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Professor Sylvester Tucker was cailmly and deliberately walking out of the
anatewav attired in hig dressinga aown. slinpers and smokina-can.
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THE OPENING STORY OF
A POWERFUL NEW SERIES
OF THE BOYS OF §ST.

FRANK’S.

Sir Vivian Watson, the father of Tommy Watson, the well-known St.
Frank’s junior, has suffered serious financial losses in the City, and is unable
to keep his son at St. Frank’s. There is another school near St. Frank’s,
known as the Moat Hollow School, formerly the River House School, but now
under entirely new control. The fees at thts school are much less.than at
St. Frank'’s, and so ‘Sir Vivian decides to send- his son to the Moat Hollow
School, where he can be near his former chums. Mr. Grimesby Creepe is
the principal of the Moat Hollow School, and satisfies Sir Vivian that his son
will be well treated at his establishment. But there is something sinister
and mysterious about the Moat Hollow School, and Tommy Watson is
soon to learn that life at his new school is very different to what Mr. Creepe
described it to be to Sir Vivian Watson,

THE EDITOR

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
THE NEW MOAT HOLLOW,
Handforth

66 ALLO! What's this?”
Ldward Oswald H
paused In  astonishment,

It doesn't look the same,” remarked
Church thoughtfully, as he continued star-
ing. “0Of course, we knew the old place
had been taken over by somebody, eveu
before the holidays ”

and “How did we Eknow?” demanded Hand-

stared round the bend of Edge-| forth.
more Lane. Church and MeClure were “My hat! Don’t you remember sceing
equally surprised, and for a moment they | some workmen on the joh?” asked Church.

had nothing to say.

“ Well, I'm ]ng(‘l‘{‘ll'” went on Handforth.
““Who's been messing about with the old
River House? I wouldn't have recognised it
as the same place! They've ruined it!"

The leader of Study D spoke with his |.
usual vehemence. The three St. I'rank’s
Fourth-Formers had only just passed through

“They were excavating near the house it-
self—re-making the moat, or something.
But who v.ould TUess a rmult. like this!”?

¢ Nobody!” =said McClure. “The place
looks like a prison!”

The juniors were gazing at the rambling
old property which had formerly been the
headquarters of Dr. Hogge’s Academy. But

Bellton, on their way from the station,

It was the first day of the new term, and
the celebrated old school was humming and
bustling with renewed life. After Ilying
dormant throughout the Christmas holidays,
St. Frank's was awakening for the winter
term.

It was a clear, crisp January afternoon.
The ground was hard with frost, and the
River Stowe—over which Handforth and Co.
had just passed—was already covered with
& preliminary film of ice.

the River House School was now situated
further up the lane—midway between the
village of Bellton and the Hamlet of Edge-
more. Hal Brewster and his chums were
enjoying the luxuries of a palatial new
school-house.

And the old building was now known az
““Moat Hollow.” In the distant realms of
the past the house had been a kind of
manor, and had passed through all sorts of
vicissitudes before hecoming a school. And
after Dr. Hogge's departure the old build-



ing had remained empty and désolate for |

months,

But now, apparently, it had taken on a
new lease of life,

The grim old house was hardly visible,
standing amid the gaunt and ancient trees,
which rose up like stark and ugly sentinels.
For the school wall had changed.

Originally six feet high, it had permitted
a clear view of the house from the corner
of the lane. But the wall was now ten or
twelve feet high, the upper section being
really of wood. But it was stout and
ztrong and roughly tarred. And along the
top were cruel iron spikes—enormous things
which projected seven or eight inches up-
wards in profusion,

“Let’'s go and have a look!” suggested
MeClure.

“Yes, we ean squint through the gates,”
said Handferth.

The main entrance to Moat Hollow was
only a few steps down the lane, and the
three juniors soon covered the ground. But
another surprise awaited them. The old-
fashioned wrought-iron gates were tightly
closed, But this was not all,

Since the juniors had seen them last, the.

asates had been hoarded up, and the task |

wns so thoroughly done that there was
neithgr a crack nor crevice to peer through.
T'he hoards were high—indeed to the level
of the additional fencing. And everywhere
the boards were smooth and tarred, so
that even the r=nst venturesome spy could

not climb up. |

“Well, the chap who's hought this place

helieves In privacy, anyhow,” remarked
Church arily,  “Just look at the locks!
Two of 'em! And there's not a sign to

indicate what the place is meant to be.”

Handforth looked keen,

“I've got it!”” he exclaimed tensely. ““The
man who's bounght this old show is an in-
ventor!’’ . -

“ A .which??

“An inventor!” said Handforth conlfl-
dently. ““He’s golpg to make experiments,
and he's afraid of people spotting him! A
new kind of aeroplane, probably—one of
those machines that fly straight up into
the air! He means to build his aeroplane
here and—"" |
‘I say, hold on!" grinned McClure. ¢ This
i3 a bit swift, isn't ity”?

“Rats!” =ald Handforth. “You ean't
spoof me! 1 know what I'm talking about,
my song, What's ‘more, 1 mean to investi-
gate this mystery!”?

Church and MeClure inwardly groaned.
Their celebrated leader was always eager to
 ipvestigate 2 anything new under the sun,
Handferth had a -mania for amateur de-
tective work, . .

“Yes, but it wouldn’t he right!”’ urged
Chureh. *“You.can't. go about prying into
other people’s affairs, old man!»?

Handforth glared. :

‘“If . you’re calling Walter

me Qa spy,

‘House steps,

Church-—"* he began,

_ said = Church
hastily, ““‘Let’s get on to St. Frank’s—
it’ll be tea-time soon, and we want to geb
settled down in Study D before dusk.
Come on! Blow this old show!”

To the relief of Church and MeClure, -
their impulsive leader merely grunted and
walked back to the road. A superb Daimler
saloon came gliding smocthly along from
the village, and slowed down.

“What ho! Greetings, old cock robins!"
came a languid hail. *“ What. about a good
old lift? Anything to save the leg muscles,
what? Kindly flow in, laddies, out of the
cold and cruel atmosphere!”

Archie Glenthorne, of the Fourth, had
just arrived. As usual, he came in style.
Phipps, his valet, sat sedately next to tlie
chauffeur. And Archie lounged luxuriously
at the rear,

“@Good man!’ said Handforth heartily.

He wrenched open the door, and tumbled
in. Church and-McClure followed. And the
chums of Study D finished their journey to
St. Frank's in cowmfort.

“Nunno! - Not at alll?

CHAPTER II.
A SHOCK FOR SIR MONTIE.

" T. PRANK'S was Vel'y
“!H much alive.
! _ Both the Aucient
e 2 Ty House and the
=) Modern House teemed with
SRNEPNEERY  cctivity, and-echoed and re-
: c¢choed- with noisy chouts.
Being the first day of 1term, cverything

was more or less chaotie.

Fullwood and Co. lounged near the Ancients
and the Nuts of the Iourth
looked on enviously as the celebrated Glen-
thorne Daimler rolled smoothly into the
Triaagle,

““ Lucky
his weedy frame

heast!” growled Gulliver, leaning.
against the stonework.

~*Why the dickens should he have all this
Jluxury?

We don't come here swanking in
whacking great cara!”

““No, hbut you'd like to, wouldn’'t younz’*
crinned Johnny Onlons, who happened to he
near by. “And so would I, if it comes to

that! But I'm not jealous— I'm satisfied
witl life!l”? :
“Go and eat coke!” snapped Gulliver.

“\Who's talkin’ to you?”

“ Nobody!"? said Johnny blandly.

Gulliver glared, and shrugged his narrow
choulders. He turned back to his chums
with a sneer on his thin lips. Fullwood
and Bell were watching Handforth and Co.
ditembark with obyious envy,

“So here we. are, what?’ caid Archie

‘Glenthorne, as he stepped out, and beamed

round. ‘‘Bally good! The dear old place
is looking topping! To tell the truth, I'm
dashed glad to he back! The peaceful life
once again, by gad! I mean to say, these
holidays are too poisonously strenuous for
absolutely anything!”?
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«Thinking of the panto, Archie?” grinned

Jack Grey, strolling up.
Archie Glenthorne winced,

“1 say! Dash it!” he protested. “ Kindly
refrain from :emindmg me of such strenu-
ous occasions! 1 mean, that pantomime
was absolutely priceless, ‘but the old cnergy
was supped ury. Good gad! It'll take me
three or four dashed weeks to revitalise
tun old tissues!”

- And Archie, with the imperturbable Phipps
in  attendance, sailed majestically into the
. In the lobby he came face

“to face with Sir Montie Tregellis-West, of
Study C—a kindred spirit. lor Sir Montie
closely rivalled Au%m when it came to
m.wmticence of attir

L (.lmtmg,a, old cherub!”
amiably.

But for some reason Tregellis-West walked
straight past without giving Archie the
slizhtest sign of recognition. Archie stood
there looking absolutely blank as Sir Montie
passed out into tie Triangle. He bestowed
an appealing look upon l’lnpps

“0Oddslife!” he murmured. “Did you ob-
serve, old lad?”

“Yes, cir,” said Phipps smoothly.

“But, I mean—the good old cut direct,
whal?"

] hardly imagine so, sir——*’

¢ Oh, but come!’’ protested Archie. ““ Dash
it all, Phipps! I mean, the chappie posi-
tively qtuggeretl by without returuing the
old greeting! I am distressed, Phipps! In
fact, the young muaster is wounded!”’

% Quite unnecessarily, sir,” said the
valet, ‘“*Master Tregellis-West wus deep
in thought, and I am certain that no
slight was intended. 1 have seldom seen
Muaster Tregeliis-West so abstracted.”

“0Oh, well, if you say so, Phipps, 1 sup-
pose you must—er—say so, what?” observed
Archie, “We'll let it pas:, laddie, and
proceed to the old lounge. 1t seems to me
that forty of the best are prescribed!”

beamed Archie

In the meantime, Sir Montie was in the
Triangle.
Phipps’ explanation was quite correct.

Tregellis-West was so engrossed in his own
tlmught that he had no knowledge of his
immediate surrcundings. The usually urbane
Sir Montie wore an Iﬂtl’.‘ﬂﬁﬂ[}' worried look.

He started violently as a hand clapped
him heartily on the back—so heuartily that
his pincenez were nearly knocked off. He
looked round eagerly, and then his expres-
sion dropped.

“Begad. You startled me, dear old boy,”
he said. “1 thought it was Tommy !V

“Sorry ! said Reginald Pitt, with a smile.
“But you looked so forlorn that I wanted
to buck you up a bit. What's wrong, old
man? Wln the creases and wrinkles in the
forehead? Confide in me, O sorrowing onec!”

“I'm worrying’ ahout Tommy Watson,"
replicd Montie., “I1 arranged to meet him
at Victoria, and the awful ass wasn't there.
And he hasn't turned up even yet. It's
most distressin’, Pitt—it is, really!”

Reggie grinned.

““ He'll turn up soon,” he said cheerfully.
“I expect he lost the tmln, and is coming
down by the next.”

‘““ But there have been two nexts already,
begad!”? said Sir Montie, with his worricd
expression  inereasing.  “Tommy and 1
always come down together, you know, I
think somethin’ must have happened.”

Regeie looked suddenly prave.

““ About—about his people, you mean?”” he
asked, with concern.

‘¢ Somethin’ like that,” replied Sir Montie.
“You remember the big sensation about Sir
Vivian Watson? You know, old boy, while
we were at Jack Grey’s place? ‘f'ommy’s
pater had a frightful blow, 1 imagine.”

“Yes, there was a financial crash, wasn't
there?’”” asked Pitt. “Sir Vivian Watson
had lent his name to an enormous com-
pany-promoting scheme, or something, and
it went bust. As far as I remember, Sir
Vivian wasn't actually responsible, or even
liable to a penny, but he placed his entire
fortune in the hands of receivers. A wol-
derfully honourable man, Montie!”

*“Begad, rather!” agreed Tregellis-West.
“The affair seems to have died out of the
papers now, and I haven't seen Tommy
since we left Grey Towers. I'm awfully keen
to question him—I am, really!”

“Q0Oh, well=he'll turn up soon,” said Pitt
reassuringly,

But Tregellis-West's search met with no
success., For a time he hung about the
gates, but there wus no sign of the ab-
sentee. And at last the anxious Sir Montie
wended his way to the Fourth Form passage
in the Ancient House, nnd entered Study C.

The little apartment was warm and
cheerful. A fire* was glowing in the grate.
But, somehow, the room struck Sir
Montie as being chill and desolate. e

caught sight of something on the mantel-
piece—a letter.

And then, with a quick intake of hreath,
he secized it. He recognised the hand-
writing—it was from Tommy Watson. It
had been posted the previous night, in
L.ondon. And this fact alone was significant.

With shaky fingers, Sir Montie tore open
the flap, and extracted the letter. He stood
ther¢ reading, and his- face gradually be-
And when he had
his expression was miserable and

came pale and drawn,
finished,
forlorn.

OGHAPTER III.
THE FATEFUL LETTER.

yIR MONTIE TRE.
GELLIS-WEST was
still standing in

exactly the same
position three minutes later,
when Willy Handforth, of the
Third, magically appeared.
He whisked in at the doorway like a kind
of gnome.
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briskly,
Just ¢came In
Qur table-leg’s

““Hallo! Sorry! he said
‘““Thought you weren’t here!

to borrow a dictionary!

short }”?
Willy was always perfectly frank, and he
calmly went aecross to the ‘bookease

and selected a volume that struck him as
being the correct size for the necessary ad-

justinent.

“This'll] do ‘fine!” Le announced. *“It's
only a rotten history-book—nobody ever
reads it! Thanks, Montie—— Hallo!

What's wrong?”’ .
His brisk manner altered. One Kkeen
glance at Sir Montie’'s face had .shown Willy
that something was very much amiss. But
the studfy was rather gloomy in the dusk,
and the fag hadn’t noticed anything unusual
at first. He switched on the electric light.
My hat! You’re all groggy!” he said,
staring. ‘" What’s up, Montie? Feeling a
bit queer after the train journey——"
: E;Pegad!” murmured Sir Montie. < He’'s
e ..H

“Left? Who's left?”

“Tommy Watson—he's not coming
this term!” muttered Tregellis-West.

Willy Handforth whistled.

“Tommy Watson not coming back?’? he
said, with sympathy. *“I say, that’s rotten!
I’m awfully sorry, Montie. If there’s any-
thing I can do, just say the word.”

Sir Montie abruptly sat down.

“I'd like to be alone, old boy,” he said
quietly.

“Right you are—I know the feeling!” =said
~Willy, nodding. ¢ I was just the same when
I lost old Ferdinand. My ferret, you know,”
he explained. *“ Until I found him hiding in
Chubby Heath’s topper, I was as miserable
as the dickens.” ‘

Willy clearcd out,
alone,

And the sole occupant of Study C took up
the letter, and read it thirough again. 1t
wasn’t particnlarly
being no great hand at letter-writing.

back

leaving Sir Montie

16, Mounteroft Gardens,
Regent’s Park, N.W.

© “Dear 0ld Montie,~Isn't it absolutely
rotten? - I’'m not coming bhack to St.
I'rank’s any more! I thounllt I'd hetter
let you have it straight from the shoulder
in the first line,
- *“There’s no need for me to say much,
is there? You know all about the pater
and that ghastly dud company business,
"Well, the pater’s: just about ruined—
'unless things turn out better after the
inquiry. Anyhow, my dad has done the
‘honourable. thing, and we can hold our
heads up as much as ever.
“It came a3 a rotten shock to me when
I knew that I couldn't come back to St.
I'rank’s this term. I don’t know where
I'm going yet—but you can bet I'll write

long—Tommy Wa;son.

as soon as I possibly can, and tell you
d” ﬂbOUU lt

“My new school’s bound to be a .
Immhle place, but 1 suppose I shall have:
1o grin and hear it. So long, old son!
We'll sce one another in the holidays,

anyhow,
“Your Old Chuin,
_ “ToaMMY.”
“P.8.—Don't forget to write as soon as
you caa.”’ :

Sir AMontie’s misery was understandable.
He and Tounny Watson had been staunch
chums and study-mates ever since they had
come to St. Frank’s,® Even in the old fag
days they had fought with one another
daily, and had displayed every other sign
of close friendship.

This piece of news, coming so suddenly,
was an enormous shock, Montie could
scarcely helieve lt ‘He found himself look-
ing round Study ¢ in a dazed, dreamy kind
oi way. :

“Tommy not coming back!”’ he murmured,
‘“Begad! 1 can’t helieve it! If he doesn't’
come, I can’t bally well exist! It's going
to- he frigntful here all alone—it is, really!:
I dau't Know what to do, begad!”

He rose from his gzeat, ‘and walked round
the study restlessly. And while he was in
this desperate state of mind, there came a
gentle tap at tte door, und Mr. Beverley
Stokes looked in. The housemaster entered
the study, and softly closed the door. -

“1 was hoping you’d be alone, old man,”
said Mr, Stokes. “ PFeeling a bit down. in
the dumps, eh?®

“Yes, sir,” muttered Sir Montie, “It's
about Tommy Watson, you know——

“Poor old Tommy!"” said Mr. Stokes, lay-
ing a hand on Tregellis-West’'s shoulder.
“It’s a bit rough on you, Montie—but just
think of ‘Watson! It’s rougher for him,
isn't it?” '
1) Bf‘gad,
huskily,

“Dr. Stafford told me this morning that
Watson wouldn't be coming back, so 1
thought 1 would like to have a word with
you as soon as possible,” went on the
housemaster gently. “Cheer up, Montie!
You’ll be horribly miserable for a day or
two, but there are plenty of other good
fellows in the Fourth.”

12

rather, sir!” said Sir Montie |

“Yes, sir, ?ub-—TOII;nly, you know—-—"
£ ‘I‘amn._f was your particular chum,
wasn't he?” murmured Mr. btokeq “I

understand, old fellow! Well, you've got to
he brave about it, Montie, and keep smllmg'
If ever you feel onmlv jllbtr pop along to my
quarters, and—= *Rm. that I shall be-much

conszolation,” he added ruefully. * Still, 1'll
do my best.? - - | -
“Thanks awfully, sir!” muttered Sir

Montie.” ““You're a brick, begad!"
And Ar, Stokes, realising that he had
said all that was necessary, at the moment,

1 took his departure.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
THE ALTERNATIVE,

OMMY WATSON
stared moodily out
of the window of the
morning-room of his

father's house in Mounteroft
Giardens. Regent's Park was
visible from his window, but
the aspect was not cheesing.

Rain was descending in a fine, depressing
drizzle. Everything was soaked and drip-
ping, and the dull afternoon was drawing
to a close. London bad seldom Iooked so
forlorn and cheerless.

- ——
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Watson flung himself gloomily into the
nearest chair, and tried hard to stifie the
lump which persiztentiy lodged in his throat.
He had tried to analyse hiz feeling several
times of late, but had never met with auy
SUCCeRS.

At other times, the prospect of staying at
home instead of going to school would have
detighted- him. But pow that it actually
came to the test, he was longing for St.
I'rank’s.

He felt that he was left out in the cold.
Being human, he was meore sorry for himseh
than for Sir Montie. The latter was
cheerful, good-natured sort of ass, and
would soon get over it.
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Tommy Watson turned away from the

window with a sigh.
term!”’ he muttered

“Second day of
glumly. ¢ All the chaps will be just settling
down now. Poor old Montie! I'll bet he's
having a rotten time of it—all alone in
Study C!" .

He gave a short, bitter laugl.

“But he'll soon get over it!" he went on
miserably. “With all those other chaps
there—Pitt and Handforth and the rest—it
won't take himm long to get cheerful again.
I expect somebody's joined him in Study C

by now. I'm a back number—a giddy has-
beEn:u

But for Watson there was a gloomy
prospect indeed.

His father hadn't said much to him, but
he understood that he would soon be packed
off to a third-rate boarding school in the

neighbourhood of Richmond. Sir Vivian was
making the necessary arrangements. In-
deed, he had hinted that he would let
Tommy Kknow something definite that very
alternoon.

The junior had bheen very much alone
during the past few days, and this, uo
doubt, was partially rezponsible for his
present disconsolate condition. Sir Vivian
had been away in the City from morning till



night, and Lady Watson was confined to )
her own rooms—the shock of the great

financial blow having prostrated her.

“Well, Tom, all alone?”

Watson jerked nhunself out of his chair as
the greeting fell on his ears. The door
had just opened, and Sir Vivian Watson had
entered. His tall figure was as straight as
ever, and he was bearing the blow well
Only the tell-tale lines of his face indicated
his acute mental strain.

“J—I was just thinking about St. I'rank’s,
dad,” said Tommy miserably.

“Poor old chap!”’ murmured his father.
“Come along to the library, Tom—I want to
have a little chat with vou. 1t’s about your
new school.”

Tommy followed his father without a
word, and they were soon in the library. Sir
Vivian closed the door, and his son turned
on him eagerly and with a flush on his
cheeks.

“] say, pater!” he burst out. “Can’t it
he done? Can't you send me back to St.
~ Frank's? I'll do anything—-"

“ You don't understand, my boy,” inter-
rupted Sir Vivian, more pained than he
would reveal. ¢ The fees at St. Frank’s are
¢normous. Ordinarily, they were a trifle
to me. But after this crash there is: neb
one penny I can call my own—"

“«But if we still live in this great house,
d'ﬂﬂ—”

« By the time you come back from your
first term at the new school, Tom, there
will be no more of this great house,” inter-
rupted Sir Vivian quietly. * Your mother is
going abrond—to Italy. One can live there,
and keep up an appearance, on a mere pit-
taree. I shall remain in London—I have
already. taken an inexpensive  seb of
chambers. This house and everything in 1t
is po longer mine. To be blunt, Tom, my
liabilities are far in excess of my assets. 1
am worse than penniless!”

Tommy looked rather scared.

«Couldn’t 1 go to work, pater?” he asked
huskily.  “ There might be something 1
could do——" _

« Good heavens, boy, what are you talking
about?” said his father gruflly.
go to school—mot to St. I'rank’s, but to a
quiet, private boarding school, where your
education will be completed. I way not he
able to afford. the heavy expense at St.
Frank’s, but—" ,

«What school, dad?”? broke in Tommy
eagerly. ‘That one at Richmond?”

" Qir Vivian looked rather grave.

1t all depends,” he replied. ¢ There are
two schools to which you can go, Tom—and
I shall leave the choice to you. Both estab-
lishments are modest and inexpensive—in
fact, the fces are paltry compared to what
I have been paying for you at St. Frank’s.
But I can afford nothing better, Tom, and
you will have to make the best—"

“You will

J

“1 <hall ba all right, dad!?” interrupted
Towmmy auickly. ** After all, a small schooul
may be just as good as a big one. It de-
pends on the chaps in it., Please tell me
about these two places.” :

Sir Vivian coughed.

*“One is at Richmond, as you know—but

the other—*? He paused, as though re-
wetant to continue,

“The other, dad?” - asked Tommy
curiously.

““The other school is situated in the village
of Bellton,” sald Sir Vivian at last. It is
quite a small establishment—"?

““Bellton!?? gasped Watson. ¢ But—bug
I don’t understand, dad! Bellton’s right
neurﬂﬁt. Frank’s! You're kidding ine, dad

“On such a grave matter as this T would
not attempt to deceive you, my boy,” said
Sir Vivian softly. *‘You must make your
choice—and you must think carefully and
thoroughly beforo deeiding. But the alter-
native i3 there if you want. to take advuane
tage of t.»?

CITAPTER V.
TOMMY WATSON'S CHOICE.

e
—— ONMY WATSON'S
#, _ hrain was in a whirl.
; ‘‘ Bellton!’? he re-
_ peated breathlessly.
= “Beilton! But there isn’'t
av

another school— Oh, yes!
Dr. Hogge's place—"?

“No, no—not the River House School,”
put in Sir Vivian shavply. *“I would like
to send youw there, Tom, but Dr. Hogge's
terins are prohibitive—his school is one of
the most exclusive private academies in the
country. Indeed, the fees are only slightly
less than those of St. Frank's.”

Tommy Watson nodded gloomily.

“That’s what I always thought, dad,” he
replied. ‘ Those River House chaps—par-
ticularly “Wellbourne and his crowd—are
always boasting about the exclusiveness of
the place. But—but there’s no other school
at all, dad. You must be mistaken——"’

~ ‘““The school I have in mind is a new one,”?
interrupted Sir Vivian. *“That isn’t quite
correct, either, It is new to Bellton, hut is
actually a well-established academy. Mr.
Creepe has conducted his school for many
yvears iu rural Kent, but was compelled to
seck a new iocality owing to a new arterial
road being constructed in that district. His
property has heen sold from under his feet—
the Government has full power to adopt such
methods,’”” he added rather bitterly. ¢ But
all this. is beside the point. Mr. Grimesby
Creepe has purchased an old mansion in
Bellten, and has converted it into a well
equipped, up-to-date private boarding-
school.”? h

Tommy looked at his father wide-eyed.

“ My only hat!'? he exclaimed breathlessly



¢ An old mansion in
Bellton! ~But there
jsn't one, dad——"
“The house i3
known as Moat Hol-
low,” said Sir Vivian,
“ Moat Hollow!"”
gasped Tommy,
««Well, I'm blessed!
Why, that's the old
liver House School,
dad! Hhat's the place
that Dr. Hogge used
to have! Why, it'll
be lovely——"

“(ne m'omenp_ol‘ae
moment !’ _ inter-
rupted his  father.

+ You must not come
to any impulsive de-
c¢izion, Tom. This
matter requires very
careful thought. The
new term at DMoat
Hollow does not com-
mence until the day
after to-morrow, g0
you have plenty of
time to think—"

“But I don't want
to think, dad!” in-
terrupted Tominy
eaperly, “I'd love
to go there!”

“Would
asked Sir
grim note
into his voice.
“That's just the
question, Tom. Would
vou? Let me point
out one or two ob-
vious drawbacks which

. you?”
Vivian, a
creeping

seemed to have
escaped  you. But
firat of all we will

assume that you are
going to the school in
tichmond.”

“I don't want to
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go there, dad!’’ burst
cut Tommy. “1 won't

L

‘““Bless the boy!"

a striking
middie age.

Just near the exit a man was waiting.
individual —a broad-shouldered man of

He was rather

interrupted his father.
“Calm down, Tom—not so much excitement!
This Richmond school is a quiet, unassuming
place—but perfectly select. You will enter
it as a new boy, and nobody need know that
You have ever been a scholar at St. Frank’s
College. You can keep it entirely to vourselt
—a secret.”

Tommy Watson looked his astonishment.

“But why, dad?” he asked. ¢ There's
no reason why I should be ashamed of St.
I r-:u;:’k's! I'm proud of having bheen there

“] am glad to hear you say so, Tom—but
you are looking at this matter from the

1

wrong angle,” said Sier Vivian gently., <1
must be blunt—and [ am afraid, rather
cruel. You are in the unfortunate position

of having what is vulgzarly termed * come
down in the world.” If it is known by your
fellow scholars that you were previously at
St. U'rank’s, they will humiliate you. It is
just human nature, my boy. 'loyvs are pro-
verbially cruel, and nothing will please them
better than to coustantly remind you that
yYou are now the son of a pauper—that your
father can no longer afiord to send you to
a famous public school. You will be made

| to suffer cruelly.”
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Tommy Watson took a deep breath.

I hadn't thought of it like that, dad,” |

o admitted slowly.

‘““But I had,” said Sir Vivian. ¢ And now
it is for you to choose. On the one hand,
you can go to the Richmond school as a new
boy and nobody will know about St. Frank’s,
You will be saved from any humiliation. On
the other hand, you can join Mr. Creepe’s
sehool in Bellton, and so be near to vour
- old chums, and amid familiayr surroundings

—t?

““Yes, dad!” said Tommy, his eyes gleam-

ing. “That'll be glorious
““Wait!” broke in his father. *“Will it
be as glorious as you imagine? I am not

sure that 1 am wise in giving you this
alternative—but I want you to be huappy,
my lad. At Moat Hollow your position will
be difficult—particularly during this first
term. You will be made to suifer far more
acutely than yon imagine at this moment.”

““You mean that I shall be sneered at,
dad?”

“ Not only sneered at, but far worse than
that,” said Sir Vivian., ¢ Your downfall in
the social scale, indeed, will be a hundred-
fold intensified by your close proximity to
St. Frank’s. Instead of being a scholar at
that great school, you will be a mere pupil
at a cheap private boarding establishment.
And, naturally, your position will be delicate.
I am trying to point out the true position,
Tom.”

‘“ Yes, thanks awfully, dad,” said the boy
(uietly, -

‘““ And I strongly advise you to choose the
Richmond school,”” weut on his father. ¢ 1In
10y opinion, you will he happier there—but I
am breaking my own word. I promised you
that you would have your own choice.”

Tommy Watson laughed light-heartedly.

“I've already chosen, dad!” he replied, his
eyes gleaming,

“Upon my soul! And what—"

‘“ Bellton, dad--Moat Hollow every time!”’
exclaimed Tommy. My hat, father! 1
shall be able to see Montie every day—I
shall be able to watch the football, even if
I can’t play—I shall—?"

‘““ But have you thought carcfully, Tom??*

“I've thought all I need to, father!” re.
plied Watson promptly. ““What do I care
about sneers and gibes? [Fullwood and Gul-
liver and Merrell may sncer at me—all that
gang, in fact. But what the dickens do I
care? They're always sneering—they can't
help it! And their beastly tongues can't
hurt me a bit!”?

‘““ Well, of course, if you really think—"’

““Think!”? interrupted Tommy happily.
“Why dad, you've made me as merry as
a giddy sandboy! 1 don't mind leaving St.
Frahk’s now—1'm almost as well off as I
was before! Montie and Handforth and Pitt
and Archie and De Valerie and Boots——
Why, all those chaps will be as decent as
ever., They're real sportsmen,

dad—and |

e
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they'll treat me as if nothing had happened,
As for the rest, they can gibe all they like
and go and eat coke!*? ~

Tommy Watson's decision was taken,

CHAPTER VI.
THE TELEGRAM.
Glen-.

( 00D gad!*?
Archie
thorue - paused on

the Ancient louse
steps and stared blankly. le
adjusted his monocle as
though half suspecting that

his eyesight was deceiving him., But it
wasn’t.

Professor Sylvester Tucker, the Modern
House science master, was calmly and de-

liberately walking out of the gateway

attired in his dressing-gown, slippers, and
smoking-cap, _
“I mean to <ay!” murmured Archie.

¢« Somewhat poisonous attire for appearing
on the old highway! The dear old lad must
have forgotten, dash it! Something, as it
were, must he done! Something lhas abso-
lutely got to happen!®?

“Archie was well aware of the professor’s
notorious absent-mindedness. And the swell
of the Fourth gazed round rather helplessly
—looking for someone who could run after
tihe professor and bring him back.

It neveyr occurred to Archie that he had
two legs of his own. But the Triangle
seemed rather desertal at this particulam
hour., It was the first half holiday of the
term, and early in the afternoon. The
juniors were mostly flocking on to Little Side
and the playing-fields generally,

“*“What ho!” said Archie desperately.
“ Phipps, dash you! Where the dickens are
yvou, laddie? Good gad! I shall positively

have to do the old chasing business myself!
Rather ragged at the edge, what?”?

Archie gathered himself together, and ran
across the Triangle in 2 manner which proved
that his languor was more imaginary than
real, Turning out of the gateway, he ob-
served Professor Tucker some distance down
the lane. And Archie came to a dead halt,
starrled.

“ This,” he said, ‘“is too frightful for mere
words !

For the professor was walking straight
into Irene and Co., of the Moor View School.
There wero six of the® girls, including Doris
Bentley, Tessa Love and Winnie Pitt.

Archie was not lacking in courage, but
this situation was too much for him, and he
stealthily erept back into the Ancient House.
The professor, in the meantime, was toddling
on complacently.

‘““Well, my hat!?? said Doris, under her
breath, * What's this—a new  winter over-
coat? It's the old professor! I say, girls,
we’d better tip him the wink, you know.”

“Yes, rather!*? agreed Irene. *‘ He must



have walked out without realising his get-

in! Slippers, too!”’
UPTne p:%l;essor beamed as he was about ta
pass the young ladies. .

¢ Good afternoon, professor,” said Doris
cheerfully. *“Won't you he cold without
an overcoat?”

¢ Ah, tobe sure!” said the professor. ¢¢1
beg your pardon! I think you made some
reference to my cold? 1 am glad to say it
js slightly better. There is no doubt that
fresh air is most beneficial.”

¢“I'm afraid you're getting too much fresh
air, professor,” put in Irene. ¢ That dress-
ing gown isn't very thick—and your slippers
are only felt. It's a good thing the ground’s

dry——"
‘}‘Sllppers—slipper&:?” rcpeated Professor
Tucker, “What on earth— Good
heavens!’’
He broke off blankly ns he gazed at his
feet, And then, for the first time, lie be-
came aware of his remarkable attire. Irene

And Co, watched him with much amusement.

“ Bless my soul!” ejaculated the professor.
¢ This is appalling! I distinctly remember
going up to my bed-room to change. And
then, of course, I was disturbed—yes! And
I must have forgotten to change my shoes.
Thank-you, young ladies—thank-you! I must
return at once!” |

He felt for the rim of his hat, in order to
raise it, but as he was only wearing a
smoking-cap, the result was rather comic.
The girls did their utmost to maiutain a
becoming gravity,

‘““Dear me!” ejaculated the professor, in
surprise. ‘‘What an extraordinary thing!
The rim of my hat appears to have mysteri-
ously disappeared. However, no matter!
Good-afternoon—good-afternoon!"

He walked on—straight down towards the
village.

“But aren’t you going to change,
fessor?” laughed Doris.

““Good heavens!” I'd completely forgot.
ten!” gasped the old gentleman. ¢ How re-
miss of me! One of these days I shall really
forget something of importance!”

He returned to the Triangle, and Irene
and Co., followed him, laughing merrily.
They invaded St. Frank's in quite a familiar,
free and easy way. It was nothing new
for the girls to do this.

‘““Now, we've got to find Montie,” said
Irene promptly. “We can’'t do better than
go straight to his study.
we'll try Little Side.”

The girle marched into the Ancient
House, and made their way to the Fourth-
Form passage quite boldly., They were
always welcome at St. Frank's.

Arriving at Studv C, Irene tapped, and
peeped in,

Sir Montie Tregellis-West was there. He
sat in the easy-chair before the fire, gazing
gloomily into the burning embers. Pitt had
urged him to turn cut for football practice
—but Sir Montie had refused. He wanted

pro-

If he isn't there,

to be alone—he wanted to keep to himself, !
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He had been hard hit, and although two

or three days of the term had sped by,
the loss of his bosom chum was felt nmiore
acutely now than ever before. He jumped

hastily to his feet as he caught sight of
the girls in the doorway.

“Oh, I say, begad!” he ejaculated. ¢I
didn't know——»

“It’s all right, Montie—don't disturh
yourself ! interrupted Irene quickly.

““We've just come from the post-office, and
the postmistress asked us to deliver this
telegram. The boy fell off his bicycle this
morning, and the whole post-office is upside
down!”

“A telegram!®’ repeated Montie. ¢ De-
gad! Yor—for me?” |

“Yes, here it is; we thought we'd like
to deliver it straight away,” sald Ireue
Manners. >

She put it on the table, and then gave
her chums a little nod. They knew all
about his loss, and were full of sympathy,

The girls dlsplayed rare feeling for the
unfortunate junior by stealing silently
away,
Sunyef
CHAPTER VII.

T00 GOOD TO BE TRUB.

S

IR MONTIE TREGEL.-
LIS WEST was ex-
cited.

Such a condition in
the urbane junior was almost
unknown. Nothing ever ruf-
fled his serene calmness.
Nothing ever disturbed the tranquil placidity
of his demeanour.

At least, nothing except this telegram,
He stood against the table, holding the
flimsy form in his hand, and staring at it In
a blank, dazed kind of way. He had opened
it listlessly—suspecting that it came from
his aunt or uncle. |
But it was from Tommy Watson, and_ran
in this way: ‘ -

‘“Coming to Bellton. Can you meet train
Helmford? Arrive there 8.10. Would love
to have chat before reaching Bellton, Will
explain everything. Best of news.—Tommy.,"

“It’s impossible!” murmured Sir Montis,
taking a deep breath. ““Begad! Thero
must be some frightful hoax about it!”

In spite of his joy, he couldn't help sus-
pecting that some evil-intentioned junior
had played a cruel practical joke. Fullwood,
perhaps, or— .

¢“No, 1 don't believe it!” murmured
Montie. ‘*Nobody would play such a fright.
ful trick. They couldn't bé so beastly mean
—they couldn’t, really. It's from Tommy—
Tommy himself. An' he’s comin' down to
Bellton with the best of news! How abso.
lutely rippin’!* _

He suddenly remembered the request ia
the wire, and glanced at his watch,
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“Three-ten, Helmferd!? he murmaured.
“*Begad! There's a train from Bellton in
a quarter of an hour—an’ 1 believe it gets
into Helmford at“two-fifty-ive! 1 can just
do it!”?

He didn't pausc to wonder at the strani'e-
ness of Tommy Watson’s request. e
didn't stop to consider why Tommy should
ask him to make this twenty-mile trip to
meet him, when he was coming to DBellton,
in any case,

Sir Montie simply flew ofl to the station
without a sccond’s delay.

He arrived in good time, and was soon
speeding towards Bannington in the local
train. Herc he changed on to the main
line, und was duly deposited in Helmford just
before three o’'clock. .

This left him plenty of time to cross to
the other platform, and so be ready for
the express from London when it arrived.
This latter was a good train, and went
straight through to Betlton. It was due
to arrive there at 3.40.

Sir Montie looked eagerly up and down
as the train slowed down to a standstill
against the platform, Now, at the last
moment, all his old doubts were returning.
He had a fear that he would not see his
chum. It was some crucl practical joke,
after all— ’

‘¢ Ahoy, there, Montie!”

He twirled round, and saw Tommy Wat-
son leaping out of a third-class compart-
ment a little further down the train. And
Tregellis-West hurried np, and the pair
clasped hands rather awkwardly.

“Begad!” ejaculated Sir Montie. “Fright-
fully glad to sce you, dear old boy. 1
was gettin' woiried—-*?

“@Good old Montie!” interrupted Watson.
“Come on in—the pater's here. You know
him, don’t you?”

Tregellis-West was astonished to sce Sir
Vivian Watson in the compartment. He
politely raised his cap, and Sir Vivian ac-
knowledged the salute. Then he retired be-
hind his newspaper again, knowing that the
two boys would prefer to talk alone.

Sir Montie was overjoyed to see Tommy
Watson, but now that the pair were to-
gether, he hardly knew what to say. But
they understood one another perfectiv. They
were not very demonstrative, but their fecl-
ing was deep. B

“] expect yon want to know all about it,
don’t you?” asked . Tommy, as the train
pulled out. *“ Well, in the first place, Mr.
Creepe i3 going Lo meet the train at Bell-
ton, and that's why I sent you that wire.
That’s why T wanfed you to come here.”

“Qh, rather, bhut—"

“Unless you came, I should bardly have
had a word with you,” went on Tommy,
“We couldn’t talk much in the short walk

from DBellton Station to .Moat Hollow—
especially with the pater and Mr. Creepe
with us.”

“Mr. Creepe!” muttered Montie dazedly.
“ Moaf, Hollow! My dear old Fellew, 1

don't know what you're talkin’® about—I
don’t really! Whao is this frightful chap
pamed Mr. Crecpe?”

‘“He's the schoolmaster——?"

i Begad:'ﬂ

“Mr. Grimesby Creepe,” said Watson.
“It’'s a2 bit of a4 dud name, but the poor
old chap can’t help that. He’s the owner
of the new Moat Hollow School. You know
—the old place that used to be the River
House——"

“The Moat Hollow School!” echoed Sir
Montie dreamily. *‘Begad! We've all bheen
wonderin’ what the place was turned into.
And—and are you goin’ to be there—at this
new school?”

“Yes,” said Pommy eagerly.

“ How rippin’!”? exclaimed Montie. *“1I was
thinkin’ that you were comin’ back to St.
Frank’s again—until you mentioned Mr.
Creepe. But it's all the same, dear old
boy. You'll be near us, won't you?”?

““That’s just it!” declared Watson. “We
can see one another each day—you can come
to tea with me sometimes, and I can buzz
along as often as you like as your visitor—
in dear old Study C!’* he added wistfully.

“It’s a rippin’ idea,” said Sir Montie
heartily. ¢ Begad! 1It's the next best
thing to bein’ at St. ¥Frank’s. We shall have
to make a few plans, an’ arrange meetin’s,
an’ al!l that sort of thing.”

And while the train sped towards Bell-
ton, the re-united chums discussed the whole
position in detiil, and concluded that life

wasn’t so very bad, after all.
%
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CHAPTER VIIL
MR. GRIMESBY CREEPE.

ELLTON was
all too soon.
Getting out of the
train, Sir  Vivian
Watson stepped on {o the
hard, frosty platform with
the two boys at his heels,
They looked up and down, and Sir Vivian
nodded to himself.

Just near the exit a man was waiting.

He was a rather striking individual—a
broad-shouldered man of middle age., His
face was clean-shaven, and unusual in type.
The flesh hung in folds, heavy and flabby.
His eyes were deep-set, with heavy, black
brows.

The man was scrupulously attired, and
as he hurried forward to meet the new
arrivals his face broke into a genial, en-
gaging smile. 8ir Montie Tregellis-West,
watehing him, felt somehow distrustful.
There was something about the stranger
that Sir Montie almost feared.

“Ah, Sir Vivian! Splendid—splendid!”’
said the man on the platform. “I am de-
lighted to meet you, sir! And your son?
Dear me! 1 understood that you had but

rcached

1 one boy—=*’

“'This i3 my son, Mr. Grimesby Creepe,”
said Sir Vivian, indicating Tommy. < This
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other lad is a St. Frank's scholar—an old
chum of his. He came to meet us further
along the line.”

“Ah, yes,” said Mr. Grimneshby Creepe.
“ Jfow very wondertul! How expressive of
true friendship! There is nothing 1 love to
see  better, iy Vivian, than the deep
friemdship of two dear boys. And you, young
man—you are to be my new scholar?” 'he

added, turning to Watson. *1 am over-
j;..a:rc:i to make your acquaintance.” '

“‘Thank you, sir,” said Tommy, feecling
somewhat awkward.

“ Possibly  you imagine that I am a
strange schoolmaster, Thi?  went on  Mr.
Grimesby Creepe, with a chuckle, ewWell,
so I am—to be sure! Before long I want
you to regard me as an uncle—a kind of

second thl:e: eh? Ah, splendid. We are
a wonderful f.,tmily at Moat Hollow.”
“ A family, sir?” repeated Watson.
“Just my way of putting it,” chuckled

‘Mr. Creepe, his flabby face shaking in its

folds. “Just my way of putting it, my
boy. All my pupils are my children! And
we pull together so harmoniously and so

joyously that our little establishment is a
constant Hall of Laughter. You will grow
to love your surroundings at Moat Hollow.”

Mr. Crcepe rubbed his
gether, and made a move towards the exit.
But his eyes were alert. His gaze wandered
up the platform to the guard’s van, where
the guard was just signalling for the train’s
dcparture,

““ Your son has baggage?” asked Mr,
Grimesby Creepe, almost anxiously. ‘“ A box,
perhaps—a trunk? I trust he has been sup-
plied with everything mnccessary for health
and cleanli ok

“My son
several suits,
fact, cverything
boy at school,”
‘““Surely, Mr. Creepe,
imagined otherwise??”

“No, no, of course not!” said Mr.
Grimesby Creepe. “How absurd of me!
And as for you, my dear lad,” he added, to
Sir Montie, “we Wwill bid you a mest re-
luctant good-afternoon, I would be over-
joyed if you could accompany us, but busi-
ness first, eh? Business before pleasure!”

“Oh, rather, sir!” agreed Montie. ° But
if I can just come along to Moat Hollow
it will be frightfully decent——"

“Quite so—quite so!” interrupted the
other., *‘“But, at the same time, out of
the question! Later on, my dear lad—to-
morrow—yes, to-morrow! You shall come
for tea, eh??”

has two trunks, containing
linen - underclothing, and, in
that 1is necessary for a
interrupted Sir Vivian.
you could not have

“ Thanks very muchy sir,”” said Sir Montle._

Mr. Grimesby laughed..

“ Nonsense—nonsense !’ he exclaimed.
“What are you thanking me for? All my
dear boys have perfect l:berty after their
lessons are over. They can come and ,f.:o
as they please—invite friends—visit friends!
My school is more of a country residence

flabby hands to-
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than « scat of learning. It’s very success
has been: foundod upon those lines.”

They all left the station, Mr. Creepe
arranging for the baggage tu be sent lor
later, And ie took care to sandwichh Tommy
Watson between himself and Sir Vivian,
Montie felt rather out of it. As a matter
of fact, he had taken a strong and instant
dislike to Mr., Grimesby Creepe. -

He didn’t exactly know why, for the
schoolmaster was genial and breezy to a
degree. DBut, somehow, there was something
about Mr. Creepe that 3ir Montie recoiled
from. He put these thoughts aside, know-
ing how unjustified they were. And  he
politely raised his eap, and announced his
intention of going his own way.

“Good-bye, Sir Vivian—good-afternoon,
Mr. Creepe,” said Treeellis-West. ¢ Thanks
awfully for what you said a litle while ago.
S0 long, Tominy—see you later on!”

“Yes, ratbher!”’ said Tommy eagerly.

And Sir Montie went. But his chum
didn’t mind mucii—for this parting was only
to be temporary. Tommy Watson had come
back to the fold—not exactly to St. Frank's,
but to Bellton, And it was very much tha
samlc, |

And he lpoked forward ewetlv to making
tlle acquaintance of his new home,

CHAPTER IX.

LIBERTY HALL,
R GRIMESBY
M CRELEPLE paused be
fore the high,
boarded-up gates of
Moat  IHollow. And Sir
Vivian Watson aund his son

looked about them curiously.
Tcmmy was particularly interested.

He had pictured the old house as it had
originally been, and he was naturally sur-
prised to see the drastic changes. He was
astonished at the enormously high walls,
and the obvious efforts to sccure privacy.

Mr, Crecpe smiled amusedly.

“You are wondering at my precautions,
eh?” he asked. < Of course! Everybody is

curious! But I have an excellent reason for
this unusual pmw 5—4 very excellent reason,
sir Vivian.” .

“So I should sald
Watson’s father,

They were atandmg before the gates —
which were not closed.  On the contrary,
they were more than half open, rweulm--
the untidy wilderness of the grouuds
Originally, these grounds had beent kept in
neat order. But during the last three or
four months—in fact, throuchout the
summer—they had been alloued to run comn-
pletely wild.

imagine,” Tomny

“It is a whim of mine that no pryingz
eyes should disturb my boys while at

L]



-~ lessons,” explained Mr. Creepe, as he pushed
the gates open wider. ¢ When the boys are
at liberty, the gates are naturally opened.
But during lessons, and during neal-times,
they remain secured and locked. Ltliciency,
Sir Vivian. My pupils have no distractions
during their vorking hours.”

“Quite an cxcellent plan, Mr.
said Sir Vivian approvingly.

* By this time they had rcached the moat,

This was another surprise for Watson.
There had been no moat the last time lhe
had seen the old house. It was a wide
streteh of water which entirely surrounded
the house. At the present moment it was
partially frozen over—although, for some
reason, the ice had recently been broken up.
The water lookeid dark and sinister in the
tading light of the winter's afternoon.

Mr. Grimesby Creepe shrugged
shoulders disparagingly.

** A dreadful state of affairs—and I regret
it ecxceedingly,” he apologised. “But 1
Lhave only just taken over this house, Sir
Vivian, and matters are still more or less
chaotic.  The garden is in a deplorable
state; but within a few weeks it will wear a
dillerent aspect. I intend to make this
place a miniature paradise.” :

“1t is picturesque, at all events,” suid Sir
Vivian. * But confess that I am rather
puzzled by the moat, Mr. Creepe.”

« Ah, that is all part of my bcautifying
scheme,” swmiled the schoolinaster. “We
shall not see the charm of that until the
spring comes along—and then the summer.
[ have many ideas in wry head, Sir Vivian.
But we must walk before we rum, eh? 1
win sure you will agree with me.”

The front door was reached by crossing
over a narrow drawbridge. It was ancient
in appearance—but was actually a newly-
puilt contrivance. They passed over and
cntered the building.

“Allow me to welcome you fo Liberty
Hall!"” smiled Mr. Creepe, with an elegant
bow. ‘A home, Sir Vivian! A real home
compared to the barrcn dcsolation of the
average public schooL”

Watson was interested in the place far
more than he could say. When it had been
controlled by Dr. Molyncux Hogge, he had
often visited it as the guest of Hal Brewster
&- Co.

But now the place was different- amaz-
ingly different. | _

It reminded Watson of a glorious country
hotel. Bolh he aud his father were joyously
surprised: ‘For they had felt just a little
dubious wheu 1'i_ewini; the exterior.

A great fire crackled and glowed in the
hall. . Lights swgc beginning to appear in the
adjoining rooms, and a number of boys
were lounging about, at ease, and like guests
in a country .house; e -

They were boys of sixteen or seventeen—
bigger boys than Tommy Watson. . And
although he didn't quite like their appear-

Creepe,”

his

ance, he judged that this was bccause they

were strange to him,

“You intend to stay long, Sir Viviani®?
asked Mr, Creepe eagerly.

“Half an hour—but no longer, I amn
afraid,” replied Sir Vivian. “I1 must catch
the early evening train back to London——"

“A pity—a thousand pities!” muttered
Mr. Grimeshy Creepe. “I was so hoping
that you would stay for tea—and then for
dinner, We have late dinner at Moeab
Hollow, Sir Vivian. And after that the
boys generally amuse themselves with wire-
less, miniature billiards, indoor tennis, and
so forth. My gywmnasium, too, is superbly
equipped.” :

They passed into the big dining-hall, and
Watson’s eyes gleamed. The long table was
sct in the most elaborate fashion. The linen
was snowy white, therc were flowers, and
the table glittered with plate and siiver.

“There don't seem to be many othcer
fellows about, dad,” murmured Watzon,

Mr. Creepe caught the words.

“ Most mewmbers of my school are due to
arrive by the later evening train,” be ex-
plained, rubbing his hands together noi:ze-
lessly. ““This, you sce, is our first day of
terin. 1 like to allow my boys all the literly
possible—especially the older pupils.”

There were one or two other new hoys,
Watson judged—for they were walking along
with their paypents. One elderly lady had
two [rail-looking hoys with her, and her ex-
pression was an obvious reflection of ler
pleasure. She was very satisfied that her
sous were to be so well looked after.

There was a man with three sons, it ap-
peared. Two were between twelve and four-
teen, but the other no older than eight or
nine. Watson was rather surprised at this.
He had not expected to have such youthful
schoolfellows.

Ho was standing by, while Mr. Creepe
talked with hLis father, when one of the cider
boys came over and quietly nudged him,

*“New chap?” he asked, in a whisper.

“ Yes,” said Watsoen.

*“What do you think of thic old show?”

“ Well, it scems jolly tine, by what I can
see,” replied Tommy. “1 hadn't expected
anything quite s¢ home-like—?

“Just you wait, my lad!” chuckled the
other, * My name’s Kirby—I'm one of the
monitors. You're going to have the time of
your life in this place. 0Old Creepe is the
limit! Let's us do what we like!”

“That's interesting, anyhow,” said Wat-
son, smiling. .

“It's not like school at all—you’ll think
you're in a summer-hotel!” said Kirby con-
fidentially. * Of course, he’s a bit hot on
lessons, but otherwise the Head's a brick}!”

“The Head?” said Watson, “ Are there
any other masters, then?”

‘““ Yes—one,” repliecd Kirby. “ You can take
it from me that Mr. Creepe is a tip-topper!
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we feed on what we like, and have a royal ylike to hurry you, Sir Vivian; but the train

time generally. Miles better than that barn
of a place up the road,” he added, with a
contemptuous nod in the direction of St.
Frank's.

Watson resolved that he did not quite like
Master Kirby.

- CHAPTER X.
AMONG FRIENDS.

IR VIVIAN WATSON

was ready to go.
He had made a
tour of the school—
Mr. Grimesby Creepe had in-
sisted upon this. And Sir
- Vivian was more than de-
lighted. Now he was lhuaving a few final

words with Tominy.

“ Well, young man, how do you like it?”
he asked, as the pair stood in private near
the big hall fire.

“It seecins pretty good to me, pater,”
said Tomwmmy. “Of course, 1'mn not used to it
yet—it’s so different to St. Frank's. It
isn't like a school at all. It'll take e
some time to shuke down.”

“ Nonsense,” laughced his father. “In a
day or two you'll be more at home here
than you ever were at St. Frank's. 1'm con-
vinced of that. In fact, I don't mind telling
you that I'm amazed.”

“ Amazed, dad?”

¢ Yes, Tow. Why, your fees at this school
are a mere song compured to the fees at St.
Frauk's,”” said Sir Vivian. “And vyet, by
all that I can sec, you will be much happier
here than in the big college. Mr. Crecepe is
a man who believes in treating his boys
with personal attention, lle likes you to
regard him as a Kind of uncle.”

“ Yes, that's what Mr. Creepe said him-
sclf,” replied Tommy. *“It'll be ripping for
me, because I'm so near to 8t. Frank's, I
can always pop up and see the crowd. 1
hope you'll write, dad,” he added, earnestly.
“ There's sis, too. You'll get her to write,
won't you? And mater——"

“We'll all write, Tom—don't you worry,"”
smiled Sir Vivian., * Your sister Viulet 1is
staying with  your Uncle Benjamin just
now—until I kuow better where I stand, 1
was hoping to be able to send her to the
Moor View School—but that will have to
stand over for a bit.”

Sir Vivian's brow clouded for a momncnut.
He had been attempting to conceal his
anxiety and worry. But now and again it
crept out in spite of himself. Tommy had
no idea what a strain it had been for his
father to come down at all. DBut Sir Vivian
had been determined to see that his son
was comfortably scttled.

“Well, well?” inquired :\fr. Creepe, walk-
Ing up briskly, with that big, expansive
smile on his flabby face. “I'in sure I don't
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won't wait——"

“Yes, I must be golng at once,” said Sir
Vivian, *“I am more than delighted, Mr.
Creepe, with your school. And 1 can sce
that my :on will be happy and content
under your control.”

“Too hard, sir—too hard! It would be
better to say under my wing!"” laughed Mr.
Grimesby Creepe. “To be sure—under my
wing! I watech over my boys as a hen
watches over its brood! I regret that the
trap is out at the moment, or I would take
you to the station—"'

“Don't bother, Mr. Creepe,”” interrupted
Sir Vivian, consulting his watch. I have
plenty of timme—over f[ifteen minutes. And
the distance can be easily walked under
ten.”

“Can 1 see my father off, sir?” asked
Tommy Watson.

Mr. Creepe patted him paternally on the
shoulder.

“What a question!” he chuckled. *Can
you sce your father oft! Dear, dear! What
next? Of course you can, my dear lad. See
your father safely away, and then amuse
yourself as you like. I only stipulate that
you shall be in before locking-vp—that is,
seven-thirty.” .

¢ 0Oh, thanks awfully, sir!" said- Watson.

Three minutes later he and his father were
marching briskly down the dark village
street towards the station. They were both
feeling very salisfied. Tommy, in fact, was
glowing with enthusiasm,

«“He's a queer old stick, dad!” he re-
warked. I thought I wasn't going to like
him at first. But I do now—he's a brick!
After scing you off, I shall have time to
pop up to St. Frank’s, and sce all the
chaps!”

 Splendid!” said his father. *Yes, Tom,
[ really think that you are going to be
happy. It was a lucky moment when I
caught sight of Mr. Creepe’'s advertisement
in the newspaper."’

They arrived at the station three minutes
before the train came in, and Tommy wus
erinning cheerfully when it steamed out.
He waved to his father, and concluded that
being the son of a ruined man wasn’t so
terrible, after all.

Sir Vivian himself went away relieved and
delighted., He was convinced that he had
left his son in excellent hands. It was u
load off his mind.

Tommy Watson waved until his father
withdrew into the carriage, and then he
turned to the station exit with a glad sigh.
In one way, he was rather relieved that his
parent had gone. Now he would be able to
shoot up to St. Frank’s, and join the good
old crowd!

¢ My hat!” murmured Tommy. ¢ This is
ripping!”’

lHe hurried through the booking-office, and
emerged into the dark station yard. Two
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forms closed in on him with startling abrupt-
ness, He half pansed, wondering.

““ What the dickent—"’ he began. .

‘“It’s all right, Watson,’ said a soft voice.
"l?ﬂn’t make a fuss—you’re coming with
115184

Watson peered at the speaker, and saw
that he was Kirby, the big fellow he had
spoken to in the hall at Moat Ilollow. The
other was another of the Moat Ilollow

monitors.
““What’s the game?” asked Watson,
starimg.,  ““It isn't six yet-—and My, Creepe

cald that I needn't be in before half-past
veven! Trying to be funny, or what?”’

Kirby laughed contemptuously,

‘“Poor little innocent!” he exclaimed.
** This way, Watson! Never miitd what Mr.
treepe said. You're coming with us!
{'nderstand—you're—coming—with—us!’? he
added deliberately. And he and the other
monitor  seizéd Tommy Watson firmly on

cither side,

CIIAPTER XI.
AT ST. FRANK'S.
OMMY WATSON was

startled.
“You're dotty!” he
sald gruffly. ¢ Lemme

alone! 1 tell you, Mr. Creepe
give me perimission to stay
out until—-"?

‘“And we rell you that you're coming with
a3 interrupted Kirby. ‘““Hold him tight,
Tarkington! 1 believe he's a bit of a can-
tion! And we don't want any fuss outs
here.”?

“All right—I'll hold him—-?

Watson was angry now. Ie could see that
these .two were determined to detain him—
obviously on their " own hook. They evi-
dently” didn’t kvow ~ anything about Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe'’s instructions, and had fol-
lowed Watson and his pater to the station.

In ten secornds it 'would be too late. So
Watson acteéd. by 32 ' | s
With a swift -lunge of his left foot, he-
hooked it round Kirby's ankle, and the next
second Kirby went flying. 1t was a neat
trip—fully justifiable “under the circum-
staneces. o
With ome Awréneh, Tommy freed himself
from Tarkington, and sped off in the dark-
ness.  He half turned, laughing,
‘“How’'s that?’” " he yelled
** Like your nerve!” .
e sped down the village street, aware of
rushing footsteps behind him. But he was
in fino condition, and fled like the wind. [He
was, moregver, apxtotis to get to St. Frank's
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derisively.
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as soon as possible. He would only have a
little over an hour—and bhe wanted o
make the most of it. _

Long before he got to the end of ihic
village the sounds of pursuit had died away.
He slowed down to a more scdate pace, and
chnuckled to himself,

““The fatheads!” he muttered. ¢ One of
their little games, I suppose. Trying to be
funny—iust becanse I'm a new kid. - Blow
'em! I'll bet the rotters’ll make it hot for
me when 1 turn up. Monitors, eh? Why
can't they call ’em prefects? Same thing,
I suppose.”? -

Ie arrived at St, Frank’s breathless, and a
thrill assailed him when he entered the
Triangle. It was more or less of a pang.
He hadn't realised until this moment that
he would miss the dear old schnol sadly.

There was something warm and cheery
about the gleaming electric lights in the
Anecient House and the Modern House. A
piano was drumming out some lively music
somewhere.

“Old Jarrow, I expect,” murmured Wat-
son. *“And I can hear Handy, too—having
a row in Study D, I'll bet!”

‘He grinned, and sped lightly up the
Ancient House steps. In the lobby he canie
face to face with Archie Glenthorne.

““Good gad!’? ejaculated Archie, ¢ What,
I mean to say, is this? Dash it all, laddie,
you absolutely startled me!-' Some foul
cove sent the word round that you weren't
appearing this term. And here, as it vere,
you are!” '

““Onlty “for an hour, Archie!” grinned
Watson. “Can’'t stop now—in-a hurry! Still
the same old slacker, eh?”? ;

He hurried off, lecaving Archie somewhat
blank. B “ B

“ A frightfully decent sort of cove, hut

somewhat personal!”” he murmured. ¢ The
next time I meet him, dash it, I shall tick
him off somewhat severely. I mean to say,
a slacker! Such words, by gad, to a fighting
Glenthorne!”?
. In the meantime, Tommy Watson was in
the Fourthr Form passage., Ile ran imto
Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey, and they gave
him a warm welcome, Sir Montie came
dashing out of Study C in the middle of
it.

““This is rippin’, dear old boy!” he cx-
claimed. *“*Begad! 1 wasn’t hopin’ to sce
you until to-morrow! So you managed io
give old Creepe the slip?”

“The slip!”? echoed Tommy. “It wasu't
necessary. le's a decent old bird—one of
the best!’

“ Really,
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Tommy boy?” asked Tregellis-

West. **1 must confess that I'm surprized—
1 am, really. A thousand apologies to Mr.
Grimeshy but I thought he was:

Ureekpe,
several kinds of a slimy bounder!?”?
Watson shook his head. -
“Not likely!” he replied. *Mr. Creepe’s
a sportsman. I was a bit doubtiul at first,
but you soon get to know him. As for thle
school, it’s a really wonderful place—"’
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¢ Let's go into the Common-room—the
vwhole crowd will want to hear this!' sang
out Pitt. ¢ Might as well make a fuss of
vou while we've got you, Tommy !"” he added.
“wOf course, Montie told us uall about it—
it's ripping having you so ncur by. Good
luck, old son!"

¢ Thanks!™ said Tommy, flushing slightly,

He knew why Pitt had spoken in that way.
Ife had sct a lead to the others. As Captain
of the Fourth, Reggie had clearly indicated
tliat he accepted Tommy Watson in just the
same way as of vore—although he wuas now
no longer a St. I'rank's fellow in any shape
or form,

LEE LIBRARY “ 15

Ditt.  ““0Of course, if you care for tea wilh
free fights as the central course, that's your
affair! But I've always found that tea in
Study D means tea in the neck—and jam
tarts on the nose!”

“ Ha, lia, ha!V

“Funny fathead!” said Handforth sourly.

““Order!” commanded Pitt. *Mr. Thomas
Watson will now make a speech! Ile returns
to us as a visitor--but just as welcome
for nll that! MHe intends to give a few re-

marks on the subject of Moat Ilollow.”
“Silence for the speaker!”
“Go it, Tommy—we're dying to hear about
| Moat Hollow !’

They got him down, and while he was helpless on the floor, Kirby delivered
kick after kick—vicious, cowardly blows,

Handforth and Co. were down in the
Common-room when the crowd arrived. And
his first action was to grab Tommy Watson's

hand, and pump his arm up and down like |

a handle,

‘““Jolly glad to see you again!” said Hand-
forth heartily. ¢ So you're going to be
near St. Frank’s after all? Come up and

‘have tea in Study D as often as you like, |

my son!"
““Thanks awfully,” said Tommy.

“Don't you take any risks!” chuckled

kg

CHAPTER XII.
STILL ONE OF THE CROWD.

> DWARD OSWALN

D HANDFORTH looked

round with an Im-.
portant air.

““ Now we're going to hear
something!’ he declared.
I'vé always had my suspi-
cions about Moat Hollow, and now you'll
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hecar them justified! There’s something
squiffy about that place—"? _

‘““Yes, it belongs to an inventor!* said
Church casually,

i Eh?ll

‘““ An inventor who’s got a marvellous new-

filying machine!” went on Chuarch. *‘He's
going to make experiments——-"’

““\WWhat rot!” interrupted Handforth
tartly. *“Who told you that piffic?”

Church turned red.

‘¢ Why, you fathead, that’s your theory!*
lic snorted.

*“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“ My theory!” howled HIandforth. ¢ Oh,

yes! By George! 1 do seem_to remember
“saying something——  But that’s done
with!”? ae added, waving a hand. ““That

was only a preliminary suggestion. Even at
the time ] was pretty sure that the place
was going to be opened as a school!’””

‘““ Good old Handy!” chuckled Reggie Pitt.
‘“But we can't waste the whole evening
- talking to you. So be good enough to retire
~ipto 1516 undergrowth, as Archie would put

it.”
‘““What do you think I am—an earwig?”

roared Handforth

“If I expressed my thoughts aloud, there
would be a disaster,” replied Pitt calmly.
“ But is Watson going to make this speech,
or not? Dry up, Handy—you’re too noisy!”
‘Fullwood laughed sarcastically.

‘* A good thing, too!”’ he remarked. “It’s
the first tlme I've approved of Handy bein’
noisy. But anythin's better than lettin’ that
heastly son of a pauper get up an’ spout!”

Watson turned rather pale at the words.
He had been treated so well by the juniors
that he had momentarily overlooked the fact
that the cads of the Fourth would treat
him with contempt.

“If you’ve got anything rotten to say
against my father, say it straight out!”
he exclaimed passionately. ““Go on! And
1'll knock you down!”?

Fullwood backed away.

“1 wouldn’t soil my hands by t{ouchin’

youn!’” he snecered, *“ You'’ve got no right in
this place ae all—you bhelong to that rotten
mud heap down the road. It's only a cheap,
common . hole—no, hetter than a Counecil
school, an’ it's a disgrace to St. Frank's that
you should be allowed here.”?
.. “By George!” roared Mandforth. ‘You—
you—— IIi! Lemme go, you fatheads!” he
gasped, as he was firmly held. I want
to smash this ead—"?’ |

““If anybody's going to smash him, it'll
he Tommy!” Interrupted Pitt grimly.

‘¢ No—thanks all the same,” said Watson,
holding hlmself with difficulty. “I'm not a
S3t., Frapk’s fellow now—1'm just a visitor
here, Angd it wouldi’t be the thing to fight.”

:Pllgt nodded approvingly—Tommy was
right. = ' i 8 ¢
- 40 Afraid, T suppose??? sneered Fullwood,
with contempt.

- 44No, I'm not afraid!” retorted Watson
bluntly. ¢ Just come outside into the lane—

LEE LIBRARY

on public gronnd—and I'll fight you! You
miserable cad! Come outside, where I shall
have a right te knock you down!” "

But Fullwood shrugged ‘his shoulders and
laughed.

‘““A fine, easy execusc!”?’ he jeered. I
wouldn't mmove a yard to oblige a cad liLe
you! WWhat's your father? A swindling

| beast who ought to be sent to penal ser-

vitude——*?

Handforth wrenched himself away by sheer
foree,

“1 haven't got to get you outside, you
rotter!” he bellowed. “ Take that!”?

Biff} :

Fullwood had over-reached himself, and
the next moment he received a punch from-
Handforth which sent him hurtling over
backwards, That one blow was c¢nough,
Fullwood was dazed and dizzy, three of his
teeth were loosened, and his lip was cut.

‘“lle’s settled, anyway!” said Reggie Pitt.
“It’s rather a pity Handy hit him like that,
though. .

A pity??? repeated Grey, staring.

“Yes—] wanted to do it myseli!” replicd
Reggie blandly. ¢ Now, Watson, old son—
let’s hear about Moat Hollow. And don't
forget that yon're still one of us—still one
of the crowd!”’

“¢Thanks awfully,” sald Watson huskily.

“Of course, you can casily afford to ignore
these little-minded eads!” went on Pitt.
“You're ulwnf*s welcome at 8t. Frank's,
Tommy—and the more you come, the better
we shall like it.” '

“Begad, rather!”’ said Sir Montie heartily.

Watson was rather overwhelmed by the
shout of apyroval which greeted Pitt’s

remark. Everybody was acting so decently
towards him. He hadn’t hoped for it,
although he had believed that his own

especial chums would treat him in the same
friendly way as of old,

He made bis speech at last, and gave a
glowing deseription of Moat Hollow. Indeed,
by the time he had finished many of his
listeners were quite envious,

“Lucky beggar!’? said Owen major.

“Well, I'm blessed!’? snorted Handfort!h,
“The chap's going to have a better timé
at Moat Hollow than we’re having here,
Of all the nerve!” ,

“Somebody had better go along and tell
Mr. Creepe that he’s too kindhearted,*?
suggested Pitt. “Tell him to come to St.
Frank's, and then mould bhis giddy school
on this one!?? :

“It’s goed enough for me as it is,
thanks,”” chuckled Watson. “Well, T shall
have to he getting off now—it’s close on
time, and I don't want to be late f{or
locking up on my flrst day.”’

- And five minutes later he took his depar-
ture, light-hearted and happy.  Sir Montie
accompanied him to the gates, and they
clasped hands warmly. '
Montie,’’

“See you to-morrow, said

L Watson, cheerfully.



¢ pather, Tommy boy!"’ said Montie, with
a aniile.

And they rparted. As Watson hurried
down the lane in the darkness of the
winter's evening, he little realised that it
would be well past the morrow before lie
saw Sir Montie Tregellis-West once again.
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CHAPTER XIIL
A BOMBSHELL FOR TOMMY.

OAT HOLLOW was
wrapped in silence
; when Tommy

Watson arrived.

He couldn't help feeling
just a little shiver as he
stood outside the enormously
high-hoarded gateway. The place was
certainly like a prison. And in the gloom
ol the mnight it seemed more forbidding.

Watson had expected to find the gates
opcn., His wafch assured him that the time
was only just 7.23, and he had compared
his watch to the school clock before leaving
the Triangle.

“Rummy!” he murmured. *“Mr. Creepe
said locking-up was 7.50. 'What's the idea
of this Hallo! My hat! You gave me
a start!”' he added, as a black form
loomed up out of the shadows.

“0Oh, 'so you've comec back, have you?”’
said the shape.

Watson recognised Kirby's voice, and he
was just a little annoyed. This appearing
out of the blackness was a favourite trick of
Kirby’s, apparcntly; and Tommy had really
becn startled.

“What's the idea of crceping about like
a ghost?’ he asked warmly.

“I've been waiting for you, my lad,”’
said Kirby aggressively. “What do you
mean by sneaking off like that? What do
you wmean by escaping from us at the
station—"'

“Escaping be lowed!”’ interrupted
Watson. “Mr. Creepe told me——"

“Never mind that!”’ interrupted the

other. “You'll have to pay for your con-
founded nerve!”’

As he spoke, he pulled out a key and
opencd a little wicket gate which was set
in  the boarded-up entrance. It was
cxtremely narrow, for the carpenters had
been obliged to make it fit between two of
the iron bars of the original gate.

“Go on—in with you!”” said Kirby
harshly.

Watson squeezed his way through, more
than ever surprised. After his first

cxperience of Moat Hollow this frecatment
was unexpected. He had been picturing
all sorts of pleasant things to himself as
lic had walked down the road.

Now that the excitement was over, he
realised that he was ravenously hungry.
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He hadu’t esten any tea, and, in fact, he
hadn't had ¢ meal since breakfast.

But he remembered that dinner was
served late at Moat Hollow, in the evening,

presumably at ahbout eight o'clock, since
locking-up wuas at scven-thirty. And the

thought of that beautifully-laid table made
him smack hi: lips.

And after that a little recreation, reading,
or something like that, in front of one of
the big cheerful fires. And Watson was
furthe. charnied at the thought of his
bed-rocm.

Both he and his father had been shown
this. All the boys at Moat Hollow were
allowed their own private bed-rooms, and
Tommy's had proved to be a cosy, delightful
apartment overlooking the river. There was
electric light, and a stout wooden bedstead
with a soft feather bed. Such luxuries
wecre unknown even at St. Yrank's.

This behaviour on the part of Kirby
therefore took Watson all the more by
surprise. He decided that he would com-
plain to Mr. Grimesby Creepe as soon A3
he saw him again. The monitor was
obviously exceeding the full power of his
duties, ‘ '

Watson was led across the drawbridge
and over the moat. He felt slightly sur-
prised at the darkness which surrounded
him. There were no gleaming lights pour-
ing from the school windows, as there liad
been when he had left to accompany his
father at the station.

At this early hour of seven-thirty Moat
Hollow was practically in darkness.

He was literally pushed into the big hall,
and he wondered if he was dreaming. In-
stead of the blazing electric lights, a candle
was burning on a side table, shedding &
weak, flickering glow. It occurred to
Watson that the current had [failed for
some reason.

Bul the fire, too, had failed. It had
not only gone out, but all trace of it was
recmoved. The fireplace was cleaned up and
barren. Aund although the hall retained a
certain amount of warmth, it was rapidly
becoming chilly.

“You'd better zo and have your supper
first, and then Mr. Creepe will talk to
vou,”’ said Kirby grimly. “He's having his
dinner at the minute, and mustn't be
disturbed.”’

“Supper?”’ repeated Watson.

“Yes, supper!”

“But I thought Mr. Cyeepe said we all
had late dinncr here?’?

Kirby looked at” Watson pityingly in the
dim light. ‘

“You young fool!’" he exclaimed harshly.

He orasped the surprised junior by the
shoulder and pushed him before him inlo
the dining-hall. Watsorn was becoming
rather bewildered. Lverything was so
staggeringly diffierent to what it had been.

And a further shock awaited him.



That vision of snowy-white linen and
glittering plate had vanished. Like every-
thing else, the dining-hall was transformed.
No longer was it a place of delicate lights
and exquisite table furnishings. .

The table was there, but it was now
covered with cheap kitchen oilcloth, worn
and stained, and with many holes. Upon
it was set an assortment of odd plates and
dishes. And along the centre¢ the dishes
were piled with thick, unhealthy-looking
slabs of bread-and-hutter.

The only light was provided by a smelly

paraflin lamp which hung on the wall
There was no fire, and the room was
miserable in the extreme. Kirby pushed
Watson down apon a form. ’
“Now then, get your supper!”® he

- snapped. *And you'd bhetter look sharp,

because if you haven’t dome when the bell
rings you’ll get na further chance! You've
got about five minutes!”’

Watson took a gulp, and wondered when
he would wake up.

CHAPTER X1V,
THE SCIIOOL OF AMAZEMENT,

OR the first time
Watson realised that
he wasn't alone.

The dimness of the
dining-hall had prevented
him from noticing his com-
panions at first, and they
were so uncannily silent that he had heard
nothing of them. :

But when he turned round to look down
the long tables, he saw there were many
figures cseated there, boys of all shapes,
- sizes, and sges. There must lave been
nearly a couple of dozen.

And yet at first he had not even seen
them.

Tommy Watson bhegan to feel a creepy
gort of sensation. Why didn't these boys
speak? Why did they act so mysteriously?
He peered down ‘the table curiously, rather
horrified. _

The lignt was so dim that he couldn't
see much. DBuot when his eyes became
accuston.ed to the gloom he noticed that
most of the boys were much younger tham
him, probably not more than twelve or
thirteen.

And they were a strange looking lot.

Some had great, protruding ears or mis-
shapen mouths. Two at least had such
appallingly prominent teeth that they were
practically deformed. Another boy had
only one eye. ' They seemed to be a collce-
tion of pitifvl freaks.

Kirby stood close behind the form where
Watson sat. A little further down the roomn
Tarkington was standing. And there were
other monitors there, obviously on duty.
And the queer crowd of boys at the table
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partook of tle bread-and-butter in 'silence.

“ Better hurry up!??® muttered Kirby.
“There’s only two minutes!’’

“But—but I don’t understand!” exclaimed
Watson. *“I—1 thought we were going to
have dinner—-*? '

“This is all the dinner you'll get, you
young fool!”’

*“But it's like a prison!’* burst out
Watsen. “Who are these boys? Are fhey
dumb, or what? Why den’t they speak?’’

“ Because they know their manners!?’
retorted Kirby. “You’ll know yours hefore
you’ve been here three days. You'd better
not speak while the Head’s about; he'll
half kill you!”

“Mr. Creepe?’’ asked Watson blankly.

“Yes—Mr. Creepe!?’

Watson had nothing further to say.
Although he was famished he didn't even
think of taking a slice of that unwholesome-
looking bread-and-butter, His mind was in
a state of complete chaos.

Ile had told the St. Frank’s fellows that
the Moat Hollow School was cven better
than St. Frank's. He had almost Dboasted
of the late dinncr and the cheerful fires
and the geniality of Mr. Grimesby Crecpe.

And now, all in a flash, the whole picture
had faded away, to be replaced hy this for-
bidding reality. The hombshell was a fear-
ful one. Tommy vaguely wondered what
his father would say when he knew of this
transformation, )

And where had these awful-looking boys
sprung from? Watson decided to get ab
the truth at once.

“Did all these chaps come down by the
evening train?’? he asked huskily.

“Evening framn?* sneered Kirby. “If yon
want to know, vou fool, they were packed
down the cellar!”?

“The cellar?”?

“Where elsc?” jeered Kirby. “Do you
think Mr. Creepe wanted a crowd like this
to be seen by your father and those other
pcople? You’d. hetter make up your mind
at once, Watson; this school isn't a picnic.
The time for fooling is over, so it doesn't
matter about telling yon the truth!”?

“The truth!”’ muttered Watson blankly.
“But I don't seem to—-"? |

A bell sounded down the passage. On the
Instant the two lines of boys rose with
shuffling feet. They stood there at atten-
tion, a sorry-looking crowd.

“Bedtime!’? announced Tarkington curtly.

“ Bedtime!’? gasped Kirby. *“ But it isn't
eight o'eclock—="?

“Keep your mouth shut!” broke in Kirhy,

“But—but—-"?

Crash! - ‘

Kirby brought the back of his hand across
Watson’s cheek with stinging force, and
the startled junior reeled back against the
tahle. At the same moment the double
line of bhoys filed away and out of the
dining-room at the other end. Watson
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pulled himsel? back, flamihg with

and resentment,

¢what was that for?'’ he asked fiercely.
#You bullying cad—="’

«one more word from you and I'll soon
scttle your hash!’’ snarled hirhy “Get up-
stairs to bed with the rest—

¢put I've had no supper yet!" shouted
ffommy Watson,

“ (et upstairs to bed!” roared Kirby.

¢ What's this—what’s this?’’ came a 1.'oil:_e
from the rear. “Dear me, Kirby! Is {his
boy causing any trouble?”’

Watson swung round, and found Mr.
Grimesby Creepe atundmg there. There was
even & startling change in the schoolmaster
himself. He was no lungcr immaculate. IIis
fine clothes had gone, and, instead, he was
wearing a rusty old morning-coat, a dirty
collar, and a much-worn tie. His trousers
were baggy and soilled, and he looked scedy
in the extreme,

He stood there, regarding Watson with a
totally new expression on his face. It was
wholly evil and vindictive. His eyes were
almost hidden under his bushy brows, and
he made no remark. He just stood there,
picking his teeth with an enormous quill,

Tommy Watson wanted to shout, but his
voice failed him. He had an uncontrolluhle
sensation that this whole affair was a
ghaatly nightmare,

CHAPTER XV,
THE METHODS OF MR. GRIMESBY CREEPE.

' . GRIMESBY
CREEPE gave vent
to a soft chuckle.

It was utterly un.
like his former chuckle.
There was something wicked
~ about it—something which
sent a shiver down Watson's spine. The
man reminded him of a great, fat spider
sitting in his web.

“So, Watson!” said Mr. Creepe at last.
$So! You have been good enough to return
to us, eh? After leaving us desolated by

your absence for mnearly two hours, you
return to the fold!”

Watson gave a gulp.

“I—I don't wunderstand, sir—=" he
began,

“Probably not—probably not!” interrupted
Mr., Creepe. *“But you soon will, Watson.
Possibly our establishment does not seem
quite so attractive to yon as before, bhut
vou will soon grow accustomed to that.
We are just one compact little family. You
understand? We are within a stone’s-throw
of the village, and yet isolated to our-
selves., Could anything be nicer? Could
anything be more peaceful or tranquil?”

anger
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“ But—but the place isn't tlie same, sir!”
blurted out Watson. *“You told my father
that—"

““Ah, a regretful, but necessary step!”
interrupted Mr. Creepe silkily, as he stuckh
the quill between two of his teceth and
held it there. “I am glad, Wutson, that

vou have had your supper——

“But I haven't, sir!” broke in Watson.
“I haven't caten a thing!”

“A pity—a thousand pities!” said Mr.
Creepe, shaking his head. “It Is a sad
thing to go to bed on an empty stomach.
But you had your chance, Watson, and you
have only yourself to blame. 1 provide a
substantial, wholesome meal, and you
negleet—=""

“This!" shouted Watson, indicating the
table,

“Your attitude is offensive!” said Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe. “If you expect rich foods
in my establishment, boy, you wlll expect
in vain. But cnouﬂh concerning dinncr.
Why did you not return direct from the
statrion with the two monitors I sent for
}Uu f"

“You gzave mc¢ permission to stop out till
7.30—="

“Tut-tut! A  quibble, boy—a merc
quibble!” interrupted the schoolmaster.
“Did nolt my monitors inform you of 1y
orders?"”

“Yes, sir, but-——"

“Then you have no excuse—you have nat
(he slightest shred of justification,” said
Mr. Creepe. *“1 have only one alternative—
I must punish you. And yet I cannot be
harsh. This is your first day, and I desire
to be lenient. What shall it be, Kirby?”

“I'll leave it to you, sir,” said Kirby with
a grin,

“A fine, ch? What about a fine?” sgug-
gested Mr, Creepe, putting the quill in s
waistcoat-pocket and rubbing his hands
slowly together. *Yes, I am afraid it must
bz a fine, Watson.”

Tommy Watson was too amazed to speak.

“Turn your pockets out, boy!" said the
schoolmaster.

“My—my pockets, sir!” gasped Watson.

“Yes—your pockets!” said Mr. Crecpe
“I advise you to ohey me, for if you do
not I shall be com pelled to instruct my
monitors to use force. And that would be
distressing,  Rcmember, Watson, that in
this house we are a happy family, and
quarrelling is always regrettable.”

Watson backed away, It was an -unheard
of thing to be fined. He had just over
sixteen shillings on hlm—the remains of a
pound his father had given him for pocket:
money. Instinctively, he put his hand into

| his pocket, and held it there,



] am waiting,” said Mr, Creepe softly.

“T won’t! I won’t!” shouted Watson
passionately. “It isn't fair! There's souic
trickery about this—you're foollng me! l
thought this place was a school, but it's

"

“Quick, Kirby—quick!” rapped out Mr.
Creepe. ‘‘Silence the young cur, and fake
whatever money you find on him and hand
it to me! His fine shall be doubled for this
insubordination!” |

Watson thought he was going mad. This
treatment, after the rosy time he had ex-
pected, was surprising him more and more.
And now a wild alarm and anger was taking
possession of him. Usually stolid and blunt,
he was almost panic-stricken now.

“Don’t  touch me!” he  shouted
desperately. * There's something wrong with
this place. I believe it’s a lunatic asylum!

Those ho} s—those  awful-looking  deaf

mutes—- .

- He was not allnv.ed to sa} any more. Not
only Kirby, but another monitor, pounccd
upon him and threw him to the ground.
‘Watson -struggled desperately—feverishly.
He fought with all his strength. ~ But his
opponents were in no way particular.

“They oot him down,
helpless on the floor, Kirby delivered kick
after kmk-——wuous, cowa:d]y blows. The
“unhappy junior was nearly Lnocked scnse-
less. He was - bruised, battercd and
bleeding.

Dazed and half-uncofscious, he was only
dimly awarc of what took place. His
pockets were wrenched inside out, and cvery
single thing was taken away, including his
watch and chain, and such trivialities as a
favourite pocket-knife and silver peneil.

He was dragged to his feet and held there,
supported by the cowardly monitors, Sur-
prisimgly enough, ‘Mr., Grimesby Creepe made
no comment. Hc obvjously ‘:pplovcd of this
“vife treatment.

He had seen Watson kicked as he lay orn
the ground, and yet he had made no re-
mark. Yet he greedily took possession of
the objects which had come from Watson’s
pockets.

“Sixtecn shillings and fourmence!" he cx-
claimed, with a little glint of satisfaction
in his eyes. “A paltry amount, Watson,
and I must fine you more—much more!"

Watson heard the words through a kind
of haze,

“This wateh,” went on Mr. Creepe.
“H'm! Gold! Yes, we must appropriate
it for the remainder of the fine. These

other little articles are worthless—you can
retain them, Kirby. And put this young
yuffian to bed.”

And 3Mr. Creepe pocketed the silver,
chmekled over the gold wateh in his hand,
aud moved heavily away into the shadows
f the hall,

and while he was

|

CHAPTER XVI.
THE PLACE OF DREAD.
OMMY WATSON fclt
faint and sick.
T He had several
ucly hruises on his
legs and hody as a result of
the hicks. His lip was cut,
his left ear was gashed, and
the inside of his inouth was lacerated where
Kirby's heel had struck his face, :
The unfortunate junior was in a pitiable

condition. :
He had been deliberately robbed; he
knew it. Under the pretence of fining him

for an imaginary offence, the master of this
astounding school had stripped him of every
article he possessed.

And he was too sore and faint to utter
any vigorous protest, And the stupeficd
amazement which filled hiin further bereft
him of his physical powers. He“was quite
listless as the two monitors puahtd lmn
into- the- hall.

Again and again Watmn vaguely told
himself that it was a nightmare. . He re-
membered the scene as he and- his father
had first seen it—the smiling Mr. Creepe,
the blazing fires, the softly glowing lights,
the grateful warmth, All had gone.

And in its stead there was this continuous
horror.
~As Watson was foreced upstairs, ‘he even
hegan to doubt the existence of that com-
fortable bed-room.- And there was no
question that his doubts were fully justified,

He found himself pushed along a gloomy
corridor, and then through a doorway.
There was no cosy bed-room here. Instead,
he found himself in a long, cold room—one
that he vaguely remembered. . It  hadl
formerly been the Fourth Form dormitory
of the River House schoolboys,

But what a change now!

The room itself was the same—even M.
Grimesby Creepe cowdd not alter the wails
themselves. But the floor was bare, the
walls were grimy and stained, and the only
licht was provided hy the tiniest uf
miniature candles.

There were two double rows of beds.
Watson could dimly see them, but that was
about all. . Most of them were already
occupied, nlthou-rh the forms within them
were uncannily silent.

*“Ndw then, confound you!”
Kirby., “U ndre"“ i

“I won’t!” panted Watson.
You cowardly hound—-—-”

muttered

““You brute!

‘rash!
Kirby's fist drove itself with blinding
force into Watson's face, and the junior

iell staggering over the nearest bed. A
{richtened squeal came from the occupait,
who huddled himself up, shivering,
L Vow—undress"' snarled Kirby.
though half-dazed by the b]uw, Wau.un-



pulled himself together, and swuns round.
jje hardly knew what he was doing. Bnt
for Kirby he had a blinding, passionate

hatred.
Crash!
This time it was the other way about.
Wwith all his force, Watlson punched at

Kirby’s leering face. It was a terrific blow.
The monitor struck the floor with a thud
which shook the whole room. He lay there,
sereaming, and Watson stood over him,
swaying dizzily, - ;

“You asked for it!” he muttered. “You
can’t bully me—-"

He paused, for Mr. Grimeshy Creepe had
entered the room. With him were two of
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coarse, inadequate blankets. And Tommy
Watson lay there, unable to sleep owing to
excessive exhaustion.

And gradually he recovered some of his
| former spirit. He forgot about his hunger—
he forgot everything except the fact that
t this establishment was no ordinary schooj,
hut a place of hidden, awful dread.

Next to him, Kirby was sleeping, but
Kirby had a bigger bed than the others—a
hed that was provided with springs and
sheets and warm  blankets. Distributed
throughout the dormitory were similar beds
—all oceupied by monitors, The rest were

identical with Watson's,

¥
|
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‘““1 won'’t!?” panted Watson.

‘* Now then, confound you !’ muttered Kirby.
‘* You brute !

““ Undress ! ”?
You cowardly hound—— !

his monitors, The schoolmaster took in
the situation at a glance.
- ““Cease that infernal noise, Kirby!” le
snapped. *“Tarkington, take that boy and
nndress him! And then put him to bed!
By Heaven! If he causes trouble to-morrow
he will suffer dearly!”

The blow that Watson had delivered had
taken all the strength out of him.,  He
hardly remembered being undressed. His
clothes were torn from him, and then ne
was flung upon a hard, unsympathetic
mattress, |

There wer2 no springs, and the pillow
itself was a mere travesty for a pillow,
Indeed, the bhed had-o sheets—nothing Lut

And at the end of the long rcom ons
of the monitors sat .on guard. Watson
dimly realised that this guard was changed
at different intervals. Throughout the night
a monitor was alwaye on the wateh. These
fellows were like warders. The whole place
was little bhetter than a prison!

And then, at length, oblivion came to the
unhappy St. Frank's junior.

He slept, acd mercifully forgot his
troubles. DBut they were destined to return
on the morrow—when further shocks would
comec. Tommy Watson was only at the
beginning of his extraordinary ordeal!

THE END,

J



[NOTE.—If any readers care to write to me,
I shall be pleased to comment upon any
remarks that are likely to iuterest the
majority. If you have any grumbles—
make them to me! If you have any sug:
gestions—send them along!  Remember,
my aim is to please as many of ¥ou as I
possibly can. All  letters should be
addressed to me personally, ¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LisRARY, The Fleetway
Hou;,}e, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.—
.5.B.]

Letters
shalton),

(Car-
A. M.

received: I'rank Nichols
¢ Margaret of Sheffield,”

]
1

Searle (Birmingham), “An Old Reader?”
(Stockport), E. (. S. (Walworth), |
“Critic” (Putney), Fred Allen (Ipswich),

A. J. Parkinson (Grimsby), Miss B. L.
Tipper (Chelsea), T. Treadwell (E.C.2), Frank
L. lerring (Leytonstone), Arthur Riley
(Leicester), Leslie W. Adams (Birmingham),
John Franklin (Manchester), “N. L.
Reader ” (East Ham), “An Old Reader”
(Wallsend-on-Tyne), J. Deeley (Barnsley),
“An Old Reader” (Manchester), Lilian
Clark (Blyth),

Joe Beckett (Manchester),

Godfrey Murray (Southampton), P. Hopper |

(Hull),
Charles »

“Jrish Pat?”
(Whitehaven),

(Birtley),
“0. Twist, Jr.”

“ Prince |

J

(5t. Leonards), James DM’Alinden (Dublin), |

Leslie Pawson (Harrogate), C. J. B. (Kid-
derminster), W. F. Dickinson (DBootle), ¥Wm.
R. Allsopp (Dudley), F. V. L. Thorpe (Ayles-
bury), John l:uldersorl (St-rettim).

Glad to hear, I'rank Nichols, that since
your father has read some copies of the Old
Paper he no longer regards them as “ Penny
Dreadfuls.”” I wish a few thousand other
fathers would‘ follow his example!

L :

Plenty of readers agree with you, Mar-
garet, of Sheffield. You needn't worry—the
Magazine is not going to be stopped, al-
though, in response to universal demand,
the Editor may curtail it soon, in order to
increase the length of the St. Frank's yarn,

This means more work for me, but I'll stick

it!
@ & *

You ralse an interesting point, Frank L,
Herring. I don't quite see how we can
arrange matches between St. I'mank'’s, Rook-
wood, St. Jim's, Greyfrairs, etc.—these re-

__:.r_-:-"_:______‘_":__ﬁ—_—-__‘____‘_ llihu

| another's fixture lists.

wmarks are addressed to you two fellows, too,

—

—

MR. E. SEARLES
BROOKS CHATS

to his readers .nnd com-
ments on their letters

I

James M'Alinden and P. Hopper. You see,
our big public schools form themselves into
groups. where sports are concerned. Yor
example, Harrow, Eton, and Winchester com-
prise one of these. In the same way, Bed-
ford, Tonbridge, Dulwich, Haileybury, and
St. Paul's form ancther group. Similarly,
Rookwood, St. Jim's, and Greyfriars gener-
ally keep to themselves. And our own par-
ticular group includes such famous schooly
as St. Frank's, Helmford, Redcliffe, Hazle-
hurst, and DBarcliffe. It isn't usual for
the different groups to butt in upon oue
L . See wlml; I mean?

May you write again, Arthur Riley? Of{
course you may! I'm only too delighted to
hear from individual readers as often a3
possible—although 1 can’t guarantee any in.
dividual reply unless the subject is likely
to be of general interest. All the same, I
welcome and Ereasure every le‘l:.ter.

L

Yes, go ahead, Leslie Adams! My advico

to you i3 to go in and win.
L] L *

Are you surc you've got that name right,
John Deeley? As far as 1 can see,
“ Konongo * isn’t on the map of Africa. But
it may hbe a small place, too insignificant to

be mentioned in any reference Look., Sorry
I can’t help. .
Now, this is to everybody. A reader

named I'. W. Dickinson is anxiously looking
for back numbers of the Old Paper. He
wants Nos. 1 to 145 very particularly. 1
am ¢quite game to lend him & hand. If any
readers are willing to part with their back
numbers, please write to me, naming what
numbers they possess, and the price asked.
Then I can either put them in touch with
Master Dickinson direct, or buy them myself
personally, 1 have an idea he'd like that
better—1 shan't want any profit on the
deal! And there's another thing, just be-
tween ourselves—I wouldn't mind some back
numbers (especially the very eartliest
numbers) for my own files. I've got the

{ Oid Paper bound from No. 1 onwards, of

course, but—let me whisper this—I'va
caught the fever to have eath series of
yarns bound independently, In that form
they'll be very useful to me for reference.
So nally round, as Archie might sayv, and set
something absolutely buzzing, what?



CHAPTER L

NELSON LEE’S SCHEME.

4 QUEER business—a very queer
business!” murmured Nelson Lee,
looking at his lady assistant with
a thoughtful expression. “Dr.

Nicholson and his mysterious doings are be-

coming more absorbing than ever! Tell me,

Miss Dare, 2!l you possibly can about the

yellow-faced individual you mentioned—>

“But I have already told you everything
there is to be told, Mr. Lee!"” cut in Eileen
PDare quickly. ‘1 simply saw a secret panel
open in Dr. Nicholson’s room, and a ghastly
Yyellow face peer out at me—a terrible,
appalling face, the mere sight of which
almost turned mwmy blood to ice! It—it was
awfull”

‘“Good heavens!” muttered Nipper, staring
at the girl detective curiously. “If you
were just an ordinary girl, Miss Dare, I
should imagine that you'd been fancying
things—but you're not that sort!”

Eileen smiled.

“No—1 didn't fancy it, Nipper,” she
agreed. * The thing was too horribly real to
be erely imagined, and 1 will confess that
I was badly startled. But after the first
shock was over 1 plucked up courage and
tried to find the opening where the face had
appeared; but I eouldn't do it, in spite
of my efforts. And so 1 got Mason to help
me to find you and Mr. Lee.”

The famous deteetive of Gray's Inn Road,
with his two assistants, was standing at
the edge of the gloomy common which
bordered the London and St. Albans road.

Alnmioat  opposite them, nearly hidden
aimmongst the trees and shrubs stood Hollow-
dene Manor—a mysterions dwelling which
sheltered an equally mysterious individual
known as DPr. Jeremy Nicholson.

Both {he doctor and his abode were
shrouded in sinister and impenetrable

A Gripping Story of the strange
Dr. Nicholson, introducing
EILEEN DARE, the plucky girl
detective, and the famous detec-
tive, NELSON LEE, and his
brilliant young assistant, NIPPER.

mystery, and Nelson Lee and Nipper had
taken upon themselves the task of solving
the various riddles which confronted them.

The pair had originally encountered Dr.
Nicholson by the merest chance a few nights
ago; but since then a large number of
stirring and inexplicable events had taken
place in and around the old house.

In the first place, a maidservant named
Ellen Bennett had flown from Hollowdene
Manor during _.a thunderstorm, and had
collapsed and died upon the drive—just at
the moment when Lee and Nipper had
brought, their car to a standstill owing to a
fallen tree.

An examination of the dead girl had
assured Nelson Lee that she had been killed
by sheer [fright; but Dr. Nicholson had
asserted that the servant, being subject to
heart attacks, had succumbed to a collapse
owing to the eflects of the storm.

But the detective did not credit this—
being perfectly convinced that the girl had
been killed by something more dreadful than
a mere thunderstorm. And, in order to
verify his suspicions, Nelson Lee had taken
steps to instal his lady assistant within the
Manor in the capacity of maid. Eileen Dare
was: known at Hollowdene as Mary Aldridge,
and was accepted by Dr. Nicholson and the
other servants as the sister of Betty Ald-
ridge—a maidservant who had been with
the doctor for a considerable time. :

And, while Eileen kept her eyes and cars
open within the Manor, Nelson Lee and
Nipper were by no means idle, attending
to the exterior investigations, Already they
had gained ample proof that Dr. Nicholson ¢
was a mystery man in every sense of the
word, and that he was the centre of
attraction for at least four individuals who
appeared to be greatly interested in him,

Two of these were well-known London

 burglars—Bill Jenkins and Walter Hayes—



aind Nelson Lee had discovered that tueir

purpose was to blackmail Dr. Nicholson.

The other two who were haunting the
neighbourhvod were Chinamen,  Who they
were, and what their purpose could be, was
at present a mystery—but that they were
very determnined had been amply proved
within the last hour or so.

For the Chinamen had succeeded in kid-
napping Dr. Nicholson, aud had tuken him
to a dilapidated hut upon the comwmen,
Here they bad threatened to torture him
unless he revealed the hiding-place of “ the
Captain ”?; but this outrage had been pre-
veunted by the arrival of the two burglars,
wlio caused the Chinamen to flee.

Then Jenkins and layes had attempted
to blackmail the doctor, but had been
promptly captured by Lee and Nipper.
Later, the two Chinamen huad reappeared,
and had managed to turn the tables com-
pletely-—securing Nicholson, the two burglars,
and Nelson Lee and Nipper as prisoners.

Meanwhile, Eileen Dare had made the
n:ost of the doctor’s absence from the house
to make a search of his rooms, and had seen
a secret panel open in the wall, and a
terrible yellow face peer out at her. 1t dis-
appeared instantly, and she had been unable
to discover any meaus of opening .the
panel.

Therefore, she bad gone out—in company
with Mason, the butler—to find Nelson Lee
aud Nipper. And, while they had been
searching the grounds, they bad heard a shot
fired from the hut on the common,

Subsequently, they learned that the shot
had been ftired by one of the burglars, who
hud freed a hand and bad thus gained the
mastery over the Chinamen, who had been
about to commence torturing operations,
The two Chinks had promptly .fled, and
Jeukins and Hayes had freed themselves
Jrom their bunds.

Before Eilven and Mason arrived at the
hut, however, the burglars had also escaped,
and when Lee and Nipper and Dr. Nicholson
had been released, the doctor refused to
give an explanation of the events, merely
stuting that the Chinamez were on the
wrong track, and expressing a desire to
hurry back to the Manor.

He had at once left with the butler,
leaving Lee and Nipper and Eileen Dare to
follow. They had done so 1 a lcisurely
manner, comparing notes as they went, and
trying to penetrate the cloud of mystery
which bung over Ilollowdene Manor and its
occupants.

Now they were standing on the edge of
the common, having a few last words before
“Mary Aldridge ”’ returned to her duties
within the old house. [Eileen's action in
hurrying to the hut had been a most for-
tunate one—for otherwise Le: and Nipper
would stiil have becen prisoners, securely
roped up in company with Dr. Nicholson.

They realised this to the fullest extent,

f

and had already thanked and complituented
the girl detective upon her achievement.
But Eileen had only been too pleased thab
she had been able to assist. ‘

“This yellow-fuce matter is extremely in-
teresting,”” saild Nelson Lee. * It proves,
bevond a.l doubt, that Dr. Nicholson i3
Keeping somebody in  concealment within
the Manor—somebody whom he s tre-
mendously auxious to. keep f{from sight.
That, or course, explains his desire for
privacy in his own rooms, and also his re-
luctance to make any explanation ”

“But who the dickens can he be keepiug
such a close prisoner, guv'nor?’” interrupted
Nipper curiously. |

Nelson Lee s£hook his head.

“That is a question I am quite unable
to answer,” he returned, *But it seems
obvious that Dr. Nicholson's prisbner is
the man whom the Chinamen are so anxious
to find. The thing is a complete mystery—
but 1 fancy that we chall be able to
fathomn it before long. -1t is seldom that we
have been faced with such a queer scries of

events, and I will not deny that I am
curious to get to the bottom of the
business.”

“So am 1, Mr, Lee,” agrecd Lileen. “But
[ am puzzled about Jenkins and Hayes. llow
do they enter iuntce the watter?”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“1t is quite evident that Jenkins and
Hayes have in some manner become ac-
quainted with some of Dr. Nicholson's

doings,” he answercd. “They arc merely
here for purposes of blackmail, and have no
connection whatever with the two Chinamcn.
That, at least, i3 my opinion.”

“And I'll bet you're right, guv'nor!™ de-
clated Nipper. ¢ But how are you going to
bring matters to a hecad—that's what I
want to know? At present we're at a
loose end, without a single clue to go on!
We know that there arec two Chinks and
two burglars up against Nicholson, but be-
yond that we know very little—"'

“ Exactly, young ’'un!” agreed Lece, with
a nod. “ But it is obvious that Dr. Nichol-
son needs protection, although he won't
admit it. His stubbornness in refusing any
explanation regurding the situation is add-
ing to our difficulties very considerably, and
I think my best plan will be to arrange to
get into the Manor and to work side by
side with Miss Dare. A scheme of that
sort should bring better results than we
are getting at present, at all events,”

Eileen and Nipper agreed enthusiastically
to the detective's plan, and they arranged
the details there and then.

The time had now come for more drastic
measures to be taken—and Nelzon Lee
intended to take thec shortest cut to a
solution of the mysteries which surrounded
Dr. Jeremy Nicholson and his eerio
residence.



ClH APIER 11.
JEXKINS' DETERMINATION.

i UR luek’s Gllt-, Bi”,
and the best thing
we can do is to
skip!" sald  Mr.

Walter Hayes, jooking at his

compianion anxiously. ' Every

blamed thing we do goes

wronyg, auwa now that blinkin’ detecetive is
here it ain’t safe to stay!”

Bill Jenkins scowled.

“3kip 'he blowed!” he grunted
“1I'm not going to move from here until
we've made old Nicholson pay up! It's a
chance in a thouszand, and we'd be fools to
let, it slip away!”

“We'd be Ingger ifools te get ourselves
copped!” said Hayes practically.  We only
escaped last night by the skin of our teeth!”
~Jenkins nodded.

“That’s true enough—but it isn’'t likely
that things’ll turn out that way again,” he
said. “To-night we'll act in a different way.
It’s my idea to go about the thing in a
bold manner; simply enter the Manor, grab
old Nicholson, and rush nim across the
comnion to the hut. Then he’ll be at our
mercy, and we can make him do anything
we please! We got him almost to the
point of ¢iving way Lkefore, and this time
ne'll be like butter in our hands!”

- Hayes was by no means as enthusiastic
a3 Jenkins, and the latter had to use a good
deal of persuasion before Hayes would con-
sent to the expedition to the Manor. He did
50 at last, however, and the two scoundrels
Jeft their room at the King George Inn at
Little Barling, and set out for their
Jestination.

The night was dark and fine, with no
moon—an ideal evening for such an outrage
23 the two scoundrels propozed to commit.
And it really seemed as if their luck had
turned at last.

For, upon creeping through the grounds
towards the house,
say was the very man they most desired
to see—Dr. Jeremy Nicholson himself,

He was seated upon a chair in the library,
pmmg over a book by the light of a reading-
lamp, obviously too absorbed to pay any
attention to anything but the printed words
before him. The blinds of the room were
not even lowered, and Jenkins grinned with
delight as he nudged his companion.

“What did I tell you?”’ he murmured.
““Nothing could be easier for our purpose
than this, Walter! Old Nicholson’s in the
library, all alone, and all we’vé got to do
Is to go in and grab him! Come on! Now's
the time!”? |

Hayes nodded. He had not anticipated
anything quite so simple as this, and he
was now quite willing to back up his col-
ieague without further demur.

savazely.
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the first person they |
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With cautions strides, the two men edged
towards the library window, which was of
the French pattern. Jenking felt pretty sure
that the catch would be secured upon the
inside; but he had come prepared for an
emergency of this sort, and he did not allow
such a trifle to deter him,

Upon reaching the window he applied a
sheet of prepared paper to the glass--paper
which had been thickly smeared with a
sticky substance of Jenkins’ own invention.
He managed this part of the programme
without attracting the attention of Nichol-
son, and then, with a sudden, quick move-
ment, the burglar pushed his fist through
the glass, breaking it beneath the prepared
paper with scarcely a sound.

Before the occupant of the library had
time to do mere than look round, Jenkins
had inserted his hand through the aperture
and had unhooked the catch. A second
later both he and Hayes were within the
room—Jenkins running towards their victim,
and Hayes streaking towards the door, with
the object of locking it against intruders.

Thus the old reeluse was taken com-
pletely by surprise, and he appeared to be
altogether too startled to do more than
offer the feeblest resistance. Within ten
seconds he was firmly grasped by the two
intruders, and unceremoniouq!y jerked to his
feet.

Jenkins sharp eyes observed a cheque:
book upon a desk, and he quickly picked it
up and put it in his pocket. Then he and
Haves half-dragged and half-carried the
quaking old man into the night, and set ofl
for the dilapidated hut upon the common—
the hut which had already acted as the
stage for the perrormuncc of several thrilling
dramas.

Jenkins and Hayes were jubilant at the
success of their raids. They had captured
their man without rousing the rest of the
household, and they had everything their
own way. |

That at least is. what the two scoundrels
supposed; but their jubilation would have
received a somewhat rude shock if they
conld have known that no less than  three
pairs of keen eyes had been watching their
every movement,

Two pairs of these eyes were owned b the
mysterious Chinamen, who had concealed
themselves in the grounds, and who had
seen everything which had taken place,

The remaining pair belonged to no less a
person than Nipper, and Nelson Leé's alert
young assistant lost no time in stealing off
in the wake of the two burglars, intent upon
trailing them to their lairs”

Why XNipper -had been watching. in the
grounds i this way was something of a
mystery but the lad had no intention of
losing sight of the two kidnappers. Like a
shadow he followed them towards the hut
upon the common, and neither Jenkins nor
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Hayes had the faintest idea that he was
so close bchind them.

The prisoner, when about halfway to the
shack, showed signg of becoming a trifle
restive, and his captors promptly halted,
and proceeded to bind him securely with
rope, gagging him at the same time by
means of a scarf. Then the journcy was
resumed, Jenkins and Hayes lugging their
captive along silently and determinedly.

Upon arrival at the hut Nicholson was

dumped upon the floor, and Jenkins Ilit a
candle. Then he turned to the prisoner
with a cunning grin upon his face.
- “Now, Dr. Nicholson, it's our turn!' he
said pleasantly. *We've had more than a
little trouble to get you imto this position,
and I think you'll admit that we've got the
upper hand at last!"’

The prisoner made a mumbling sound and
ook his head.

“You doa't agree?’ went on Jenkins.
“Well, we'll see about that in a moment.
Possibly you fiiled to notice it, but I took
the liberty of bringing your cheque-book
along. Here it is!”’

Jenkins pulled the cheque-book from his
pocket as he spoke and waved it before the
eves of the helpless man.

“It's up to you now,” continued the
triumphant burglar. *“I'm going to unbing
vour right haud in & moment, and you cam
take your choice of two alternatives. Either
vou siga a cheque for five hundred, or have
vour secrel given away to those two China-
men who are so anxious to know the where-
abouts of a certain party. You can choose
which you like; but if you're sensible you'll
consent to sign the cheque!”’

Jerk.ns’ voice took on a menacing tone,
and the prisoner writhed.

It looked as if Dr. Jeremy Nicholson was
cornered at last, and that Jenkins and
Haves were about to achieve their object.

| THE NELSON

CHAPTER I11I.
THE CHINAMEN RESORT TU DRASTIC ACTIONS.
ILEEN DARE, within
the Manor, was very

much on the alert,
On this occasion
she had attired herself in a
somewhat unusual costumne—
_ - a sort of pierrot oufit, made
of dead black material, which complectely
covered lier from neck to toe. And over
her head she wore a dense black veil,
through which she could see quite plainly
but which concealed her features with great

cffectiveness.

Arraye.! in this bizarre attire, the lady
detective could move about the Manor
almost with impunity, knowing that she was
practically invisible against the sombre
walls and furniture of the old house,
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To-night she had made up her mind to
solve the secret of Dr. Nicholson’s private
room, and to discover a means of opening
the secret pauvel where she had seen the
ghastly” yellow face.

For the last hour she had been waiting in
a da:X corner close to the doctor's rooms,
and at last she had. the satisfaction of
seeing himm ecmerge and take himself off to
another part of the house.

And now that the moment for action had
come, Eileen did not hesitate an instant.
Like a black shadow, she crept into the
forbidden ehumber, closed the door behind
her, and darted across it to the bed-room.

Arrived at this inner sanctuary of the
old doctor’'s, the girl detective made a bec-
line towards the spot where she had secrn
the yellow face, knowing that there must
be sowre means of discovering the mechanism
which operated the secret panel.

Halfway across the room, however, her
attention was directed to a bright object
which had been flung upon a chair, and
Eilecn paused. The colour of the object was
bright yellow, and with a little intake of
breath the girl woundered what it could be.

In order to make quite certain, she
determined to examine it, and a moment
later siie had the thing in her hands. Un-
folding it curiously, she was surprised to
se¢ that it was nothing more nor less than

a yellow mask—a large, cowl-like -affair
which had evidently been made to slip
over the head.

“So this is the explanation of the

vellow face!’ she muttered to herself, with
a little smile¢e of contempt. “ This—this

| little piece of cloth was the thing which

gave me a fright! Well I never!”’

The lady detective felt a trifle shamefaced
as she realised that she had been taken in
by such a simple ruse. Obviously, tke
yvellow face had been caused by this mask,
worn over the features of the person whom
Dr. Nichol:on was hiding in the seccret
apartment.

Who this person was she had no means of
knowing at present, but it was a relicf to
her to realise that the doctor’s mysterious
prisoner was nothing more formidable than
a fellow human being.

With a quick movement the girl turned to
the looking-glass on the dressing-table and
removed her black veil. Then she slipped
the mask over her own pretty features
and surveved herself in the mirror.

The result was astonishing—and revolting.

For the yellow horror which stared back
at her was terrible in its repulsiveness.
The effect of the mask seemed to change
the very character of Eileen’s brown eyes,
and to make them fiendishly demoniacal.
The girl detective actually shuddered at
her own reflection, -

She was now the exact counterpart of the
appalling *“apparition’’ she had seen the
previous night, and she stood for some few



- o

“THE NELSON

moments starieg at the élmst]y mask in the

Wirror.

“What a terrible thing it is!? she
muttered to herself. “I can understand why
Dr. Nicholson should make use of such a
grotesque  form  of disguise for his
mysterious companion., I've never scen
sneh a disgustingly horrible mask in all my
lite.  It's perfectly horrid!”’ |

Eilern raised her arms with the intention
of pulling the repulsive mask from her
head, but Dbefore she could do so she
fonind herself gripped simultaneously by two
pairs of sinewy hands,

E = —
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They seemed to materialise out of the
cloom behind her, and with a startled gasp
she commenced struggling frantically. But
the grip merely tightened upon her arms and
body, and she found herself bheing forcibly
led towards the door.

Then through the eyeholes in the mask
she saw that she was in the hands of the
two Chinamen. Neither of them had spoken
a single word, and they evidently intended
to waste no iime over the job they had
undertaken. )

In a trice Eileen was bundled through the
doorway and through the doctor's sitting-
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but the printed words before him.

He was seated upon a chair in the library, poring over a book by the light
of a reading-lamp—obviously too absorbed to pay any attention to anything




room. A moment later she was ruslied into
the hall and towards the front door, just as
Mason, the butier, made his appearance.
He had come from the domestic quarters
in order to execute some little duty, and
he came to ai. abrupt halt as he observed
the two Chinamen rushing along with their
yellow-faced victim.

“What tle—— Good gracious
ejaculated, with a startled gasp.

By the time the exclamation had left his
lips the two Chinamen and Eileen had dis-
appeared into the darkness beyond the hall
door, and Ma -on stood 5t*u|urr after them
with his mind in a state of stupomctmu

me!’’ he

And while the Dbutler stood staring
stupidly through the doorway, Eileen was

being hurried along by the two Chinamen,
completely helpless in their vindictive grip.

CHAPTER 1V,
JENKINS RECEIVES A SURPRISE.

R { - ELL, are you going
f; to bhe seusible and
% sign?”’

Bill Jenkins

grated out the words
angrily, and looked at his
prisoner with a scowl. For

several minvtes now he and Hayes had been
in the hwt «n the common with their cap-
tive, and Dr. Nicholson showed no sign of
complying with their demands.

Several times he shook his head in a
cringing manner, and at last Jenkins
whipped off the scarf with which he had
gagged the old man. The captive gave a
-sigh of relief as the scarf was taken away
from his mouth and he looked at Jenkins
in a shrinking way.

“Why—whyx should I sign a cheque for

£5002’" he asked in a quavering tone.
“Why should 1 agree to be blackmailed in
this outragecus  fashfon? You  have
nothing—-""

il ! tuld you the other night that I know
all about your little secrcta, Dr. Nicholson,”’
cut in Jenkins with a grin. *“There’s no
need for me to repeat everything now. If

it's not worth the sum I'm demanding,
you've only got to say the word and I'll

o and find those two Chinks who are so
anxious to know a few things.~ And while
I'm about it, I'll let the police know a
thing or two about what happened during

that recent thanderstorm!’

“Receat thunderstorm?”’ repeated the
prisoner, speaking as if he could not
remember. “ What—what do you mesn——"
"“Oh! You know well enouzh what I
mean!’’ snapped Jenkins, as he unbound
the right hand of the captive. “But I'm
getting tired of all this waiting! I want
that cheque, and I mecan to have it, even
if I have to keep you a prisoner for a
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month. You may as well realise that at
once, and save yourself any further trouble
by doing as you're ordered. Here's & pen
aud here's th. cheque-book!”’

He placed a fountain-pen and the book
upon Dr. Nicaolson’s lap, and waited for
the old man {o sign the draft. Hayes,
meany. hile, looked on  with sonwwhub
apprehensive glances.

The prisoner gianced at the book and
pen, and then turned his gaze upon Jenkins.

“Suppose 1 absolutely refuse to do as

you suggest?’’ he asked.

Jenkins grunted. .
“Then we'll geep you a prisoncr until
yvou do!’’ he declared. “ We'll take you to

Loundon, Drs Nicholson, and keep you locked

in a celiar until you come to your senses.’’

vith a good deal of assurauce,
my friend!”’ said the captive, in a tone
which did et new betray fear. “ Probably
you have overlooked the possibilities of
help beng w:thin my reach. Suppose 1
take the initiative, and hand you and your
compan:on over to the police—what then?”

Jenkias laughed.

“It’'s no good your .trying to blufl me,
Dr. Nicholscn,” he said casily. *“I1 Kknow
that it is iwpossible for help to be within
your reach. Nobody saw us take you from
the library, and the common was coin-
pletely deserted as we came along. You're
trapptd, and you know it—="’

“1 fancy you are mistaken, my dear
Jenkins,”” said the prisoner in a totally
different vo:ce. *“This little weapon has
proved to bc¢ exceedingly helpful on more
than o.e occasion, and I do not anticipate
that it wiil fatl me now. Hands up—both
you and Huyes!’’

As he spoke the captive quickly dived
his free hand iato the breast pocket of
his coat, and a second later the two dis-
comfited scoundrels saw that it held a small
but deadly-looking revolver.

Jenkins gave a gulp of dismay,
at his prisoner blankly.

“You speak

and starcd

“By Heaveu!”” he ejaculated. *You're
not Dr. Nichoison at all. You're Nelson
Lee, the dctective!”’

“LExactly!” agreed ‘Dr. Nicholson'’
Dlandly. *“You are perfectly correct.
Jenkins. You see, I had an idea that you
and yovr friend would attempt to get

hold of thi» doctor again, so 1 took the
liberty of impersonating him. I am sorely
afraid that the five hundred pounds which
you have been looking forward to will not
be forthcoming, but you can console your-
self with the prosnect of five years imprison-
ment instead!”’

Jenkins seemed about to choke, and he
was on the point of throwing himself at
Nelson Lee when the detective’s sharp voice
broke out again.

“PDon’t be a fool, Jenkins!’’ he snapped.
“My assistant is just behind you, and Le
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like myself is armed with a revolver. 1
prepared this trap for you and Hayes, aud
you have fallen into it in the most obliging
manner possible.”’

Jenkivs swung reund, and there sure
enough stood the grinning Nipper—his
yevolver held easily in his hand. He had
heen very close behind ever since * Dr.

Nicholson ’’ had been kidnapped, and since
their arrival at the hut the lad had been
peering through a chink in the rotten wood-
work of the walis.

“ All right, guv'nor; I've gotl 'cin covered,”?
he exclaimed. “Once you're out of these

ropes we'll truss® these two Dbeautics up,
and get hack to the Manor!”
Nelson Lee nodded, and busied himsclf

with the ropes which bound him. With one
hand free, it was a simple matter for him
to discard his bonds, and while he was thus
engaged Nipper kept the two burglars under
keen observation, holding his revolver in
readiness for instant action.

But all the fight was now knocked out of
Jenkins and Hayes. From the very
commencement of their blackmailing {acties
they had met with nothing but disappoint-
ment, and this latest catastrophe -was the
Jast straw. Just when they had iwmagined
themiselves on the point of a triumphant
suceess they found themselves fagg to face
with Nelson Lee and Nipper.

The famous detective was [rce within a
very few seconds, and then he and Nipper
quickly beound the two burglars securely,
roping their ankles and wrists in such a
manner that escape was impossible.

“That will do, young ‘un,” said Lec
briskly. *We have no time now to interro-
gate these men or to bother about thewm in
any way. They wmust remain here for the
present. while you and ‘I hurry back to the
Manor. I amn very anxious concerning the
doctor’'s safety—"’

“You mean that the Chinks may get busy
while we're away, guv'nor?’? asked Nipper
shrewdiy.

“Exactly!”? said the dctective. *We have
now to deal with those two Chinamen, my
lad, in order to complete our case, and to
reiicve  Dr.  Nicholson from any further
menace. I have a strong notion that they
will endeavour to cowmplete their plans to-
vight, and I want to be on hand when they
nake the attempt. I should never forgive
mwyself if apything happened to the doctor
now, at the eleventh hour.”’

Nipper grunted.

HWell, it would be his own fault if it
did,” he said. “He shouldn’t be so heastly
reticent and stubborn——'7 "

“He probably has a very good reason for
}}'rthholding his explanations,” cut in Lee.

Come along, young ’un, we must hurry!”’

They left the hut at once and hurried as
quickly as possible towards the gloomy
Manor, intent upon saving Dr. Jeremy
Nicholsen from the Chinese fanatics who

-
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were threatening his liberty, and probably
his life. '

But Lee and Nipper were soon to learn
that it was not Dr. Nicholson who stood in
need of rescue, but somcbody wmuch more
dear to them,

L A

CHAITER V.
WHERE 1S EILEEN DARE?

R. JEREMY XNICHOTL-
SON paused abruptly
as he was crossing
the great lounge hall,

and stared at his butler

curionsly.

“What is  the matter,

Masonu?’? he asked, observing the servant's

dazed look., *“Have you scen a ghost—-="2

“No, sir—-no!’? said Mason agitatedly.
“Not a ghost! But I saw two Chinamen
dash into the hall from the direction of
your rooms§—-"7"

“Two Chinamen?? repeated
with set lips. " Good heavens,
this true? Dvu you realise—
you know at once!”

“They—they were dragging a third person
with them, sir—a person who scemed to be
dressed in black, and who was weating a
hideous yellow mask!”’ went on the butler.
“Horrible thing it was—="’

“A—a person wearing a yellow mask!®?’
gaspcd Dr. Nicholson frantically. ¢ Surely
—surely they haven’t—— Merciful heavens!
Huave thosze fiends succecded at last???

As lie spoke ne turned and dashed up to
lis rooms, exhtbiting an amazing amouut of
cnergy and activity for so elderly a mnran.
Straight through his *“den’’ he ran until
he reached his bed-room. And here he
quickly touched the spring which actuated
the hidden panel, and peered eagerly into
the aperture which slewly comimenced to
opell. |

Then he
closed the
wonderiug
door.

“*You must have been mistaken, Mason,*?
said the doctor. *The Chinamen could not
have left heie with the man in the mask, as
you assert—-"

“They did, sir—I saw them as
I see you,”” persisted the hutler. “But I
don't know whether it was a man or a
woman. Perhaps it was Mary Aldridge, sir;
I haven't seen her for quite a while!”?

Dr. Nicholson frowned. '

“Mary Aldridge!’? he repeated. * Linposs
sible, Mascn! Why should she be wearing
a mask——"’ He brokec off, and walked

the doctor,
Mason, is
Tell me all

zave a great gasp of relief,
vanel, and went back to the
Mason, who was waiting at the

plainly as

| back to the bed-room door, and pushed it

“But I believe you are right, for
which I left on the chair has
vanished. This is terrible—terrible! We
must do something to save her, Mason!

open.
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are diabolical fiends, and

. Chinamen _
"there fs no telling what terrible fate will

be hers if sne is not saved. Where is Mr.
Lee; we must find him at once!”’

Dr. Nicholson had no idea why *Mary
Aldridge ’—the name by which ‘he Kknew
Eileen Dare—had wyisited his room, nor why
she had taken the mask. DBut it seemed
ohvious that .t was the 'firl whom the
Chinamen had Kkidnapped.

¢« Mr. Lee i. staying at the Iunfr George
-Inn, sir,” said Mason quickly. “I'll go and
find him at ouce.”’

He started ~ff as he spoke, rushing from
the house just as he was, hatless and in his
house slippers.
he met Nelson Lee and Nipper just. enter-
ing the drive, and the butler gave a sigh

of thankfulness as he recognised the famous
pAalr. ,
“Quick, sir!’” gasped DMuson. “Those

Chinamen have kidnapped Muary Aldridge!”’
“What?"' asked Lee sharply.
Mason gasped out his news breathlessly,

But as luck would have it, |
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telling Tee and Nipper what he had seen,
and exapiaining that it must be the missing
girl who had been captured by “the
(,-hln["wf. fanatics,

Nelson Lee listened with set lips and a
grim expression, and when the butler bhad

done, Lee ordered a quick search of the
house to be made.  But it proved ‘to be
fruitless—Eileen Dare had completely dis-
appeaied.

“It is our task to find Miss Dare at
once, Nipper,” said the detective, turning
to his assistant alertly. “And if* those

Chinamen have harmed a hair of her head
Heaven help them!”?

He turncd abruptly as he spoke and left

the Manor. He had no idea’ what had
become of his lady assistant, but he was
filled with a determination to rescue her

from her yellow captors at all costs.

But would he be in time to save her from
the fiendish activities of the  Chinese
fanatic.? ‘

TILE END.
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ot. Frank's.

My dear Chums,

Alas! The Christmas holidays are over,
and we are now back at school again., We
have had a jol'y good time, and I can only
hope that you have had the same. Somec
of you, perhaps, having feasted too well,
are a littlc cut of sorts. That will soon
disappear. There i3 no better doctor for
these minor ills than the Spartan life we
lead at St Frank's. Fatty Little, marvellous
to relate, has gone complctely off his food.
I fear he is paying the penalty of over-
indulgence in mince-pies, Christimas pudding,

and other comestibles that clog the
digestion. -

TOMMY WATSON'S BAD LUCK.

You hav-. il heard about Tommy

Watsen's rotten luck through his pater,
Sir Viv.an Watson, losing a forbune in the
City. It was not Sir Vivian’s fault. He
was badly let down by his brother directors,
and rather than let the shareholders suffer,
he used tis own private fortune to meet
his firm’s liabilities. Briefly, the Watsons
have come down in the
suddenly, and are now in very straightened
circumstan~es. They have had to sell up
their fiue house and reduce their expenses
considerably. Tommy Watson will have to
leave St. Yrank’s and go to a school where
the fees are not so high. Since he does
‘not want to forsake his old chums al St.
Frank's, he has prevailed upon his father
to serd him to 'the Moat Hollow School,
which is a new school in Bellton, on the
site of the River House School.

THE MOAT HOLLOW SCHOOL.

Ve.y little is known about this school,
excep5 that it ‘s run by a Mr. Creepe, and
this gentleman, judging from appearances,
does not impress one very favourably. The
school itsc'{ Jooks more dcad than alive,

world rather

olanl""”-'-'

The boys are never allowed outaide ita
dismal precincts, and a high wall, mado
higher by a black boarding, surrounds the
school, so that whatever goes on in the
school 1is effectively screened from the
public gaze. Since Tommy Watson is to
become o pupil at Moat Hollow, we are
naturally curious to know what the place id
like. 'And the more we Investigate, the
more mysterious Moat Hollow becomes.
A curious feature of the school i3 the
culting of a moat around the building by
Mr. Creepe, and the fantastic name given
to the place in consequence. Is it just a
fad or whim of Mr. Creepe’s, or i3 it a
part of his scheme to isolate the schoo! from
the outside world? In the interests of our
old chum we mean to probe the mystery of
Mr. Creepe’s establishment, and to find out
whether it is being run as a school or a
kind of prison.

THE ST. FRANK'S TABLE FOOTBALL
GAME.

I must really say a few words about this
wonderful new game invented by Goodwin,
for next week he is going to describe how to
make it in the Mag., It is extraordinarily
simple, and within the scope of any boy to
make, There are several table football
games extant, most of which are played
mechaniecally. But the chief virtue about
Goodwin’s game is that it is the nearest
approach to the real game of any I have
yet seen, and there is nothing mechanicai
about it. You can dribble and shoot just
as you would in the field. In short, it is a
table game that bids fair to oust all otheras
and to become all the rage in the near
future. - So be sure and get next week's
copy of the Mag., and learn how to make
and how to play this spanking new footer
game,

With very best wishes,
Your sincere chum, |
REGGIE PITT.



A Marvellous New Seriai of Breathless
Adventure in the Klondyke and Alaska.

MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE.

Bob Brave, one of our heroes, is in the
hands of Indian braves, who are ahout to

take his life. But Claude Courage, our
other hero, has dashed to Fort Adventure
for help. And General McTavish and all his
mounted police are whizzing across the
prairie to the rescue.

CHAPTER XII.
IN THE NICK OF TIME,

LL hope was dying out of Bob
Brave's manly chest, Dawn had
come at last, and the glorious

Alaskan sunlight was flooding the
prairies, And all round the Indians were
ceasing their capers and licking their lips.

“Walla—walla!" roared Leaping Elephant
loudly,

It was the war-cry of the Redskins, and
all the Indians rushed round Boh In c¢ount-
less myriads. The great moment had come!

Within a few bhare seconds he would hreathe -

“Claude!” he cried despairingly.
And, as though in answer to his call,
a tiny speck of dust appeared upon the

horizon. It grew bigger and bigger, un-
noticed by the prancing Indians. Bob

Brave was cut down, and half a dozen Red-
sking prepared to throw the paleface lad
into the boiling eauldron.

And then, through all the din, Bob heard
the faint, mutfled sound of hoof-beats on
the prairie. At first it was a whisper, then
it grew into a steady thudding noise, and
finally became a roar. The very earth
trembled with the galloping of the approach-
Ing rescucrs,

All the other Redskins turned and stared,
their faces looking like chunks of mouldy
cheese. And in the distance they could sec
the red coats of the approaching force.
It was a wonderful moment for Bob Brave.

“Saved!” he panted joyfully,

By the Celebrated Author

Edward OQswald Handforth

CIIAPTER XIII.
OFF TO SECK THEIR FORTUNES,

HUNDER, thunder, thunder!
The mounted police came thunder-
Ing into the Indian encampment
with a heat of horses’ hoofs and the
crackling of rifles, There was a terrific
fight. The Redskins put up the very dickens
of a scrap.

For three solid hours the battle raged,
and at the end of that time the Redskins
gave it up a3 a bad.job and sheered off.
They simply dropped their guns, abandoned
all their tecpees, and bunked.

“Vietory!” roared General MvTavish,

“Wonderful, sir!” panted Claude Courage.
“I thought it was going to be the finish
of us! But you're wounded!” he added, as
he noticed a whacking great gap in the
general’s left arm.

“That's nothing!” said the general lightly.
“I'm used to it!”

Just then C(Claude caught sight of Bob
Brave, and the pair rushed up to one
another and clasped hands in a long, silent
grip. They yelled at one another with joy
as they did so.

“You've saved my life, Clande!” panted
Bob, his eyes =shining like twin stars.

They were mounted on a horse, and then
the whole crowd started off back to Fort
Adventure. The idea was to stay there for
a day or two, and then buzz off bhack 1o
Roaring Creek.

But hardly had they travelled a hundred
miles before they caught sight of something

in the distance, far across the pralrie. And
they stared, fascinated. It was a greal
train of covered waggons, pressing ever

onwards towards the distant goldfields!

(Next week our heroes join the waggon
train and meet with fresh adventures,—
AUTHOR.)
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OuR PORTRAIT GALLERY,
And WHO'S WHO.

AORY &

No. 53.—The Hon. DOUGLAS SINGLE-
TON.

GENLERAL DESCRIPTION:

Tall, slim and neat in figure.
Although not distinctly handsome, his
features are aristocratic. Eyes, darx
and keen. Hair, black, and brushed
straicht back from his forehead.
Height, 5 ft. 3 ins. Weight, 8 st.
2 lb. Birthday, March 27th,

(HIEF CHARACTERISTICS.

Is always immaculate from tip to
toe. Languid by nature, but bhas
plenty of energy when the need ariscs.
Generally tips lavishly, and spends his
money with the utmost recklessness.
Generous and easy-going, and a slacker
in Form. A great gossip.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Too lazy to he prominent In sports,
although he takes an active Interest
in watching the school games. Spends
most of his spare time reading, or
chatting in the Common-room.

Hon. DOUGLAS
SINGLETON.

No. 54.—HORACE CROWE.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Sturdy, average figure, Big, good-
humoured face, with a wide smile.
KEyes, grey. Hair, fair and curly.
Height, 6 ft. 1 in. Weight, 8 st. 4 1b.
Birthday, January 7th.

CHIFF CHARACTERISTICS:

Careless and indolent. Always get-
ting new hobbies, and waxing en-
thusiastic over them, but his interest
soon wanes. Never finishes anything
he starts, a nmnew hobby claiming him
half-way through. Quite a good chap
in the main.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

A good average athlete, with a
modest showing in the Modern House
sports., Hobbies: Always varying.

'S
I




GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Slim, slight figure. A dusky son of
India, with typical, characteristic
features, A gleaming amile, showing
perfectly even, pearly teeth. iyes,
black. Hair, - black. Height, 4 f{t,
11 Ins. Weight, 7 st. 8 Ib. DBirthday,
July 23rd.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

A quict, studions bhoy, who generally |

keeps to his books, and seldom mixes
with the Yourth Form games and

“rags.” Is generally ealm, with a-

smooth, placid manner.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:
Too much of a scholar to he

interested in general sports, but has a |5

passion for ericket. An excellent

player, with prospects of being-

brilliant if getting enough practice.

No. 56.-GEGRGE WEBB.

GENERATL DESCRIPTION:

Loose-limbed and gawky, but well-
set-up, nevertheless, Thin  features,
with a comical, permanent expression.
Eyes, dark blue. Iair, chestnut.
Height, 5 ft. 2 in. Weight, 8§ st.
1 lb. Birthday, April 29th,

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Just the opposite to his study-mate,
Crowe. A demon for work-—gets his
prep done in half the time of other
boya. Always busy, but always has
plenty of time. A cheerful companion,

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

An enthusiastie cricketer and foot-
haller, but too slap-dash to be much
use in any sports. kKxcels as a trap-
drummer—a jazz maniae,

NOTE.—The ages of Fonrth IForm
boys vary between fourteen and six-
teen, but for obvious reasons no more
definite information on this point can
be given,

NEXT WEEK: Clarence Fellowe,
Albert Crcoks, Alfred Brent, George
Holland.

THE FOURTH
At ST, FRANK'S.

HUSSI RANJIT
LAL KHAN.

)
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CEORCE WEBB.
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ADVICE

FOR THE HANDY BOY
By Dick Goodwin

“ A HANDY TOOL CUPBOARD

Tools can be more conveniently arranged
in a cupboard than in a chest, so I have made
the one shown at Fiz, 1 to hang on the wall
quite closo to the bench, The varlous paris

o of the case urc shown
at Iig. 2 with one
of thoe sides shown
separately at Fig. 3.
The method of
preparing the sides
A, B and the top
and bottom C, Cis
shown at Tig. 4,
using 9 in. by 1 In.
machine- planed
wood. Thetwosides
are 27} in. long, and
the top and bottom 194 In. They are joined as
shown with the simple dovetail joint, giving
an inside space of 26 in. by 18 in. The back
D, i3 # in. thick, and fits inslde. The partitions
arc all 6 in. by 3} in., the upright E shown also
at Flg. 5 is 264 in. long and let in % in. top and
bottom, 3 in. from the side. The lower shelf,
H, is 2! in. up, and let into the slde £ in. as at
Fig. 3 and } in. into K, making it 14f in. long.
“The piece F is the same length, and 8 ih. from
the bottom. This is also the height of G, which
is 3§ in, long. The topshelf H is5 in.above I,

FITTING THE BACK.

= i —e— ﬁg

l*f!!’f" ’

;

The grooves must
il be cut before the
| sides are glued up,
| and the back can be
fitted in a rebate as
'} at Fig. 4 or can be lct
| in flush and bedded
|
]

\ azainst an angle fillet
| as at L.,

| it | The doors K arc

Het i 1P 26 in. by 9 in. and

fio b hinged with butt

hingzes to the side,
and provided with a lock and bolts. The
The drawer has a {ront, M, as in Fig. 5, 14}

in. by 2} in. by } in,,
the sides N are 5% in.
by 2% in. by % in,
and the back O 13

in. by 2} in. by % in.
Instead of a shallow
drawer, onc 8 in.
from front to back
can be made, but
care mist be taken
that the tools on the
door do not interfere.
The better plan is to
make two drawers, each 7% in. wide. Suitable
partitions, P, can be fitted to held nails and
?(‘I‘t"“’ﬂ. Small knobs should be screwed to the
ront.

INTERIOR FITTINGS,

The internal flte
tings are more or less
a matter of arrange-
ment.  The handled
tools, such aschisels,
gouges, screwdrivers,
tiles, ete,, are fitted in
slots or holes cut in
strips of ¥ in. wood
from 1% in. to 2 in.
wide, screwed across
the doors ; they also
help to prevent the
wood from warping. Suitable pieces are shown at
R and S and must be made to suit the tools that
are to fit in them. 'The tenon saw should be
hunz on the door by making a block to fit
inside the handle as at T, the same thickness
as the bandle, and then to serew on a narrow
strip about } in. by % in., long enough to clip
the handle. Tools like the brace and bow-saw
can be placed on the top shelf, but it is better
to make pegs as at U, so that they can hang,
especially the brace. The jack and smoothing
planes fit in the recesses alongside Ii. Spaces
will be found for a number of other tools, but
they should be so arranged that they ara
easily removed from the cupboard,
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| HOW TO MAKE

AND A SHOOTING BOARD

SIMPLE JOINTS

To glve some assistance to those who do not |
know how to miake good corner joint, two
methods are shown at Fig. 6, both heing suitable
for the tool cupboard, 'The easlest joint is the
plained nailed butt, but it i3 not so strong as a
glued joint, The joint on the lert-hand side of

Fig, 6 18 known as
the lock corner, and
it. can be made to any
size, Inthis example,
the width is divided
into five equal spaces,
the notches being
equal in depth to the
thickness of the wood.
-The wood i3 marked,
out with a gauge and
try squnare, one set of
' . markings at a time
being made on all the eight ends. The
slots are cut on the waste side of the line with
& tenon saw, and then cut out with a chisel.

In making the dovetail joint, flrst cut the
top piece called the pin, place it on the adjoin-
ing plece and mark with a pencil. 'The hole
called the socket is sawn an{{ chiselled out, to
complete, :

MAKING THE SHOOTINQ BOARD,

In preparing wood for partitions cr the ends
of thin material for flitting accurately into
grooves, it will be neceszary to use a shooting
It i3 composed of the
top A, the sheli B
Iour battens € an
the stop, fitting in
the groove G. The
dimensions are not of
"~ great importance, a
convenient, size being
2 ft. by 8 in. Uszing
these dimensions,
the piece A shonld be
24 in. by 5 in. by}
: . in.,, with a groove

about 13 in. from the.

end, 1 In, by % in: The stop should be of
haréwood such as oak, and glued in position,
The ledge is 24 in.by 21 in. by { in., and provided
with four slots which are 8 in. by 2 in. by ¢ in. ;.
the slots on the shelf and battens being 2 in, by
§ in. The top board should be screwed to the
battens, but the joints must be glued.

HOW TO USE THE SHOOTING
BOARD, :
The method of using the shooting board is’
shown at Fig, 8, the picce of wood to be planed
must be held close to the stop and firmly on the
hoard, and the ecnd should project suffi-
ciently to allow a flne shaving to be taken
oft  when the plane is pushed along. T'he

- plane is held in tho
7o/ right band  with the

alm of the hand on

he upper side and
the ngers in the
mouth of the plane; a
steady pressurc must
be exerted as tho
199 plane is pushed for-
==—=x1ward in order to keep
=|the face close to the
iledge of the board A.

To prevent the end
of the grain from being
split, the far corner shou#l always le cut ofk
with a chiscl as at fig, 9. The edges of thin
material ean be planed in the direction of the
grain more accurately than in the vice, but the
wood must be held firmly, and the greatest care

E_- R ﬁ..-._-| must be taken to

— g —

.
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()

— - = =--| avoid placing the
} fingers near the cillt-
e

——— ] —

F19/0 ting edge of

THE CROSS-
HALVING JOINT
The cross-halving
3 a simple joint,
1 suitable for making
partitions, as shown
= at Fig. 10; the suc-
cess of the joint depends on accurate marke
ing and cutting. The width of the grooves
must be the same as the thickness of the wood, -
and the depth equal to half the width. .
In cutting the slots always bear in mind
the thickness of the saw-cut, and work on the
waste side of the line. An alternative is the
notching joint shown at Fig. 11. This, again,
depends on accurate marking. The method is
to nse a chizel to form a slicing cut cach side of
the centre line, both in the groove and on the
ends of the partition pieces. (It is a help to
make a saw-cut on the cenfre line of the groove
to the required depth before the chiselling ig
done for'the grooves.) This form of joint i3
very useful for making partitlons in small boxes,
— The "hinge i3 an-
other form. of simple
joint, the depth of
the groove is found
by getting a gauge
from the hinge as at
< I'ig. 12 and the slots
=="% are then-cut as shown;
—-—== there is no need ‘to
= give more informa-
~_ tlon than this; the
= jllustration makes it
clear,




(NOTE.—Readers of THE NrisoNx LER
LIBRARY can write to me and I will repiy
on this page. But don't expect an

_ answer for several weeks—perbaps five or
six. Address your letters or postcards to
E, 0. HANDFORTH, c¢/o, The Editor
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CAJ4.
—E.0.H.)

JOAN OI' ARC (Bradford): Here, I say!
Do I write love-letters?¢??+++*!!! What
next? 1 should jolly well think 1
don’t! It takes me all my time to
answer all these other letters. DBesides,
I don’t believe in it!

WILLY (Belfast): I don't quite like your
name, old man, because vou remind me
of my minor. But it's quite evident
that you're one of the Right Sort. You
MUST be. You like Trackett Grim and
Splinter, and that's good enough!

S. THOMPSON Bradford): Those sketches
of yours are too awful for words. You
fathead! You've drawn me without any
body at all! Do you think I'm a hair-
pin? And do you think that Fatty
Little is a balloon?

TED (Bermondsey): Church’s home is in
Shropshire, and McClure'’s in Kent—their
paters’ country houses, I mean. If you
come to St. Frank’s, I'll meet you
at the station and kiss you on both
your rosy cheeks—I don’'t think!

. E. M. C. (Maldon): Thanks for that rip-
ping sketch of Irene. Of course, it isn't
like her—no artist in all the world
could do her justice! At the same time,
I've got to admit that you're a jolly
clever sort of chap.

JACK MONSELL (Oldham): Why are my
replies so short? hat’s an easy one!
Because so many of you fatheads write
and ask potty questions! Can vou
blame me for giving potty replies? 1've
got to say something!

REDSKIN ERN (Hale): I think Clarence
must have deseended from that ¢ chile »
you refer to! Why not get your pater

R

Correspondence Answered by
Edward Oswald Handforth
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to read the long story every week?
I'll bet he'd like it. Try him, and see!
ARCHIE, MAY, ARTHUR, EDNA, and

BOB (Ealing): You're not going to get
five times as much space because you've
lumped yourselves together. In fact,
there's no more space left at all. I've
used your bit already!

XJKKJBN IBNFT (Cleethorpes): I suppose
vou're a Greek, or a Checko Slovakian,
or something. Either that, or you're on-
of those funny fatheads who think it's
a great joke to give me potty problems
to solve! Nothing doing!

E. B. FLETCHER (Markfleld): If you think
Willy could give better replies than me,
you're a silly duffer! 1 shan’t tell you
to go and eat coke, but you can jolly
well go and fry yourself if you like!
What do I care?

A REGULAR READER (Reading): Yes, if
you send that stamped envelope along,
you’'ll get your reply. Thére's nothing
else in your note to answer, and as
I'm short of space, [ can’t give you any
more of it.

K. A. BISSET (Edinburgh): It's taken me
five minutes to read your letter, and it
isn’'t worth it! DBut if I don't give you
as much space as the others vou'll
probably get jealous, so I've got to say
all this for nothing.

PEGGY Christchurch, (N.Z.): Jolly nice
letter, of course, but there's one thing
you've got wrong. Who told you that
Irene was a flirt? I'm not sure it isn’t

a libel! However, I'll forgive you as
you're so far away.
W. STOKES (Pretoria, S.A.): 1f my stories

aren't good enough without you pulling
them to pieces, you can jolly well read
something else! I'm not offended, of
course, but 1 pride myszell that my
varns are as clear as erystal.

SAUL FEIGELMAN (Montreal): You're.
another chap who's trying to tear my

Trackett Grim stuff to ribbons! And
you're only an oecasional reader, too.
Traitor! Why can’t yon read it every
week? You can't miss my serial, you
know!

HYMAN GOLDENHAR (Montreal): All

right, we’re pals again, eh? You promised
not to insult me any more. So your



Yiobbies are reading, stamps, and coin

collecting? Teddy Long’s hobby i3 coin

collecting; too But he gets stamps!
GLADYS M. BOWEN (Dudley): That serial

of mine i3 already on the go, you'll
notice. How do you like it? Even
hetter than Trackett Grim, eh? 1 told

Pitt that it's going on for a year, but

the ass only grinned.
HILDA (South Norwood): How ecan I take
you out when yom live so far away?
Besides, we’ve not even been introduced,
and for all 1 know you may be tivying
to pull my leg. You've simply wasted
a three-halfpenny stamp.
REGAL READER (Reading): You
want me to give your regards to
« Helen 7 Before I do this, it wouldn’t
be a bad idea for you to tell me
who Helen is. Sorry to trouble you, but
I'm not exactly a magician, and 1 can’t
read your thoughts.

. BAKER (Brough): If you think I've got
time to answer your dotty riddles, you've
made a large-sized mistake. And after
you've called me an ‘“unintelligent
kipper ”? it’s like your mnerve to uask
me any riddles at all!

C. JONES (Breen): Your :
wicked. Your sketches, particularly
the one of Irene, are ghastly. And
Archie says that that note to him 18
poisonous, As for decipnering your pen-
name, I wounldn’t even make an attempt.

JJENEST V. BLAKEMAN (Birmingham):
Sorry, but I doubt if I counld get all
those autographs you want. Can I play
an instrument of any kind? .My dear,
pitiful ass! You ought to hear me play
the violin! I'd make you cry!

NKY (Islington): What do you mean—
when are we going to publish a history
page about the school? The whole giddy
book, from cover to cover, i3 nothing
else but history! Some of you chaps
just try to be funny!

BARTLETT (St. Neols): Youn write me
about four lines—in a kind of spidery
scrawl—ask me two potty questions, and
then you think you've written enough!
As a matter of faet, you wrote four
lines too much.

PERCY CABLE (Shepton Mallet): Hallo!
Another of those peneil flends! You
wouldn’'t believe how hard it is to read
these closely written letters in pencil.
In fact, I'm not even going to try.
No time! Sorry!

CABLE (Shepton Mallet):I expect you're
the brother of-ithe pencil maniac above
and, what'’s more, you've evidently used
his giddy peneil! Judging by the faint-
ness, you must buy ’em at six-a-penny!

A CANDID FRIEND (S.E.5): What stroke
does Tom Burton use when he swims?
Why, he uses his arms and legs, of
“ecourse. Youn suggest a Joke Editor for
the ¢ Mag.,”> eh? 1If you saw Reggie

poetry is

1.

J.

St Frank's Magazine

}

l

3

at work sometimes, you'd know we've
got one!

AN OLD READER (Brentford): At the top
of your letter you've called yourself ““ An
0Old Reader,” and at the end of it you
call yourself “ Inquisitive.” When will
Willy's portrait appear, eh? Do you
want us to ruin the Old Paper, or
what?

IRENE MANNERS (Upper Norwood): You're
not Irene Manners at all, so don't try
to kid me, please! So you think I'm
a very nice boy? Oh, do you? Well,
I'm NOT. I'm just an ordinary sort of
chap, so please don’t insult me again!

VERA (Hanwell): Lots .of the chaps DO
like Doris Berkeley the best. What
makes you think otherwise? Doris is
jolly sporty, and she's a ripping girl.
But, of course, when it comes to Irene
—well-— Hallo! No space left!

GRATIFIED READER (Basingstoke):
You're not rude at all—oh, no! What
night is my bath night? How many
times have I kissed Ireme? You
wouldn't be a gratified reader after five
minutes alone with me!

EDNA (Melton Mowhray): Why do so many
of you sympathise with Churech and
McClure for ““standing me ”? You
don’t seem to realise that without me
‘they wouldn’t be able to Lkeep alive!
I guard them night and day.

GEORGE JOIINSON  (Melbourne): The
Who’s Who you ask for was running
long before I got your letter. 1 hope
you like it. But don’t take any notice
of that portrait of me. It isn’t like me

a bit. 1'm ashamed of it!
EDWIN F. EBBORN (Charters Towers,
Queensland): My dear chap, you can’t

wear a St. rank’s. badge unless you be-
long to St. Frank’s—or I'd send ycu
one off McClure’s cap. You could lick
me in two rounds, eh? That's impos-
sible, because after the first round you'd
be.unconscious.

J. WATT (Woodview): Yes, it's a good idea
of yours to put your name and address,
short, becausze it would take up s0o much
space if I added New South Wales,
Australia, I'm a great believer in saving
time and space whenever 1 can!

CATE NOISETTE (Bowral, N.S.W.): You
forgot to sign your postcard, and you're
lucky to have an answer at all. The
subjects we study during iessons are
simply awful. Do you think I want
to be reminded of ’em now?

THOMPSON (Adelaide): Your letter is
very interesting, but there's nothing to
" reply to in it. So, much against my
will, I'm compelled to leave you out.
Ilope you won't mind, old man. But
space is very short,
L. TERRY (Melbourne): If the Old
Paper came out every day, you’d snon
get fed up with it. You can always
have too much of a good thing, you
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know—that's why I write so little for
the ‘“Mag.” Lverybody always asks for
more ! v

R. V. EVANS (Geelong, Australia): Who
told you that Jerry Dodd is the best
cricketer? I won't mention nawmes, but
there’s one chap in the FFourth who's

- s:mply a demon at the game. In fact,
I oucht to be cricket skipper!

JIM REID (Geelong): We'd like to come
to Australia, but it's a bit too far
off, old son. Lawrence is a Dbetter
hoxer than Buster Boots. And when it
comes to real fighting—— Oh, well, why
blow my own trumpet? Thanks for en-
closure, *

B. W. (Richmond): I didn't show Fatty
Little that portrait of him because it's
no more like him than chalk's like
cheese. In fact, it's nearly as bad as
that rotten picture of me at the top
of this page. I'm sick of complaining!

ADA and LOUIS (Glasgow): Sorry, but I
can't excuse writing in pencil—especiully
when it's so faint. But I'll forgive you
this time. 1 haven't given Willy that
hug for you, but I told him he was ““a
wee darling.”

KENNETH JAMES  Birmingham): After
reading the first line of your letter, In
which you call me a pitiful ass, I de-
cided to have nothing to do with you.
You run Trackett Grim down, and you
call the other articles piflie!

Park):

THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE (Bowes
That secret society of yours must be
blood-curdling. By George! Fancy
doing onc another's “dags”! Give my
kind regards to the lady member, and
tell her she's a sport. Yes, make the
cthers write,.

W. C. MARCHMENT (Batterzea): So you
want more Professor Zingrave stutl, do
vou? Well, I happen to know some-
thing! Just keep your eyes open, and
before you know where you are you'll
have your wish granted. You wait!

NEIL GARRATT (Leicester): Lots of you
chaps ask me to punch the noses of
Fullwood and Co., and generally bit}
people about. What do you think I am?
Please remember that I am a peace-
loving chap.

SOMEONE (Clapham Junction): Judging by
“your letter, I think you must be one of
the newest of new readers. How old
were you last birthday? 1've answered
as quickly as possible as you're so im-
patient.

WILLY II. (Hereford): I asked Willy about
his rabbits, but he said he won’t sell
’em at any price. The young ass cares
more for his animals than he does for
me! He only looks upon me as a kind
of walking bank!

FRANK SNELL (Sudbury): I haven’t spelt
your name backwards, as you put it,
because it would, be a bad example.
There are plenty of fatheads doing i,

They must

without any encouragement.
be dotty—what do you say?
NAUGHTY NELL (Southport): I don't know

about you being naughty—you're cer-
tainly very personal. What do you
mean by calling me a Teddy bear? And
I%t 'ﬂe tell you Irene isn't a funny girl
at all.

H. 0. (Lewisham): What makes you
“think  that 1 can fight? You might

lick me with your tongue, but if you
tried to lick me with one hand you'd
get such a shock that you'd never smile
again,

C. E. BALLS (Lymington): Other chaps
write rot to e and think it sense. You
ask if you can waste my time with a
few lines of nonsense—and give me the
most sensible letter of all! Queer, isn't
it? Many thanks for your nice wishes.

OLWEN HUGHES (Streatham Hill): Thanks
muchly for your letter. Tell your aunt

and uncle from me that they've got
heaps of good judgment. Long Ilive
the ‘“trio”! When you've got time,

don't forget to write again.

JOHN FULCHER (Worcester): Naturally, we
Handforths are a brainy family. But
you're not quite right in Ea}'iugP that
we're ‘““burdened 7 with brains, eople
with too much brain are hovering near
the verge of lunacy,

HENRY CURTIS (Eastbourne): My hat!
Here's another one wants to know how
to get rid of warts! I believe you
chaps think I'm a doctor! As for punch-
ing Teddy Long's nose, 1 can't do it.
But I'll give him a good slapping, if

vou like.

RONALD MARSHALL St. Leonard’s):
Naughty boy! Writing vyour letter to
me in school hours! But I'm not a
sneak—I won't breathe a word. 1

don’t wonder that the master kept glar-
ing at you! You ought to see how
Mr. Crowell glares at me when I write
my serial instalment during lessons!

HARBAR (Manchester): Although you are a
comparatively new reader, you're evi-
dently the kind we want. I don't think
you're alone in liking the series better
than the complete stories. Anyhow,
you've got your wish now,

DAVID P. (Brentford): Sorry I can't pub-
lish the Fourth's footer fixtures and
table in the Mag. Reggie Pitt is the
Editor, and he's in full charge of all
that sort of thing. DBesides, it's too
late in the season now.

CHEERFUL X  (Shoreditch): Awfully
pleased to hear that you're alive. Did
you expect me to think that you were
half dead? I'm awfully bucked.

BOB (Liverpool): Sorry I overlooked your
questions in my last reply. I'll answer
them straight away—sorry! I can't
remember what they were.

TED.
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AMONGST THE REDSKINS

By EUGENE ELLMORE
Author of ¢ Faets Let Loose,”’ ete,

;o live their roving life on the prairie

decnases day by day. Th{'y are bhecoming
eivilised. But not so very long ago things
were very different.

The great praivies bounded by the Rocky
Mountains and the Missouri and Yellowstone

1IE Redskin to-day belongs to a race

that is dying out. The number of
Red Indians who survive and still

rivers were the home of ever 'so many
tribes. The best known are probably the
Sioux, the Crows, the Blackfoot, the

Pawnees, the Ojibbeways, and the Crees.

Of these, the Crees, the Blackfoot, ani
the Crows are the linest specimens. But
of course the three tribes mentioned lrave
always been deadly foes.

In most cases a ehief wears a kind of robe
made of a couple of skins of some anima:s.
The skins are stitched together and hang
downwards. The legs are fastened together
over the shoulders, and hanging down the
arms, form sleeves.

This garment is always handsomely
cmhroidc:ed It is trimmed with porcupine
quills, and very often with hair. The

Jatter has been r:'lpturt,d from the head cf
an cnemy, and is known as a scalp-lock.
Legeings, trimmed in a similar way, are also
worn, so that a cliief always carries about
with him emblems of his successes In war.

On his feet the chief wears heavily-
embroidered mocassins made of buckskin.
There is also his head-dress. These vary
with the chief and with his tribe. But the
one that, gencrally speaking, shows that its
owner is an exceptionally valorous man,
consists of ermine skins, surmounted by a
pair of huffalo horns. These stand upright
upon the top of his head and give him a
most. ferocious appearance.

Besides their dress, the Redskins are
never seen without their arms. They are
naturally always well armed, for their usual
occupations are fighting and hunting.

For these purposes they carry a shield
and a bow and very often a lance. These
weapons are all well adapted for use upon
horseback. In fact, it may be said that a
Redskin is always on a horse. The mustangs
or wild horses of the prairie are in-
numerable, and an Indian ean always secure
as many as he likes. Both in war and in
his hunting he :s on his horse.

The bow with which he is armed is usually
quite short. Its average length is between
two or three feet. It is made of ash or
other pliable wood, and lined on the out-

}

I

The arrows have
arc  sometimes

the

gives it great elasticity.
bone or flint hcads, and
poisoned.

Besides bows and arrows, braves
often carry a shield and lance.

Vast herds of buffalo swarm over the
prairie, and it is to these animals that the
Redskin looks for food. The chicef braves
organise hunts on a Jarge scale and set

| forth to mpture the game.

To lock at, the buffalo, or more correctly,
bison, is a hlt higger thm a British bulloek.
The method of capturing these wild beasts
of the prairic is to hunt them on horseback.

The Redskin gets within a  few hundred
vards of them with great stealth. He
then gives chase, and rides into the herd.

His arrows, which he can discharge at the
rate of anvthing up to fifteen a minute, do
the rest., And he has buffalo meat to last
him for several weeks to come.

Amongst some of the smaller tribes who
do not number very many braves and are
not so skilled in hunting, the capture of
buffalo is a more difficult job. They do not
care to roam far away into the prairie,
and sometimes they find their pruvisions
running low,

It is then that they hold what they call
a “buffalo dance.” Such a danee is held
by the Mandans, one of the smaller tribes.
It i3 thought that when this dance takes
place the buffalo will Dbe attracted to
their village. -

The signal for the dance to commence is

given by the chief and headmen after a
meeting in the chief’s wigwam. The rest

of the tribe then gather in the large open
space which is usually kept in the middle
of an Indian village. Drums are beaten
and rattles are shaken till the air is full of
a hideous din. Songs and weird yells are
shouted on all s=ides. In the centre a kind
of ring is made, and here about a dozen
braves start the dancing.

They wear a head-dress specially kept for
such an occasion. It consists of a buffalo’s
skin with its head or mask still on. This
is placed over Lhe dancer’'s head, and he
carries his bow or spear.

The rest of the braves gather round the
dancers, and as each man gets tired, another
takes his place. A ceremony attaches to
this, as the man who has danced enough
has to fall to the ground as though he were
a killed bufialo. Another brave then drags
him off by the feet and takes his place.

By this means of relaying the dancers,
it is said that the dance has never failed to
achieve its object. In time, of course,
buffalo are sighted. Then, after giving

L a shout of thanks to the Great Spirit who

has answered their invocations, they leap
upon their horses and the hunt takes place.

The dance has been known to last nearly
a month. In.fact, it would continue wuntil
the buffalo nppeared——that is why it never

side with buffalo skm and deerskin, which A fails,



iv THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

SPECIAL CUP-TIE NUMBER !

. It's Cup-tie week this week, lads, and
everybody 1s wondering
happen on Saturday
~week’s “Boys' Realm ” 1s a Special Cup-
tie Number, with a rattling long complete
Cup-tie story, special Cup-tie articles and
photos, etc, etc. Don’t miss this wonderful
twopennyworth of Cup-tie reading.
waiting for you at your newsagent's.

GET YOUR COPY:

what 1s going to

That's why this.

It's

NOW !

= YOURS for 6d. ONLY
This = handsome, full . sized
Gent.’s Lever Wateh sent
upon -receipt  of 6d. After
approval send 1/-. more,: the
- balance - is - then ' payable = by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/- each, QGuararlteed 5
years. Chain offercd Free with
every Watch, -~ Wrist Watches,
cte., " on  same terms. , Cash
returned if dissatisfied, Send
1/-now to Simpson's, Ltd.,
(Dept., <122), .94,: Queen's
Road, Brighton, Sussex,

MAGIC TRICKS, cte.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven.
triloquist’s Instrumcent, Invisible. Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. cach, 4 for 1/-—T. W. HARRISON,
239. Pentonville Road, London, N.1, i

HEIGHT COUNT

in winning success. Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100

uarantee to Enquiry Dept.
. ﬁ?. Stroud Green Rd.. London, N.4.

MAKE \WN ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderful Dynamos light
brilliantly 4-6 volt lamps and
are Very easy.to work, 5/-. *

Dept. AL, 85, N -
GREENS Deri: Ak Fiuber !
Ventrilogquists’ Instrumente

FREE FUN ! given FREE to all sending 7d.

P.O.) for Sample Magiec Trick & List.—P. FEAR.
NG, Travancore, Colwyn Bay.Larger Pcls. 2/6. 56.

BE SURE TO MENTION “THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY " WHEN COMMUNICATING
WITH ADVERTISERS.

AM.P.,:

GPLENDID CHANGES FOR BOYS
ll qn-_:'l yquth?_(fg—é?a}]‘%l;"oilg) i_I:l b .sunmhr.- Il

CANADA, AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND

Free Farm Training. Assisted Passage.

Apply: The Salvation Army Fmigraticn
Dept., 3, Upper Thames Street, London,
h .. Please quote th is paper.

ot DON’T BE BULLIED.
Ay s

pecial offer. . Two I[llus. Sample Les-

_,ﬁ_: sons from my Complete Course on
W W, JUJITSU for 4 pennystampsoralarge

Bk W [llus.Portion of Course for P.0O. 3/6,
~Jujitsu js the best & sim-
, plest science of self-defence
i gand attack ever invented.
: , & o @ Learntotakecare of your-
seifunderallcircumstances. SENDNOW—'YAWARA'
-Dept. A.P.4), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

Triangulars, Brit, Cols. Just request appros,
Lisburn & Townseud, London Rd., Liverpool.

CUT THIS OUT

Nelson Lee Library PEN COUPON  VALUE 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet St., E.C.4.
You will receive by return a splendid British-Made
14ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, Value 106
(fine, medium, or broad mnib). If only 1 coupon
,8 sent the price is 3/9, 2d. being allowed for
each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d.).
Satisfaction guaranteed or rash rcturned. Special
New Offer—Your own n'.me in gilt letters on
either pen for 1/-‘extra. ¢
Lever 3e'!f-Filling Mo@ﬂgﬂm Fafety Cap. 2'- extra,
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