


I /“l

, S
i';.'h"'y. \\\,i i1 A
‘/-'glw “H” | />-hr\@|-‘ “ |
T

it | |

Splash ! The aim was good, and Handforth's face was completely enveloped
in the awful deluge.
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An absorbmg story of the mysterious establishment run by Mr. Grimesby
Creepe known as the Moat Hollow School. Situated in Bellton on the site
of the River House School, the grounds are surrounded by a high wall and a
moat runs round the building—hence its name. Tommy Watson, whose
father has lost his fortune, is sent to Moat Hollow because the fees are lower
than at St. Frank’s and because he will be somewhere near his old chums
of his former school. But Moat Hollow is very different to what he thought.
The boys are treated like convicts and are not allowed to leave the dreadful
precincts of this sinister place. But Watson’s chums at St. Frank’s are
determined to get in touch with their old schoolfellow. I have now said
enough to give you an idea of what this grand new series is about, and so

must leave you to get on with the story.
THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BKOOKS

which distinguished the window from

CILAPTER 1.

patch, b i
. the deeper blackness.
THE AWAKENING. “Oh, it’s queer bhow rummy things scem
LANG-CLANG! when a chap's still half-asleep!” he
Tommy Watson moved drowsily | mumbled, turning over. “And why does
in his sleep, and for some unac- | that bell—- Oooooh ! What  the
countable reason his usually com- | dickens—-"

fortable bed seemed to ne hard and lumpy.
When he moved, his limbs were stiff and
aching. '

And the rising-bell had a different kind of
note. Tommy Watson vaguely wondered
why. He thought about rousing himself a
bit, and having a word with Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, who occupied the next bed.

Then he had an idea that he was imagining
things. He opened his eyes, and every-
thing was pitchy-dark. Why was the rising-
bell going at such an unearthly hour? And
why was its note different?

As far as Tommy Watson could make out,
the Fourth Form dormitory in the Ancient
House at St. Frank's was a different shape
to the usual. There was a window in the
wrong place. Instead of being exactly oppo-
site to Tommy’s bed, it was over to his
left. He could distinctly see a greyish

A sharp, agonising pain shot through his
left shoulder ag he turned on to it. It
was as though he had bruised it very badly.
And the bed seemed simply horribie.

He drowsily decided that he would. have
a word with Mrs Poulter, the House
matron. And he was puzzled. too, about the
sheets. They seemed so rough and uncom-
fortable— —

““ Now, then—up you get! No slacking!”

The voice cut through the gloom, clear
and distinct, and Watson roused himself
more thoroughly. That voice struck a
familiar chord somewhere. itle had heard
it before, but he couldn't remember where.

It wasn’t Morrow, or Fenton, or—

Swish! The bedclothes were whisked away
from his reclining form, and a chill, icy
draught struck him. He sat up, achmt, in
every limb, and only just beginning to
gather his wits about him.



“Come ocn—six o’clock!”
aieasant vaolee,

rising-bell! 1 say, Montie—"'

‘“You’'re still half-asleep, you young rat!“'

interrupted the voice. “I'll
ten seconds to start dressing. .

Watson opened his eyes fully, the sleep
iinally driven out of them. And he received
2 tremendous shock. He was sitting on
the edge of a rough hard bed. A big, burly
vouth of about sixteen was standing over
him—a youth who was attired in blue
overalls. -

A light had been brought mow—a stable-
iantern, by the look of it. And Watson
could see all sorts of figures dressing in
the shivering air. They weren’t Fourth-
FFormers at all! They were queer, under-
sized-looking boys of all types.

Some were knock-kneed, others had mis-
shapen features or crooked limbs. A few
were  well - proportioned, decent - looking
juniors.  But all dressed f{everishly, and
without a word. ' |

And the room wasn’t the Fourth Form
Jdormitory at alll

It was a long, barren apartment with bare
boards and rough, stained walls. The ceiling
was black, and in many places the plaster
had fallen. The apartment bad not been
repaired or re-decorated for ages.

"'[Well, I'm blessed!” muttered Watson
Jully. -

-Rgmembrance came to him now-—not
Jindually, or by slow degrees—but in a
Hood.,  And a sudden fierce apprehension
took possession of him. Full of ordinary
pluck and dogged determination, Tommy
Watson nevertheless shrank back as he
rcalised his true position.

JIe wasn’'t at St. I'rank’s at all!

He was at Moat Hollow—the strange, for-
hidding old house at the corner of Edgemoor
iLane, just on the outskirts of Bellton! It
was the cld place which had formerly been
known as the River House School—and which
had remained empty and desolate for
months and months on end.

Lverything came back to Watson now,
His father’s voluntary financial ruin—for Sir
Vivian Watson had handed over his entire
fortune to meet the liabilities of a .bogus
coinpany he had urnwittingly put his name
to. . .
Watson remembered staying at home while
all of his chums had returned to St. Frank’s,
His father had been unable to afford the
high fees at St. Frank’s. So Watson had
come to this new cheap school in the dis-
trict;dso that he could be near his former
{riends.

1t had been his own choice. Sir Vivian had
hrought Tommy down personally, and, to-
gether, they had been favourably impressed
by Mr. Grimesby Creepe and his school—
which, according to his own statement, was
more like a quiet country mansion, where

’give you just

said that un-
* Rouse up!”

_“Six o’clock!” muttered Watson. ¢ What's
the idea? There’s an hour and a half before

. Creepe.

the hoys were treated as wmembers of the
family. .
And after Sir Vivian’s departure the shock

had come! .

Watson had difficulty in rememibering
everything. PBut he knew that both he and
his father had been criminally deceived.
A surge of indignation began to well up
within him as the thoughts took shape.

“Going to sit there all day?” demanded
a harsh voice. ,

Watson looked up, and saw the burly
youth. He reccognised him now. He was
Kirby, one of the school monitors. And
Watson instinctively clenched his fists and
his eyes glcamed. One of his last recollec-
tions was of knocking Kirby down.

He could sece the mark on the fellow’s chin
even now, and a certain satisfaction went
through him. |

“All right—I’ll dress,” he said griumly.

He had resolved to obey his harsh jailers
—for they were little better. Hitherto he
had defied them, with sorry results. He
would try the waiting game, and see .what
would result.

CHAPTER Il
BEGINNING THE DAY.

R. GRIMESBY
CREEPE entered the
_ dormifory with a

sharp step.

‘“Now then, Kirby—now
then, Tarkington—now then,
I'ryer!” he said briskly.
““ Get these young brats about their busi-
ness! You're late! What’s the good of me
giving orders, I’'d like to know?”’

“They're just ready, sir,” said- Kirby
hastily.
““ And about time, too!”’ snapped Mr.

“Ha! That’s one of the new boys,
is it? The young demon we had such
trouble with last night? Give him some
extra hard work to do, Tarkington! It’s the
only way to deal with these 'stubborn
puppies !’ |

For a schoolmaster, Mr. Grimesby Creepe
was a novelty. .

As Tommy Watson looked at the man, he
could hardly credit his own eyes. On the
previous day he had been  scrupulously
attired, and although pothing could disguise
his bodily shape, and his facial ugliness, he
had nevertheless looked a gentleman.

But now he stood revealed as he was—a
slave-driver.

His short, squat figure was attired in
breeches and leggings, with a rough brown
sweater above. He wore no collar, but had
a thick woollen muffler wrapped round his
neck. On his head sat a battered old soft
felt hat. |

Mr. Creepe had jusb finished a meal, by al}
appearances. He was using a huge quill,
and picking his teeth as he spoke—and this
fact alone indicated that he lacked the
breeding of a gentleman. His heavy-jowled,
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flabby face was in need of a shave, and the
bags under his eyes hinted that he was not
unacquainted with the bottle. -

Altogether, Mr. Grimesby Creepe was an
unprepossessing - looking specimen of
humanity as he stood there giaring out from
beneath his bushy eyebrows and using his
toothpick to the accompaniment of un-
pleasant sounds.

- “Shall I bc allowed to go out this morn-
ing, sir?” asked Watson, as he commenced
to dress. o

“Go out?” repeated Mr. Creepe. * No,
boy, you won’t! You’ll never be allowed to
g0 out! Once a boy comes into my schnol,
he gets to like it so much that he doesn’t
want to leave it! Eh, Kirby? What do you
say to that?” | :

““You will have your little joke, sir,”’ said
Kirby gruffly.

“But I must go out!’ insisted Tommy
Watson. “! mean to send a telegram to my
father!” '

Mr. Creepe nodded.

“0f course you do,” he said.
surprised in the least.

“I'm not
1 don’t blame you,

Watson. I'd want to do the same. But
vou won't send it! You won't leave this
property!”’

“1 will! You can’t keep me here!”
shouted Tommy, all his ‘usual stolidity
thrown aside. ,
place a convict settlement, or what?”

‘“Keep that boy quiet, and take him
below at once!”” said Mr. Creepe curtly.
“He’ll work in the scullery till breakfast-
time. You know what that means, Kirby?”

““Yes, sir!” grinned Kirby, with obvious
pleasure. '

Tommy Watson was a bit calmer again.
Being thus ignored, he had time to recover
himself —and he again realised that it weculd
be better te. wait. He felt for his clothes,
and was surprised to find that there was
nothing for him te wear except a coarse
combination garment like a workman's over-
all, only made of cheap, dark-coloured
tweed. He picked it up wonderingly. -

““I can’'t wear this thing!"”’ he protested.
“What's become of my Etons?”

“You won’t need any Etons while you're
_here, my lad!” growled Kirby. ¢ Put tbose
things on, and make haste. These clogs,
too! Mr. Creepe is very careful about shoe-
leather in this school!” ‘

By the time Watson was dressed he felt
like a convict. The rough, uncouth clothing
was most uncomfortable, ‘and the f{ootgear
was pinching him dreadfully. But he was
hustled downstairs, and led through the
dark, chilly passages until he reached the
scullery. Here fresh surprises awaited him.
He had at least expected to see several
domestics at work, preparing breakfast, and
doing other jobs.

Instead, the kitchen was in posgssion of
a monitor and four boys—all of whom were
working hard—making the fire, cutting
bread, and preparing other articles for
Ereakfast. y

U ¥ T

"stood an enormous

‘“ Are we prisoners? 1Is this-
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Watson was led straight into the scullery,
and he found himself forced down upon a
low stool. He and Kirby were the only
occupants of the scullery. Kirby lounged
against the door, and lit a cigarette.

" “Go on—get busy!” ‘he ordered curtly.

And then Watson saw what he was sup:
posed to do. Immediately in front of him
tin. bath filled with
potatoes. He had been set the task of
peeling them! His blood rose. HHis father
had sent him to this school to be educated—
not to act as a servant!

“I'm not going to peel these potatoes!”
he said fiercely ¢ You must be mad! What
do you think I am—a drudgse, to do all the
dirty work?” .

“It doesn’t matter to me what you are;
but you've got to peel those potatoes?™ re-
torted the monitor. ¢ And let me tell you
this, my rebellious young spark! You won't
~get a bite of breakfast until you've finished
the whole pile!”

Watson caught hiz breath in. -

He was aware that a dreadfully empty
sensation assailed him. He had eaten no
supper the night before. There liad been a
pretence of giving him some, but he had
lost the opportunity.. Scarcely anything
had passed his lips during the last eighteen
or. twenty hours, and the junior was faint
from want of food

In addition, he ached in almost every
limb, for.on the previous night he had been
kicked and brutally treated. He felt
wretched, indeed. And before he could have
a bite to eat he must peel all these
potatoes.

“Look here, I can’t do it!” he said tensely.
“I tell you I can’t do it! I’'ve never peeled
potatoes before—-" y

“PDon’'t worry about
learn in this place,” interrupted Kirby.
“ Anyhow, the Head's given his orders.
You've got to peel those potatoes before
you have your breakfast—so you'd better
get busy!”

that—you'll soon

CHAPTER IIIL

THE EARLY BIRD,

IR LANCELOT MOXNT-
GOMERY TREGELLIS-
WEST sat up in bed
and stretched himself.

“ Begad! Ten-past seven!”
he murmured, glancing at his
gold ticker. “Good! I'm

only ten minutes late. And the risin’-bell
won't ring for another twenty minutes!”

He hopped nimbly out of bed, crossed the
dormitory, and looked out of the window,
The morning was still grey, but there was
every indication of the fine weather con-
tinuing—with plenty of frost.

“Rathar good, by gad!” murmured Sir

| Montie, “Just the mornin' for a healthy
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yus! 'l go down to Moat Hollow, an’
see if there’s any sign of old Tommy.”

Tregellis-West commenced dressing
lmsuxcly He was thinking of Tommy Wat-
son while doing so. For Tommy was his
own particular chum, and he was immensely
pleased to know that Watson was still
comparatively near St. Frank’s. Indeed, as
far as Sir Montie could see, the old posmon
was very little altered by this change.

Tommy would be ahle to come to tea in
Study C, he could join in the foothall on
Little Side—although, of course, he would
not he eligible to. play for St. Frank’s. In
a hundred and one other ways the late St.
Frank’s junior would be able to continue the
old mode of life.

At least, this is what Sir Montie thought.
e was plcturlng Moat Hollow in the colours
that Tommy Watson had painted them in
{he previous evening. And he assumed that
his ehum was having a fine time.

Late dinner, cosy fires, a bed-room f{o
himself-—these, and other lixuries galore,
were supposed to be Tommy Watson’s lot.
Even Sir Vivian Watson himself believed
that his son was enjoying the new life.

How was anybody to know that Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe was an arrant humbug—a
-sanctimonious swindler who posed as a
kindly man before parents, but - who was
really an arch-tyrant behind their backs?

Tominy Watson had received the shock
‘of his life after his father had gone. For
then he had seen his new school as ‘it really
l:'as and the surprise had well-nigh stunned
- him.

Sir Montie went downstairs light-heartedly,
and he felt distinctly prond of himself as
he sallied out into the {frosty Triangle.
There was something rather good in the
feeling that he was the first out.

1 the ‘main gates of the nmew school.

1

4

4 Abbolutely the first chap in the school

to take the alr, begad!” he murmured

urbanely. “There’s nothin’ like risin’ early
in tgne mornm. An’ I can pat myself on
the back— '

ile broke off, staring. For there, near
the fountain, he had just caught sight of
no less a person than Willy Handforth, of
the Third. And Willy was not only fully
dressed, but as bright as a lark. He was
bending over the fountain industriously.

““Begad!” murmured Sir Montie. “An’ 1
was just pridin’ myself on the fact that 1
was the first out—I .was, really! Cheeky
young sweep!”
qlle walked up to the fountam and stood

1cre.

“It’s all right—mo charge to look on!”
renrarked Willy,
from his bhending position.
What’s wrong this morning?
something 7

“I’'m feelin’ fine, begad!” .replied Mountie.

‘“Hallo, Montie!
Bilious, or

“Then what’s all this energy about?”
nsked Willy,  “My hat! Fully dressed, |
too! Who’s the young lady? I’ll bet

turning his head upwards |

peeling a mere handful.

\Tothing else

you're off to meet a girl!
would get you out so early!”
“T refuse to answer sueh ridiculons ques-

tions, dear old boy!” said Sir Montie. ¢ As
a matter of fact, I'm just about to dash
down to Moat Hollow to have a look af
Tommy Watson.”

Willy sniffed.

“Watson isn’t so bad, but I'm blessed
if I'd get up early to have a squint at
him!” he said. “I’'m jus}{ trying an experi-
ment. I’ve got some goldfish here, putting -
‘emy to the test.”

“The test?”

“Yes, I want to see if they'll die in icy
cold water,” replied Willy. * Somehody

| told me they liked cold water better than

warm, and I want to make sure. If they
keep alive, I shap’t worry any more. And
it they die, there’® be fourpence gone west. |
These giddy things cost twopence cach, you
know.”

Sir Montie passed on, wondering at the
rare enthusiasin which could fetch a Third-
Former out of hed on a frosty morning to
test the cold-defying capabilities of gold-

| fish.

Tregellis-West reached the end of the lane,
and then {urned the bend towards Moat
Hollow. He expected to march straight into
But to
his surprise the main gates were closed and
securely locked.

No sounds came from within. Sir Montle
stood there, blank. He bhardly knew what
to do. He searched for a bell, but there
wasn’t one. And he hardly liked to hammer
on the door.

“‘This is queer!” murmured the clegant
jumior. < Surely they must be rousin’ theme-
selves—it's past seven-thirty by this time.
Begad, the lazy beggars! They have a
better time than we dol”

I1f Montie could have seen his chum at
that moment, he would not have entertainad
such 1ideas. For Tommy Watson was
valiantly struggling with the enormous pile
of potatoes, and had only succeeded 1in
The work was
utterly new to him, and his hands were
nearly frozen with the cold.

QOutside, Montie pondered on the extra-

ordinary nature of the new order of thinss
at Moat Hollow. The enormously high
additional iences puzzled him—they rose
to a height of tem or twelve feet, just like
the walls of a prison. And at the top there
were many cruel spikes—set in such pro-
fusion that no human being could possibly
climb over them. -
. He took a stroll round the tiny grounds,
and, as he ohserved the. complete precaution
a"amst intruders, he could not help feeling
just a little uneasy. This prison-like wajl
seemed so unnecessary. Why on earth had
Mr. Grimesby Creepe cnclosed his school
| behind such a barrier?

By the time Montie had made his circuit,



he was more exercised in mind than ever—
and even suspicious. The gates were still

closed, and ‘he decided that nothing could
b-e done.
He returned to St. Frank's vaguely

worried.

CHAPTER 1IV.
SOMETHING WRONG WITH ARCHIE!

HIPPS tapped lightly
upon the, door of
Archie Glenthorne’s
bed-room, and

silently entered.
It was eight o'clock to the
minute—Archie’s usual time
for being called. And it was his

[

valet’s

Archie opened his eyes heavily and
biinked.

“LBight o’clock, sir!” said Phipps.

«“Eh? What? Oh, good!” murmured
Archie. “That is, of course, bad! Dashed
bad, Phipps! 1 was hoping that you

wouldn’t trickle in for another two hours,
dash you! The fact is, old tea merchant,
I'm feeling absolutely dithery!”

“I trust there 1is nothing
asked Phipps.

“Oh, look here, Phipps!” protested Archie
feebly. “I mean to say, what's become of
the good old gear-box? I tell you, I'm all
dithery, and you calmly ask if there's any-
thing amiss! If a few dozen things weren't

amiss, sir?”
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duty to come along with a cup of hot tes
—in order to assist the awakening process.

Archie was a privileged sort of person.
He was allowed to have his own bed-room.
He was permitted to use Phipps, and in
many other ways he had advantages over
the other juniors. But nobody cared, for
it was generally recognised that Artchie
was a helpless sort of duﬂer.

Phipps set the tray down on the little
table, and went through the usual routine
of pulling up the blind. Then he turned
to the bed, and gave a discreet cough.

all gbing wrongz at the same time, why
should this dashed dithery feeling be su
frightfully pronounced?”

““The tea, sir, may be beneficial,” =said
Phipps calmly.
“The tea, what? Good gad! I'd for-

gotten it!” said Archie, sitting up in bed.
“Kindly pass the good. old brew to the
young master, Phippst 1 wish to take @
few gentle sips of the fata)l beverage! Tea,
Phipps, is what I might term the mainstay
of life! Without thiz good old juice, life
wouldn’t be worth living! I'm not so
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dazhed sure it’s worth living, anyhow,
added wearily.

e took one sip and shuddered.

“Gadzooks!” he murmured.
odadslife!”

Phipps, who was thoroughly accustomed to
the fads and fancies of his young master,
lsoked on imperturbably, At the same time,
h2 was slightly perturhbed at this plain
cxpression of disapproval.

“J trust the tea is palatable, sir?” he
asked. * |

“Laddie, I wouldn’t have believed it!”
said "Archie sadly. “Instead of tea, you
absolutely bring me a cup of arsenic! I
mean to say, this dashed stuff is poison!
Y've never- tasted such a frightful brew in
all the old existence!” _

He took another sip, shuddered again,
and sank back. And Phipps now noticed
that Arehie was looking pale and unwell
The valet was full of -concern, fer he bhad |
a great admiration for Archie. Phipps knew

~well enough that Archie was by no means
ihe helpless duffer he pretended to be.
- “You are looking rather pale and shaken,
sir,” said Phipps. “The tea 13 perfectly
sood—just the same as usual, sir. I am
afraid you have a slight touch of bilious-
11058,” |

Archie moaned. . |

« Biliousness?” he said In a hollow voice.
“Pray refrain from playing with words!
This is no bilious spasm, Phipps—the young
siaster is dying! The end has come at last!
3¢ good enough to dash about, and “whiz
ail over the shop, and gather up the cld
family!” _

“1 hardly think matters are as grave as
that, sir.,”

“I say, Phipps! I mean, who's doing
ihis dashed dying Dbusiness?” murmured
Archie feebly. “I ougbht to know, by gad!
So be good enough to ropec the family in,
and diag them to the bedside before it’s too
late. Phipps, laddie, I shall leave you my
vold fountain-pen. Absolutely! As it hap-
pens, the. nib’s gone frightfully off colour,
50 I shan’t mliss it the slightest dégree.
I'm going, Phipps—I can feel the priceless
old death-rattle gathering up for the final
ouslanght!? - |

Archie sat up in bed and attcmpted to
clear his throat.

“Good gad! I'm ncarly through the old
portal already,” he murmured. “Decath’s
door, what? It absolutely yawns before the
young master, beckoning him to skate
through!” |

Phipps, by this time, was rather alarmed,

Withoutt question, Archie was slightly
delirious.
toueih of fever—as Phiops could tell when
he felt his brow. There was nothing much
the mstter—a bilious attack, accompanied
by nausea. It was the result, in all prob-

“In fact,

I

w

As a matter of fact, he had a}

ability, «<f lack of exercise and incautious
eating. '

> ¢k
'Y

'dﬁs', and you
your parcnts hy striving hard for the best
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Phipps hurried off and consulted Mr.
Beverley Stokes, the Housemaster. And
not oily Dr. Brett was ’phoned for, hut
Colonel Glenthorne was informed of his
son's indisposition. ‘ |

There was quite a commotian. |

Archie was confined to his bed, and Dr,
Brett soon came along and dosed him up,
and generally made him easier. Bu{ the
swell of the Fourth was not himself.

“Ile won’t be right for a day or two,
I'm afraid,” announced Dr. Brett, later.
‘“ Nothing fo worry about, of eourse. But
the boy Dad better stay in bed, and take
things veri\; nuietly.”

For Archie, this was a supremely easy
thing to do. In fact, to use one of his own
expressions in a literal sense, it was just
what the doctor ordered.

LEARNING BY DEGREES.
R GRIMESBY
M desk sharply.
‘“Now, my dear
‘“Once more we begin work.
School starts in earnést to.

(}REEPE rapped his
boys, lessons!’® he exclaimed,
must all do your best to please

nm—
3
- -

results.”?

le paused, and looked round. He caught
sight of Tommy Watson at the end of the
top row, and for a moment he hesitated.
Watson was looking at him with frapnk gaze
and open hostility.

Breakfast was over, and the pupils of Moat
Hotlow had been collected together in the
schoolroom for the morning’s work.

The scens was a curious one.

In some¢ respects the school bore a re-
semblance to the real article. The bare
room was cold and cheerless, and the un-
fortunate scholars were compelled to huddle
themselves up in order to keep warm. There
were long rows of desks, with hard, pnarrow
forms. '

Mr. Crecpe occupied a desk of his own—
quite 2 comfortable affair, with a swing-
back chair. And as he was wearing thick
attire, the cold failed to penetrate. The
schoolmaster looked after himself thoi-
oughly, even if he didn’t pay much heed to
the requirements of his scholars.

‘He was still wearing the thick sweater,
but now that lessons were afoot, he had
donned an additional garment—an aged and
rusty smock and mortar-board. He had the
grotesque appearance of a schoolmaster in
caricatare,

‘“You may observe, Watson, that I am
looking at you,” went on Mr. Creepe. ‘‘You
may notice that I have given you some slight
attention during these last few moments.”

Watson made no reply.

““Ah, I regret that yon should fail te
answer me, YYatson,” said the schoolmaster.
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’;fifﬁﬂ} :

¢1 like my boys to be polite. This virtue
will come in time. Let me give ycu an
example of what I mean, Watson. I am
~always ready to teach—for that is' my pro-
fession.”

Ile turned to one of the boys in the front
row, and pointed to him,

“ Smithson, stand up!” he commanded.

A thin, weakly looking boy rose shiver-
ingly to his feet. The expression of appre-
liension and fear on his face was pitiful to
behold.

‘“ Smithson, your neck is dirty!' said Mr.
C'reepe.

“Yes, «ir,” faltered Smithson,
catch in his voice.

‘““Your face is ugly, and yvour figure is
distorted!” went on Mr. Creepe pleasantly.
““In fact, Smithson, you are a most repul-
sive boy in every way. Don't you think
vou should have been smothered years ago,
smithson?” :

¢ Yes, sir,” said Smithson feebly.

Mr. Creepe smiled.

“You see, Watson?’” he asked. ¢ That s
what I call politeness. One of these days
you will do the same.”

Watson still maintained silence.

“Well, boy, have you no tongue?”
manded the schoolmaster.

“Yes, I've got a tongue,” replied Watson,
at last. ““But there wasn't any need to use
it, sir. I was taken into this schoo! under
false pretences, and I shall let my father
know, and——"

¢ Tut-tut! This won't do—this won't do!”
interrupted Mr. Creepe, shocked. ¢ Good
gracious! You certainly have a tongue,
Watson! Unless you're very careful, young
man, it will get you into serious trouble.
Another such tirade, and you will go without
vour mid-day meal!”’

¢“I shouldn’t miss much, sir!”
Watson bitterly.

¢ No? Then we will see what can be done
to oblige you!” said Mr., Creepe. ‘¢ Kirby,
take ecare that Watson has no dinner to-

with a

de-

retorted

day. Starvation is the one cure—the one
certain remedy for insubordination in
general.”

Watson could well believe it. He was
learning things. And he was able to
appreciate that Mr. Creepe’s pupils were

more or less habitually starved.

Thus, at the slightest sign of insubordina-
tion Mr. Creepe had only to threaten a boy
with losing a meal,
victim would knuckle
subjection.

Breakfast had been a sorry affair.

After peeling potatoes until he was sick
and weary, Tommy Watson had been let
off. And he had filed in to breakfast with
the rest of the school. The meal had con-
sisted of weak, watery tea, with scarcely =
taste of milk or sugar in it, and thick rounds
-of stale bread sparingly ~spread with
some greasy substance which did duty for
butter.

under

—

and the unfortunate.
in complete

But now he stood revealed as he
was—a slave driver.

But Watson had been so hungry that even
this meagre fare seemed almost good to him.
And he had eaten ravenously. And even
now he was still filled with a kind of
vague unbelief. le had the impression that
he would soon wake up, to find that he had
been passing through a particularly bad
dream.
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‘This sehool was an impossible one. Tommy
Watson hadn’t believed that any such estab-
lishinent could exist under present day con-
ditions. With the existing regulations and
inspections by Government ofﬁcialst.it seemed
to Watson that Mr. Grimesby Creepe was
running a grave risk of landing himself into
penal  servitude,

But Mr. Creepe evidently knew better.

Mr. Crceps had a way of evading inspec-
tion, no doubt—or if he didn’t -actually
cvade it, he knew how to succeed in throw-
ing dust into the eyes of the educational
inspectors. Watson had already had a
glaring example of how Mr. Creepe could
delude his vietims. Sir Vivian Watson had
returned to. London, fully satisfied that his
son was in safe, kindly hands!

And i Mr. Grimesby Creepe could satisfy
Tommy Watson’s father, it was obvious that
hé knew a method of hoodwinking any Gov-
er-nmgnt. inspeetors who happened to come
round. -

As far as Watson could understand, there
were no servants kept in the establishment.
The boys were compelled to do all the
domestic labour themsetves. Thlis, of course,
was an easy method of reducing the running
costs of the sehool.

Mr, Creepe was a rank hypoerite—a par-
simonious humbug who only revealed him-
sctf when the coast was clear., And it was
ohvious to Watson that no boy was ever
allowed to venture out alone.

The monitors could go into the village
frcely, for they could be trusted. They led
an idle, easy existence, and for their own
sakes they would not breathe a word against
Mr, Creepe’s methods.

By degrees, Tommy Watson was learning,
But he was scarcely receiving the kind of
cducation he was expecting!

~ CHAPTER VL
THE NATURAL BISTORY CLASS.

6 EFORE commencing
work for the day,
there are one or
two remarks I

should like to offer,” said

Mr. Grimesby Creepe. * Two

o ) letters have come to hand

ithis morning—one for Russell, and the other

for Lloyd.” '

e

P

Mr. Creepe produced his inevitable quill,.

stuck it between two of his teeth, and
worked it about with his tongue—a particu-
larly unpleasant habit of his.

The two letters lay on his desk, and he
picked them up. '

‘““Both new boy3, eh?” he said pleasantly.
“1t appears that one or two little items
werg overlooked at the last moment—hence
the letters. For example, your mother,
Lloyd, «quite forgot the little matter of
iive shillings which she had evidently pro-
mised you. Is that s0?” _

One of the weakly looking hoys stood up.

}

L

LEE LIBRARY |

—Te——

“Yes, sir,”” he zaid eagerly. ¢ But it’s not
my mother—sne’s my aunt. My mother’s
dead, sir,”? _

“ Ah, distressing—mest distressing!”? said
Mr. Creepe. ¢‘You have my deepest sym-
pathy, Lloyd. I will do everything in my
power to make your life happy and joyful.
So your aunt promised you five shillings,
eh? That was most kind of her, Lloyd.?’

‘“She had to hurry off for the train, sir,
and forgot it, I suppese,” said Lloyd, eager
a_nc;’imxious. “Can I have the letter please,
sir? :

Mr. Creepe laughed with much amusement.

‘““Did you hear that, Kirby??” he chuckled,
his flabby cheeks shaking up and down tin
folds. ¢ Can he have the letter! Upon my
5?1;1”2 Some of these boys are real humorists,
eh? .

“ Especially the new ones, sir,?” grinned
Kirby, who seemed to be Mr. Creepe’s chief

“monitor.

““As you say, Kirby—especially the new
ones!”? said the schoolmaster. "¢ Buf to re-
turn to the matter of the letter. No, Lloyd,.
you may not have it. F make a point of
opening every letter that is delivered to the
school—so that I may know precisely what
is going on.”

There was something bratar’y frank about
this statement—but it was uttered in a tone
which implied that Mr. Creepe was doing his
pupiés a favour. Watson listened in amaze-
ment., .

So every letter was opened! Even letters
from parents! If Tommy’s pater wrote to
him—if Sir Montie wrete to him—if his

sister wrote to him—all thése sacred com-

munications would be ruthlessly opened by
this low-down hrute of a master, and dis-
cussed before the whola schaol! There was
something revolting in the tHought. Tommy
Watson’s blood boiled within him.

“ Now, let me see—let me see!’ proceeded
Mr. Creepe, producing a pair of pince-nez,
and pushing them on to his great nose.
““ Ah, yes! Here we are, Lloyd—here we
are! Your aunt encloses a postal order for
five shillings, and she trusts that you will
not overlook the fact that your shoes are

new,’ and therefore need careful treatment
b}

‘“ My shoes have Dbeen taken away, sir,”
said Lloyd. Co

““Yes, to bo sure!” gaid Mr. Creepe.
‘‘They will be kept for you, Lloyd—care-
fully preserved. Your aunt further remarks
that you must always have your eggs soft-
hoiled. Wondcrful, Lloyd! I shall take
great care ovér that pomt! Whenever we
have eggs, yours will be soft-boiled! Eb,
Kirby? Eh, Tarkingteon?*

All the monitors roared with merriment.

Watson boiled afresh. He knew well
enough that the unfortumate Lloyd would
never see an egg, cooked or uncooked, while
he was in this outrageous establishment.
And for the principal to goad his monitors
into making deliberate fun of the letter was
little short of indecent.
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¢ As for the five shillings, Lloyd, I shall
retain it,”” said Mr., Crecpe calmly.

‘“ Re—retain it, sir?” said the boy, his
voice trailing.

“Good gracious! Do you imagine that 1
could allow you five shillings?”

““But—but it's from my aunt, sir——"'

“Under the circumstances, I must appro-
priate this money,’” said Mr. Creepe severely.
**Since you must have eggs, Lloyd, I have
no alternative. Eggs cost money, and this
postal order will help towards your brcak-
fast delicacies for the term. Sit down,
Lloyd.”

Lloyd sat down, overcome. Tears
pouring down his cheeks, and although he
strove” hard to control himself, he sobbed
convulsively, Tommy Watson only held him-
self in check with difficulty. Never in his
life before had he wanted to strike out as
forcibly as now. He wanted to dash down,
and knock Mr. Grimesby Creepe flying. If

the man had been frankly and harshly

brutal, his attitude would have been more
bearable,

It was his arrant hypocrisy which made
Watson’s ire rise. The cur pretended to be
kindly and fatherly, and adopted this
manner in order to disguise his brutality
and meanness.

The other letter was discussed openlyin
front of the school in just the same way.
Evidently no boy had any privacy. Not
only Mr. Creepe Lknew the contentz of his
letters, but the whole school as well. And
all money was appropriated by the Head.
Watson could easily seé that Mr. Creepe
was a thief as well as a brute.

And, gradually, he was appreciating how
this school could be run. Only the monitors
were allowed out—and so no word of
scandal was allowed to get abroad.

If any talk arose concerning the high
nature of the school walls, Mr. Creepe
would have a ready answer. And on Sun-
days, perhaps, he and the monitors would
take the school for a walk in public—with
perfect decorum and safety. Any Tartars
would be naturally left behind on sueh
occasions as these,

Watson could see that this blight was
capable of continuing indefinitelv. As long
as Mr. Creepe maintained the necessary
precautions, he was safe. Once a boy
entered his power, there was no escape.
And even Tommy \Watson was beginning
to feel uneasy.

“Well, my lads, we will start the day
with a special natural history lesson,” said
Mr. Grimesby Creepe pleasangly. ¢ The day
is fine, and there is no reason why we
shouldn’t take advantage of it.
sons can wait for rainy weather.”

Watson wondered what was coming.

¢ All monitors will collect- their charges,
and march them out into the grounds,”
continued Mr. Creepe, rubbing his hands
softly together. ‘“My method of teaching
is simple, but effective., Theory is all very

were

Indoor les-

side is far

well—biut the practical
better.””

And a minute later tlie school was being
marshalled for the first lesson of the day.

far,

SRt

CHAPTER VII.
PRACTICAL AND PROFITABLE.

OMMY WATSON was

marched out with
the rest of the
school.

It was now nine-thirty, and
the winler’'s day was brealk-
ing out fine and clear. Wat-
son lelt glad to be out in the open air.
Indeed, he had some vague hope that he
might be able to make a break for liberty.

Ounly just over that fence—and there lay
Bellton! There lay St. Frank’s, and all
the familiar surroundings. Sir Montic—
legyule Pitt—good old Handforth'!

Somehow, however, these scenes and faces
seemed remote and far distant when Wat-
son found himself in the schiool grounds.
That high fence, with the cruel spikes on
the top, shut out the world beyond in an
unmistakable manner. The barrier was im-
passable.

And Tommy’s hopes died as soon as they
were born. KkEven if the fence had been com-
paratively low, there would have been ne
escape, For the boys were treated like
convicts. They were marched out in gangs
—one monitor being in charge of four pupils..

Watson was already beginnin: to appre-
ciate that these monitors were nothing mere
ner less than warders, At the slightest
attemapt to break out of the ranks any
culprit would be seized and held.

‘“ Attention!” commanded Mr. Creepe, at
length. ¢‘“Just a few instructions, and then
we will commence the lesson in earnest.”

They had reached a particularly barren
part of the school grounds—at the back, as
far from the lane as possible. And the
double row of boys had been collected up,
and were now standing at attention. Mr.-
Creepe strode up and down, like a general
inspecting his troops. ‘ ‘

“This lesson will prove to bhe of great
interest,” he said pleasantly. ‘It is neces-
sary that all boys should learn the wonders
of Mother Earth. For does not everything
spring from the common clay? I want you
all to enjoy the marvels of this lesson.”

Mr. Creepe waved his hand.

““The spades, Kirby—and hurry!” he com-
manded.

““Wouldn't forks be better, sir?”
the monitor. ¢“The ground’s a bit hard
with the frost »

“The forks—the forks! Don’t quibble,
bov !** interrupted Mr. Creepe. ¢ What dif-
ference does it make? By all means, the

asked

forks ! ) . .
Eacht monitor took his own rltle
| ““gang,” and they "were marched in



sections to a shed at the angle of the
building. And every boy was provided with
a .stout garden fork. Watson took his
with a growing certainty as to the true
meaning of this so-called lesson.

- Within five minutes the entire school was
2ctually commencing the task of digging up
the garden! Under the pretence of teach-
ing them ¢‘the wonders of Mother Earth,”
Mr. Grimesby Creepe was forcing bis pupils
to do his gardening!

It was a staggering piece of audac:ty

And it was rendered even more audiacious
by the fact that Mr. Creepe adopted a
pretence. It was this side of the school-
master’s character that Watson was begin-
ning to loathe and detest. Everything he
.did he made a virtue of! Even when
stole the boys’ money, he calmly made out
that he was taking it for their own good!

Watson used his fork with the rest—he
had no alternative, To refuse the work

would have entailed ~a battle with the
monitors—and as Tommy had already
proved, the odds were overwhelmingly
against him, For the slightest act of in-

subordination, too, he would probably be de-
prived of -his dinner. <

Mr. Creepe was ready to seize upon the
flimsiest excuse for withholding-food.
by so doing he saved expenses. The man
was like a miser. His whole school was
run on starvation rules.

For the first time, Tommy was able to
get into conversation with one of his fel-
low victims—a bbdby named Jevons, who
seemed a little sturdier than the rest. He
and Watson were digging side by side.

“ Better -go easy,” murmured Jevons,
under his breath. '

For a moment, Watson wondered who had
spoken. Jevons had made no sign—he had
not cven glanced up. And Kirby, who was
smoking a cigarette some little distance
away, knew nothing of the whisper.

“If you speak, don’t let Kirby sece!”
went on Jevons. ‘“We've got to act like

c_onv;cts—and speak without moving our
lips! We’re used to it, too—and so will you
be soon.”

Tommy Watson took the tip, and Lkept
on diggingz.

“ How lo_no have you been in this place?”
he murmured.

‘“ About a year—but that was in Kent,”
said Jevons. ¢‘“We only came here this
week, you know. This js better than the
Kent place—that’s ~why most of us don’t
grumbie much.?? '-

‘““ Better!”” breathed Watson.
sible !’

‘“You don’t know,” whispered the other.
¢““ And wait till you see old Creepe really
roused! Ile’s a demon !”

““ Haven’t you ever tried to escape?”

“1 tried once, but that was enough!”
muttered Jevons feelingly. ‘‘They dragged
me back, I was shoved down a cellar, kept
alone for two weeks on bread-and-water. 1
nearly went mad. Never again! It’s no

“ Impos-

he |

For .

no escape from this
of this in-

good, Watson—there’s

place. We're drudges—slaves
human beast !”
‘“ But there must be some way of
‘““Now, then, who’s talking thexe‘?”
claimed Kirby sharply
Jevons took no notice, and Watson did
not even look up. He realised that caution
was pecessary in this extraordinary schocl.
But he had plenty of food for thought!

ex-

CHAPTER VIII.
A CHANCE FOR WILLY.
R. SUNCLITFFE passea
1 a_hand wearily cver
his brow,
‘w Lessons were pro-
ceeding sedately in the.Third
Form-room at St. .Frank’s.
It was only just tem o’clock,
and the Third had barely settled down. And
the Form-master was looking far from well.

The fags, however, noticed nothing. They
had something better to .do than worry
about Mr. Suncliffe’s phys:cal condition. In
fact, they would probably regard their Form-
maste-rs indisposition with frank appreval.
The Third was not noted for its kindliness.

¢ Anything wrong, sir?”? asked Willy
Handforth keenly. -

He was about the only fellow who had
been watching Mr. Sunclifie’s signals of
distress. The Form-master sat up, und pre-
tended to be alert.

‘““There is nothing wrong, Handforth
minor,”” replied Mr. Suncliffie wearily. ¢ At
least, nothing that matters. A headache—
that is all. I am feeling decidedly off
colour this morning.”

] am sorry, sir,” said Willy.
thing I can do?”

“T am afraid not——*

c .'\ny'

“They say it’s a good idea to stand on
cold bricks, sir,” suggested Willy. ¢ Why
not take your boots and stockings off, and
go for a walk in the Triangle? The paths
are all icy, and—*

““1 appreciate your suggestion, Handforth
minor, but we will not discuss the subject
further,” interrupted Mr. Sunclifte tartly.
“If you wish to please me, you will get on
with your lesson in silence.”

Willy looked rather aggrieved..

. “How about cold water round the fore-
head, sir?”’> he asked. ‘It won't take me

1 a tick to whizz to the tap, and soak one
-of the dusters.

It’s a fine thing for a

Mr.

heated brain—-?

‘““You young rascal!” interrupted
Suncliffe. My brain is not heated!”

“I thought you said your head was
squiffy, Sir ——??

¢1 sald nothing of the sort!” exclaimed
the TForm-master. “And I disapprove of
such absurd expressions, Handforth minor.
You are only making my headache worse
by this needless altercation.”



¢ How about massage, sir?”’ put in Chubby
Heath. | )
“Or a couple of aspirin tablets, sir?”
added Willy., ¢ That’s the idea, sir. Old
Pagett's got plenty—I—I mean, Mr. Pagett
always keep a stock of aspirin tablets in

his study—I seen 'em on the mantelpiece.

They’i- marvellous, sir.”’
¢ Indeed!” said Mr. Suncliffe coldly.

“ Wonderful, sir,” went on Willy. ¢ Only

last week Septimus was looking groggy, and |

I gave him one, and he bucked up no end.”
“Septimus?” repeated Mr. Suncliffe.
‘“My squirrel, sir—" _
¢t Bother your squirrel, Handforth minor!

How dare you bring up such subjects in the

middie of lessons?” demanded the exas-

perated Form-master. *‘“As for aspirin

tablets, I disapprove of them. They do farj

more harm than good.

“I'll pass that on to Mr. Pagett, sir,”
said ‘Willy. ‘I mean, it's something he
ought to know. But I'll tell you what, sir,”
he added. “I'll dash over to the Modern
‘House, and see Mr. Pycraft. He’s got some
special stuff that he sniffs up his nose out
of a bottle. He's a bit of a beast, but I
dare say he'll lend it to me when he knows
that I've come on an errand of mercy——"

¢ Will you be silent, Handforth minor?”

“shouted Mr. Suncliffe angrily. “You will
also refrain from referring to Mr. Pycraft
in such disrespectful terms.”

“QOh, come off it, sir!” growled Willy.
¢“You know as well as I do that he's a
regular oner! Buster & Co. hate him like
poison—as much as you hate those aspirin
tablets.” ‘

Mr. Suncliffe sighed, and held his head
as a sudden spasm assailed him.

] generally use a mixture from the vil-
lage chemist’s,”” he muttered. ¢ Unfortu-
nately, my supply is exhausted. 1 think,
perhaps, the room is too warm—— I wish
you would open the window, Lemon——"

* Let me buzz down to the chemist’s, sir!”
interrupted Willy quickly, ¢I'll rush down
like the wind, sir. It’s rotten to see you
suffering like this! Be a sport, sir. I'll
soon be back!”

““You must do your work, Handforth
minor!”’ '
¢“Oh, that doesn’t matter, sir—— I mean,

Y'll make it up by staying in late,”” said
Willy generously. ¢ That is, of course, if
you insist on it. And what’s half an hour,
sir, compared to your headache? Good!
I'll rush down straight away, sir!”?

Willy left his place, and dashed to the
door.

““One moment, Handforth
Mr. Suncliffie sharply. I
you per——"’ )

““You didn't give me the
sald Willy briskly. ¢ That’s all right—I'll
tell the chemist to chalk it up. If .e
can't trust you for a miserable bottle of
physic, he ought to be boiled!”

minor!”’ said
did not give

money, sirt”
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Sir Montie expected to march
straight through the maln gates of
the new school. But to his suprise
the maln gates were closed and se-
curely locked.
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L

Suncliffe could stop him,

And before Mr,
Willy vanished,

He sped down the - passage, reached the
cloak-room, and seized his overcoat and cap.
Then he sallied out into the Triangle, donning
his overcoat as he ran.

“That's the way to do it!*’ be murinured

“There’s nothing like striking while
" Another two jiffs, and old
have squashed the whole

coolly.
the iron’s hot.
Sunny would "
game,”

Willy was by no means averse to a trot
to the village. This was Thursday morning,
and Mr. Binks always made a point of
baking doughnuts on Mondays and Thurs-
days. lel} would be able to obtain a
supply still hot from the oven.

In fact,” in his attraction for the tuck-

shop, he came perilously near to forgetting |

Mr. Suncliffe’s medicine—the real object of
his visit. It was only the sight of Dr. Brett,
speeding by in his car, which gave Willy the
necessary reminder.

So he obtained the megdicine, and -then
started off back to St. Fnank’s. He had
crossed the bridge—after pausing for several
needless minutes on the crown of it, in order
to contemplate the semi-frozen river—when
he caught sight of the high fencmg round
Moat Hollow.

<« Might as well!” murmured Wllly, after
. moment’s hesitation. *I’d like to have a
word with Tommy Watson. I might be able
to take a message to old Montie.”

And with this kindly thought in mind, the
hero of the Third made a detour up Edge
more Lane, and arrived opposite the barred
and bolted gates of Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s
mysterious establishment,

g, S—

CHAPTER IX.
EXTRAORDINARY !

“It's closed up
like a giddy fortress!”® he
mutiered. < Getting on for
cleven 0’clock, too!  Don’t
they ever wake up in this blessed place?*?

He tried the little wicket-gate, and found
it immovable. There was no sign of a bell,
and no gounds came over the high fencing.
It seemed as though Moat Hollow was
deserted and forlorn.

“Jolly queer!” said Willy, frowning.

He hammered on the wicket-gate with his
fists, and as this did not satisfy him, he
picked up a big stone and used it as a kind
of knocker—regardless of the fact that con-
sideﬁable dents were appearing in the wood-

wor

; Yie heard a latch being pulled back, and
‘the next moment the wicket-gate opened
. A burly, awkward youth stood there, glarmg
He was Tarkington, one of Mr. Creepe’s

monitors.

ILLY snorted as he'
4 viewed the boarded-
up gates. :

o
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| bolted it.

Sunhtiiefumitin

“Qh, so you’ve con"le have you?” asked
Willy sarcastically. *¢What’s the idea of
locking the place up in this way?”

“What do you want?” demanded Tark-
ington grimly.

“I’ve just popped round to have a word
with . Watson——*

“ Watson?>”  interrupted  the
sharply.

“ Yes—-Tommy Watson--he's a new chap
here,” said Willy.

Tarkington frowned. . .

“What do you know about Watson?” he
demanded.

“Oh, come off it!” growled Willy.
“Watson used to be one of our chaps up at
lslp. Frank’s. I thought I'd like a word with

lm____”

‘“Then you’d better think again,” snapped
the other. <“Mr. Creepe won’t allow any
visits during school hours. If it comes to
that, he won’t allow visitors any time. This
place is exclusive. You’d better go, and I
should advise you not to come back!”

He slammed the door in Willy’s face, and
Handforth minor caught his
breath in and whistled. He was rather
incensed, too. There had been no justifica-
tion for "such discourteouns treatment.

«0f all the giddy rotters!” he muttered.
«I don’t like this place at all! There's
something rummy about it. - If this fence
wasn’t so high, ¥’d elimb up and-——>

He paused, stood back, and contemplated
the wall. It had always been rather high,
but additional woodwork had raised it until
the spiked top was nearly twelve feet from
the ground.

The outside was smooth and plain, with-
out any handgrip or foothold, and the few
bushes that had grown near by had been
deliberately cut .down. There seemed no
way of climbing that fence,

But Willy was a bit of an inventor. More-
over, he had a strong will, and could be
obstinate when he desired. In this respect
he resembled his celebrated major.

Something occurred to him, and he re-
traced his steps down the lane until he came
within sight of the Belltom road. On his
right lay the corner of the Moat Hollow
grounds, the wall being just as high dnd
inaccessible here as elsewhere.

But on the other side of the road lay a
long, crooked pole. It was balf buried in
the grass, and had been there for ages—a
relic of some repairs which had been effected
to the fence guarding the river.

Willy grasped the pole with all his
strength, and managed to hoist it up. He
dragged it across the lane, and after a good
deal of strenuous: effort he succeeded in
propping it against the top of the Moat
Holllow fence, where it lay at a fairly acute
angle.

«Now we're all right? muttered Willy
breathlessly.

He used the pole as a kind of make-shift
ladder, swarming nimbly up it after the

monitor



fashion of a monkey.

Once at the top, he
gripped the strong iron spikes by the base,
and hauled himself up.

. He could see directly over into the Moat
Hollow grounds, and for a moment or two he

stared rather blankly. He had not expected
to see anything really worth looking at.
Indeed, he had only tried the experiment for
the sake of curiosity.

But his reward was startling.

Some little distance from him, on the far
side of the dilapidated garden, a number of
youthful figures were hard at work. They
were all attired in rough, coarse-looking
overalls, and all were engaged in the task of
digging up the ground! Near by stood
Tarkington and cne of the other monitors.
These two were well wrapped up, and idling
about ‘with cigarettes between their lips.

Willy Handforth was so amazed that he
nearly lost his grip. A moment or two
earlier he had felt a qualm, for he hated to
think that he was spying. Now, however,
“The considered that his action was justified.

“ Great pip!'’ he murmured.
Ploughing up the giddy garden! My hat!
And there’s- Watson, too—using a fork with
the rest of 'em! This place isn’t @ school at
all—it’'s a farm!”

At this moment Mr. Grimesby Creepe
atrode round the angle of the building, and
Willy had a fresh surprise. For the school-
master looked a strangely unscholarly figure
in his thick boots, leggings and sweater. He
carried a cane with him, and proceeded to
swish it suggestively.

“ Now then—no lazing!’ Willy heard him
say. “Kirby! Why can’t you attend to
your duty? Keep these boys hard at it! Do
vou want me to look after you all the time?”

Willy saw one of the monitors jerk the ash
from his cigarette, and hurry among the
digging juniors. Kirby proceeded to punch
and cuff the unhappy boys indiseriminately—
whether they deserved punishing or not. And
Mr. Creepe stood looking on with satisfac-
tion.

Without doubt, Moat Hollow School was
something entirely new! -

CHAPTER X.
NO LOOPHOLE!

OMMY
applied his
fork with

_vigour.

For over an hour he had
been worl‘ng without rest,
and his arms and shoulders
were aching with the unusual strain. It
seemed that this “lesson > was to continue
throughout the morning.

And Watson was slowly recovering from
his amazement. : .

At first it had been a kind of stupor. He
had found it impossible to believe that such

WATSON
garden
sulien

“Digging!

Yo« Different!”

going to write to my pater to-night!
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things could really happen in a modern, up-
to-date boarding-school.

But it was becoming clearer to his startled
mind that Mr. Grimesby Creepe was a schoo!-
master of a novel order. His plan, obviously,
was to run his establishment “on the
cheap.” Once the term had actually begun,
and be had his pupils at his mercy, he com-
pelled them to work as servants. Instead
of scholars, they were drudges.

But Mr. Creepe was cuniing enough to dis-
guise his actions. He pretended that he was
teaching his boys practical gardening. This
digging labour was dignified by the name of
“lesson.” If criticised, Mr. Creepe would
probably retort that such teaching was most
beneficial.

According to what Watson had alreads
seen, he was not likely to grow fat at Moat
Hollow. The food was poor and scanty, and
was merely another proof of Mr. Creepe’s
mania for saving expense.

“Srick it, old mant” came a whisper from
Watson's left. <Only about ten minutes
more, and then we shall go indoors for the
second lesson. Ordinary school stuff, I
expect.”

Watson gianced sideways withont pausing
in his work. The boy next to him was
Jevons, and he was digging laboriously, with
machine-like movements. |

“Do we always have to do this sort ol
thing?” breathed Watson. :

““Generally—except it rains,”  replied
Jevons. - ““On wet days we have to scrub
floors, or mend socks, or do the washing.
Pretty rotten, isn’'t it? But this school’'s
difterent to others.”

muttered Watson, aghast.
“JIt's outrageous—it’'s a scandal that ought
to be exposed—"

“Steady—steady!” whispered Jevous,
“You’ll have old Kirby down on us—and
that’ll mean a black eye e¢ach! You’ll get
used to the place in time. They all do.”

““Never!” vowed Watson fiercely. “I'm
I'll
him to take
I won't stay here anmother three

tell him everything, and ask
me away.
days!”

Jevons nearly betrayed' himself by pausing
and staring. g

““You are raw, and no mistake!”’ he whis-
pered, in wonder. .<“ My dear chap, you won’t
be allowed to write a word—and even if you
did write it, the letter would never get
posted. Old Creepe’s a beast, you know—
he doesn’t even allow us to go out into the
village. We're like prisoners.”

«“He can’t prevent me writing—-="’

“If he does mnything at all, Le'll force you
to write to his dictation,”” interrupted the
other grimly. < He's done it before. Of
course, it isn’t necessary in most cases—
because nearly all of wus are here for
good.”

“TFor good?”



'*Yes,”” said Jevons bitterly. “We're not
ordinary schoolboys, you know—and this
isn’t an ordinary sehool. We never go home

during the holidays—we haven’t got . any
homes. Our people don’t want us. Thai's
why we're sent here—io be out of the
way!” -

Watson was rather staggered.

“What do you mean, your people don't.

“ My’

want you?” he asked. -

“Just what 1 say,” replied Jevons.
pater’s a widower—I haven’t seem him for
years! He’s a bookmaker, I believe, and
moves about all over the country. He
doesn’t care about me any more than 2
dog. Some of the other chaps haven’t got
any parents at all—their fees are pa,id by
their uncles, or people like that.”

“Well, I'm blessed‘”
blankly.

“Haven’t you seen the- fe]lows ‘with knock-
knees and squints and deformities?> went on
!evom, still in the same bztter tone. fMost
of . are the sa,me--we ‘re  unwanted
ﬂ'n}dren' That’s why we're here! It’s
cheap, and nobody ever asks any guestions.
This place isn’t a real school at all—it’s a
kind of home for unwanted kids! That’s
why old Creepe does without amy servanis
and can use us as he likes. As long as he
siquares the inspectors, he's safe.”

““Well, he can’t square my pa,ter'” said
Tommy Wataon fiercely. “If T can’t write,

I'lt escape-—and if I can’t escape, I'll expose
everything, when I go home at the eud of
term——-"2:,

“Optmnst!”. whispéred Jevonas.
won’t go home at the end of term! You'll
stay here, with the rest of us. Your pater
may be one of the exceptions—if 80, old
Creepe’s - fooled him. Anyhow, you’re here
for good, my son. And by the end of the
terim you’ll be resigned to it. They all are.
I kicked.as bad as anybody at first—and it
took me five or six weeks to realise that the
game isn’t worth the candle.”

Watson said nothing. Ie was thinking.
These revelations had” thrown a new light
on the whole situation. e was beginning
to understand: why the boys were Lkept
prisoners. He realised the meaning of the
high walls Jevons had been painfully blunt.

But Tommy Watson found it impossible'to
believe that his father had known the true
character of the school when he offered
to place his son there. In some way, Mr.
f‘reepe had successiully thrown dust into
Sir Vivian’s eyes.

And for the first tnme Watson felt
apprehensive.

' -
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vaguely

LRs

muttered Watson-

“You

CHAPTER XI.
1CQ 1HICK TQ BB BELILVED.
EGINALD PITT came
briskly out of the
' Ancient House with

Jack Grey and Cecil

De VYalerie. There was a

“ and he and his compamona
were bound for Little Side.

“ Heard the latest?’” asked Willy Hand-
forth who was leaning against the stone-
work at the bottom of the steps.

“ No—haven't got time!” replied Reggie
promptly.

“You're a fine pal!” snorted Willy.
you think about is football! Have you for-

“All

foothall under Reggie’s arm,.

gotten Tommy Watson?  Isn't it aboltit time

you went Jdown to Moat Hollow and looked
him up?"

“My dear young ass, Watson was hecre

last. night, and according to what he said,
Moat Hollow i3 a kind of glormed hotel, 3
said Reggie. ‘1 don’t think he’ll be feelmg
lonely yet. Plenty of time to look him. up

later on— »

“ Hotell’” echoed Willy. *“My bhat! Did
he say that? 1 suppose he didn’t mention
that he'd be digging up the garden this
morning?*

“Dlggmg up the garden?” repeated Jack
Grey curiously.

By this time a number of other Fourth-
Ferimers had appeared—including Handforth
& Co, and Sir Montie Tregellis West, The

latter regarded Willy nather sceptically.

““ Dear old boy, 1 fail to understand,” he
remarked. ¢ lommy has a frightful objec-
tion {o gardenin’—always had. 1 was just
goin’ down the lane to have a little chat
with th2 dear fellow.”

“ Don’t waste your steps, Montie—it’'s no

geod!™

‘“Begad! What absolute rot!” said Sir
\Icntle “1 went to Moat Hollow this
mornin’, but the frightful slackers hadn’t

cven opened the gates——

“Yes, and the irmhtful slackers have kept
them closed all the time ™ interrupted Willy.
“I went down there during the morning—at
about halx‘-past ten——"?

“Don’t tell fibs!”’ =aid bis major severely.
“ How could you be down at Moat Hollow
at hali-past ten? You were in class then!”

‘“That's all you know!”™ retorted Willy
disdainfully. “OIld Sunclifie was & bit rocky
this moruing, and I buzzed down to the
chemist’s for some sf his patent brain-re-
viver! On the way back 1 stopped at Moat
Hollow—onlty you necedn’t mention anything
about it. Old Sunny might rag me if he got
fo know.’

“Well, and what did: you see at Moat
Hollow?” demauded Edward Oswald.

“The place was all locked and bolted, so I
climbed to the top of the wall, and looked
over,” replied Willy. < And Mmt. do you
think? A who'e crowd of chaps were digging
up the garden!”

~
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The Fourth-Formers
laughed boisterously.
- “0h, Willy—Willyt”
said Pitt reprovingly.
“That's not up Mo
your usual form! We
expect something
better from you !
Can’'t you invent a
more attractive joke

“Joke t”
Willy. “It's
truth!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“The truth ;"
roared Willy defiantly.
“There were those
Moat Hollow chaps, all

snorted
the

dressed in  beastly.
looking overalls, dig-
ging up the garden
in the middle of
morning lessons!”

“And® I suppose
Tommy Watson was
digging as  well?”

R e 7\

& X

griuined Jack Grey,
. “Yes—just the same
as the others.” )
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“You cackling fat.
heads!"” yelled Willy.
“This isn't a joke—
I'm telling you the
truth! There were
two or three seniors
looking on—and they
- were smoking—-—""

A— <
L

“Draw it mild!”
grinned Gh;H‘Ch.

“Aud old Creepe ‘
himself came along, e
dressed like a-

X:
farmer,” said the fag. :

“ Leggings, breeches,/ %
and everything com.
plete! There’s some-
thing. rummy about

e
——

‘
f

S

that school—"
“There’s something

remmy about your

imaginatinm, yu

mere handful.

Tormmy Watson was valiantly struggling with the enor«
mous pile of potatoes, and had only succeeded in peeling a

mean!” interrupted
Pitt. “My dear ,ou..g
-a8s, Yyou camn't fool us with that pretty
story. Digging the garden,” he added, with
-a chuckle. “Come on, you chaps—we’ve
-heard enough falry tales for once.”

‘““Ha, ha, hatl'’ -

The Tourth-Formers dispersed, and Willy
looked on with a glare. '

“That’s right -cackle awny!” he snorted.
“Who cares? The next time 1T sece anything

['ll keep it to myself!”
He stalked off., highly incensed. Sir
Montie Tregellis-West thoughtfully wiped

his pince-nez, and carefully adjusted them,

“ A bit too bad, begad!" he declared. *J
fail to see the reason for Willy's joke—I
do, really! Of course, the whole story is
absolutely preposteroust”

Nobody would give Willy's tale the
slightest attention. It sounded so impossible
that it was simply regarded as one of Hand-
forth minor’s little jokes,

said his

“The silly young ass! maljor

severely. <1 dnn't believe he went to Moat
Hollow at all! In any case, the place isn't
a giddv pgardening institute! [ believe

there's something going on there,”” he added
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significantly.  *“That’s what I believe!
There's something going on there!®

“We heard you the first time,” sald
Church. - Let's gst over to Little Side,
and 4o suome practice. We've got to go and
see Archie, too--1 hear he’s worse! Accord.,
ing to Brent, he’s liable to peg out any
minute between now and dinner-time!”

“Blow Archie—and blew footer practice!”
said Handforth. * Archle’s as well as T am
—it’s only his giddy imagination. We’re going
down to Moat Hollow to make a few in-
vestigations. Fve gabt my suspicions,” "he
added darkly. ¢ ** That place isn’t what it
seems to be* SR .

Church and McClure exchanged hopeless
g]:lnces. , » ’

“Look here, Handy,” s In
last effort. *“We dotk't want to do anything
discreditable.. e shall be spying if we
peep over thay fence, and it’R only lead to
trouble—e— " . _ - )
~*It’'s no geod—1've made. up my mind!”
said Handforth firmty. * Yom don’t hknow
the difference hetween an .ipvestigation and
spyingt  Detectives "always. have to peep
over walls and squigt through windows! It’s
part of their jon: Bub you needn't worry—
’m not going to spy. My plan<is to get
compljetelg over the fence and walk boldly
into the house! They can’t keep me out, I
can tel youl” - | B
- And Edward Oswald Handforth meant
what he said.

" CHAPTER XIL
OVER THE @ARDEN WALL. .

"¢ W OCKEDI”
: - The leader ol
Study D made this
. announcement In an
impressive tone as he tried
the big double gates of Moat
. Hollow, . Church and McClure
stood by, 'aily impressed.

“ Locked!” .repeated Handforth,

ithe beastly place 13 still closed up like
VWorinwood Scrubbs! I'm gzoing to climb
over the wall!”

“Good!” said Church eagcrly. “We knew

we could rely on you to do the best thing,

Handy! Buck up!  We’ll give you a leg
uP! There’s no stopping you once you start,
old man}? ' -

‘““No fear!" agreed MecClure. “That's the
best of you, Handy! You're like a volcano
—~-you seem to be full of fife and energy!”

Handforth beamed upon his chums.

“0Oh, well, we’ve got to wake up when
there's sownething important on the g2o,* he
said modestly. “You can trust me to probe

this investigation to the bottom! You can
rely on me to elucidate the mystery!”

It wasn't often that Church and McClure
cncouraged :their leader so.whole-heartedly,
and Handforth swelled under -the influence,

sald McClu-i'e,-. in a

| _ “ What's
e meaning of it? Ncarly dinner-time, and
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He wasn’t aware that his chums had made
a secret pact of their own.

In short, they intended to see him safely:
over the wall, and they would then con-
veniently vanish. For one thing, they didn’t
feel inclined to accompany him on this rash
expedition; and for another thing, they
considered that it would be a lesson to him.
Church and MeClure were always rcady to
do their leader u good turn
““One of you chaps must stand against the
wall, and 1 elimb on your shoulders,” said
Handforth briskly, “l1t won't take me long
to c¢limb over. Those spikes won’t worry
me a bit. Any decent detective can cope
with trifling obstacles like these.?

Churelr was chosen  for the work, as he
was slightly taller than McClure, and a
little bit heavier. He needed to be heavler
tg. séustain the bulky form of his clumsy
" chief.

It was a perilous undertaking. No less
than threce times Chureh completely cole
lapsed, and Handfortty rofled to the ground.
But at the fourth attempt, aided by
McClure, Church managed to gain an upright
position.

“Good!” panted Edward Oswald. " Keep
like that—-1 van just reach! As soon as
I’'m fairly up, I'll reach down and lend you
chaps a hand 1’1

He was agll suffering from the delusion
that his ¢hums were to accompany him on

e

.

§ this espedition. He stood on Church’s

shoulders and Church was pressing himself

| flat against the wall, with McClure propping

“him up. Handforth could just manage to
grasp the top of the fence.

- He obtamred a firm grip, and hauled him-
self upwards. '

““Thank goodness!” breathed Church fer-
vently.

He staggered away, and both he and
McClure stood. watching, highly interestea
and entertained by Handforth’s gymnastic
operations. ¢ - ' '

Edward Oswald was hanging from the top.
of the fence and going through all sorts' of
contortions in his efiorts to ‘pull himself up.
His chums.confidently expected to see him
tumble down; but for once he surprised
them. With a supreme effort, he raised
hirgse!f higher and higher until he managed
to throw one leg over the top of the fence.
quclung there, holding on to the stout iron
spikes.

“Good!” said Church approvingly. *“So
long, Handy!” .

“Eh? Look here, yoy fathead—>

“Sorry—can't stop!”’ said McClure, “We

promised t0 go and see Archie—and it’s
nearly dinner-time already! Good luck, old
man! Hope you carry out the inyestigation
suceessfully ) _ - 5

“Why, you~you——-*? '

Handforth broke off as his chfims walke
away, chuekling. And just then his atten-
tion was attracted by a movement on the
other sidz of the wall. A quick step sounded

on the paved zourtyard.



¢“yYou infernal young rascal!”’ rapped out
an angry vowce. *“What are you doing up
there? Get down at once!” :

Handforth shifted his position and gasped.
He had failed to take the necessary care
in moving, and one of the iron spikes jabbed
him forcibly in the rear.

l“Ow!" he roared.  Great pip! What
the—"

“I'll complain to. your headmaster about
this!”" shouted. Mr. Creepe, hurrying up,
and standing beneath the wall. “If you
don’t get down at once, I'll call my monitors
and have you horsewhipped!”

Mr, Creepe was absolutely furious. He
stood there beneath the wall, gazing up at
Handforth with blazing eyes, and with his
face purple with rage. One migh{ have
thought that he was alarmed. He hid cer-

tainly never bargained for such a situation

a3 this,

Handforth deliberately swung his other leg
over the rail, and sat there. Mr. Creepe’s
rage had a curious effect upon him. In-
censed at first, he now became deadly calm.
He gazed down at the schoolmaster with a
cold disdain. Unfortunately, IHlandforth had
failed to notice that the offending spike had

actually penetrated the rear of his trousers,
although it ‘wasn't touching any part of hls_

actual person.

“ Do you hear me, sir?” raved Mr. Creepe.
“ Get down at once!”
© “That's just. what I’'m doing now!” re-
torted Handforth. ¢ But I'm coming down
on this side—and I want to see Tommy
Watson!” )

Handforth released his grip and jumped.
At least, he meant to jump. There was a
rending, tearing noise from the rear, and
Edward Oswald hung there, The spike had
gone clean through his clothing, and he was
suspended on the spike like a monkey on a
string. :

“Hi, “What the
dickens _

With utter dismay, he realised what had

help!” he gasped.

"

happened. But although he }&'riggled and
twisted, he found it impossible to free
himself, He . hung there, helpless—a

ludicrous spectacle. o _
- #omehow, his investigation was panning
.out badly.

CHAPTER XIII.
POOR GLD HANDY!

R. GRIMESBY
CREEPE shook his
fist menacingly.

“You vyoung
ruffian!” he shouted. “Who
told you to climb over that
fence? What do you mean
I'll call

i

by trespassing on my -vroperty?
my monitors and have you dealt with as
you deserve!”

‘““Here, wait a minute!” panted Hand-
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forth., “I'm caught! One of those rotten
spikes——="'

“You are gquite right, young man—you arsa
certainly caught!” interrupted Mr. Creepe
barshly. “And I do not intend to let you
go unpunished! This spying and trespass-
ing is infolerablet”

He turned round and strode
house almost at a run. Handforth was re-
lieved. He felt his position acutely. And
it was all the more exasperating because he
was so helpless. No matter how he twisted
about, he couldn't unhook himself. '

He was thankful that none of the boys
were out in the courtyard, and he fervently
hoped that none would appear. For Tommy

into the

‘Watson to see him {ike this would be tragic.
He had come here to do some daring detec-

tive work—and this was the result,

He was still vainly struggling when Kirby
and Tarkington hurried out. The two
monitors were lcoking grim, but theyv paused
in their tracks, and their expressions relaxed
when they saw Handforth’s predicament.
“Another of -those rotten St. Frank’s
kids!"” said Tarkington maliciously. “ We've

get him just where we want hLim, too!
Better pull him down—eh? Then we'll tan
the young idiot, and—"'

“Hold on!"” interrupted KXirby. “The

Head ordered us to teach the kid a lesson,
but he didn’t eay how., I've got an idea.
Wait just a minute, and see that he doesn‘t
escape.” .

He ran off and entered the tool-shed,
some distance away. When he returned, he
was carrying a tarnished garden syringe
in one hand and a pail in the other. He
set the pail down, and Tarkington chuckled
as he glanced wnto it. It was three-part
full of black, murky liquid. :

“You—you rotter!” gasped Handfo_rt.h,

staring. “What are vou going to do with
i;!ﬁlt black stuff? If you chuck it at me

“I'n going {o teach you to keep away

from this place!” tnterruptea Kirby grimly,

“We don't want any spying, and you'rs
lucky to get off so lightly. We've had
enough of you St. Frank'’s kids!”

Kirby filled the syringe with deadly pur-
pose. Then he aimed it at the helpless
Edward Oswald and pushed the handle. A
deadly stream of black, sticky liquid issued
forth.

Splash!

The aim was good, and Handforth's face

was completely enveloped in the awful
deluge. He spluttered and gasped and
yvelled. He struggled so violently that a

series of ominous rends sounded from be-
hind. But still he hung on—at the mercy
of these tormnentors. o

Again and again the syringe was brought
into play, until Handforth was drenched
from head to foot, and unrecognisable be.-
neath the covering of liguid mud. Fortune
favoured the monitors, For the pail wag
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nearly  emptied before Handforth’s wiid
struggles had effect.

With a final tear, he came f{ree, and

tumbled headlong to the muddy ground.
Kirhy and Tarkington backed away, not
hecause they were afraid of the junior, but
necause of his condition.

“Had enough?” jeered Kirby. “You can
clear ‘off now. Yollow me, and I'll open the
gate for you. And if you come back again
you’ll' get something about ten cimes as
had!l’ :

Handforth was rather dazed, but by no
means subdued. He made a wild rush at
Kirby. The latter, however, displayed not
only strategy, but considerable cunning. _

He took to his heels at once, and ran
wildly for the main gates. Wrenching epen
the wicket, he tore through, leaving the
gate wide. Handforth hlundered out in full
pursuit. :

He took thres steps forward before he
heard “a movement in his rear. Then he
caught a glimpse of Kirby vanishing back-
wards through the wicket. The door
slammed, and the latch clicked. :

“You wait!” howled Handforth wildly,
** By Ge’orge! Just you wait until Igcatch
you——"' -

“Go away, you young idiot!” came a
voice over the high gate. *“And be think-
ful that you weremr’t trcated as you
deserved!”

Handforth was too wet and uncomfortable
to have much fight left in him.
was helpless, too. With that great closed
gate in front of him, he couldn’t very well
glve way to his warlike feelings.

He remembered, with a breath of relief,
that he had removed his overcoat bhefore
climbing the wall. It was still lying be.
neath a jittle bush near by. With a
thankful gasp he donned the garment, and
pulled it tight¢ly round him. There was a
keen nip in the air, for the temperature
was below freezing-point.

Handforth ran up the lane, boiling with
rage. There was only cre thing to be
done. An affair of this sort was too big
to bhe left to the Fourth! The headmaster
himself must deal with it!

It wasn’t often that HandPorth com-
plained to the Head, but on this occasion
he felt that such a course was nccessary.
St. Frank’s had been insulted!

lle arrived in the Triangle, aud took 20
notice of the juniors who paused in- their
tracks and stared at him. He rushed
straight across to the Head’s house and
grabhed the door bhandle. He found the
latch unfastened, and he burst in with all
his usual impulsive haste.

Down the passage he went, and right into
the Head’s study. But he only. tock a
coupnle of steps before hLe fell back, staring
hard,  Mr. Grimesby Creepe was there
before hims}
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CHAPTER X1V,
THE LETTER. -

R. MALCOLM STAT-
FORD rose to his
feet.

“Good gracious!
What is the meaning of this
qutrageous interruption?” he
asked angrily., “Who are
you? Why, is it possible that—— Boy, are
you Handforth?”

“Yes, sir, T am!” gasped Handforth. “I've
come here to complain against Mr. Creepe’s
Seniors——1?

“Silence!” commanded the Head. “Con-
trol yourself, young man! By what right

{ do you come hursting into my study in this

unse?r’nly fachion? Leave my presence ¢t
nece !’

Mr, Creepe rubbed his

together,

“It appears to be Handforth's favourite
pastime—this  bursting in upon his
superiors!” he exclaimed, his voice soff and
sitky.  “I trust, Dr. Stafford, that you
fully realise the justification of my com-
plain$?”

The Head compressed his lips.

“One moment, Handforth—I have one
question to ask youw bhefore you go,” he
said grimly. “Did you deliberately climb
the wall at Moat Hellow with the intention
of spying upon Mr. Creepe's household?”

Handforth was rather taken aback.

“I wasm’t spying, sir” he protested., “I
was just making a little investigation——"

“‘]‘I;hen you admit that you climbed the
wall?” ' '

I o YEs. sir,” faltered Handforth.,. “I-

“I should advise you to say nothing
further, Handforth,” interrupted the Head.
“You know perfectly well 1 disapprove of
such ungentlemanly conduct. I assume that
you acted without a full realisation of your

hands geatly

offence. Mr. Crecpe’s cemplaint is a serious
one, and fully justified by the circum-
stances. In future, Moat Hollow will- be

sirictly out of bounds for all jumior boys!®

“Oh, I say!” protested Handforth. < Look
here, sir———*

“ Any juniors found breaking these hounds
will be punished by a flogging at my own
hands!” said Dr. Stafford angrily. “There
is nothing 1 deplore more than my Dboys
making themselves objectionable to our
neighbours. You will report to nie after
you have changed, Handforth.”

The leader of Study D passed out of the
Head’s study in a kind of daze. He hadn’'t
yet got over the shock of seeing Mr. Creépe.
In some way the principal of Moat Hollow

had forestalled him, and Handforth felt
swindled. ,
Mr. Creepe did not remain long after

Handforth had departed. He deprecated the
fact that he had relt compelied to coms
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plain, and urged the Head to be lenient
with the culprit. As he explained, his was
nG ordinary schooi—owing to the fact that

many of his pupils were more or iess
patients-—and  privacy  was absolutely
essential. ¥t was annoying in the extreme

that the Fourth-Formers should pester him
to such an extent.

Mr. Creepe was very courteous and
smooth-tongued. The Head, indeed, con-

sidered him to be a well-mannered gentle-
'‘man, although, perhaps, a triflc uncouth in
his appearance,

Mr. Creepe departed, highly pleased with
the result of his interview. He had created
a good impression, and that was what he
had desired. Furthermore, he had learncd
one or two facts which caused a grim glitter
to appear in his eye.

As soon as he reached Moat Hollow he
strode to his study and struck the bell.
Kirby soon appeared, and the monitor coms-
menced narrating the misadventures of

Handforth.
“Yes, yes—quite s0!” interrupted Mr.
Creepe. “I know all about it, Kirby—you

needn't waste your breath. Find Watson,
and bring him to me at once.”

Kirby raised. his eyebrows, but knew
better than to delay. Within three minutes
he returned with Tommy Watson. The
junior was-looking sullen and defiant. _

“Ah, Watson, just a few words, my dear
boy!"” said Mr. Creepe, sitting bacle in his
chair and smiling benignly. ¢I think it
is about time you wrote a few words to
vour father. Being a mew arrival, you arc
naturally strangé to your surroundings, and
I am sure Sir Vivian will be anxiously
awaiting a letter.”

Watson brightened up instantly.

“Can I write home, sir?”
eagerly.

“To be sure, you can,” replied Mr. Creepe,
liis heavy cheeks shaking as he shifted his
position. “Good gracious! Did you sup-
pose that my boys were not allowed to write
home? What an idea! You will find pen
and paper on the other side of the desk.
Draw up a chair, Watson, and write your
letter.”

Watson readily obeyed, too excited to
realise that there was a catch of some kind
in this affair. Mr. Creepe watched him as
he wrote the address and the date. But
at this point the schoolmaster intervened.

*1 think you had better write to my dicta-
tion, Watson,” he said softly. “Tell your
father that you are very happy here, that
you are comfortahle and well cared for, and
that you regard Moat Hollow as a home
second only to your own——"

« Tell—tell my father—that?” broke in
Watson bluntly.

he asked

“Lxactly! It is my desire—"'
“I won't! It isn't true! I'm going to1
complain—"

“Tut-tut!” interrupted Mr. Creepe. * This

|

!

{ my birch.

-

won't do—this won't do! Remember, Wat-
gon, that I am commanding yon, and I am

accustomed to being obeyed!”

Tommy took a deep breath.

¢ 0h, it’s shameful!” he. burst out.
won’t write sach a string of lies to my
father! I hate this place. It’s a prison.
You can’t keep me here against my will.
I won't write any letter——"’

“One moment, Watson, interrupted Mr.
Creepe gently, *I don't wish to be harsh
with you. But any more of this nonsense,
and you'll be flogged. And then—if you still
refuse—I shall have no alternative but to
sentence you to solitary confinement. In
other words, you will be placed in a cellar,
without light or warmth, and kept there
day and night until you consent to my
detmand. Well, my boy?” :

“II

Tommy Watson flushed up crimson with
passion.
“] won’t write the letter!” he shouted

furiously. ¢ You brute!
beast! I won’t—"

Mr. Creepe rose to his feet.

“I am afraid that we must use a little
persuasion, Kirby,” he said calmly. ¢ Strap
the boy in the usual place, and fetch mec
I have no doubt that Watson's
jetter will be ready for the evening post.”

It was.

- Human suffering has a limit. And
although Tommy Watson was as eourageous
as most juniors, he was compelled to sub-
mit. He received the most terrible thrasha-
ing of his life. And then,.threatened by &
second birching, he succumbed. With his
usual determination sapped away by his
suffering. he gave up the fight.

And the letter was posted that evening.
Mr. Grimesby Creepe always had his own

You old, cowardly

{ way,

CHAPTER XV.
BY REQUEST OF ARCIIIE,

IR MONXNTIE
LIS-WEST
into  the
cautiously.

“What-ho!” murmured a
feeble voice. ‘‘Enter, laddie!
Trickle to the old bedside,
and grab the old flipper! The fact is, I'm
sinking—absolutely! 1 shall scon be com-
ing up for the third time!”

Archie lay in bed, pale and ill.

There was no doubt about his condition.
It was evening now, and Phipps was on
duty in the Dbed-room, calin and collected.
Phipps made an ideal nurse. Mrs. Stokes
had spent all the afternoon with Archie,
and he was feeling rather bucked in con-

a bit rocky, dear

sequence. |
-¢¢ Feelin’ old boy?™
asked Sir Montie. .

“Oh, well, dash 1t!” breathed Archie.

¢ Rocky, what? I mean to say that's
hardly the word, dear old stalwart! The

TREGEL-
tip-toed
bed-room
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good old frame is absolutely shrinking, and
the vital tissues are wilting away. Be-
hold! Observe Archie shrivel as you gaze!”

‘““Begad! Not so bad as that M smiled
Tregellis-West.

But Archie shook his head mournfully.
He was convinced that his illness was fatal.
As a matter of fact, he was in the throes
of a severe bilious attack, and nothing
worse. :

He lay looking at Sir Montie dreamily.

‘“Fate,” he murmured, ‘“has sent you. 1
mean, that's the sort of dashed sporty
thing that Fate does now and again. Here
you are, .lbsolutely at the old bedside just
when you're needed!”

““1 Teally came up to see nf you were
better, dear fellow,” caid-Sir Montie. “ AR’
I was goin’ to tell you about Watson, too.
He’s down at Moat Hollow, you kDOW——0-=?
"¢ Absolutely!”” breathed Archie. ¢ Good
gad! This is dashed extraord.! I mean to
say, dear old Tommy is precisely the
chappie’ I wish to warble about. I gather
that Study C is a somewhat forlorn and
dismal ehamber, what??”

“Yes, rather!? growled Montie.
my own, you know.,”

‘““ How positively poisonous !> said Archie
sympathetically. “ A thousand sorrowsg, old
scout! It so happens that good old Alf
is lonely, too. .So what. about it? What
price an amalnamation, as it were?”?

“I'm afraid I don’t quite follow,”
Tregellis-West.

¢ Pash it all,
be somewhat weak!” whispered Archie.
‘““ There you are, in Study C, ahsolutely
tiring of your own dashed company, and
there's Alf Brent in Study P, pining away
for my companionship, Walds in the wilder-
ness, what? I mean to say, why not carry
the good old goods and chattels along, and
park in my study?”

“0Oh, you mean that I should join Bient
in Study P?’? asked Sir Montie. -“ Thanks,
dear old boy—jolly decent of you. But I'n
afraid I should be in the way when you
came down—I should, really!”

Archie flapped a fecble hand.

‘¢ Taddie, it’s all over!” he murmured.
‘““ Archie will never come down again! This,
1 mean to say, is dashed near the end!
So kindly be a good old sportsman, and
join up with Alf. The poor old horse is
absolutely pining away.”

Sir Montie promised—not without an in-
ward chuckle—and then he solemnly shook
Archie by the hand, and wished him a
long farewell.

Very soon after that two distinguished
visitors arrived—Colonel Glenthorne and a
white-haired old gentleman who turned out

“T'm on

smiled

to be a celebrated London physician—the

Glenthorne ‘family doctor, in facs.

He looked Archie over, lectured him
severely, and allowed him to remain. in
bed. But the genial ass of the Fourth

didn’t stay there for long.

LEE LIBRARY

the brain .cells appear ton

That one visit seemed to have worked
wonders.

Within two days he was up and about—
restored fully to health, but still convinced
that he was an invalid. And when he
entered his study he received a bit of a
shock.

For Sir Montie Tregellis-West had taken
full advantage of his offer, .

Sir Montie was not only there in person,.
but he had brought all his books, his odds
and ends, and his personal belongings. Sir
Montie was firmly installed—and Study C.
for about the first time in history, was
empty.

Archie accepted the situation bravely.

He insisted upon Sir Montie remaining,
and Tregellis-West didn’t require much per-
suasion, He was a {fellow who loved
luxuries, and Archie’s study was replete
with them.

But although Archie was quite amiable
about the new arrangement, he mentally
resolved that when he was dying on the
next occasion he would be a little more
cautious,

Sir Montie Tregellis-West’s removal into
Archie’s study seemed a mere trifle to the
rest of the Fourth—but, as a matter of
fact, it wasn’t a trifle at all.

CHAPTER XVI,
A LETTER FROM HOME.

‘ PLENDID—splendid !*
S Mr. Grimesby

Creepe chuckled
with much satis-
-faction as he gazed at -the
letter in his hand. It had

’ - arrived by the morning post,
and was clearly and !Vram]y addressed to
‘“Master Thomas  Watson.” But Ar.-
Creepe had no compunction in ruthlessly
tearing it open. Watson didn’t even know
of its arrival.

. }llr Creepe toyed with his quill thought-
ully.

‘“Splendid !> he repeated. ¢ That letter
had precisely the right effect—as I was con-
vinced it would have! Sir Vivian assured
me at our first interview that 1 should be
certain of the boy for a year. But this
is better—much better!?!*?

He glanced at the neatiy written letter

again,
¢ Naturally, I shall not show it to tLe
boy yet,” he told himself. "“I may 'not

even show it to him at all. It all depends!”

Mr. Grimesby Creepe: was particularly
pleased. Although his fees were ridiculously
low when compared to those of St. Frank’s,
he was charging: Sir Vivian Watson a
higher rate than usual for the care of his
son. And he naturally felt satisfied—for
the schoolmaster - was one of those peculiar
individuals who gloat joyously over the
saving of a single penny,
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The letter was fairly long, and quite in- —'::'-":_':Z-?‘:. - . i [N

structive: = P B
16, Mountcroft Gardens, e — ~ e
- Regent’s Park, N.W, . -
My Dear Boy,—Your letter gave your —=
mother and I the utmost pleasure, We ™
are indeed de!ighted to learn that you are / C
happy and comfortable in your new sur- T -
roundings. S
I ‘had expected a good report from - —
you, but I must confess that your letter T
surprised me. My first impression of s e
Moat Hollow was good, and your cor-| ——F =7~

roboration has quite gratiied me. 1 can
rest content- that you are in good hands, —
and amid surroundings that you like. — =

As you are happy in your new home— —
for I am convinced it is a home—] will -
now reveal something which I hLave
hitherto kept back. 1 did not wish to
tell you of this until you were comfortably
settled. My confidence in Mr. Creepe is
complete, and I may as well tcll you that
he already knows of this little secret.

Well, Tom, your mother and 1 intrnd
to sail for Australia almost at once—
that is to say, within two or three weeks.
You know most of the facts concerning
the financial crash, and although no iota
of blame attaches itsclf to me for the
catastrophe, certain ill-disposed pecple
are talking—and ncwspupers and periodi-
cals are drageing our honoured name
through the mire.

All this is particularly distressing to
your mother, and I wish to take her com-
pletely away until the affair has died
down. I did not like to tell you of this
before you left home—I did not have the
heart, Perhaps, indeed, I Jacked the
courage. )

But the fact remains. that we must set
off for Australia. 1 have a few mining
interests there, and it is my fervent hope
that [ can realise on these, and so . save
us from complete financial ruin. But it
isil essential that I should go cut person-
ally.

Your sister Violet is being cared for
by your Uncle Benjamin, and no doubt
she will come down to see you occasion-
ally. Your mother and 1 expeet to be
absent for a year, but it is quite likely
that the period will extend to eighteen
or twenty months.

As you 2re s0 hanpy and content at Moat
Hollow, I am quite comfortahle regard-
ing your welfare, and I shall leave you
in Mr. Creepe’s hands with complete con-
fidence.

I need say no more now—for, of course,
1 shall write you again before we sail.

With the utmost love and affection from

us both,—Your affeetionate father,
VIVIAN WATSON. Edward Oswald was hanging from |

: the top of the fence,and going through

Mr. Creepe chuckled heavily. all sorts of contortions in his efforts

‘“Very nice—very nice indeed!*’ he mur-| | to pull himself up.
mured. “If 1T am any judge at all, my |

el
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friends wiil be alsent for neariy two years.
So the boy will be no trouble to me. With
his parents away, apd with myself in com-
plete ccontrol of him, there will be no dif-
ficulties.”’ _

Mr. Creepe was relleved. Tommy Watson
was  an unuesual scholar. The principal of
Moat Hollow miade a speciality of taking
unwantéd children—-and Watson did not
come exactly within that category. But
for the fact that his father and mother
were going abroad for a protracted trip,
Mr. Creepe would never have accepted him
as a pupil,

“The boy will remain here during the
holidays,”” murmured the schoolmaster.
““Under no circumstances must U let him
g0, And it will be easy to find excuses if
his uncle or sister should come bothering.
The money is worth the little extra troublc
—-well worth it! And his presence in my

Sy S Y
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sound well ta

will
f prospective clients to.state that 1 have the

sorr of a baronet in my care.”
It was obvious that Mr. Grimesby Crecpe

schoo! iz valuable. It

had ar eve to business, And althougi:
Tommy Watson was an awkward pupil at
present, his presence at Moat Hollow
would benefit Mr. Creepe in more ways
than one. .
As for the future, the schoolmaster dis-
"missed all worries. Ii Watson talked when
he finally emerged from his imprisonment—
well, he could talk. The word of a school-
bey would be as nothing compared to the
irrefutable evidence of honesty .and in-
tegrity which Mr. Grimesby Creepe could
produce if neczssary. - :
Tommy Watson's life at Moat Hollow had
just commenced, and little did Mr. Greepe
realise what the imnnediate future had 1w
store! -

THE END.

— e s el

The author and I are now busily engaged

ia pianuing several new schemes for the
improvement of the Old Paper. The forma-
tion of a St. Frank's League is taking up
a great deal of our attention just now. 1
do not Lknow whether to call it a League
or a Fellowship. The main idea, of course,
is to bring readers into closer touch with
caclr other and to establish branches in
various centres where they have already
volunteered their services as officers in the
League, and I am keeping their names and
addresscs for future reference should I avail
mvself of their kind assistance.

NEXT WEEK’S STORIES!

The amazing adventures of Tommy Wat-
son at the Moat Hollow School will rank as
one of those exceptionally fine series that
thave made THE NELSON Lit LIBRARY yarns
so  popular, *“THE PHANTOM PRO-
TECTOR!” is next week’s story of this en-
grossing series. The first instalment of a
rew, thrilling detective serial, entitled,
“THE INVISIBLE GRIP!” begins next
week, It is a story of Nelson Lee and
Nipper, introducing that extraordinary per- |
sonality, Professor Cyrus Zingrave.

A MANUAL OF SUCCESS!
“IHARMSWORTH’'S BUSINESS

4.!

ENCY-

( CTLOPEDIA” (Part 1, on sale Jan. 15th,
price 1/3), .is a ncw work of the utmost
importance to all engaged in commerce
or ' contemplating a commercial career.
Nothing so comprehensive has ever beforé
been attempted. It will give the fullest
possible information, arranged alphabeti-
cally, on every business and commercial
subject, with a complete guide to all com-
mercial careers, Cabinet Ministers,
Treasury officials, and leading magnates in
cvery field of industry have contributed the
authoritative articles, The student will find
in it everything necessary to his study and
advancement, and to thosc alrecady estab.
lished, it will form an indispensable work
of reference. It is very richly illustrated,
and it is to be completed in about 36 fort-
nightly parts at 1/3 per part—a price which,
representing, as it does, a cost of only just
over a penny a day, puts it within the
recach of all. Lord Birkenhead contri-
butes a remarkable and inspiring intro-
ductory article to Part 1. * HARMS.
WORTH'S BUSINESS ENCYCLOPEDIA "
will be obtainable from all newsagents and
bookstalls. '

Your sincere friend,

1 THE EDITOR.
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CHAPTER 1.

THE MOTOR-CAR CIHASE.

 ILEEN DARE, Nelson Lee's lady

assistant, was in a very strange
predicament,

Attired in a loose-fitting, dead-

blach picrrot costume, and wearing a hideous

yellow mask, she was being hurried through

the gloomy grounds of Hollowdene Manor in

the fierce grip of two Chinamen,

The lady detective had, in fact, just been
kidnapped from one of the rooms of the
old house, and she found herself helpless
against the two slant-eyed yellow men who
were responsible for the outrage.

Moreover, Eileen Dare had not the re-
motezt  notion  why she  was  being
taken away by tiuem, nor had she any idea
what her destination was to be. - Her abduc-
tion was a complete mystery to her.

She struggled frantically to frece herself
from their grasp, but she would not lower
herself to beg for mercy from such heathens.
And, finding that escape was 1mpossible,
the plucky girl set her lips firmly, and re-
solved to await a more favourable oppor-
tunity of outwitting her captors.

In a dark by-lane bordering the Manor

grounds a motor-car stood waiting, and it
was towards this velicle thhat the girl was
taken. One of the Chinamen, upon reaching
the car, produced a coil of rope, and with
this the girl was rapidly bound—her hands
peing tied beh:ad her back, and her arms
scrurely roped to her body.

Then zhe was placed upon a seat at the
hack of the car, with one of the Chinamen
guarding her, The other took his place at
the driving-whecl, and started the engiie,
Jotting in the clutch instantly, and driving
off into the main London road.

The whole operation of kidnapping Eileen
had occupied only a few ninutes, and the
girl racked her brains rfor an explanation
oi the Chinamen’s reasons for taxing her
away.

storm, one of the mailds
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“A CLEVER DETECTIVE STORY

DESCRIBING HOW EILEEN DARE,
THE PLUCKY GIRL DETECTIVE,
ASSISTED BY NELSON LEE AND
NIPPER, SOLVES THE MYSTERY
OF HOLLOWDENE MANOR.

Cn Nelson lee’s instructions she had
taken a position ss maidservant with Dr.
Jeremy Nicholson, at Hollowdene Manor,
near Watford, a man who was surrounded
in wystery, aud in whom the deteetive was
greatly interested.

A few nights during a severe
at Hallowdene
Manor had et with an untimely death,
and Nclson Lee suspected that she had been
killed by cheeyr fright.

Dr. Nicholson denied this; but the detec
tive was determined to v-eriiy his suspicions
In order to do so, he had installed Eileen
Dare within the house under the name of
“Mary Aldridge,” and since she had been
in residence she had seen several mysterious
and nexplicable happenings,

Lee snd Nipper, working from the outside
of the house, had also made a few dis-
coveries. They kpew, for instamee, that Dr.
Nicholson was heing menaced by the two
Chinamen for some reason, and they had
also discovercd that two London burglars—
Bill Jenking and Walter Hayes—-had been
hent upon blackmmaling the doctor.

By a clever ruse, Nelson Lee and Nipper
had cucceeded in capturing these two
rascals, and they were now lying, bound and
helplesz, in the iatevior of a dilapidated
shack upon the eommon

It was while the famous pair had been
thus engaged that Eileen Dare had been
kidnapped—and this oceurrence was an
eventuality for which the detective had
made no allowance.

Nelson Lee, in point of fact, had cxpected
that an attempt would be made to abduct
Dr. Nicholson. and the ncw. of Eileen’s kid-
napping 2ame as n great surprise to him.

He learned of the Chinamen’s capture of

carlier,

| “Mary aAldridge * from Mason, the butler,

and the detective shrewdly suspected that
the. girl had been mistaken for another in-
dividual eniirely

For some little {ime he and Nipper--and
Eileen Dere aleo—iad gnessed that Dr.



was concealing a
person within a secret chamber which
opened from his private room—a person who
seemed to habitually wear a hideous yellow
mask, and whom' KEileen had actually seen
upon one occcasion.

No doubt the lady detective had been
making an investigation of the doctor’s room
this evening, and had discovered the yellow
mask, which she had unsuspectingly tried
on.

At the same moment, she had been seized
by the two alert Chinamen and hurried
away—the Chinks being under .the impres:
sion that they had got Dr. Nie-holson's
mysterious captwe

This, at all events, was how Nelson Lee
read the riddle; but he did not delude him-
self that Eileen Dare would be safe when
her real identity was discovered by her
captors. The detectwe had had a long
and varied experience of Chinamen, and he
knew that they would not hesitate at any
villainy if it would Serve thelr ends or safe-
guard ‘their libe ty.

The girl’s dan;.rel therefore, ‘was a very
real one, and l\elson Lce intended to leave
no stone unturned in order to rescue her
from the clutckes of the Chinamen.

The position, as events turned out, was
not nearly so bad as at first appeared—-
for as Nelson Lee and Nipper emerged from
thie. hall-door of Hollowdene Manor, after
learning of Kileen’s abduction, their ears
were assailed by the unmistakable throbbing
of a motor-car engine, which could not be
more than a few hundred yards away.

And thes great detective instantly dmned
the truth. :

“The Chmamen have taken Eileen to a

Nicholson

motor-car, young ’un, and tliey are just
starting off!” he said tensely to his
assistant “ Thank goodness we’'ve got our

racer at th: edde of the common! In that
we can pursue them. and unless they've got
a thoroughbred under them, we can owrtake
them this side of Watford"'
Nipper nodded excitedly.
“Qur old 'bus will overtake

e ]

anything on

the road, guv'nor!’ he declared proudh
“We'll have Miss Dare out of the Chinks'
ham'!s before = they realise we're after
‘'em!"’

It was indee? fortunate that the detective
had foreseen some such possibility as this,
and that he had brought his powerful racing
car from the King George Inn, at Little
L'arling, to A spot quite close to the Manor.

With quick strides, he and Nipper
sprinted through the orounds towards the
common and they reached Lee's racer in a

ery few minutes.

and the engine roared into life at the first
touch of the setf-starter. With a bound,
the car started forward as Lee iet in the
cluteh, and a second lates the powerful
monster was careering down the road in the
wake of the Chinamen’'s vehicle.

With bheadlights gleaming, the racer tore

The great machine was
m absolute readiness for instant departure, -

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

w

muterlousqalontr the road at

L

e yheh-g-auidy

an speed,

amazing
superbly piloted by the steady hands of the
The first mile was covered
inside of two-and-a-half minutes, and half-

way through the second Lee and Nipper had
the satisfaction of seeing the tail-light of

famnous detective.

~the Chinks' car awayein the distance.

The rapidity with which tber were over-
taking the winking ruby light was convineing
evidence that Lee's car was by far the
swifter, and the detective knew that he need
have no further anxiety concerning Eileen
Dare. Within a comparatively few seconds
she would berescued, and the Chinamen

would be at the mercy of himself and
Nipper. N
Nelson's Lee’s e@timate was soon proved to -~

be correct, for the racer overtook the fleeing
cat almost as the thoughts passed through
his mind. And, once he had gained the lead,
the detective took very active steps +to
prevent the further progress of the China-
men's car. _

IFFor Lee turned his racer broadside towards
the oncoming vehicle, and thus f{orced it
to come to a standstill. And, on<e it had
dcne =0, he and Nipper covered the Chinamen
with their revolvers, and demanded their
surrender. The two Orientals were flabber-
gasted at the rapidity of their capture, and
thev complied with the detective’s orders
without hesitation.

“What do you mean by kidnapping my
lady assistant?” demanded Nelson Lee, in
a stern tone.

One of the Chinamen murmured ¢ No
savee,” but his companioun answered the
criminologist in perfect English.

¢ You are mistaken, my dear sir!"’ he said,
with a bow. ‘ We have kidnapped no lady,
I assure you! The man we have taken is
rightfully ours——"

“Do you call this young lady a man?”
cut-in Nipper, as he pulled the yellow mask
from Eileen’s head. *“ By jingo, if you had
done any harm to Miss Dare, the guv’nor
“ou'ld have just about killed the pair of
you!”

A silvery laugh broke from Eileen's lips—
a laugh of sheer delight and relief.

“0Oh! Thank .goodness you have come,
Mr. Lee!” she exclaimed fervently “1—I
was tremendously frightened— —”

“YWhat is this?’’ interrupted the Chinaman
blankly, as he stared at the girl's features.

“A lady! And we thought that we had got.
the Captam'”
“Just as I imagined!” said Nelson Lee,

with a nod. “1 think the time has now
come for a full explanation of your con-
duct., and it will be better for you to return
to the Manor with us at once.”

The Chinaman nodded.

“Very well, Mr. Lee—for I Eknow jycur
identity, you see—we will do so0,” he agreed
readily. I must apologise Ior abducting

this young lady, and I hope you will -aceept
my assurance that she was kidnapped en-

tirely by mistake. "We do not want her at
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all, for our business is connected with
entirely different person.®
“The Captiain?” suggested Nelson Lee.
“ Exactly—the Captaln)” agreed the
Chinaman hlandly. =

CHAPTER IL
WILL JENKINS EXPLAINS,

HE return journey to
the Manor was ac-
complished without
loss of time- the two

Chinamen travelling in their
own car, and preceding Lee’s
racer.

Eileen pare, now freed from her bonds,
was seated between Lee apnd Nipper in the

an

‘“Do you call this young lady a
man 7' cut in Nipper, as he pulled
} the yellow maskJdrom Eileen’s head.

racer, aud she ¢ave them an account of
how she had been mistaken for the man

the Chinamen weras really after.

Events had transpired exactly as the de-
tective had surmiseg. and Elleen had simply
been pounced upon owing to her wearing
the wmask But for that :zhe would never
have been molested.

Both she and Nipper were cutrious to know
the real meaning of all the queer happen-
ings which had been taking place at the
Manor; but Nelson Lee advised them to wait
until the Manor had been reached. Dr.
Nicholson would then be called upon for an
cxplanation, and he couid scarcely refusc

4
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to comply with the request, in view of the

present situation.

Lea himself had come to a few conclu-
sion3 which he had no doubt were pretty
near to the tiruth—hut he wished the matter
to be settled once for all, and the mystery
dispersed

Upon arrival at the old house, the two
Chinanien showed no desire to make their
escape, but aecompanied Lee and the others
into Dr. Nicholson’s library. Here thev
found the two dejected blackmailers —who
had Leen brought from the kut upon the

cominon by Mason, who had acted upon the

detective’s instructions,

Dr. Nicholson was also there, ana he gave
a very perceptible start as he bebeld the two

But he made no remarks, and
with listening to what

Clhinamen.
contented fiimself
Nelson Lee had to say.

“This little gathering, Dr. Nicholson, has
becn Dbrought about by a most astonishing
series of events,” said the detective. “ Buf
I hope that it will serve to clear up, once
for ail, the :inystery which seems to have
enveloped boeth you and your residence—"

“It i3 impossible!” muttered the doctor.
“The mystery, a3 you call it, must for ever
remain a mystery—-"

“J1 fancy you are mistaken,” said XNelson
Lee quietly., “This man Jenkins, I know,
has been oaitempting to blackmail you on



account of something which he saw in this
house upon the night of the storm—-"
“ Quite right, guv’'nor!’” said Jenkins, pull-

ing a wry foce. “But you came along and
upset my apple-cart properly! And now
- that me and Walter have been copped, we
might as well make a clean breast of the
whole business!'

¢““ Precisely!” said Lee, with a nod. * You
and Hayes, I take it, were here for pur-
poses of burglary on the night in question?”

“Yes,”’ said Jenkins. “We got into the
passage outside Dr. Nichelson’s room, and
then we saw a ghastly figure come tottering
out of the Jdoorway—an awful-looking thing
it was, with a yellow face and staring eyes!
At the same moment it was seen by one of
the maidservants, and she flew screaming
out into the storm, frightened out of her
wits! She dropped dead out on the _drive
ft‘ygnn sheer fright—and I don't wonder at
it!” .
Nelson Lee nodded grimly, and glanced at
Nipper.

“Just as I surmised,” he murmured. “I
.was perfectly sure that poor Ellen Bennett
was scared to death by some unspeakably
horrible sight she had witnessed within the
Manor, and that her death was not merely
due to the storra. This man’s story con-
firms my theory—but it is not quite clear
why Dr. Nicholson persisted in attributing
the girl’s death to the thunderstorm.”

The doctor gave a little despairing gesture,
but remained silent. | :

“He did that because he daren’t let any-
body know that he’s keeping some bloke a
prisoner in here!”
generously. ‘“But me an’ Walter saw him,
as [ just said, and it was our idea to make
the doctor give us some money to keep the
secret 7
~ “It i{s true, Mr. Lee—every word of it!”
cut in Dr. Nicholson, holding his head down
dejectedly. ¢ By ali appearances, it is im-
possible for me to keep my secret any longer,
and as that is the case I may as well tell
you everything. Ellen Bennett, poor girl, was
frichtened in precisely the way this man has
stated; but it was purely owing to an acci-
dental meeting 1 did everything possible
to prevent such an occurrence—but it hap-
pened, in spite of my efforts.”

Nipper looked at the doctor shrewdly.

«But if Miss Bennett’'s death was due to
an accident, why did you say that the storm
had caused her collapse?”” he asked.

““Because it was impossible for me, at
that time, to give an explanation of the
“ apparition ’ which frighteped her,” said
Dr. Nicholson, glancing at the two Chinamen
fearfully.
concealment is useless, since my secret is
known to the very men from whom I most
desired it to be kept.”

Ong of the Chinamen smiled.

“If you are referring to myself and my
companion, Dr, Nicholson,” ‘he said, “I may
tell you that =¢ have known your secret for

volunteered Jenkins

““Now, by all accounts, further }

- Manor.

several days past. It was our intention to
take away the captain much sooner than
this; but, owing -to the servant-girl’s death,
and the disturbance which followed that
event, we held our hand. Since then we have
been awaiting a favourable opportunity to
strike; but these two criminals complicated
matters very considerably. In addition, Mr.
Lee and his assistant were continually
threatening our safety, and it was not until
to-night that we were able to make a move,
And then, as we now know, we made the mis-
take which has led to the present situation.
Instead of getting the captain, we merely
got Miss Eileen Daro!”

Dr. Nicholson looked puzzled. )

¢ Miss Eileen Dare?” he repeated, glancing
at the girl curiously. “ You are not * Mary
Aldridge,’ then, but the famous lady
detective?” _

Eileen nodded, and blushed.

“] came here in the character of the
maidservant in order to assist Mr. Lee to
discover the cause of Ellen Bennett’s death,”
she said simply. “But I am afraid that 1
have - done very little beyond making a
muddle of things! To-night I found the
yellow mask in your room, Dr. Nicholson,
and I slipped it over my head—merely out
of curiosity. And the next instant I found
myself being carried off in the arms of the
two Chinamen——"

““ They, no doubt, mistook you for the man
they had planned to capture,” said the
doctor. “ Dear, déar! What an extra.
ordinary series of events, to be sure! 1t is
quite evident that I have been living in
a fool’s paradise! Tor; while I thought that
my secret was safe, it was apparently known
to you all!”’

The knowledge seemed to stun him for a
moment, and he relapsed into silence,

CHAPTER  III.
A STRANGE STORY.

HE assembled com-.
pany in the library—
surely as queer an

audience as ever a
man had—watched the old
doctor curiously, and waited
for him to resume.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were standing close
to Eileen Dare, and the two Chinamen were
a little distance apart—both of them looking
on with expressionless faces.

Near by, still guarded by Mason, the butler,
Bill Jenkins and Walter Hayes were seated,
their wrists securely tied in order to pre-
vent them from escaping.

And over by the fireplace stood Dr.
Nicholson, the mystery man of Hollowdene
His lined features now indicated that
he was greatly troubled, and there was no
doubt that he was considerably shocked to
find that all these people were in possession
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his
sceret no longer.

It is quite useless for me to attempt 1o
hide the facts any longer,” said Dr. Nichol-

of secret—which, of course, wis a

son at last. “You all know that I have
been conoealing a masked man in this house;
but I doubt if you are aware of that man’s
ldentity, or of my reasons for keeping him
In hiding. The Chinamen, of course, know
his identity, for otherwise they wouldn’t be
here! It was on account of them and their
countrymen that I have been foreced to ach
as I have done, and I pray that I shall
never have to undergo another such
ordeal!”

Nelson Lee looked at the doctor sympa-
thetically, and spoke in a low tone.

““You are referring to your son, and to his
sufferings?* he murmured.

“Yes, Mr, Lee—you are quite right,”
agreed the doctor. “For the past six months
Captain Nicholson, my son, has been in this
house undergoing treatment at my hands—
treatment such as I have -mever had to
apply to another human being during the
wilole course of my medical careert My task
has .been one of the mgpst terrible which
any father has been called upon to under-
take, und I marvel at the strength and
determination which alone have enabled me
to carry on.”

He paused,
resuming.
“I must explain that my son,” he con-
tinued, ““was captured in the interior of
China some time prior to his return to this
country, and that while there he was shock-
ingly tortured by a little band of fanatics.
‘He was so atrociously handled that the
natives left him for dead—being quite eon-
vinced that the injuries they had inflicted
were  sufficient to  prevent my son’s
recovery.” , -

The doctor paused again, and looked at
{he Chinamen-—who stili remained silent and
inscerutable.

“But Captain Nicholson, by a miracle, did
regain consciousnpess,” weunt on the old man,
in @ ringing voice, “and he managed, Heaven
alone knows how, to ¢rawl to a place of
safety. Later he succeeded in reaching the
coast, - and Dboarding a ° homeward-bound
steamer as a3 stowaway. In this vessel he
travelled to Londou, and from there he made
f1is way here on foot—arriving in the dead of
night, and atftracting my attention by
throwing stones at the window of my bed-
room. [ shall never forget the terrible shock
I received when I came face to face with
my son—for he was scarcely recognisable as
a human being!”

Eileen Dare gave vent to z little exclama-
tion of sympathetie concern as Dr. Nichol-
son’s face cxpressed the horror he fels.

“Oh! How awiul!” she murmured.
truly appalling! You must have

and glanced round before

€ }Io.w
sufiered
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agonics. Dr. Nicholson, to find your son :n
such 2 condition$”
. -'The old man nodded. '

“You are right, Aiss Dare,” he agreed.
“It is quite impossible for me to describe -
my feelings, but you can, perhaps, imagine
something of them when 1 tell you that |
founrd my son’s features almost entirely
missing! They had beemn literally hacked
away by his Chinese torturers, and 1 mar-
velled that the boy had survived the ordeal
at all. He was the most ghastly objeet that
I have ever beheld, and I felt at that moment
very much like ecursing the whole of the
Chinese race.?

“I don’t wonder at it,”” declared Nipper
warnily. 1 have never heard of such a
diabolical outrage, Dr. Nicholson. But what
aboutt your son now? Is he still in the
same terrible condition?*

The doctor shook his head, and smiled.

“By the mercy of Providence—no,” he
replied. ““For the past six months—ever
since my son’s arrival, in fact—I have been
conducting a series of experiments upon him.
Operation after operation has been performed
within the seeret chamber which opens from
my bedroom, and at last I bave succeeded in
restoring my son’s features to something like
their normal appearance. The task has been
a formidable one, but it was worth every
latom of trouble and. care which I have
Iavished upon my patient—**

“And do you mean to say that you have
carried oub all these intricate operations .
single-handed ?** asked Nipper incredulously.

Dr. Nicholson nodded.

“Yes,” he sald. ‘“Seecrecy was imperative, -
and I was obliged to do everything necessary
with mmy own hands. But I did not mind-
that 50 long a3 my son showed progress.
Happily, he proved to be a wonderfully’
healthy patient, and he ¢ame through ths
series of operations in' the most remarkable
manner, If you will excuse me for a
moment, I will bring Captain Nieholson to
you, and allow you to judge for your-
selves,” : | \

he doctor addressed the latter part of
his remarks to the occupants of the library
*;Q general, and then hurried away to fetch
1iS s0mn. '

His extraordinary statements had practi-

cally <¢leared up the mystery which had
formerly surrounded both hlmseif and the
Manor, but there were still a few minor
details to be explained.

- It was not clear, for instance, why Dr.
Nicholzon had been forced to conduct his
operations with such close secrecy, nor why
the capiain had been subjected to torture in
| China.

If Nelzon Leo kEnew the answers to these
questions he kept his own counsel, and
waited with -the others for Dr. Nieholson’s
return. No doubt a complete explanation

iy

vwould be fortiicoming sooner or later,
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CHAPTER 1V,
A NEW ARRIVAL.

R. JEREMY NICHOL-
SON opened the
library door, and
enfered, piloting a
grotesquely masked figure
before him. It was the

figure of a slim young man,
who walked with halting steps, and whose
eyves gleamed strangely from the eye-holes in
the hideous yellow mask. o
“Allow me to introduce Captain Nichol-
son,” said the doctor proudly. “ My son
has entered with the mask in position, so
that you can all see him as he appeared to
poor Ellen Bennett, on the night of her
death. The mask is a ghaqtly looking
affair, I know—but it was vitally necessary
for the captain to - wear it for several
reasons. Now, however, it can bhe dispegsed

with.”

Dr. Nicholson removed the mask as he
spoke, and the features of his son were
to the curious gaze of the

revealed
onlookers. But if they had expected to be

shocked by the sight of a badly disfigured

‘face, they were very pleasantly surprised,
for Captam Nicholson presented the appear-
ance of an exceedingly good-looking man of
slightly under thirty years of age.

At first sight there did not appear to be
a blemish upen bis features, and it was only
by a very close scrutiny that a spectator
could tell that he was not in every way
normal. Even then the defects were by no
means marked, and merely consisted of one
or two slight scars.

e bowed politely to the assembled com-
pany; but Lee noviced that an angry glitter
appeared in his €yes as he beheld the two
Chinamen, But . it disappeared in an
instant,

“Good-evening!” he exclaimed, glancing
round the room interestedly. ¢ My father
has given me a slight idea of what has
taken place this evening, and I can assure
you that I am delighted to stand here before
you—a living monument to Dr. Nicholson’s
amazing skill! My father has literally per-
formed a miracle upon me, and I shall never
cease to be grateful to him, nor to wonder
how he has -achieved his results. My face

has been restored to its normal condition

after being almost completely obliterated—"

“It’'s amazing!” murmured Eileen Dare
incredulously.

“It is, indeed,” agreed the captaln with a
nod. “Just how _amazing you can never
know, because you did not see me before
the operatm'ls commenced.¥

Captain Nicholson then gave his hearers
an account of his father’s wonderful work,
and told them how painstaking the doctor
had been. e concluded by holding up the
mask, and referring to it.

“This was an absolute necessity 'to me,”
he said, “partly to assist in the healing of

my features after the various. openations,
and partly to act as a disguise. It was
essential that my presence at the Manor
should be kept an absolute secret——"

“Why?»? asked Nipper curiously.

One of the Chinamen took upon himself to
answer.

“I think I can explain why the captain
was in hiding,” he said calmly. “My name
is Lung Foo, and I am in a position to
know all the facts, since I was sent over to
this country with orders to trace Captain
Nicholson. Me is accused of the theft of a
god from the Temple of Shin-tia——"

““ But the accusation is a false one!” inter-
rupted the captain hotly.

“I do not think so,” said Lung Foo. “ You
and your companion, Lieutenant Summers,
were both concerned in the theft; but,
unfortunately, Summers escaped. You were
suspected as the one who actually had the
god iu his possession, and you were, there-
fore, subjected to the torture by the enraged
priests of the Temple. You protested your
innocence, it is true; but a little later
Summers was found, and he swore that you
had the god—"

“The lying scoundrel!”
captain. “I never even saw
alone stole it!”

“The priests of Shin-tia evidently think
otherwise !’ said Lung Foo. ¢ For, after
learning of Summers’ accusation, they insti-
tuted a minute search for you. Eventually
it was found that you had fled to England,
and myself-and my servant were instructed to
locate you, and to bring you back at any-
cost——"’

“But you will never do so!” said the cap-
tain hotly. «“ After the diabolical treat-
ment I received at the hands of your people,
I will never again set foot in your accursed
country! I am entirely innocent of the
atrocious charge which you bring against
me, and I swear that I know nothing what-
ever about the god you have mentioned.
I never touched it, or saw it, that I can
remember, and as for stealing it—why, the
idea is preposterous!”

Captain Nicholson spoke in a most con-
vincing tone, and there was not a single
person in the library who disbelieved lmn—
apart from the two Chinamen. They, of
course, were prejudiced against him, having
been sent over especlalI} to effect his re-
capture.

It was at this moment that Nelson Lee
looked at his watch a little anxiously, and
then glanced towards the French window.
Then he raised his hand and beckoned.

Instantly the French window was pushed
open, and a third Chinaman entered the room
—a gentlemanly-looking man, who walked
towards the detective with hand out-
stretched.

“Ah, Mr. Lee—delighted to see you again!”
he murmured. ‘““In answer to your tele-
gram, I hurried down here with all possible
speed, and I arrived just in time to hear

ejaculated the
the. thing—let



éverything which has - recently taken place

in this room. I‘ortunately, I have been able
to do everytlting you required——>>

““ Thank you—thank you ! said Nelson Lee,
in a tone of relief, as he shook the new-
comer’s hand warmly. <1 am tremendously
glad that you have eome now, because you
will be able to econvince your countrymen of
their mistake. Events have turned out much
more satisfactorily than I had anticipated,
and we shall be able to settle'everything
guite amicably.” . '

The detective turned to the assembled
company, and indicated the new arrival.

““ Allow me to introduce Mr. Loh Yang,
the Chinese Ambassador,” he said quielly.
“] fancy that he has some very important
information to impart—information which
will please all of us, but which will appeal
very forcibly to Dr. Nicholson and his son.”

The. Chinese Ambassador smiled and
nodded, and then proceeded to startle the
occupants of the library with the informa.
tion which Lee had promised.

CHAPTER V. ﬁ

PEACE COMES TO HOLLOWDENE.

R. LOH YANG
beamed.

“I am happy to

be able to confirm |

Mr. Nelson Lee’s statement,” |
he began amiably., I have, ]
indeed, brought some import-:
ant information, and I will commence by
telling you that Captain Nicholson’s pro-
testations of innocence are perfectly

true—> ]
‘“What?* -almost shouted the doctor. ]

“You mean that my son’s honour is vindi- |

cated—that his innocence is established?” |

‘“ Exactly!” agreed Mr. Loh Yang. “We
have received the news that the missing god
of the Temple of Shin-tia has been found—in
the possession of Lieutenant Summers!
Summers, it appears, tried to sell it recently,

and I fear that a very swift and terrible ]

retribution overtook him—-*

““Serve him right !’ ejaculated Nipper, in a
tone of disgust. ‘*Summers, according to
Mr. Lung Foo here, swore that Captain
Nicholson had stolen the god—and there’s no
punishment too severe for a man who
swears a false information against a pal!”

Mr. Loh Yang nodded.

““T agree with you entirely,”” he said, “and
T am delighted that Mr. Lee wired for me to
come down here in order to prevent any
further molestation of Captain Nicholson. I
regret very much that he has been made to
suffer at thé hands of some of my misguided
countrymen, but you have my assurance that
he will in future be left severely alone.”

As he spoke, Mr. Loh Yang made a signal
to Lung Foo and the other Chinaman, and
they both left the room at once. A

few b

minotes later the Chinese Ambassador took
his leave of the assembled company, and fol-

Mr. Loh Yang was an old
acquaintance of Nelson  Lee’s — which
accounted for his readiness to make his
appearance in answer to the detective’s tele-
gram. :

When the Chinamen had gone, Dr. Nichol-
son turned to Lee almost with tears in his
eyes, and seized his hand gratefully.

“Thank you, Mr. Lee—thank 3you a
thousacd times,”” he said brokenly.

“Nouszense, doctor!” said the detective,
with a smile. “I am only too bhappy to
think that I have been able to assist you a
trifle—-—"? ,

“A trifie, Mr, Lee!” repeated Dr. Nichol-
son. ‘““You call it a trifle! You can hardly
realise the extent of my obligation to you!
But for the assistance which has been ren-
dered by yourself and Nipper and Miss Dare,

lowed them.

I should not only have been kidnapped and

blackmailed, but I should have had the pain
of seeing my son's operation endangered in
its last stages! I owe you a debt which I

‘can never repay—and so does my son!”

Captain Nicholson nodded, 5and stepped
forward impulsively.

“Dad’s right, Mr. Lee,” he agreed. “But
for you and your clever assistants, there’s
no telling what might have happened to my

face! During the latter part of the time

my father has been paying it a tremendous

amount of attention, and if he had Dbeen
forcibly detained by those blackmailers,
there’s no saying what might have occurred.
You see, that hideous mask was so fixed
that I could not remove it without assist-
ance, and it was owing to my helplessness in
this respect that I came -face t0 face with
the unfortunate servantgirl. I had an acci-
dent that might, ‘and spilled some acid—
which, fortunately, did no harm beyond scar-
ing me, and causing me t0 make a search
for my father.” ' |

The gratitude of the father and son was
genuine and enthusiastic, and Lee and his
assistants were slightly embarrassed. But
they were glad that the case had ended so
satisfactorily for all concerned. Eileen Dare
had materially assisted in the unnavelling of
the mystery, and she was glad that peace
had once more come to Hollowdene Manor
and its occupants.

Bill Jenkins and Walter Hayes were handed
over to the police without delay, and a little
lated Nelson Lee, Nipper, and Eileen Dare
left the old house in the racer, en route
for Gray’s Inn Road. The trio were pleased
that their eerie experiences had terminated
in such a happy manner.

A few days later Lee received a handsome
cheque from Dr. Jeremy Nicholson, and
Eileen Dare, by the same post, was the
recipient of a2 magnificent gold wrist-watch,
suitably inscribed—Dboth of them tokens of
th]e doctor’s gratitude which spoke for them-
selves.

THE END.
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BETWEEN' OURSELVES

MR. EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Chats with his Readers and Comments on their
Letters

(NOTE.—If any readers care to write to me,
I shall be pleased to comment upon any
remarks that are likely to interest the
majority. If you have any grumbles—
make them to me.
gestions—send them along! Remember,
my aim is to please as many of you as I
possibly can. All letters should be ad-

dressed to me personally, ¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY, the Fleetway:

House, Farringdon Street,

London, E.C.A4.
—E.S.B.). _ : -

Letters received: J. Gullin ( Jersey),
William Salter (Bristol), Smith Thompson
(Bradford), Basil Titchbourne (Pimlico),

R. H. W. (Abingdon), E. ‘A. Quin (N. Ken-

Enthusiastic  Reader ”
s John Willes (Folkestone),
‘Ebo >’ (Sheffield), W. B. (Winchester),
‘Life-Long Reader ”” (Leicester), H. FI.
Mullett (Northay), J. Parr (Platt Bridge),

sington), ‘““ An
Walthamstow),

T . Dixon (Liverpool), Tapping Brothers
(Tring), *“Roderick Dhu’’ (Newcastle),
W. G. White (Nuneaton), Albert Barrow

(Islington), C. Southon (Tonbridge), ¢ Old
"Un »? (Millwall), G. Watling (Wandsworth),
W. L. Hayward (Southampton), Fred Alli-
son (York), Allan -J. Parkinson (Grimsby),
Joseph Taylor (Walthamstow), Critic (Har-
row), Tom Lord (Wisbech), Charles R.
Colwell (Birmingham), Elmor Martin
(Limerick),. ‘“Redskin Ern? (lale), Fred
A. Mayerl (Shepherd’s Bush), J. H. Wright
(Broadstairs), Ben Brooke (Stockport),
Derek Wilson (Clavering), John Cobbleton
- (Birmingham). | '

' * * *

Well, I've got _such a lot to say this week
taat’ I'm afraid my remarks will overdlow
on to another page. If so, you have my
sympathy. Buft I'm not taking any blame,
because I get so many letters that I simply
MUST have the space. So that's that.

* * *

- Now for a few general remarks. All right,
you fellows—I'll deal with a few individual
replies later on. But first of all I want to
get some weighty thoughts off my mind.
By the way, how do you like the new head-
ing—‘“Between Ourselves””’? I think if

If you have any sug-

L

mlzlx;(es us just a little bit closer together,
. .
* * *

About the League. This is still very much
““in the air.” That is to say, the Editor
and I have talked about it, but nothing
.definite has yet been settled. All the samae,
I'd like to thank all you hosts of good
fellon.. who have eagerly expressed jyour
willingness to become District Organising
Officers for your own towns (here's a chance
for you to pat yourselves on the back, too—
you hold the field to yourselves. Not a

1 single girl reader has so far offered har

services! I say, young ladies, what’s the
matter?). Your names and addresses have
been placed on a list, and the Editor is
‘holding it ready for future reference. It is
quite likely that you will soon be called upon
to be ‘“up and at 'em.” This League scheme
may develop very shortly now—but I can’t
say anything more at the moment.
. * * *

A great many of you have been writing
to me about that hint I gave some weeks
ago of dividing the. Old Paper into two
publications. There appears to be an over-
whelming majority in favour of keeping it
intact—but with one important change. You
all seem to want a longer school story. The
separate story about Nelson Lece and Nipper
seems to be about as popular as fog at a
football match! You want the detective
element, but you want it intermixed with
the school yarn. In other words, you're not
keen on a double-course meal—you'd rather
have it on one plate! '

* * * .
All right. You shall have it. As I have
alreadv promised, Nelson Lee and Nipper will
come back to St. Frank’s, and take up their
old positions, as soon as the present series
has run its course. And, what'’s more, I'm
going to work extra hard, and give you
longer school stories than ever before. 8o
don’'t write to me and say that I'm not
reasonable!
* ¥
Aithough most of you like the Portrait
Gallery, the Editor and I have received a
few grumbles. Well, we expected them, so

(Continued on covar page iii.)

»
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"OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
No. 61. THE _BR'STOL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL.

Founded in 1542, the Bristol Cathedral) are about 130 scholars. In the sketch above
School is known to have flourished fifty [ can be seem the school building and the
years before this date. Qucen Elizabeth | Head’s house, with the Cathedral in the
visited the school in 1592. To-day there ! background.



Editorial Offlce,
Study E,

St. Frank's.
My dear Chums,

We are all getting anxious about the
welfare of Tommy Watson at the Moat
IHollow School. Ile has only called here

otce, and that was soon after his arrival
at Moat Hollow. If you remember, Tommy
gave us a glowlng account of the place, and
some of us began to envy his good fortune,
It is not like Tommy to drop his old pals,
and [ cannot help thinking it is very strange
we do not hear anything of him nowadays.
There is something flshy going on at: Moat
Ilollow, and. I should not he surprised if old
Grimesby Creepe is keeping the whole school
gated for soiie reason other than as a
punishment: Why, for instance, dees he
erect high wooden barriers on the walls and
gates so that no one can see within? For
what reason are the gales kept perpetually
locked, and what is the meaning of a moat
around the school buildings?

CONCERTED ACTION NECESSARY.

During the  week, Handy succeeded in
climbing over the wall of Moat Hollow, but
the recception he received makes it quite
ciear that Grimesby Creere is delermined at
ali cozts to Kkeep out intruders from his
establishment. Those who know Handy can
rest assured that this intrepid youth will
not be prevented from penelrating Creepe’s
stronghold before many moons. Never-
theless, I fear that Handy will not be able
{o do very much on his own account, and
1hat unless his- chums, Church and McClure,
can prevent him, he will only succeed in
getting into more tfrouble. To do any good,
concerted action, according to a carefully
worked out plan, is necessary.
f: what 1 am now preparing.

And that H

1 OUR REDSKIN ARTICLES.
Some real facts concerning North American

Indians are always interesting, especially
when they come from such a trustworthy
scurce as Eugene Ellmore., The articles pub-
lished last week and in the present issue
are intended to correct a few inaccuracies
contained in Handy's serial, “In Quest of
Goid!” which introduces redskins in the
most reckless way.

A REALISTIC TABLE FOOTER GAME.

The St. Frank’s Table Football Game, a
description of how to make and play it
being a special feature of this week’s Mag.,
will, I hope, shortly be available for those
readers who wish to buy the game already
riade. It should be clearly understood that
the game inventor has applied for a patent
for this game, and that the game may only
be made by readers for their own private
use. The game has caught on no end here
at St. Frank’s, Some of the fellows are
getting quile expert. To-morrow night the
Ancient and Modern Iouses met in mortal
combat in the Common-room to try their
skill at the new table game. Later omn, I
hope to arrange Table Football League
maiches among my readers.

OUR CROSSWORD PUZILE.

Crosswords are the latest craze. They are
not called crosswords because they make
vou angry, though they do try one’s temper
a bit. I am giving you a very simple one
in the Mag, next week. As most of the
words in the puzzle are to do with St,
Frank’s, I am sure that many of you will
get it correct. Though I am not offering
prizes for the correct solution, I shall te
interested to hear from those chums who
succeed in solving our crossword puzzle next
week. |

Your sincere friend,
REGGIE PITT.



T HE table football

Jhearcst approach to the field
ganie that has been devised ;
but it has the advantage
that it can be played by two
or more c¢ven uumber of
players arranged on opposite
sides, on any rectangular .
table, preferably covered |- #
with cloth, on which the field |O
can be marked. The method }€
of playing the game can be |2

PRAC1ICAL
FOR THE HANDY BOY
By Dick Goodwin

é-. . y -
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ADVICE

THE ST. FRANK'S TABLE FOOTBALL GAME
WHAT IT IS AND HOW TO PLAY IT

ganie as plaved at
St. Frank’s i3 the

5. The game is to Prevend
&  the opponent or o%ponents
! fromn getting the ball into
1, _ thenet,

GOAL _£4 6. The players arc provided

with miniature feet which

AREA ek fit on the first and second

4%  fingers of ope hand.

L+ 7. The players must always

} have one foot on the table,
1 the feet moving alter-

|4 nately a9 in walking or
rugning,

8. In a game with four

o HALF Wt\Y LINE
followed by reading the rules. rI ) ‘Fé’ . players, one of each of
r 'QRWARD the opposing teams acts
THE RULES OF THE |2 | AREA 1 a3 back and goalkeeper,
GAME. m 4 and must remain within

1.

| )

. The table should be | BACHK

The game can be played t}
with 2, 4, 6, or more |-

TOUCH LINE
N

[ the goal and back areas,
the ferwards have the

players, divided into op-
posing tcams of equal
numbers.

rectangular and  divided
into twelve spaces, these | «
being formed hy dividing L
the end of the table into | -
three parts, the sides into =~ $ -y 13
fjour cqual parts, and

joining the points (sec Diagram) by ricans
of chalk or paint. ’

. Goals are fixed at each end. The rectangle

immediately in front of the goal i3 called
the goal area, those adjoining at the sides
arc called the back arcas, and these ad-
joining the halfway }ine are called forward
ix..rcas. The edges of the talle form touch
ines,

. The ball may be of mbher or <eiluloid,

preferably # in. diameter, but should not |

cxeeed 1 in. diameter,

|
' 2% - run of thelr own forward
' areas and the opponents’
: field. With 6 players, the
AREA 3 forwards may e two
plavers on each side, or 2
glayers can remain as

— - acks, one also acting as
, GOAL | _ } goalkeeper.  With 10
S Rl W) players, the teams of 5

are arranged as goalkeeper,
2 backs and 2 forwards.

9. No player is allowed to push another player
with his handg,

10. No playcr must remain in the opponents’
area after th:i¢ ball has left it, but must follow
it into his «wn area.

11, When a goal has been scored, tlic side at
whose expense it has been made, kicks off
ancw Itom the centre of the haliway line,
which is al:wo the eommencing point of the
game, Al plavers being in their correct
areas,
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12. The ball is out of play when it is allowed to
fall off the table or behind the net.

13. When the ball is out of play by going over
the touch line, the opponent is allowed a
frce kick at a point 2 in. from the edge where
the ball crossed the line.

14. When a ball is out of play through going
behind the net from an opponent’s foot, a
behind kick is allowed to the other side,.
This is taken 1 in. from the goal mouth.

15. When the ball is out of play for the same
rcason from the defenders’ foot;a penalty is
awarded to the opponents. This takes place
from one-of the outer corners of the goal arca.

16. If a player transgresses any of the rules
outside the goal arca, a free kick is allowed to

the other side from the place where the rule
was broken., This is called a foul. :

If the foul takes place inside the goal area,
the penalty -takes the form of a free kick to
the other side from the centre of the ontside
goal area line with only the goalkeeper de-
fending.

17. Time of play. The game may be carried
on for any stated period, but the players
must change ends at half time.

18. After half time, the ball is kicked off by
the team who scored the last goal in the
previous half, failing a score by the team who
did not Kick off in the first half.

19. The game must be supervised by a referce.

20. Play must stop at the sound of the referce’s
whistle and be resumed under his direction,
The decision of the referee must be regardexd
as final in all disputes.

| HOW TO MAKE THE GAME ||

HE fect can be made with 12 in. lengths
of § in. diamcter dowel rod, to which
fix 1% in. lengths of ordinary rubber

tubing, as at Fig. 1 '

The rubber tubing
- should be of a suit-
® able diametcr to fit
% on the finger-tips in
¥ the position shown at
¥ Fig. 2. The method
¢ of preparing the- parts
g is shown at Fig S.
" A represents a length
.of dowelling which can
be obtained at a
timber merchant’s or
‘cabinet maker's, the
wood is gencrally
birch. A portion of
the round should be
planed off to give o
flat surface £ in.
wide, as at DB, and
then the length cut
up into 1} in. picces.
The pieces are now
shaped with a sharp
chisel ag at C and D.
The rubber tubing, as

the corners cut off with a pair of scissors
a9 shown, giving a shape when opened
out as at G. Two
small wire gimp pins
are pushed through,
as at H, and then the
rubber is attached to
thie wood, the nails
fitting in fine holes

previously made in
the wood with a
bradawl.

The nets are made
with a wire founda-
tion, as at Fig. 4,
and covered with net-
ting or coarse muslin,
as at Fig. 5. The
measurements of the
parts are given  at
Fig. 6, all joints at A
B, and C bcecing sot-
dered. The necessary
spring to the clip
underncath can be
imparted by hammer-
ing the wire on the sides, after it has been bent.
A flat iron makes a suitable anvil for this

at E, i3 pressed to- | operation, The netting can be attached by
gether, as at 'IY, and | sewing or with glue.
C ”'-ﬂ-_.- . 1..]@:
‘ T s diam. toe  }
8 - ' ' E
T | L
F‘g 6 6"\.‘ E
[\
TR
. E
I 9in
. ;
. .
. X sy |
- - - 7 gt
Flgj o - =t~ '4%'
% } 2in 4
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Correspondence Answered by
Edward Oswald Handforth
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LEE

_ _ NELSON
LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply
on this page. But don’t expect an answer

(NOTE.—Readers of Tue

wecks, perhaps tive or six,
Address  your letters or postcards to
E. 0. HANDFORTH, =2/o0 The Editor,
THE XNELSON LEE LiBRARY, The Fleetway

10r s¢vers

Mouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. |

—E.0.H.)

SheyentickaPun)

. S. SIRRAH (Nottingham): Xy hat! Some
of you chaps are more rurious than
girls! The twa St. Frank’s fellows
whose homes are fn Notis are Stevens
of the Flith, and Hobbs of the Third.
S0ITy- No more space.

‘“ANCIENT » BRITTON  (Orpington): e
thought about having a scout troop at
St. Frank’s—at least, I did. But when I
siiggested calling oursclves the
‘“Squirrels,” the other chaps said
“Rats!*  Perbaps we’l have a troop
one day.

NORMAN FREER (Lelcester): 1t seems to

me that you're freer with your remarks
than you ought to be, my lad! (There’s
a pun therel). In your PS. you say
you’re sorry that I'm ap ass. Well,
. you’re a fath ad, and I'm NOT sorry.
SIMPLE SYMON - (Belfast): First you call
me a Teddy Bear, then you wish me a
rotten Christmas and an unlucky New

Year, and end up by asking for a nice

What do you think I am—a

reply.
You know yodur right name,

doormat?
anyhow! _
BLEN PEAVOY (Mount Mellick): It's likely
I’'m going to publish your silly descrip-
tion?t

and podgy cheeks? 1t’s like your check
to say vou can beat me’ '

MABEL KNIGHBT (East Croydon): Here, 1}

You mustn’t be so jolly
Have we got a wireless
What o question!
ask if we've gzot

3ay! Go easy!
afifectionate!
sct at St. Frank’s?
You might as well
glass in the windows!

T PETER TAXN

..~ to give yocu a reply, too, have I?

Who wants 10 know that you've}
got a turpned-up nose and a double chin}

; v {Southport): So you're
Naughty Neil's friend, are you? 1'm not
a bit surprised! Thanks for your offer
to come and he my secretary. But I've
got two already. They obey all orders
without jibbing. g

'LORD THOMAS (Wisbech): Haven’t had

time to read

( your letter-~the pencil was

too fzint. Write it again In ink, and
I'll. answer it! You’re thoe first Pcer
of tho Realm 1! ve known to write.in
that slovenly fashion! '

LEN G. WATERMAN (South Chingford):
Will- 1 excuse your typewriting? My
dear, heavenly chap! . There's nothing I
love better than typewriting! I read
every word of your letter with joy, but
_your sketeh gave me the pip. .

GODFREY (Southampton): As 1 am,in
your opinion, the.bigpest idiot that was
ever born, I cuan’t find words to answer
vour letter. So al I can do is to let
it go at that, This is what you get for
being cheecky! ‘ -

DUMKINS (Brackleyi}: Don’t blame me
_about putting rockley Instead. of
Brackiey. 1 sent in my copy O.K., but
the fatheaded printers messed up my
icpiy to LUFFEY. 1 knew you came
from Brackley all ihe time!

B. C_(Brackley): Well, this is a bit thick!?
You draw a picture of a chap with a
donkey’s head, and say it’s my portrait!
Who did yon take for a model when you
drew it? Your pal, Luffey, I'll bet!

FRIEND OF B.C. (Brackley): There's
swarms of you! I expect B.C. either
drew that donkey from” you or. Luffey, or
—most hkely-he had a good look at
himseif in the mirror before he started
drawing. You can’t diddle me!

LUFFEY (Brackley): Great pip! I've got

I’'m

. .overwhelmed with -gratitude -for that
drawing. At least yow credit me with
having a human head! You Brackley
. chaps are the dizzy limit!

SINGER. (W.2.): The only tips 1 can give

~-you about punching are these—only
punch when you really must, and then
punch jolly Lard. Get yours in first.

-

TED.



CLARENCE
FELLOWE,

ALBERT CROOKS.

81 OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY,
And WHO’S WHO.

No. 57—-CLARENCE FELLOWE.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

An extraordinarly tall boy, and so
thin that he resembles a lamp-post.
His arms and legs are like long sticks.
Haz a bony head, with a long, lean
face, wearing a set expression of
mournful resignation. Kyes, brown.
Hair, brown arnd curly—a huge, waving
mop. Height 6 ft. 1 in. Weight, 8 st.
7 [b. Birlthday, February 19th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Calm and imperturbable, but quick
in an emergency, with plenty of pluck.
Cannot say a dozen words without
rhyming them. An unconscious poet.
Has an aptitude for concocting
doggercl parodies.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Spends most of his sparc time read-
ing or writing letters home. Is a
demon corresnpondent, and can
generally be found writing to some-
hody. Contributes occasionally to the
“Magazine,”

-~

Mo. 53.—ALBERT CROOKS.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

A slim, pleasant- looklng boy. Wears
giass2:,  Eyes, brown. Hair, chest-
ntit. Helght 5 ft. Weight, 6 st. 3 Ib.
Birthday, January 3lst.

CHIEF CUHATRACTERISTICS:

Brizht, sunny and happy when he
13 broke to the wide, and when things
are generally in a bad way. Makes
the best of evervthing. A cheerful,
happy-go- lucky optimist, who never
worries himself over the slightest
thing.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

A pgood long-distance runner, with
plenty of staying power. Hobby:
Cheering other fellows up when they
look miserable.




| At ST. FRANK’S.

S0
|
' N6, 59.—ALFRED BRENT.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION;

Broad-shouldered, clumsy, and big-
4§ itmbed. A wounderfuily suany hoy,
with many f{reckles, and an infectious
smile. Lyes, soft brown. Hair, fair.
Height, 5 {t. 1 in. Weight, 8 st. 13 1b.
{ Birthday, Junc 26in;

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Although good-tempered, he bhas o
dogged de%cr-mination and strong will
Obstinate to a degree—aud very hard
to convinee. Modest and usassunliag
generally., A hard worker and ap
energetic sportsman.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Plays well at back in foothall, anil
nearly good enough for regnlar junior
cleven. Hobbies: Oycling, reading,
anlateur carpentry. ' '

.........

ALFRED
No. 60.—GECRGE HOLLAND. BRENT.

GENERAL DESCRIPTIOXN:

A smallish boy, .with a  serious
countenance, Always dapper in
appearance. Eyes, blue-grey. Hair,
auburn. Height, 4 ft. 10 ins. Weight,
7 st. 131b., Birthday, September 28th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Has a peculiar outlook on life.
" Worries over everything. When all is
well generally, is fearful of coning
disasters. Takes a glooiny pleasure in
every misfortune. A pessimist.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS: ’;
Dislikes sports, and prefers {o spend =
fine  aiternoons wandering down
country lancs for specimens. Js a s

‘naturalist, and has a fine collection.

"y

NOTE.—The agecs of Fourth Form 5
hoys vary bhetween fourteen and six- [9
"tcen, hut for obvious reasons no more 3
definite information on this point can 7(
"he given. \

NEXT WEEK: Timothy Armstrong, I
1rnest  Lawrence, Louis Grifiith,
William Freeman.
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FACTS LET LOOSE
Our Alisorts Page
By EUGENE ELLMORE

FOGS.

What is a fog?
than a cloud out of place; it has settled
down on the earth instead of keeping up

in the air. This fog-cloud may be dry or
wet. In London it is dry, because the
particles of soobt or dust upon which the
moisture is deposited are numerous and large
and close together, so that there is more
“carbonised matter and less vapeur. In the
country and at the seaside, where the air
is freer from these solid particles, the fogs
are mainly water,

Either form is bad enough, and the driest
of fogs is a veritable wet blanket; and
persons whno suffer from chest and lung
diseases have u trying time in the fog season
—wlich, by the way, is at its height in
December, our foggiest month., A day or
two of fog in London will double the dezths
from asthma, bronchitis, pneumonia, etc. A
single bad fog, it has been stated by a high
authority, may cost more lives than a big
battle. .

These are the direct effects. The indirect
nobody can estimate. How much the human
vitality 'is depressed, and human energy
ncutralised, by the contact of the chill
moisture with the skin and by the depriva-
tion of sunlight, it is impossible to tell.
But both body and mind suffer<the mind
most of all.

Fog Is the traveller’'s deadliest enemy.
The mariner dreads it, and the motorisé
scarcely less so. It turns the streets of
London and our big cities into death-traps.
Can it be cured or prevented? This is a
debatable question. It is another form
of the -struggle of Science v, Nature. And
Nuture usually wins,

PTARMIGAN,

The ptarmigan has been called the aristo-
crat of game birds. It is, and has been for
centuries, a favourite of kings and aristo-
crats and epicures. But it has not been seen
much in England of late, mainly because in
Iceland, which is the chief source of supply,
it has heen illegal to shoot ptarmigan since
1921. An extra severec winter that year came
near to extinguishing the bird entirely, and
80 to preserve it the law was passed.
Travellers in Iceland tell us that now tie

birds may be seen there in tens and
hundreds of thousands, and that hunting

and shooting them is again allowed. 5o
ptarmigan have once again been seen on the
tables of English epicures.

Nothing more or less:

THIRH T

By An Old
Boy

(iord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

A

No. 25.—BLINDING A LION,

» T was in Kenya Colony. And in that
country it is almost as common an
occurrence to meet a lion in the path
as to meet a man, in many parts even

comimoner, once you are outside the towns

and settlements. )

I was staying with an acquaintance, and
we started out one morning on a big game
hunt. We didn’t intend to go far, so we
sent on our native servants with our rifles
and provisions, and decided to walk, so that
we might have greater freedom. We were
plodding along, chatting, when we were
startled by a piercing cry, enough almost to
curdle the bhlood, coming from the forest
scrub, .

Hurrying on, we soon came to a turning,
a sort of track, too narrow for vehicles,
down which we turned. In a minute or so
we came. upon a fearsome spectacle. A lion,
a big, tawny monster, his mane bristling and
his eyes flaming, was just about to spring
on an Indian woman, while a man and a
child, also Indian, stood by, paralysed with
fear. ,

Running my swiftest, I ran nearly close up
to the group, and fired my revolver, aiming
straight at the lion’s left eye. Tke shot
went home, and the lion stopped £nauling
the woman, looked at me with his other eye,
and then came for me. I dodged behind a
tree, and the lion prepared for a spring at
me, evidently intending to take the tree in
his jump. But while he hesitated an
instant I fired at his other eye, and provi-
dentially hit the mark. The brute now
became frantic, and seemed to charge all
ways at once. Then he abruptly stopped,
turned, and fled into the forest with a roar,

We got the poor wonian to the main road,
and, a doctor’s car coming up opportunely,
she was taken to hospital, and ultimately

r—

| recovered.
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MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE.
After a9 stirring adventure with Indians,
Bob Brave and Claude Courage have been
rescued by General McTavish and his troops.

They are on their way back to Fort
Adventure, when they see, across the pralirie,
& creat train of covered wagons.

EReee————

CHAPTER X1V,
THE SCHOONERS OF THE PRAIRIE.

(¢ * 00K !” cried Bob Brave.

His eyes leapt over the prairie,

and swept the distant horizon.

Creeping across the undulating

country was the great wagon train—hundreds
of them, all bound for the goidfields.

“We will join the wagon tmain?!” shouted
Claude Courage happily. ¢ They are going to
the goldfields, and we will go, too! We will
seek our fortunes again!?

‘¢ Good egg!” roared Bob Brave.

And less than ten minutes later they bade
good-byve to the troops, and joined the
hardy picneers who were off into the gold-
ficlds. It was a great moment. Our two
herces were delighted by everything they
Saw,.

There were Dhundreds of covered wagons,
and each one was full up with men or women
or children or stores. And the leader of the
expedition proved to be a huge man named
Prairie Bill.

« Waal, if this ain’t the cat’s whiskers!”
rxclaimed Prairie Bill, as he welcomed our
two wanderers.  ‘“Say, pards, you’re sure
weicome! T guess we can do with two blokes
Jike you! I guess we can! Yon’re the rigit
cort, I guess! Sure thing!> o

« Then—then we can join the expedition?”
«lorused our leroes.

“ Yep, sure!” said

T S IR B
jl, 1‘,.‘,{]'_!3 .

Prairie Bill. ¢ 3hake on

J

A Marvellous New Serial of Breathless

Adventure in the Klondyke and Alaska.
By the Celebrated Author
Edward Oswald Handforth

CHAPTER XV.
OUR HEROES MAKE AN ENEMY.

WEUEK has passed.
Bob Brave and Claude Courage

_ were now full-blown members of

=7 the great expedition.. They were
enjoying themselves immensely. There was
nothing like the life on the prairies! And day
succeeded day, and everything went on fine.
The goldfields grew nearer and pearer.

Then, one afternoon, a startling thing
happened. ' ' |

Bob Brave was frying some bacon outside
his wagon. The whole expedition was camp-
ing, and the air was filled with the sméll of
if;ryixiig sausages and hot tea and buttercd
oast. ~

Bob Brave suddenly started back, and
the bacon dropped out of the pan, and fell
on the fire. For Bob had just seen the
Bully of the Camp kicking a little boy in
the ribs! It was a foul deed. The bully
was a hulking great rotter named Roaring
Jake, and he kicked the kid about ten
yards. It fell with a sickening thud, and
howled like the dickens.

““You bully!” cried Bob Brave,
up.
pI-Ioaring Jake towered over him like a
mountain. e was in his shirt-sleeves, and
his hairy arms were like tree-trunks, -all over
kpots. MHis face was coarse and rcd, and
covered with a kind of shrubbery.

“ Jumping grizzlies!” thundered Roaring
Jake.  What's this 'ere?”
“Take that!” panted Boh grimly.

And the next moment the great figut had
started!

rushing

(Read how Bob thrashes the bully in next

! week's stirring instalment.--AUTHOR.)
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This NEW WORK will help you to

Tackle a Bigger Job. Earn More Money.
Carve Out a Big Future for Yourself.

Knowledge is the secret of
success, When you start in
business—any business—it’s the
little bit of extra knowledge
which makes the difference be-
tween the boy who stays on
junior pay and the boy who
climbs from job to job to a big
position .at the top. This new
work will give you much more
than a little extra knowledge—
it will tell you all you want fo
know, whatever business vyou
take up. It will tell you: How to
become an Accountant, a Shop-
keeper, an Architect, or any
profession you can think of.
Once you have decided, or if
you have already entered upon
a career, it will give you the
fullest possible information about
every subject connected with it.

Cabinet Ministers, Treasury
Experts, Directors of big Banks
and great Business Men have
combined to write the BUSI-
NESS ENCYCLOPEDIA. It
will be fully illustrated and the
contents will be alphabetically
arranged. It is to be issued in
fortnightly parts at 1/3 per fort-
night. The ONE PENNY PER
DAY it will cost you now may
mean hundreds a year to you
later on.

PER PART |
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PART 1. On Sale THURSDAY, JANUARY 15th
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{Continued from page 30.)

we’re not absolutely bowed down with grief.
1t’s only natural that many of you should.

have formed your own opinions regarding
the looks of different boys. And if the
portrait doesn't exactly coincide with your
preconceived idea, you calmly sit back and
say that the portrait is rotten! KEven the
best of chaps are sometimes ugly, don’t
forget. We can’t all be handsome, dashing
Valentinos like the Editor and his dazzling
staff. Why, .it’s a positive relief when 1
walk into the office—the contrast is so great.
(Most of you have secn my photograph, so
it’s hopeless for me to pretend that I'm in
the Valentino class—the Editor gave me
away when he published that awful likeness.)
But to become serious again. I'm sorry if

gome of you feel like using the Portrait

Gallery to light the fire with, but we must
le‘lful A b~ 4 1ese blows with fortitude.
-t nese little worries.

Nadinady ; \ * .

A good many of you want me to feature
all sorts of minor characters in my stories.
One would like a story about  Yung Ching,
another is bursting to hear about Hussit
Ranjit Lal Khan, somebody else wants a
story written round Ulysses Spencer Adams,
and still another is keen upon Larry Scott
or the Onions brothers. Sometimes. I sit
back in my chair, scratch iny head, and won-
der how the dickens I éan please you all, As
far as I can see, my only chance is to bring
in these minot charaeters at intervals—for
it is obviously impossible for me to feature
everybody in every sbory .

L

Thanks for your two little drawings, Smith
Thompson. They re quite good. One of
thesc days you'll he earhing lots of money
with your artistic skill. T've kept every one
of vour little sketches.

L * "

You ask for one line from me, Basil Titch-
bourne, so here it is. 1’ll be extra generous,
and give you two or three. No, I don’t
mind your criticism at all—I like it—and I
hope the new series is pleasing you as much
as you apparently anticipated. Let’s know,
will you?

* t 4 L

W.B., of Winchester, wants to know if the
J1d Paper can be obtained in India. I think
it can, W. B.—at all events, you will have
nc difficulty in getting your copy if you sub-
scribe direct. After all, when you’re abroad
like that, I think it would be better to have
it sent by post.

*

x L

Very well, Alan J. Parkinson, I'll tell you !

why I've replied to a good many girl readers.
The answer is guite simple. I've replied to
them hecause they have -written te me on
subjects which are of general interest. And
that, as you know, is the main object of
these columns,

THE NELSON

interested.

LEE LIBRARY

Glad to hear, Irank Nichols (I acknow-
ledged your letter last week, you'll remem-
ber) that since your father has read some
copics of the Old Paper he no longer regards
my yarns as ‘“Penny Dreadfuls.” I shauld
hate anybody to charaeterise my work as
such! I wish a few thousand other fathers
would follow your dad’s example! I wonder
why 30 many pcople take things for granted?
I wondecr why so many people condemn with-
out any knowledge? It’s a sad, sad world!

- *x * %* \

You're anothcr chap I mentioned - last
week, A. H. Scarle, And I’'m afraid your
complaint about the Moor View girls is now
almost entirely unsupported. Our cheerful
friend, T. E. Pattinson, has very handsomely
retracted his first remarks—so you are now
the one who is ‘““alome in the wilderness.”
At least, you’ll only have “ An East Ham
Reader ” to keep you company.

* %k *

As for you, John Franklin, take my tip,
and write to the Editor. "1 acknowledged
your letter last weck, but had no space to
writc anything further. The Editor is the
man to help you about that correspondence
idea. If I took it on my shoulders to pro-

.| mise anything, I might get into fearful hot

water. And I only deliberately get into
hot water when I take my annual bath!
x 3 *

John Cobbleton, of Birmingham, appar-
cntly has a morbid mind. He wants to
know if crime is greater in America than it
is in England. I shouldn’t deal with this
subject here under ordinary circumstances;
but in view of my recent * American Neote-
Book ” articles, and .the overwhelming num-
ber of requests I have received for a con-
tinuation of them, I think you will all be

* - *

Well, John Cobbleton, crime in England is
a mere infant in arms compared to crime in
the United States. Do you realise that,
roughly, 8,500 murders arc committed annu-
ally over there? And can you grasp the faet
that there are no less than 135,000 murdereis
at large in America?

* * %

I cannot do Letter than guote the exact
words -of Judge Kavanagh, of the Superior
Court in Chicago. ‘“There is no civilised
country in the world where life and property
are as insecure, and wherc the laws, though
made by the people for themselves, are less
feared or so little respected. In this regard
we stand humiliated before -the nations of
the earth, and this generation of-Americans
will be written, belittled and disgraeed
through all history.” And such words,
coming from such an authority, cannot be
ignored. Yes, John Cobbleton, crime 1mn
America is a veritahle mounster. We in peace-
ful, law-abiding Britain sometimes fail to
realise how fortunate we are!
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