that his bomb
would explode with shattering effect, but
even he had never Dbelieved that: proof of
it would come so swiftly and- so
dramatically. |

The unexpected had happened, and it is
the unexpected which takes people off their
auard, and which destroys at a blow every
carefully laid pain that human ingenuity
can devise. -



CHAPTER 1V,

THE WAY TO LIBERTY.
walls absolutely
rocked
Nelson Lee  was
startled. A minute

before he had been preparing
himself for bed, and was
leisurely removing his collar,
for even in captivity Lee took a pride in
dressing  well.

And then, without the slightest warning,
a dull, penetrating boom had sounded. 1t
seemed to come from somewhere beyond the
prison walls, high up near the ceiling. Lee
paused in the act of his task, and at the
same instant the electric light went out.

“What's in the wind now?’ murmured
the detective curiously.

It all happened swiftly, within the space
of a few seconds. In utter darkness,
Nelson Lee found himself flung to the floor.
Objects hit him. He was bruised and
dazed. '

It seemed

to him that the walls had
coliapsed. And at first he could do nothing
but ftight for his life. He picked himself |
up unsteadily, gashed, bruised, and nearly
choked and hlmrlu] by thick dust. And
then he was set coughing by fearsome
chemical fumes.

His e¢yes watered intensely, and he
belicved that his last minute had arrived.
The thing had come so suddenly, so
appallingly  instantaneous. He swayed
over to the other side of the pitch-black
rooin.

And then with a start he stood rigid.

Whether hiz eyes deceived him, whether
e was Insane, he didn't know. But right
in ;the distance he could see something
twinkling. He could have sworn it was a
star! And a cold draught blew upon his
face.

But it wasn't possible!

Here, in this prison, a star was in sight.
The darkness was confusing, and the first
lveid thought that occurred to Lee was
ihat his eyes had Dbeen tricked by the
noxious fumes.

And then jn a flash he gained the true
perzpective.

He' was looking through a jagged hole
near the ceiling. The explosion had
obviously spent its full force on the

exterior of his prison, the ground bheing at
about the same level as the ceiling of this
dungeon bed-room.

And a great hope leapt into Lee's heart.

Escape!

The hole was small, but perhaps the
masonry was Joose. And unless he acted
nowy, on the instant, it would he too late.

%me accident had Imppened without ques-
fion there had becn a dlsaster of some kind.

And almost the first thing his captors
would do would be to Jook for him. There

i it down.

W//////., A

Nipper rushed up to Nelson Lee
~and seized him. It was a feverish
grip. And there was no question
that Lee was solid—a living person
of flesh and blood.

was not a fraction of a minute to be lost.
With one movement, Lee pushed the bed
to the wall, blindly and {feverishly, But
he retained his coolness.

All his nerves were on the stretch,
his heart throbbed rapidly. Could it be
that hys chance had come now, so much
?m}'?er than he¢e had ever dared to hope
or

It was a wild thought, and Lee battled
But to 9tand
the position would have been fatal—indeed,
madness itself. The only thing was (o act

and

idle and consider
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while th» opportunity was within his grasp.
or once this chance sped by, there would
certainly be no other.

Fate had played into his handa!

On the bed, he coul: just reach the jagged
opening in the wall. With all his strength
tiec heaved at t'.e stonework. A great por-
tion of the heavy masonry fell, nearly
smothering Nelson Loe as it did so. It was
only by leaping aside that he saved him-
self from destruction, :

The bed was shattered beneath him, and
the mass of debris fell. He had not bar-
gained for such success as this! From
somewhere behind he heard the clang of
the great metal dnor—a shout.

But in one movement Lee leapt upwards,
and wormed his way through the jagged
opening. The cold air of night beat upon
him, and the blecsed stars were high above.
He could see the tree-tops waving in the
chill October wind. He was out in the
open air—under the sky!

And Nelson Lee boltel like a rabbit. A
fierce, grim determination came over him to
tight. If it cam2 t¢ recapture, he would
fight as h¢ had never battled before! And
it would be a fight to the death! Never
would he allow Limself to be thrust back
into that pricen of luxury which was reelly
a living deati.. p

But he reached the trees without a human
soul accosting himi. Scarcely a full minute
had elapsed since the explosion, and every-
thing was still confused and disordered.
Clouds of dust arose from the wrecked part
of the ruing, and the air was still heavy
with fumes.

With never a pause, Lee plunged through
the undergrowth.

Scratched, bleeding, but with a song of
~victory in his heart he forged onwards.
No woodsman was moro cunning than he in
the difficult art of woodcraft. He forced
his way through the tangled undergrowth
with an uncanny sense of direction.

And each step he took carried him further
and further away from that prison. He
did not go round in a ecircle, as a novice
might have done. Pursuit was possible—in-
deed a certainty.

But Lce felt that all was now well. In
~ the open he was mors than a mateh for
his enemies. He had been captured by a
trick, and since that moment hLe had never
been allowed the chance to make a fight,

And while he sped further and further
away,  Professor Cyrus Zingrove picked him-
self up in the half-wrecked room. Hammer-
. ton was already recovering, and he was
finally restored to his wits by a fierce
shake.from his companion.

“ Fool ! snarle® Zingrave. “ What of my
- instructions? That bomb would have been
safe if you had manufactured it according
to my specifications! And now the report
will have been heard.for milesg——"

“It was safa!” gasped Hammerton,

““ Are you mad? . I hurlet it away——"

¢““ And so caused the explosion!” inter-
rupted Hammerton bittesly. “The whirring
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- wondered.

from within the bomb was nothing—-it couhﬁ
have been stopped by a mere pressure oOw
another button. But my heart is weak, and
[ swooned before 1 could warn you—-"

“ Lies—lies!” broke in Zingrave tensely.
“ For this, Hammerton, you shall be penal:
ised to the utmost limit!”

“But it isn't fair—it isn’t

Hammerton's outburst was interrupted
by the arrival of a third man. He plunged
into the room and halted, nonplussed Dby
the darkness, For there were no lights here,

3

either.
“Chief !” he gasped frantically. .
“ What is it, Robson?” demanded Zin
grave.

“ Lee!” shouted Robson. ¢ The exaplosion
shattered the prison——”

‘““ And what of Nelson Lee?”
Zingrave, his voice acute.

¢ Nelson Lee has vanished!” shouted Rob-
son. “I entered as quickly as possible, bubt
he had gone!”

The Chief of the Green Triangle sftood

demanded

stock still, staring. There was mmefthin;:
awful in his dead silence. Gone! Neison
Lee had escaped! Th2 one man whom he

feared more than any other!
It was small wonder that he stood there,

speechless,

CHAPTER V.
THE COMPACT.

IPPER looked at Lord
Dorrimore im-
patiently.

( ““Oh, Dtorrie,q w;ly
e don't you give it up?” he
Z \'..3"5-:" asked. “Jt’s mno good-lI

F BRELrP,
E775. Lz won't leave these rooms! [
told you yesterday that it's no good.”
Lord Dorrimore shrugged his shoulders.
“ But, my dear kid, I'm trying to buck

you up!” he replied softly. ‘“ What on
earth’'s the pgood of stickin' here, doin’
nothin’? You’'ll simply mope-— that's what

vou'll do. You'll wear away to a shadow."
“Do I care?’” asked Nipper gruffly.

“No, by gad, I don't believe you do!”
replied his lordship. I didn't think yoo
had such an infernally strong will, young
man! Take my advice, and stop this
worryin’.”

Dorrie crossed the copsulting-room, and
entered the laboratory, humming a tune
from one of the latest musical comedies.
The sound irritated Nipper beyond endur-
ance. But he felt that he was boorish, and
he bit his lips, and stared dully out of
the window.

The traffic was passing up and down
Grey's Inn Road with its wusual hustle.
Dorrie hummed away in the laboratory in a
most exasperating way. - And Nipper
His own anguish was everlast.
ing—nothing could alter the fact that Nel
son Lee had vanished, and would probably

I never return again.
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And yet Lord Deorrimore remained ever |

ehecriul.

The econsulting-room door eopened, and
Nipper's heart leapt. But it was only Mrs.
Jounes, the housekeeper, with a couple of
jetters—which Nipper didn’t even glauce at.
He guessed—correctly—that they were from
st rank’s.

‘1 ean’t stand it!” he muttered fiercely.

Porrimore's gay humming nearly drove
him mad. H: strode into the laboratory,
and camme to an abrupt halt, hits eyes almost
staring from his hcad. Nelsorr Lee was
calmly brushing his hair in front of the
BHTTOF.

““ Hallo, Nipper!” he said cheerily.
lhoneh yet?”’

“Had

“Guv’'nor!” choked Nipper dazedly. ¢ But
—but——"
He couldn't say another word. He |

rushed up to Nelson Lee, and seized him.
It was a feverish grip. And there was no

question that Lee was solid—a living per- |

son of flesh and blood.

A soft light came into the great detec-
tive's eyes as he watched the boy’s emotion.
Nipper's eyes, indeed, were wet, and after
the first pallor of his cheeks, a flush bad
erept into them

“@h, guv'nor!”’ he muttered brekenly.

"Steady, ‘young ’un—steady!” said Nel-
cen Lee, rather startled. ‘I didn't mean
to give you such a shock as this. Indeed,
¥} thought you would see through my little
impersonation at once——"’

“} eam’t believe it, sir!’ whispered Nip-
per huskily. ¢ Dorrie came in here—and I
was furious because he hummed a tune——"

“Just a little trick of mine to keep yonu
fooled whilst } removed the make-up,”
smiled Nelson Lee. “ By James, Nipper, it's
good to see you again! Had a bad time of
it, eh?”

- ¢« ]—J can’t tell you, guv’nor,” =aid Nipper.

“Well, so have I—an infernally bad
timme.” replied Lee quietly. But that’s all
over now, Nigper—I'll give you th. details
after we've had something to eat.”

THE

+ change, indeed, was startling

e e e S,
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“ But how did yov come here as Dorrie?”
demanded Nipper breathless'y.

The haggard look had entirely vanished
from bis face—he was transformed. ‘T'he
It was

Nipper counld do t¢ prevent himself from
dancing madly with shee: joy.

“T escaped—in Hamyshire—and
to get to Dorrie’s zouutry place,™ replied
Nelson Lee quietly. 1 came up to Town
in his ecar th's morning—thought ' bet-
 ter to impersonate him, to be on the safe
side. And Dorrie’s easy cnough to mimic—
1T knew every trick »f hLis voice and intona-
tion. Seo it wasn’v such a wonderful per-
 formance, Nipper.”

- “And npow, guv'ner?”
L ¢ What now?”

“I have decided to drop all deception,”
' replied Nelson Lee grimly. “1 can take
-care of myself, and in future 1 shall be
. on my guard. And from this minute I
shall fight against Zingrave and the Green
Triangle with every ounce of my stlength
' and ability.” _

Nipper tock a deep hreath

“Qh, guv'nor, it’s ripping to hear you
'speahmg like tlmt to see Yyou ugum, safe
| and sound !”’ he exclaimed, with shining eyes.
“ And what about St. Frank‘s,' sir?”?

“St. Frank’s mvst get along without me,”
replied Lee, with a smwile. ‘I have more
important werk io do—but you can return
if you wish——*’

** Never!” vowed Nipper.

mianared

breathed Nipper.

“ 1’1l stick with

vou, sir! And we'll enter this fight to-
zether, and smash the Green Triangle to
dust !”

Nelson Lee gripped his you g assistant

by the hand.

“1 knew 1 could rely on yor, young ’un,*
he said quietly. *““That’s 1+ compact!”

And so the famous pair of Gray's Inn
Road started tune old )ife again—forgetting
St. Frank’s and everything else in the
one fixed determination to fight ruthlessly

- against the League oi the Green Triangle.
END.

The Further Adventures of NELSON LEE
and NIPPER Against the LEAGUE of the
GREEN TRIANGLE Wil Appear Next

Week in Another

Thrilling Stor

“THE EAGLE'S PREYY’
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FIYE MINUTES WITH
OUR AUTHOR

(Mr., Edwy Searles Brooks)

{' Interviewed By Our
| Special Representative

—— = ——

CCEPTING the com-
mission to  venture
forth and interview
Mr. Brooks, I must

admit I was somewhat
curious. As it happened, I
had never previously met the
duthor of our St. Frank's
stories, although 1 had often

rictured him in my mind as a
fong-haired, elderly gentleman,

Imagine my surprise, there-
fore, when I was ushered into
Alr. Brooks' presence to find
that he is neither long-haired
nor ciderlw  bhut a  tall,
woungish man, with fair hair,
clean-shaven chin, and a fresh
complexion. I am afraid I
stared rather hard, for Mr.
Brooks grinned as we shook
nands.

“Yeryv disappointed?”’  he
asked cheerfully,

“No—not at all!” I replied,
with haste. “In fact, I am
c,uite pleasantly surprised. If
vou will forgive me for being
vo frank, I had imagined you
to be fur less prepossessing.”

“Torgive you?” he chuckled. “You've
relieved me enormously. I hear that the
Editor intends to publish a portrait of me
ag the same time as this interview, and I
nad been wondering by how many thousand
copies the circulation would drop as a
result!  You have given me fresh heart!
I breathe again!”

Mr. Brooks made me comfortable at once,
and we were coon chatting amiably and
contentedly. My first inquiry was a pointed
one. I wanted to know how Mr. Brooks
obtained all his plots and ideas.

“WWell, now you've given me a poser,” he
replied, smiling. * Honestly, I cannot tell
you. I only know that the majority of my
ideas simply develop.”

“From what?” 1 asked.

“Ob, anything,” he answered. * Some
incident I may have chanced to see in the
streets—an  item in the newspaper—any-
thing, in fact, connected with human nature
or adventure or sport. Onece I have a peg
t» hang my story on, the construction is
rrore or less a matfer of acute concentra-
tion, deep thought—and hard work.”

“Tecn writing school stories isn’'t easv?"
1 ventured. i

“Try it
“Mind you, 1 love all my characters, and

and see!” chuckled Mr. Brooks.

regard them as my companions—as living

persons,  Without my St. Frank's boys I
shculd be desolate.”
“And your recreations, Mr. Brooks?” I

asked, with interest.

“Well, they are rather numerous,” he
smiled. *1 take a keen interest in football,
cricket, motoring, the theatre, cinemas, and
reading. I do quite a lot of reading, by
the way, for there is no better food for the
brain.” -

We continued our chat, and there is much
more that I would like to set down., but
I am afraid the space at my disposal is
limited. But if any readers are sufliciently
interested to express a desire for more, I
have no doubt the Jditor will satisfy them,
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- B[St Franks Magazine [

Editorial Office,
Study E,

. St. Frank's.

My dear Chums

The new term has begun with many big
changes, which, we hope, will be all for the
best. It came as a shock when I heard
that Nelson Iee and Nipper had deserted
St. Frank's. One calamity secems to follow
another before you have time to recover
from the first. The second calamity is the
clection of myself to fill the breach made
by Nipper as your Skipper and your Editor.
I was no more prepared for this than you,
and from what I can see of things I could
not have taken on this dual office at a
more difficult time. Buster Boots, who has
been temporarily editing the Mag. during
the holidays with great distinction, has
gladly relinquished this responsibility, so
that he might devote all his energy to the
leadership of the coll—I mean, the Modern
flouse. Nevertheless, he will still remain
on the staffi of the Magz, as our publicity
man.

NELSON LEE
. TRIANGLE.
While we are all sorry to lose Nelson Lee

and Nipper, we must not forget that they

are really doing far greater public service
in making full use of their detective powers
and experiences in ridding society of such
pests as Zingrave and his criminal organisa-
tion, the Green Triangle, than in remaining
at St. Frank’s. Nipper has often told me
how bhoth he and the guv'nor chafed under
the enfore2d idleness from the work they
loved when there was nothing doing at the
school. The best we can wish them, then,
is success in their renewed war on the
Green Triangle,

THE NEW HOUSEMASTER.
The Ancient House is to be conzratulated
on its g2ood fortune in having Dr.

AND THE GREEN

Beverley Stokes as the new Housemaster
in place of Nelson Lee. Mr. Stokeg, as he
now wishes to be called, won the hearts of
all the boys last term when he acted as
headmaster during Dr. Stafford’s absence on
holiday. Then he showed us that he could
be a pal without losing the respect due to
him as a master. Out of school he was
just like one of the boys. He entered into
our games with an enthusiasm that spurred
us on to victory. With Mr. Stokes as
Housemaster we should do great things in
footer this season.

WHY THE REMOVE 1S NOW THE

FOURTH.
Among the innovations adopted by the
Head this term, as suggested by Mr.

Stokes, is the new and more dignified name
of the Fourth Form for the Remove. The

Yatter title has now been dropped by most

public schools, and though it will secm
strange to spehk of the Remove as the
Fourth, we shall soon get used to it.

PERSONNEL AND STUDIES OF THE
FOURTH.

To enable Fourth Form boys to know
which studies their neighbours occupy under
the new arrangement, a complete list of
studies and their occupants will be found
on another page of this issue. You will
notice that the Modera House (formerly the
Colleze  House) has adopted numbers
instead of letters for labelling the studies,
whereas the Ancient House still clings to
the letter system. In addition to this, you
will observe that a few of the boys have
been transferred to new studies.

Az I am coming to the end of my space,
I must now ring off. But don’t forget that
next week I am starting a Portrait
Gallery and a Who's Who.

Your old chum,
REGGIE PITT,
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sharp cry of sur-

PLINTER gave a
prise, and nearly 1cll headlong out
of the con%u]tmg -room  window.

Baker’'s Inn Roag ? below him,
guiet and sedate and peaceful.

The lad’s shoat was caused by the sight
of something which filled him with amaze-
ment. A ;zruit amoured car was threading
its way through the heavy, lumbering {raf-
fic. The clatter was ternﬁc, and it even
cansed the windows to rattle and shake,
and the whole house to tremble. Trackett
Grim, in the act of shaving before the con-
sulting-room mirror, cut himself rather
badly, but took no nctice. The great in-
criminator cared not’ hing for injuries. He

was so strong and steel-like that even a
blcw from a bludgeon hardly hurt him.

“Quick, sir!” yelled Splinter. “There's a

whacking great armoured car outside! It's
stopped opposite our deoor!”
““GGood heavens!” gasped drim, absently

dipping the shaving-hrush into the, ink-pot.
“The Black Hard Gang! For years I have
been expecting an attack. They have come
at last!”

He dashed te the winlow, and gazed out.
The armoured car, black and sinister-looking,
had come to -a halt against the pavement,
Crowds of people wece surging round.
Semebody emerged from the dark interior.
And Tracket Grim and Splinter stared in
stupefied amazement,

For the man who crozsed the pavement
was wearing a complete =uit of armour,
and he clattered towards Trackett Grim’s
door with a swift, hurried step. In a trice
he had vanished inside, and itz two more
trices he was darting upstairs with the
speed of an antelope. Trackett Grim and
Splinter could hear his slow, laboured steps
an the stairs.

“We must flee, sir!” panted Splinter
hoarsely. ““We must fly!”
‘“Piffle ! snapped Trackett Grim. “ Den’t

_ flies at a
I3 RO enemy—

talk to me about fleas and
wmoment like this! This man

~ 4

THE MURDER IN
THE MUDDY MARSH.

Being the Further Amazing Adven-
tures of Trackett Grim and his
Clever Assistant, Splinter,

| By
E. O. HANDFORTH

he is a client! My trained mind has already
detected that fact.”

“ Impossible, sir!”’ breathed Splinter.

““All right, you young ass—just wait and
see!” roared Grim.

A moment later the door flew open, and
the armoured man from the armoured car
entered. His face was completely concealed
by the glittering steel helmet. The only
indication of the client’s appearance was
an enormous white moustache which escaped
from either side of the helmet.

“ Good-morning, colonel!” said Trackett
Grim briskly. * Take a seat! What can
I do you for? 1 mean, what can I do for

you? Please be careful with the up-
holstery !” . _
The visitor sat down with a rattle in

one of the arm-chairs and as he removed
the helmet he sounded like a ‘human Ford.
The helmet came away at last, and Trackett
Grim and Splinter found themselves look-
ing at a flery-red face, which was half-
hidden behind the jungle of a huge mous-
tache, i

“ At last!” ejaculated the visitor. ¢ At
last I am face to faece with Trackett Grim!
I have written you four letters, sir, and
you haven't answerec:d one of them! How
dare you? And ho~ the thunder did you
know that I'm a colonel? By gad, sir,
you're a wander!”

“Elementary, my dear sir!”? scoffed
Trackett Grim. “ A man with a moustache
like yours could be mnothing e¢lse but a
colonel. I further deduce that you have
spent many years in India!”?

“This—tLhis is uncanny!” the
client.

““ A complexion like yours is only spcurpd
by long life in India, or by drinking
whisky,” replied Grim. “.-\mi as you didn’t
ask for a whisky-and-soda as soon as you
sat down, ‘1 therefore knew that you had
lived in India. What is the precise nature
of your crime?” '

“My crime?” «0h,

panted

gasped the other.



ves, of course! As a matter of fact, there
hasn’t been a crime—yet. But I am men-

aced, Mr. Grim' At any momenf my life
may be token! [ go about in fear and
trembling! 1 am hunted and shadowed!
My life hangs on a thread!”

. Trackett Grim waved his hand

4 e« Leave yourself in my charge, and you
will be safe,” he declared, as he “deftly

lathered his face for the socond run over.
“The precautions you have already taken
are excellent. Buf let me hear your story.”

By this time Trackett Grim was a remark-
able sight. 'he blue-black ink on the shav-
ing-brush had given him a murky appear-
ance. He caught sight of himself in the
mirror, but did not even quail. He had
such command of himself that ke took
the blow bravely.

“Just a qlmple disguise!” he explained
promptly. “1 find that a shaving-brush is
an excellent tool for the purpose ”

With one - movement, Trackett Grim
rabbed his face with a towel, imparting a
biuish appearance to his whole visage.
Then he sat down, yanked out his note-
book, and licked his pencil.

o Mf.r name is Colonel Currie I’eppercorn &
sald the client, as he noisily crossed his
legs. - “ Thirty years ago 1 was a lieu-
tenant up in the Indian hills. I was on
leave from the regiment, and had a friend
with me. Well,
an Indian temple full of diamonds. So
we buyzed along to have a look at it.” -

“ Ah!” satd Grim. < Aand your friend was

murdered?’’
- “XNot exactlv,” replied Colonel Pepper
corn, shiffing his ethow, and tearing a

this friend heard about |

jagged hole in the arm chair. ¢ You see,
we gob into the temple, filled our pockets

with diamonds, and then scooted. 1 pot
away, but Constantine was seized and put
to the torture.”

“You made no attempt to rescue him?”
asked Grim ‘sternly.

“Twenty times [ dashed into the fray,

and singlechanded I slew fifty-ive of the
tedskins!”  replied Colonel Peppercorn.
““These Indians are demons, sir! It was

only by pure

scalp!_ There is no worse enem? than a
tedskin !”?
“I know it!" snapped G:nn “T have

fought Redskins in every part of the world!
I take it that you came to England fo
settle down?”

“Exactly!”” said the colonel. *For twenty
years I lived in peace. Then, one day, I
caught sight of Cunning Constantine. And
[ learned that he had escmped from India,
and had gone dotty! He thought 1 had
ﬁtm}'mi him, and he swore to take my
ife.”

“In fact, you
mess,” said Grim.

“I was in constant danger,”” said the
armoured man. ‘““So I fortified my country
house in Kssex, dismissed all the servants,
and from that day to this 1 have lived
alone—a hermit. T'kree weeks apo I saw a
man lurking round the grounds, and he
has lurked ever since. Cunning Constan-
tine is after me! So I have come to you

to help me. »
“Enough'!” cried Grim. “Go back fto
your home, colonel, and I will comoe down
to-morrow and track
this miscreant to
earth. I'd come fo-
day, only I promised
to recover the Earl of
Bumble's missing
masterpieces. I'll soon
polish that case off,
and then I shall be
at your disposal.”’

Five minutes later
Colonel Currie Pepper-
corn departed. What
with his armour, and
his armoured car, he
was comparatively
safe from any chance
shots., ‘For Cunning
Constantine was quite
capable - of
anyvwhere,
.The following even-
ing Trackett GQrim
and Splinter arrived
at the colonel's
country home on the

were in a pretty nas%tjr

The only indication of tha client’s appearance was an
| enormous white moustache which escaped from either

aida of the helmot.

Essex marshes. The

barren, with bogs and
quagmires lying about.

luck that T didn't lose my

lurking

place was bleak and”



And in every direction

all over the place.
the lovely wooded  scenery
Trackett Grim and Splinter,

A dreadful shoc. awaired then.,

The front door stood open, and there
was no sign of the colenel! But in less
than four jiffs Trackett Grim had obtained
some clues, The library windows were
¢pen,
ing out on to the marsh. Like a hound on
the scent, Trackett Grim follow-d them.

“Too late!” he cried, in anguish, *“The
colonel has not only been murdered, but
buried! This is terrible, Splinter! And old
Bumble only gave us five quid for all yes-
terday’s work! I would that I had come
down here yesterday!”

The evidence was: conclusive. There, on
the marsh, a hole had been recently dug.
Trackett Grim and Splinter lost no time in
scraping away the mud, and very soon they
uncarthed the still ﬁgnrc of Colonel Pepper-

charmed

corn—completely  clobhed in his rusty

armour.

- Rats!"® grow]ed Trackett Grim, ¢ He's
And I was relying on a tenner, at

dead!

Very soon they unearthed the still
figure of Colonel Feppercorn—com-
pletely clothed in his rusty armour.

S
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least. Ah, but what is this. Splinter?
What is this? A footprint! The impres-
sion of the murderer!”
‘-‘splmter was lost in amazement. His

master’s keen eyes had detected a faint
footprint in the mud. It was about two
inches deep, and bore the marks of huge
hmds and half-worn Rlakey’s.

“ At least, we shall get the murderer!”
shonted Grim triumphantly. “ And perhaps

he will "have a lot of money c¢n him! |
Come, Splinter!”

A'hey raced across the marsh, following
the trail. But, to their surprise, the} found

themselves on the other side of the colonel’s
house. And as they approached one of the
windows a shadow fell across the blind.
The darkness was so intense that they
could see nothing except the lighted win-
dow.. The thick red bhlinc was ﬂrnwn,- and
that shadow stood out in hold relief.

“Cunning Constantine!” breathed Trackett
Grim tensely.

.He and ‘ipl:nter starcd through the win-
dow.into.the room. And then they started.
Colonel. Peppercorn himself was standing on
the . héarthrug, .whilst another man was

and there were deep footprints lead-

" !" “\ '\t - T,

busily measuring him with a tape measure.

“The murder hasn’t happened yet!” whis-
pired. Grim. “Cunning Constantine s
measuring his_ vietim fm the size of the
coffin! We arve just in time, Splinter! We
chall still get our money !”

They burst throug) the open French win-
dews, and confronted Colonel Peppercorn
and his murderer. Both looked startled.

“It’s all right, Mr. Grim—you needn’t
stay,” said the colon2! lighsly. “ This man
isn't Cunning Constaatine at all—he’s my
tailor !”?

“Your tailor!” roared Grim mdignnntly

““Yes, sir! I owed him a bill, and for-
got, all about it—so he lurked ahnut._ the
place for a weck or two in the hope of
gelting hold of me. 1 was so pleased that
I took out that suit of armour, and buried
it! And now I'm Jll‘it being measured for
a new suit.” .

“ And what about my marvellous investi-
gations?” demanded Grim angrily.

““\Well, as there hasn’t Dbeen any case,

you can’t expect to get any fee!” retorted
old Peppercorn,

“ You can jolly well bhuzz

oF \ g \,\\*\“%
u““'? ;:‘\‘ W@\ \‘h'l ut""'&w

off, my Iad! 2As it Imppens, Cunning Can-
-;t*mtme pegged out 1’&:1:'-5 ago! I got a
telegram fmm India' this merning, so0 now
I'm safe!”

Trackett Grim and Splinter returned home,
and the famous incriminator sadly npmwd
his case-book and put a black mark in it.
Then he and Splinter went round to thic
fried-fish shop for some supper. |

Starting Next Week!
NEW FPORTRAIT
GALLERY AND
WHO’S  WHO of =
the Fourth at St.

Frank’s.

A Complete and Revised Series.,
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MONDAY.—Back at

TUESDAY.—The same,

WEDNESDAY.—Hugely delighted

THURSDAY.—Vastlv

low was Nipper, cool

—

St. Frank’s.
1 hardly realise this. In truth it doth
appear to be a kind of dream. 1 do
ask myself if we are really back from
the Sahara, aftec oll those so dangerous
adventures, which experiences do also
seem to be unreal. But, strolling forth,
1 do see St. Frank’'s, standing stern and
solid, as if it would say that it does
not change, thcugh other things
may. And I do see the same fellows,
with their famlliar faces and character-
istic ways.

and yet not the
same, is the old scrool, methinks. With-
out Nipper the place is certainly not
the same. And Nipper hath gone—with
Nelson Lee! Wiao would have thought
this to be possibla? A level-headed fel-
and clever, and
he did never lose himself in emergen-
cies, I do fea: 1:e that he will be much
missed, It is God's mercy that Hand-
forth was not put in Lis place. Reggie
Pitt, to my thinking, be much the
better cholce. If we must lose Nipper,
no other could .» well fili his place.

to re-
ceive a request from Reggie Pitt, who
is now Editor of the Map, as Nipper's
successor, that [ would resume my
Diary, which was perforce suspended
during our African tour. It seemeth
that manry expressions of commendation
have been received respecting the Diary,
and many requesta that it might be
continued. . All which  pleaseth me
mightily, a:d I do begin to be con-
scious of that clow which warmeth the
heart of the true author. But I do
fear me that I shall have to give my-
self a cold douche to prevent my head
from swelling. 1 do resolve to make the
Diary & achool classic—a model.

_ amused to receive
from Willy Handforth an invitation-card,

By GUY_—PEPYS of the Remov:e

Yet ean ]

in artistic design
Weird drawings of
the [our corners,
lled in with these

very origin.l bctih
and literarv style,
animals did adorn (?
and the centre was

words: ““l1st Great txhibition of
Natural Wonders from the Sahara! Col-
lected by Willy Handforth. You are in-

vited- to inspect this Miriature Zoo. No
Charge for Admission. Refreshmenta
Free. In Willy's Study.” Assembling,
we did find that Willy had great store
of lizards, beetles, snakes, lLirds, ectc.
To but look upon them did give me a
creepy-crawly feeling.

FRIDAY.—Did visit Willy to condole with

IS

" mighty hard to refuse.

ATURDAY.—A week

him, But, to my surprise, he did in-
form me that his exhibition of yester-
day had been a great success, for that
he had sold six lizards at half-a-crown
each, and three collections of bheetles
and insects at flve shillings each, to fel.
lows wbo had not beeu to the Sahara.
To my confusion, he did press upon mo
to buy some of his ghastly wares, and,
as I did go toe offer him sympathy, 'twas
In the end I
did find myself minus five shillings, with
two uglv lizards on my hands, the which
I did promptly hand over to Hussi
Ranjit.

gcne, and precious
little work done. Old Crowell very
testy, but the bouys heeded him not.
Verlly, methinks a schoolmaster's lob is
not a happy one. Nobody sought to
borro'z money ol me to-day; everybody
seemeth to be flush: and hence none of
the amusing financial transactions which
usually characterise Saturday. Naturally
wo cou'dn’'t spend money in the Sahara,
and when we dil get back safe and
sound our people were so overjoyed that
they pressed upon us presents, which
to our pgreat delicht did often take
th? form ot ten-shllling and one-pound
notes,
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FOURTH FORM STUDIES
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ANTIENT HOUSE

STUDY A
Ralph Leslie Fullwood
Albert Gulliver

George Bell
STUDY B

Arthur Hubbard
Teddy Long
STUDY C©

Sir Lancelot Montgomery Tregellis-West
Tommy Watson .

: STUDY D
Edward Oswal:ii Handforth
Walter Church
Arnold McClure

o STUDY E
Reginald Pitt (Captain)
Jack Grey

e

STUDY P
Arehibald Winston
Alfred Brent

MODERN HOUSE

STUDY 1
Bob Christine
Roddy Yorke
Charlie Tahnadge
STUDY 2
Hubert Churchman
George Holland
Ernest Lawrence
STUDY 3
David Merrell*
Frederick Marrioti®
Robert Canham®

STUDY F STUDY 4
Tom Burton William Treeman
Jerry Dodd krie Dallas
Augustus IHart Arthur Stecle )
STUDY G STUDY &

Guy Pepys
Johnny Onions,
Bertic Onions
STUDY M

Justin Bartholomew ifarman
Charles Owen (Owen major)
N STUDY 1
Clarence Fellowe
Timothy Tucker
Enoch Snipe

STUDY J

Timothy Armstrong
Louis Griffith
Claude Carter
STUDY K

Harold Doyle
Yung Ching
Larry Scott
' HTL‘]}Y] L
Nicodemus Troiwood | .. .
Cornelins Trotwood ) I'wins
James (IMatty) Little
. STUDY M
Cecil De Valerie
Duke of Somerton
Ulysses Spencer Adams

' STUDY N
Hon. Donglas Singleton
Hussi- Ranjit Lal Kahn
| STUDRY O
Solomon  Levl
Dick Goodwin

Horace Crowe

George Yebb

Albert Crooks .
STUDY 6

John Busterfield Boots (Captain)

Percy Bray

Waiter Denny

STUDY 7

John Holroyd -

Edwin Munroe

Peter Cobb
STUDY 8

Clement Turner

Joseph Page

Donald Jarron

Julian Clifton*

Robert Simmens®*

Cyril Conroy (Conroy minor)*
' STUDY 10

Harry Oldfiecld

Len Clapson -~

Billy XNation

STUDY 9

. STUDY 11
Walter Skelton™ ‘
Eugene Ellmore* i g

. STUDY 12
Sessue  yYakama® .
Hubert Jaryow®

lII!H"III]IIIIlIHIIIIIIIIHHIIllilllllllllIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIII!l!lil!III!IIIII[IllIIlllIllllllll!liilllIlIHIllllillllll!llilllilllll-% .

Derek  Glenthorne

*With, ifie l‘:ﬂmnmhmmcﬂt of the Antumn

ferm these ten juniors have
ferred from the Ancient House,

been

TN S
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(NOTE.—Readers of Tue NELSON LERE
LiBRARY can write to me, and [ will reply
on this page. But don't expect a reply for
four or five weeks. Address your letters
or posteards to UNCLE EDWARD, c/o The
Fditor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleet-

way House, Tarringdon Street. London,
E.C.4.—UNCLE EDWARD.)
SPECIAL NOTICE!

As 1 told you last week, I am nct
answering any questions about ages
or heights, or colours of eyes, or
any of those fatheaded things as
you'll get these details in the forth-
coming Portrait Gallery and Who's
Who? In faet, I'll take it as a
favour if you'li refrain from bother-
ing me on such silly subjects. But
don't forget I'm always ready to
answer questions on any subject
under the sun. Instead of looking in
yvour Encyclopedia, just write to me.

UNCLE EDWARD.

1 W. GINGER (Manchester): I can see you
know how to use a typewriter. That
letter of yours was beautifully typed—
just as well as I could have done it, If
not better. I believe in being frank, and
vyou must be off your rocker to suggest
that Church and MecClure have always
lived in constant peril. Do you think
I'm an ogre, or what? I wonder why the
dickens all you chaps like Willy? Of
course, I'm not jealous, but I'm blessed
it I can seen anything to like in the
little beggar.. If you could only see him
grubbing about with his rotten beetles
and things, you wouldn't touch him with
a barge pole. And he’'s got the cheek
of a dozen., 1 don't know who he takes
after. About Irinton. Yes, he's still
here, and he's now quite a decent chap.
The other fellows you mention are also
at St. Frank’s. My statement that T
have onc sister hetween Willy and me is
quite correct. Ena r~cines between us.

]

JEPLY ToYOURS

T TR
Correspondence Answered

by UNCLE EDWARD

/ O T T R T

But my elder sister, Edith, is married,

and so she doesn't count. She's out of

the family, so now you can understand.

Don’t worry about that Portrait Gallery

—it’'s coming along all right.

OLD READLER (Kensington,

Thanks for your letter, John

course, 1 shan't make fun of it. What

a dotty idea! Did you run out of

paper, or do you usually write the first

page on purple, and the last page on
white? Why not try three sheets next
time, and finish on yellow? You might
as well thoroughly enjoy yourself while

you're about it. By the way, where did

you get your wonderful seal? It looks

like a blob of pitch to me.

BIGG (Cambridge): I'm surprised at you

being so extravagant with your writing-

paper. Your letter measures at least
four inches by three. You'll go broko
if you buy paper at this rate, old son.

My Trackett Grim tales are so full of

gense tha. you can't appreciate their

value.

INQUISITIVE (Tottenham, N.17): What's
all this pifile about my wedding? You're
not the first id ot who's written such
twaddle to me. How the dickens can
I get married when I'm still a junior at
scliool? 1 think some of you chaps must

AN W.14):

B. Of

R.

be off your giddy rockers. If I gel
any more questions like yours about

Irene I'll jolly well chuck them in the
firec. and give no answer at all. Still,
a3 the rest ot vour lette: was quite O.K.,
I'll forgive yo'1.

ERIC (Kilburn, N.W.6): Don't call me
“NUNKY.” I don't lik: it, and I won't
have it. 1 shan't answer your letter
at all now. The chap who told you

I took Irene to the Cinema i3 an ass.
In fact, I don't believe anybody told
you. You can't pull my leg like that,
you josser.

J. H. S. (Normanby, Yorks): If your ribs
are in danger of ecracking because of
my Trackett Grim tales, you'd better
not read ary mor:. Goodness knows, |
don't want to send anybody to the hos-
pital. But in my opinion you're up the
pole. My ribs n:ver crack when [ read
dramatic literature

JIM SMITH (Witherrsea, E. Yorks):

Cricket's over by now so it's no good me
telling you that if I had the chance 1
could be a better bowler than anybody



e

m Sl ﬁm’* jﬂﬂga?mz =

else. - Yes, my brain is quite diflerent
to other pcople . 1've never seen it, of
course, but I judge ») results. By ‘the
way, are you going into the envelope
inanufacturing business?

CHARLES REYNOLDS (Neath): I don’t
mind you calling Church and McClure
sprats, but it’s like your giddy nerve
to I can exhibit myself in the

\‘wemb{ey Aquarium as a sea-lion.  And
why should Trackett Grim have a blood-
hound? He’'s so clever that he doesn’t

~ need any assistance of that sort.

G. A. POLSON (Piccadilly): You've made a

:  bleomer, old son. If you’ll Jook at Nip-
per's page of the July 26th issue, you'll
find that it was Buster Boots who said
that his people were ubroad—and not
Guy Pepys. I'd love to hear from you
again, with all you. frank opinions.

T. 8. C. D. 8. T. (Fulham, S.W.0): It's a
-good thing you didn't sign your name
in full, or there wouldn’t have been any
room fecr the lett r. 1 don’t agree with
you that the portrait of me above 13
splendid. You must be a rotten judge.
Still, as you're su he ar old reader, 1'l]
-forgive you. I'm afra’d that schieme of

yours isn't possib.c in the form you
suggest. :

I C. M. (Walsall): My hat! I agree with
you, It certainly is time you wrote.

No, you ass, I don’t wear a mask, and
it’s impossible to judge my looks until
you see me face to face. You can't go
hy any of these rotten pictures of me.
L. Y. DREW York): I'd like to give you
a long reply, as you ask, but I've got
such a heap of other letters to answir
this week that I'm nearly going grey.
For a chap of thirteen your hdmiwntmg

is fine. I'm suspicious.
WILLIAM Al H AMES (Cleethorpes): Got
your two letters, Bill. Sorry 1’'ve bheen

s0 long in replying, but McClure used
your first lelter as a jam-pot cover, and
1 didn’t notice it until tea-time to- day.
It’s .gone on the fire now, because you
refer to my Trackett Grim stories as
bosh—and it was smothered with jam,
anyhow. Your second letter's a lot bet-
ter, so I'll let you off.
MAVIS (Chapeltown, Sheffield):
wasn't dull at all.

Your lelter

In faet, I quite en-
joyed reading it. But you're wrong
about the Trackett Grim stories. 1}
don’t edit them—I write them. -If 1
edited them as well they'd be a lot
longer, and therefore better. The photo-
graph you ask for will soon appear.

R ELLIOTT (Berkhampstead): You haven't
written much, but you want to know a
lot. The last time I hit Wiliy was
when he pinched my Sunday topper to
make a pond for his tiddlers. He hasn’t
‘got any tiddlers now! The population
of St. Frank’s will probably be men-
tioned in some of the future stories.

\IU‘%IC(} (Holloway): The best cure for
corns is to walk out in the rain without

any shoes or stockings for two or three
weeks. At the end of this time your
feet will be so sore that you won't
notice the corns at all. Lisping can be
cured by always talking through your
nose.

C. D. 8. (Risca, Newport, Mon.): I see yon

- didn’t Risca-nother letter like your first
one. All right, old son, you're forgiven.

regard you as a stannch pal. As for
l)eﬂnng malice, you know me better
than that. You're wrongz about that
companion publication. The Old Paper
stands alone.

W. BOWLES (South Norwood, S.E.25):
Thanks all the same, but I always get
my Trackett Grlm titles out of my own
hEad

F. (Darlington): Thanks for your little
note. Hope you’re out of that nursing
home by this time. You’re not the only

one that hkes Willy—blowed if I know
why.

A READER (JTampstead, N.W.): All I've
got to say to yon is—Go and eat coke!
A UNANIMOUS JOURNALISTIC JUVE-
NILE EXPERT (Enfield, Middlesex): I
took one look at your two pages of

foolscap a week ago, and I've just re-
covered. It deserves a long reply, so
I'll leave it over until I've got more
space. llope you don’t mind—it doesn’t
matter to me if you do, though.

CAPTAIN EBONY (Platt Bruige, Wigan) :
I think I shall call yon the Deadwood
Dick Fiend. I've,answered you already,
weeks ago, so 1 needn’ t go over'it again,
Thanks for all the nice things you say.

“LLG ? FIELD (Holloway, N.7): As Nipper

-Nelson Lee’s assistant, he has all
aorts of privileges—the ]ucky beggar!
But I'll bet I could drive a car just as
well as-he can. No, Splinter isn't Trac-
kett Grim’s son.

LESLIE PAWSON (Harrogate): If you -think
that Willy can write better than 1 ecan,
I've got nothing but pity for you. Poor
chap! You're mad! _

IR ANK 8. R. (Shrewsbury): It's a pity you
can’t sign your name cl{"lrly I've
puzzled for ages, and given it up. So
now you've OHI}' got an initial instead
of a surname. There's nothing else in
your letter to reply to.

J. LISTER (Lincoln): Of course the Tric-
kett Grim stories are written by a chap
with brazins. I know him personally,
Hope you've got a better pencil by now,

EDWARD 0. H. (Chiswiek): Rats! 1 don’t
believe ycu signed yourself properly. 1
know Handforth personally, and his fist
is miles better than yours. Besides, he
wouldn’t be seen dead with that ratten
purple ink of yours.

Sorry, no room to answer any more. this
week. Other letters wﬂl be answered as

300n as possible,
UNCLE IJDWARD.



OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.

SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BRISCOE.

No. 45.—ST. PAUL’S SCHOOL.
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was founded by John
Collet, Dean of St. Paul's, in 1503, In
those days it was situated ia St. Paul’'s
Churchyard. In 1882 these premises were
left and the scholars moved into their
present headquarters. This i3 a handsome,
red-brick huilding at West Kensington. In
front i3 a stretch of grass, and in the
centre of this is a statue of the founder.

St. Paul's School

Behind the main building are the play-
ing-flelds—a large stretch of level grass

capable of holding four football grounds.
There are also extra grounds at Wormwood

Scrubbs.. In addition to the main building,
with class-rooms for 700 boys, and the fine
“ Hall,” where pravers are said morning
and evening, are several smaller buildings
of more recent date. These include a splen-
did science laboratory, fives courts, and the
magnificent . new swimming baths. Of the
700 boys, 150 are foundation scholars. The
number is equal to the ““miraculous
draught ” of fishes mentioned in the Bible.
To this day the scholarship boys are en-
titled to wear a little silver model of a
fish on their watch-chains,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

g?MYSTERY PICTURE  COMPETITION No. 4.

£

In this competition the First FPrize of £1 I 0 for the best inscription
to the picturz has been awarded to :—

W. W. Wall, 1, Norman St.,, King’s Rd., Chelsea, S W.

for the follcwing :—

““There is but a brief amount to tell,”’ replied the Emperor. ‘It iz
t down in our records—records which go back many centuries.”’
The twelve consolation prizes have been awarded to:
W. H. Barber, 12, Albion Street, Tam- | R. €Gillard, 151, Winterhourne Read,
wearth, Staffs, ; Thornton Heath,
R. Bird, 47, Coleman Road, Camberwell, | N. Halsall, 36, Roduney Street, St. Helens,
S.E.5. Lancs.
L. J. Brice, 25, Grafton Strect, Mutley, | Miss W. Lee, 6, Mount Pleasant, Arundel,
Plymeuth. Sussex.
James Cook, 21, Rook Street, Poplar, E.14. | I G. Payne, 3%, Isabel Grove, Clubmocr,
C. E. Davy, Ennerdale, Rocgnettes Lane, Liverpool. &
Guernsey, C.L Gladys Stone, 30, Meadow Read, Southbheore’,
D. G. Dore, 129, Pyle Street, Newport, Isle Kent.
of Wight.

John Taylor, 5, Jephey Street, Rochdale,
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A TIP-TOP STORY'! {

Val Hillon- |
, ::Apprenhce' I
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appearing in this week’s:
1ssue of |

FRIEND” |

|| Besides this star fealure and many other stunning stories the ** B.F.” is offering each
U week to its readers a FIVE POUND NOTE and SIX FOOTBALLS ina
simple competition.

Don't miss this splendid opportunity, beys! Gel a copy of

‘““ The Boys’ Friend ngh! away, and try your lmnd!

e THE BOYS’




Is-all you pay for onr No. 400A
~Mcad ‘“Muarvel’’'—the finest cycle ever
-offered on such exceptionally easy
terms. :m-illinr.nl.l?Y plaied, richly
enamelled: lined in colours. Sent
packed free carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully,warranted. Money refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchangel,
Pig bargains in factory soiled mounts
Tyres andaccessories 334k per cent . below
shop prices, Write TO-DAY for testi.
monials and illustrated art catalogus.

Cycié Coniban? (Ine.).

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

YOURS ror 6d. ON .

This handsome, full - gi~
Gent.'s ILever Watch sSe .
upon receipt of 6d. Aft’

approval send 1/. more,

balance is then payable

6 monthly, K instalmer .
of 2/. each, Guaranteed -
ycars. Chain offered Free witi
every watch., Wrist Watch: «
etc., on _same terms. C:

returned if dissatisfled. S
1/« now to Simpson's, Lt
knnt; 122);, 94, Quee:

oad, Brighton, Susse-
DON’T BE BULLIED.
Special .offer.  Two Illus, S8amplelL

sons from my Complete Course

B JUJITSUfor § penny stampsoralar: .

& 1llus, Portionof Course for P.O. w0
Jujitsu is the bfiﬂtd&[si‘ '
, plest scienceof selt-delfer. -

;!-:‘-‘.'

and altack ever invent

gy | R Learn to takecareol yov
seifunderalleircumstances. SENDNOW—YAWAR °
(Dept. A.P), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesc .

#

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. V-
trilonuist’s Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Bire
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—=T. W. HARRISC
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1,

FREE -those sending postaca’(abroad 6d.) a .

asking see  Approval Sheets.—N. FLORIC

179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S.E.1
Cure yonrse

Stop Stammering ! . ;7 r.
ticulars . FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

Sl of 25 Roumanian Stamps FREE '

§
]
tn

(Dept.B797),Birmingham.
- e - __‘ =
| LU s H I N SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
LU SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.
- “'Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure
. for either sex. - Write at onee and
get  full * particulars quite FRELD
Brwately.HU.J.D.. 12, All Saints.
-~ Rd.,, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

. HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan
Svstem increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
“guarantec to Enguiry Dept. A.M .P..

L '?_, __Sl.l'o_l_:_d Green Rd., London, Iifl_
W'RE‘LESS RECEIVING SET 3/ POST
15 IV (Complete), Tested & I~ FREE
Guaranteéd. Range 25 miles, Catalogue FREE, (Trads
supplied) . —J. HAYNES, q{ZE.*Daulgr St., Liverpocl,

Be_siire and” mention
~JThe Nelson Lee
Library” when- com-

municating with " ad-
“< . vertisers. =

R —

-triloquist’s

CINEMA FILMS from 6/- per 1,000 ft.; pr
feel, condition. Sample 100 ft., 1/3 post fre-
Send stamp for Sales, Hire & Exchange List

Film Exchange, 11, Bargate, Lincoln,
Unused Stamp Collection 0
(Over 90 unused stamps). Just FREE "

I‘n-_qumt, approvals. Lisburn & Townsend,

London Road, Liverpool. :
MAGIC TRICKS. Etc. Parcels 2/6, 5/-. Vea-
Instruments. Invisible. Imitat -
Birds, etc. - 6d:"each; 4 for 1/-.—P. Pearin-
Travancore Hse, Seafield Rd.,Colwyn Be

:__i_!IHIIIIIIHHIIHH‘IIEII{HIII_IHIlll_l_lllH!II!IIIIIHHHIIIII]H!-"
THE PAPER FOR
FREE FOOTBALLS ! :

If you want a Magnificent Match
Football Absolutely Free for your-
self or, your club, you must not
miss reading the biggest and best
gports and story paper for boys.
Price 2d. Lverywhere,

SEE, THIS WEEK’S -
‘“BOYS’ REALM”! °
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