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They saw their victim floating there—a ghastly figure in the calm moonlight J
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AN ABSORBING STORY OF MOAT
HOLLOW SCHOOL AND ,THE BOYS
OF ST. FRANK'’S.
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& Tommy Watson, late of St. Frank’s
. College, is a new boy at a neighbouring
2% school, known as the Moat Hollow
School. This establishment is run by
Mr. Grimesby Creepe, a hypocrite of

| | the deepest dye. While pretending
to the parents and guardians of his victims that the boys are well cared for,
he actually treats them like convicts. Once a boy arrives at the school he
remains a prisoner under the watchful eye of Creepe and his monitors.
The boys are half-starved, and live under terribly hard conditions, doing
imore manual work for Creepe’s benefit than ordinary school work. Watson’s
old chums at St. Frank’s get to hear that things are pretty bad at Moat
Hollow, and are determined to help him. How Watson is protected from

his persecutors by an unknown friend is described in the story you are

about to read.

THE EDITOR.
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

% CHAPTER L
THE WORRIES OF SIR MONTIE.

IR MOXNTIE TREGELLIS-WEST, of
the: Fourth Form at St. Frank’s,
paced slewly up and down Study P,
in the Ancient House. There was a

usually urbane

S

worried expression on his
countenance.

It was getting on for supper-timme, and
Montie had already finished his prep.
Occasionally, he glanced at the handsome
green marble clock on the mantelpiece, as
though anxious for the time to speed away.

A cheerful fire burned in the grate, and
the luxurious Iounge was occupied by the
reclining figure of Archie Glenthorne.
Archie, in fact, was just dozing off into
peaceiul slumber,

Crash!
A small occasional table overturned nosily
as Tregellis-West bumped against it in turn-
ing. He had been so deep in thought that
he had actually become clumsy—an unheard
of thing for Sir Montie.
“Sorry, dear fellow,

>

e said, as he

noticed Archie opening his eyes. “Very
clumsy of me—it was, really. But these
little things will happen, you know. Life's
full of worries.”

Archie yawned.

*“Oh, rather!” he agreed sleepily. *1

mean to say, don’t mind me a bit, laddic!
Carry on with the good work! The idea, 1
gather, is to wreck the happy home, what?”

“I am worriell, Archie—that’s what’s the
matter with me,” said Tregellis-West, pick-
ing the table up and then seating himsell.
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“1 can’t keep stil], you know. I want bed-
time to come—an’ the clock seems to tick
away with dreadful slowness.”

*“ Ahsolutely!” said -Archie. “ Laddie,
you've hit it. Clocks have a frightfully
queer habit like that. When you want the
good old time to, flow away on wings, the

clock simply staggers along its old course

like a dashed snail. But if you’ve only got
five minutes to catch a traino,
bally clock whizzes forward like the
old diekens. Dashed rummy, what?>

Archie closed his eyes wearily. Such a
long speech had practically exhausted him.
And Tregellis-West managed to smile.
Since -he had shared Study P with Archie
and Alf Brent he had often had occasion
to be amused at Archie’s quaintness.

The arrangement was a new one. Montie’s
h0som chum, Tommy Watson, was not at
St. Frank’s this term, and so that cele-
brated apartment, Study C. was now bare
and empty. At Archie’s invitation, Tregellis-
West had brought his goods and chattels
into Glenthorne’s comfortable sanctum.

‘““You’re too much of a slacker, Archie,”
declared Tregellis-West. “Why don’t yon
come with me after lights out to-night?
The run would do you good—it wauld
really.” ‘

Archie sat up, and looked pained.

2ood

peated vaguely.,

“Yeg

“Who, me?”

“Of course, dear boy.” 5 &

“Good gad!” said Archie. “What an
ahsolutely poisonous suggestion! Why, dash
it, once I creep into the old cot, and Phipps
has tucked me away for the night, I haven’t
got, energy enough to shift the good. c¢ld
pillow!  Sorry, old chestnut, but it can’t
b2  done! Absolutely not! In fact,
positively not, with considerable emphasis!”

Tregellis-West shrugged his shoulders.

“1 dide't expect you would take it on,”
he replied ecalmly. “You're getting lazier
every day, dear old man.
worryin?, an’ I don’t wonder at your people
bein® windy. I don’t, really.”

“Windy?” repeated -Archie.
What a foul thought! Nothing of the kind,
old cabbage! Last week I was dashed rocky

—in fact, at omne time I really thought the

old heart was about to cease functioning.
But all’s well, laddie. Archie may be
slightly washed out, but he’s on the good
aold spot. Butbt what’s this about getting up
after light’s out? What’s this fruity
ccheme concerning a run, and all that sort
of stufi?”

“I’'m thinkin* about Tommy Watson,”
replied Sir Montie thoughtfully.

“Oh, rather! 'Good “¢ld. Tommy,
what?? murmured Archie. “Poor old
chappie! Down at Moat Hollow, isn't he?

And he hasn’t Leen up to St. Frank’s once
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-get near him.

the same,

- is in trouble.

It’s frightfully |

“Oddslife!

Fullwood,

‘I ehuck somethin® at you!

‘what he =aid,

-'—-—'-

since he first arrived? Somewhat. thcught-
less

“He came once, Archie, but that’s all,”
interrupted Tregellis-West. *“That was on
the evening of hls arrival. Since then le
hasn’t been near us—an’ somehow I can't
It’s a {frightful position—i
I’'m beginnin’ to get comncerned.
An’

is, really.
There must be somethin® the matter.

it’s so strange, because Tommy told us that

Moat Hollow is a rippin’ place.”

Archie nodded sympathetically.

“You mustn’t worry, laddie,” he said. *1
mean to say, worrying is a dashed exhaust-
ing kind of business. All sorts of ehappies
have staggered into an early grave through
worrying.”

“Well, I can’t help it,” said Montie firmly.
“I’'ve got a feelin’ that poor old Tonuny
I wrote to him this mornin’,
an' the letter’s delivered by this time. I’ve
told him to sneak out after goin’ to bed an’
meet me at the corner of the garden wall
at exactly eleven o’clock. I'm hopm he’ll

he there.”. - .
what ?”

“Over the garden wall, mur-
mured Archie. “A  juicy proposition,
laddie, but I'm afraid it doesn’t appeal.

I mean to say, at the unearthly hour of

| eleven I shall be far away in. the hands
_ .| of Mr. Morpheus.
“Come with you—after lights out?” he re--

A dashed bright lad, that
As a matter of fact he
frichtfully thick with one

“Begad, I've noticed it!” chuckled Sir
Montie. <““All right, Archie—don't bother.
Perhaps it’ll be better if I go alone. I
wouldn't dream of disturbin’ your beau*y
sleep. You need it badly.”

Tregellis-West passed out of the studv,

and &rclue pondered.
, “A somewhat foul remark!” he murmured
drowsily. “I mean, beauty sleep, what?
And the old horse absolutely says I need
it. When I can gather enough energy, I
shall have to tick him off, dash him!”

And Archie Glenthorne dozed ﬁracefuliy
away,

Morpheus chappie!
and I are
another!”

S —et——

CHAPTER II.
THE GENEROSITY OF FULLWQOD,

{1 LEASE,
P wood——"
“Getb

here!”

Full-

out ¢f

“I won’t tell you a secend
time!” said Ralph Leslic
half rising to his feet. “I don't
Buzz off before
I’m busy!™

The leader of the Nuts was lounging ‘in
the easy-chair in Study A, with his feet en
the fender, and with a pink newspaper in
his hand. He didn’t look busy, in spite c¢f
but he prebably knew bhest,

allow worms in this study!
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A cringing figure stood in the study door-
way—a thin, weedy junior with a bit of a
huneched bdch and sharp and foxy features.
Enoch Snipe was by, no means a handsome
fellow.

“I—I'm sorry, Fullwood—X didn't mean
to hother you, " he said meekly. “I came
here for some advice. I was hoping that
you would he able to give it to me, as you
are so clever,”

Futlwood looked at his visitor suspiciously.

“If you're ftryin’ to be funny——" le
began.
“Oh, no, no!” interrupted Snipe hastily.

“Not at all, Fullwood! Please, I want you
to help me in a financial matter. No, 1
don't want to borrow anything!” he went
on, edging into the room. “I—I've had a
fiver from home, and 1 want you to help
me.”

“Come in!"” he said cordially. “A fiver,
eh? Well, I don’t mind, old man! I'm
always ready to give advice to a pal!”

Enoch Snipe closed the door of Study A,
and advanced into the room with that
peculiar cringing walk of his. There was a
trace of a smirk on his face, but Fullwood
affected not to notice it.

He regarded Snipe with interest. ,‘The
visitor was no oil-painting—as Handforth
had once put it. His foxy expression, his
shifty, watery eyes with their red rims, and
his abject attitude were certainly no re-
commendation, It was hardly surprising
that he was known in the Fourth as the
Worm.

Snipe had been away for some time, and
he hadn't been missed much. Nobody took
any particular interest in him., Even
Timothy Tucker and Clarence Fellowe—who
shared Study I with him—hardly took any
Snipe always effaced
an idea that he

notice of his existence.
himself—he seemed to have
was unfit to be on earth.

And any {fellow who was too spineless to
stand up for himself was certain of a rough
time in the Fourth. But Enoch Snipe with
a fiver was quite a novel proposition to
Fullwood.

“Let’s have a look at that money of
vours!” said the leader of Study A.
“You're several kinds of a liar—-"

“0Oh, please, Fullwood!” said Snipe cring-
ingly. “I've really got a fiver—my uncle
sent it to me. I know you're wonderful at
playing cards, so I thought you'd help me
to increase the——"

“Let’s have a Jlook at that money!”
interrupted Fullwood grimly.

Enoch Snipe fumbled in his pocket, and
produced a carefully folded .piece of crisp
whife paper, Fullwood seized it and
smoothed it out. It was certainly a genuine
five-pound Bank of England note.

“By gad I thought you were tryin’ to
pull my leg!” exclaimed Fullwood, frankly
astonished.. “Well, what do you 1nant me

= T
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| your

- quick, Fullwood.

 had been

I'ullwood laid his paper aside and sat up.

~admiration.

to do with this? An’ what’s happened to
uncle all of a sudden? Come into a
fortune, or somethin’?”

Snipe wriggled.

“I think iny uncle had a big deai on the
Stock Exchange,” he replied. ¢ Please be
Gulliver and Bell will be
here soon, and I don’t want them to know
about this. They might try to borrow a
pound or two.”

Fullwood fingered
Snipe’s

the fiver lovingly.
last words made him pause. He
about to suggest a loan on his
own account, but reconsidered the matter.
For once he was nearly penniless, and he
would have cheerfully descended to the
indignity of borrowing money from Snipe.
But Snipe, apparently, was in no lending

mood.

“Well, I'mm not a magician,” said Full-
wood gruffly. “I can’t roll this thing up
and turn it into two! What's this advice
vou want?”

Snipe smirked again.

“You always were so clever with your
jokes, Fullwood!” he said, with intensc
“I Eknow you can’t turn it
into two by rolling it up, but I've heard
that you know some men in Bannington—
at the Wheatsheaf, I beliecve—and if you
play cards with them for money you win an
awful lot. I—I thought——"

“Oh, so that's the game?” interrupted
Fullwood slowly. “You want me to takc
this fiver and play poker with it? I might
lose it, of course, but that’s a very remote
possibility. With any ordinary luck, I'll
double this cash——"

“0Oh, bhut please, Fuilwood!” interrupted
Snipe. * Please don't want you to take
the money! I “want to go with you, so

that I can play poker. Can’t we slip away
to Bannington after lights out?”

Fullwood stared.

“You silly ass!” he said witheringly. “If
vou play poker, you’ll lose that note in less
than five minutes—an’ that’ll be expensive
pleasure, my gay young buck! A quid a

minute, remember!”
“QOh, really!” protested Snipe. “I shan't
lose, Fullwood, and I promise to give you
a quarter of my winnings i

“ You young idiot!” snapped Fullwood.  Lf
I take you with me on those terms 1
shan’'t see a cent! We’'ll go to Bannington
after lights out if you like, but we'll
divide this fiver up, and start equally. At
the end of the game I'll hand ycu your
twe-pound-ten back, and half of everything
I win. That’s fair enough, isn't it?”

“Thank you, Fullwood—I couldn’t want
anything better,’” said Snipe, his eyes almost
gleaming. “I want to win a lct of money
if I can, because I'd like to buy a bicyele.”

I'ullwood grinned, and felt good-tempered.

And he arranged that the pair of them
should set out at about eleven o’'clock.
Everything would be quiet by then, and




the sportsmen at _
always easier to handle at about midnight.
Fullwood regarded the prospect as favour-
able. He would have fifty shillings to play
with—and if he couldn’t trust himself to
keep his capital and. his winnings. tor himself
at the end of the game he wouldn’t be
worth calling a player!
Snipe’s fiver, in fact,
look a hit sick already.

was

lay

MR. GRIMESBY CREEPE IS AMUSED.
OAT HOLLOW

M The winter’s even-

ing was growing

nearly concealed behind a

bank of high clouds. The

CHAPTER I11.
in dense shadow.
late, and the half moon was
'uﬂht was frbsty, and the few visible stars

were glittering with a hard and brilliant
light. The whole countryside was gripped

by the cold.

And Moat Hollow, standing behind its
arim, ten-foot walls, was a place of gloom
and darkness. Mr. Grimeshy Cieepe had
sent his pupils to bed long since, and he
was in his own cosy living-room, which, in
contrast to the rest of the strange school,
lacked no comforts. . .
Mr. Creepe sat in an easy-chair before
the fire. He had taken his collar off, and he
was wearing a rusty old dressing-gown. His
feet were encased in thick felt slippers, and
near his elbow, on the table, 5t00d a "th
cf hot toddy.

Mr, Creepe was no beauty. with his short,
ithick-setr figure, and his heavy- mwlerl
features. He needed a shave, too, and his
bushy eyebrows gave him an appefuance of
general hairyness.

“A most interesting letter—indeed, quite
an attractive communication,’”” he mur-
mured. “‘Somehow, I don’t think Master
Watson will keep the appointment. A pity
—a thousand pities! But what the eye
doesn’t see the heart doesn’t grieve about—
and, certainly, Watson’s eye will never see
ﬂm‘”

He chuckled heavily, and lay back in his
chair. A minute later the door opened, and
a burly, brutal-looking youth entered. He
found Mr. Creepe industriously plying his
quill between his teeth. Mr. Creepe and
his toothpick were inseparable.

““Ah, Kirby, finished?” asked the
master. ““Everything locked up?
thing tight for the night? Good!
inside and sit down. C(Cold, eh?
sharp frost to-night, Kirby!”’

Mr. Creepe’s chief monitor came into the
rocm and closed the doer. He wias grinning
slightly. Apparently, his chief had per-
formed, or was contemplating, some spite-
ful action. Mr. Creepe was always good-
lemipered on such occasions.

school-
Every-
Come
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the Wheatsheaf -were .

beginning to

There’s a |-

“first “place,.

. ‘“Everyihing’s locked up,.sir,” said Kiiby,
4 The boys are in bed, and ableep.” - -

* Spiendid !??  said Mr. Creepe. ¢ What
.about the kitchen fire?”

“I’'ve attended to it.”?

“You removed all the half-burnt embers,
and laid them in the fender?’’ asked tnhe
schoolmaster keeunly. “ We can’t have any
waste, Kirby. Waste is a sin! And how
about Watson?”’ he went on. *‘How Is our
awkward pupil getting on?”’

““0Oh, he’s as obstinate as ever,” growled
Kirby., “We’ve got to use force all the
time. But he’ll soon get better, sir—

another two or three weeks, and he’ll eat
out of my hand !>
Mr. Grimesby Creepe nodded thoughtfully.
“I'm alfrald we were rather unwise in
accepting Watson - as a pupil,”

“Yes, Kirby, unwise. But it’s no

When I interviewed the boy’s father I had
no idea that Watson had previously been
at St. Frank’s. It’s awkward, Kirby.”

he mused.
cood
complaining now—we can’t send him bacn ¥

“* Because these St. Frank’s boys keep,
bothering, alr*”’ asked Kirby. -

“ Exactly.”

“Well, it doesn’t make much dlffelence 2

said the monitor. ‘‘As far as I can see,

=

these St. Frank’s kids are a lot of. spying .

busybodies, and
about us, ‘Watson or no Watson.”
- ~““Yes, 1 gdare say you’re right,”
Mr. Creepe. “And it’s no good worrying
ahout it. I have a letter here,
most interesting document, which

by the evening post.”
“1 thought you were looking pleased, sir,?? "

said Kirby.

“ No, hardly pleased—you are wrong
there!” said the schoolmaster, ‘1 am
merely entertained, Kirby. One of the St.
Frank’s boys—an Jmpudent fellow, mamed

they’d have been ‘curious
agreed .

Kirby—a .
arrived

Tlegellh-\‘. est—has actually written ‘to Wat-.

son, urging him to insubordination. I hayve

a mind to take this
master of St. Frank’s.”
“Is it as bad as all that, sir?*

“It is dreadiul!” said Mr.
shocked. ‘1t is a direet incitement to.
mutiny. Tregellis-West is breaking bounds

after lights out to-night, and he is actually

coming to this school at eleven o’clock.”
“Coming here, sir?”’ repeated Kirby, star-

ing.
““Yes, coming here! He says so in thLe
letter!”’ exclaimed Mr. Creepe. ‘“And he

urges Watson to sneak out of the house
]u:.t before eleven, and to climb the wail.
The idea. apparently, is a simple one.

letter to the Head-

Creepe,

Tregellis-West merely desires a quiet chat:

with his former school chum.”
Kirby grinned.

‘ Somehow, 1 don’t,think Watson le]l get
‘out, sir,* he chuckled. -

-*‘quuh ¥ agreed Mr. Creepe “In the
he will have {o dodge the
menitor in the dormitory, then he will find
it necessary to force one of the windows,
after which the unfortunate Watsop will
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have to swim the moat. A sad cacse, Kirby—
a very lamentable -case. I am afraid
Tregellis-West fails to appreciate the exact
nature of our precautions.”

“Yes, sir—he thinks that this iz just an
ordinary school, and that any of the kids
can sneak out just as they like,” said the
monitor. “Of course, you won't fail to be
on the alert at eleven o'clock, will you?”

Mr. Creepe rose to his feet.

“l shall not fail!” he rephed a hard
note creeping into his voice. ‘ Watson, of
course, is in ignorance of this affair, and
will be sleeping peacefully. But 1 shall
certainly attend to Tregellis-West., A pity,
Kirby—a thousand pities! But we cannot

ot e ittt ot b P

allow this sort of thing to develop!”
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Moat Hollow was a

at

The dormitory
wretched place.

The walls were bare and ugly, the ceiling
was cracked and broken in more places tlun
one. Underfoot there were the bare boards.

and both the big windows were draughty
and treacherous.

Both sides of the room were lined with
tiny, ramshackle beds—cheap, ancient
articles devoid of springs and decent mat-
tresses., The Keynote of Mr. Creepe’s policy
was—econcemy. Furthermore, he held the
view that boys should not be too comfort-
abie in bed.

“Give boys a lot of comfort,” said Mr.
Creepe, “and the young cubs will never

iz
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CHAPTER IV,
THE UNFORTUNATES.

T OMMY WATSON stirred

uneasily, and at-
i the

tempted +to gather
miserable blan-
kets cleser round him.

The long, draughty room
was freezingly cold, and only
a single night-light burned at the far end.
Here, well wrapped up and protected from
the cold, sat one of Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s
monitors.

want to get up at all! If they work hard
they'll sleep on a bhoard! After my train-
ing they’'ll be fit for any hard knocks in
later life! There's nothing like Spartan
discipline.”

Mr. Creepe made a virtue of his criminal
meanness. By giving his boys hard beds and
insufficient blankets he consoled himself by
the thought that he was doing them good.
Mr. Creepe was a humbug—a despicable
rascal, who performed his acts of tyranny
under a cloak.

Tommy Watson wasn’t asleep. He turned
over in bed, ad lay there, cold and miser-



in this school a

He hadn’t been
week yet, and he was still unbroken..
He - felt that he had been swindled—as, in-

abie,

deed, he had. But the thought which hurt
him most was connected with his- father,
He knew well enough that Sir Vivian Wat-
son had aeted in frood faith. His Iather
Lelieved him to be happy and centent. And,
somehow, Watson felt as helpiess "as a
prisoner in the confines of a barred dunoeon.

There was no escape at Moat Hollow.

The vigilance was too strict, the wretched
pupils were watched day and night,
never the slightest opportunity of mahmﬂ
a bid for llbem} Only the monitors were
allowéd out of the school' grounds. And
these fellows, -enjoying certain pronounced
privileges, could safely be trusted. Z¥Yor tieir
cwn sakes, they would not divulge the grim
truths of Moat Hollow to any outsider.

The other boys, Tommy Watson included,
were kept like conviets duringz the day. They
were marched from eclass-rcom to dining-
hall, and -from dining-hall to clas»room
under ‘the eyes of the monitors. The boys
were never allowed a single minute of
liberty.

Even during their brief spella--of 1e(:1eat-10n

m the grounds they were hemmed in by the ‘huskily.

high walls, and were constantly watched by
iheir guards. Any sudden dash was out of
the (]UEbthﬂ :

It was the same at mfrht Mr. Creepe
had = instituted a system “of watches. A
monitor was always on duty in the dormi-
tory—wakeful and watchful. And even this
obvious indignity—this final humiliation—was
masked by _the cunning My, Creepe. He
blandly declared that he was so concerned
for his pupils” safety and comfort that he
even posted a monitor on duty in case a
boy should be taken ill? '

But none of the unfortunates were de-
ceived. They knew well enough that the
night monitor was thele to p:event any
DObblble escapes.

Tommy Watson was feelmﬂ desperate A
few days earlier he had been compelled to
write to his father a lying, deceptive letter
at Mr. Creepe’s dictation. At first Tommy
had refubed—only to receive a thrashing
which well-nigh stunned him into 5ubm13510n

There had been no reply to that letter.
At least, Watson had seen none. But this
was nothing to go by—since Mr. Creepe
cpened all letters that came for his pupils.
As a matter of fact, Watson’s father had
replied by return of po~t and his letter had
given Mr. Creepe complete satisfaction.

Watson was rather
hfe. He had come to this schcol expecting
to be mear St. Frank’s—happy in the know-
ledge that he would be able to enjoy the
eompamonslup of his old chums.
entering this house of dread, he had been
cut off completely from the rest of the

world., And he was feeling wretched, in-
tleed. Healthy sleep refused to come to his
relief. He could only toss uneasﬂy flom

sxde to side.

with -

But since

T

stunned by his new |

.my lad!
‘interest -you to know that your precious pal

“¢hill,

‘others.

and Kirby
yawning,

The dormitory door opened,
entered. The other monitor rose,
from his seat. ;

“Two minutes late!” he grumbled. . “I’'m
just about fed up. This rocom’s as celd as a

refrigerator!”? :

“ All right—get off to bed,” said Xirby.
“I’'m in for my two hours now, and——
Hallo! What are you awake for, Watson?
You ought to have been asleep hours ago.”

Kirby walked up the dormitory and stood
looking down at the wakeful junior.

“I've got some news for you!’* he went
on, grinning. ‘It ought to send you to
sleep in a peaceful state of mind. The
Head’s had a letter from one of your famau
chums—a kid named West——"°

“Montie!” muttered Watson, sitting up.

«“ A letter? For me? Where is it? 1 wanb
to see——>
““ Steady on—steady on!” interrupted

“You won't see the letter,
Creepe’s got it. But it might

Kirby socurly.
Mr,

is breaking bounds to-night—especially to
see you!”
Tommy Watson flushed W]th eagerness.
“He’s coming to see me!” he 1epeated

“Yes, he’s coming—but he won’t see you!”
said K-irby. “He’ll see Mr. Creepe instead!
The young idiot is geoing to be outside the
school wall at eleven o’clock! He wanted
you to meet him, but Fm afraid the night’s
too cold. We can’t allow you to mk a
you know!” he added.

Wat-0n s eyes blazed.

*You taunting rotter!™ he panted. “ Why
can’t you lel: me out? Why can’t you let
me have a word with Montie? What’s the
time now?”’ _

“Don’t worry—it’s not much after nine,”
interrupted Kirby. “But it would be all
the same if it was eleven. You’'d betler get
to sleep as soon as you can. Your pal
won’t see you, but Mr. Creepe has kmd]y-
consented to act as a deputy.”’

And Kirby walked up the dormitory,"
chuckling.

Watson sat in bed, staring straicht before
him. His mind was in a turmoil, but of all
his emotions one stood out be}rond the
It was hatred—intense, burning
hatred against Mr. Grimesby ClEEpE‘ his
monitors, and his whole dlwraceful ‘estah-
lishment.

CHAPTER V. . o
'LI‘ TBE HOUR OF ELEVEN.
3 EN - THIRTY chimed

-. I - solemnly and sedately

;. from the school cleek

at St. Frank’s. In
the Fourth Form dormitory
in the Ancient House, a

movement from one of the

Sir Lancelot Mont-

beds was noticeable.
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gomery Tregellis-West
hed. :

He hadn’t slept. Since lights out he had
iust dozed once or twice, but nothing more.
And now he was alert and wakeful—intent
upon being down at Moat Hollow by eleven
o’clock.

He dregsed silently and swiftly, for he
had placed his clothing in such a way that
he could slip into it in the dark. And
Montie was capable of being very active
when he liked.

Ifortunately, both Fullwood and Snipe were
asleep, and so Montie’s movements were not
witnessed by these two busybodies, It was
rather doubtful if the young *“blades”
would arouse themselves in time to carry
ouf their choice little programme.

Sir Montie crept downstairs like a shadow.
The junior quarters were silent and stili,
but the whole of St. Frank's was by no
means asleep. Many seniors were still in
their studies—for "the Sixth were allowed a
certain amount of latitude regarding bed-
1:-);1?1@. And none of the masters were yet in
ed.

So it behoved Tregellis-West to move with
caution,

He succeeded in reaching the ground floor
without causing an alarm, and he deemed it
the safer courser to slip out into the
Triangle via the window of Archie’s study.
The shadows were deep against the wall of
the Ancient House, and Sir Montie remained
invisible as he crept across the Triangle.

“ Good !” he murmured, as he reached the
school wall., “All serene, begad!
Tommy boy will be waitin’ for me by the
garden wall—I do, really! I'm longin' {o
have a private chat with the dear old
fellow.” = '

Montie felt easy now, for there was not
much chance of meeting anybody out in the
lane. It was getting on for eleven o'clock,
and at this- hour the countryside was quiet
and asleep. :

¢ was still five minutes to eleven when

slid silently out of

Sir Montie reached the wall of Moat Hollow. |

He didn’t go up to the main gates, but
scouted near the corner—for il: was at this
spot that he had arranged to climb up.

And he had not come unprepared.

He had brought with him a coil of rope
witih a grappling-iron affixed to it. It was a
jittle arrangement of his own. There were
spikes at the top of the high wall, and it
would be easy enough to toss the grappling-
hook up, and secure it round one of the
spikes. A little agility
him to the top of the wall with ease,

Moat Hollow was locking more sinister
than ever in the faint moonlight. The high
wall completely shut off the house from the

road, and when Sir Montie fixed his hook, |

and climbed to the top of the wall, he saw
that the building itself was black.

Not a lisht showed anywhere. A glint of
moonlight was reflected in the black waters
of the moat. and there was something eerie

I thope
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A cringing figure stood in the study
doorway—a thin, weedy junior with a
bit of a hunched back and sharp and
foxy foatures.

wm—l

and mystericus about the whole scene.
There was no sign of Tommy Watson. The
village church clock solemnly chimed the
hour of eleven.

Slash!

Without varning, something hisse:d
threugh the air and struck Sir Montie
across the legs. It was a stinging blow,

and the elegant Fourth-Former dropped to
the ground in a heap—as much startled as
he was hurt., He hiad had no idea that any
other human being was near him.

“Begad! What the——"" he began.

“So I've caught you red-handed, eh?”
interrupted a tense voice. “(Get up, you
marauding young reprobate! Get up atb
once!”

A brilliant beam of light shot out from
an electric torch. Il was dazzling in its
whiteness, and Tregellis-West scrambled to
his feet, still half dazed. He knew thag



he was facing Mr. Grimeshy Creepe, but he
was bewildered, He had not heard the
schoolmaster’s approach, and even now he
couldn’t see the man. That dazzling light
ha'f blinded him.

“Get up, I tell you!” repeated Mr. Creepe

softly. “What do you mean by spying?
How dare you come here, climbing my wall,
and attempting to trespass upon my pro-
perty? I have a mind/to give you in charge
tor attempted housebreaking!”

Sir Montie scrambled up, quickly recover-

ing.

"N thin® of the zort!” he panted. “1

only came here to have a word with Tommy
Watson, 1 can’t see him in the day-time—
because you keep him locked up like a
prisoner. A fellow is compelled to steal
here at night——"
- “To steai_ eh?” interrupted Mr. Creepe,
deliberately misunderstanding. “I have no
doubt that you have used the right word!
At all eventis, people who steal generally
climb over walls at dead of night. I have
a good mind to take you straight up to
your headmaster!”

“All right—just as -you like!” said Sir
Montie tensely. “Dr. Stafiord will be
frightfully interested, Mr. Creepe! I shall
probably get into hot. water, but you won’t
show up in a good light, begad! Why are
you keepin’ poor old Tommy Watson a

“You infernal young dolt!” snapped Mr.
Creepe. “You don’t know what you’re say-
ing! I'll take this affair into my own hands
—I’ll deal with you on the spot, as you
deserve!”

slash! Slash!

The whip hissed cruelly through the air,
and the lash caused Sir Montie Lo draw his
breath in sharply with pain. Mr. Creepe’s
whip was a long one, and it was supple with
nmuch usage.

Slash! Sla-h!

The schoolinaster used the weapon fiercely
—cruelly. Sir Montie was no coward, but
that stinging lash was beyond endurance.
He backed away blindly, bewildered by the
shower of blows.

He had been struck on {he legs, across
his shoulders, and on his arms. He was
confused by the shower of terrible tuts.
It was an overpowering onslaught, and Sir
Montie broke before it.

He fled, smarting in every limb, and Mr.
Grimesby Creepe followed him up for a few
yards. The schoolmaster stood there, bran-
U]bhlll"" the whip and treathing hard.

“\Iow perhaps, you’ll learn to keep away
from tln:, place!” he snarled. *“If you dare
to interfere with my boys again, or if you
ecome prowling round {hese premises, N
take the skin off your back!”

Tregellis-West was in too much pain to
make any reply. But he knew that his
attempt Lo see Tommy Watson had failed.
He disappeared into the darkness—sick at
hear}., and filled with vague fears.

CHAPTER VI.
THE FIGURE ON THE ROAD.
And

66 IVE pounds! An
it’s gone! Oh, why
was I such a fool?

Why did 1 come 0

you——"
“Stop that snivellin’, con-
found you!” snapped Full-
wood harshly. *“It’s no good wailing now.

The m_uney’s gone—an’ it serves you right
for bein’ such a reckless idiot!”

- “But, please, Fullwood, I only did as you
told me—-7

“0h, shut up!”?

Ralph Leslie Fullwood and Enoch Snipe
were cycling home along the dark Banning-
ton road towards St. Frank’s. A more-
miserable pair could scarcely be imagined.
It was getting on for one o’clock, and the
entire countryside was aark and still.

The two precious young sportsmen had
carried out their programme. Unfortunately,
it hadn’t panned out exactly as they had
anticipated. Fullwood bhad awakened just
before eleven, and he and Snipe had stolen
off on their gambling errand. |

But the select circle at the Wheatsheaf
had had their own ideas concerning Snipe’s:
fiver. And although Fullwood had used all
his wiles, the money had lasted a very short
time. Snipe had had high hopes at the
beginning of the game, but they had soon
been dashed. In his greedy attempt to
increase his capital, he -had ended up by
losing the lot.

It was more Fullwood’s fault than Snipe’s.
For the latler knew very little about the
game of poker, and had relied on Ralph
Leslie's advice.

Fullwood himself had been tempted by
what he had called a *cast iron? hand.
He had, in fact, held {four gueens—and
deemed this good enough to bet on until
the other fellow got tired.

As a maiter of fact, Fullwood had got
tired first—or, to be more exact, his cash
had run out, and he had been obliged to

“call ” his opponent., This tricky gentle-
man, whom Fullwood had suspected of blufi-
ing, calmly 1aid down four aces. And that
was - that.

Fullwood had been staggered, and Snipe,
in a panic at the dxaaster raahly hetted
heavily on a hand conalntmg of four hearts
and a diamond—which Snipe had sadly mis-
taken for a full heart flush.

As far as the Fourth-Formers were con-
cerned, the gameé was over. They departed

in misery and . despair. And now Encch
Snipe was wailing and moaning, and Full-
wood was becoming more and mere
exasperated.

“ A1l my money gone!”” said Snipe, with a
spivel. “I’ve never had five pounds iike
that before—-"

“Shut wup, confound you!”
Fullwcod tbickly.

interripted



“That’s all you can say—after you’ve lost

all my money for me!” wailed Snipe.
never ‘trust you again, Fullwood! 1 thought
you were clever, but you’re a baby at these
card games i

““Another word from you, an’ T'll pitch
you in the ditch!” snarled Ralph Leslie.
“ By gad! This affair’s taught me a lesson,
anyvhow! Never again will I offer to help a
chap!”

“ Do you call it helping to throw away my
five pounds?” asked Snipe shrilly.

They c¢ycled on savagely, even Snipe
revealing some spirit in the heat of his
anger,
ment.

Had the cirecumstances been different, the
two juniors inight have enjoyed their ride.
The night was almost perfect—keen, clear,
frosty, and with a brilliant moon shining
serenely down from a cloudless sky.

The road was hard and smooth, the cycle
wheels moving crisply over the frosty sur-
face. Both Fullwood and Snipe were well
wrapped up, and the exercise helped to
keep them warm.

For some time they eycled on without
speaking. They entered a section of the
road where tall trees and bedges over-
shadowed the highway on both sides. This
cfretch was quite a mile in length, and
Knoch Snipe cast a nervous glance over his
shoulder.” He was not renowned for his
courage,

“Scared now, I suppose,” sneered Full-
wood. “ Afraid of the dark, eh? You're a
fine kind of rabbil: to bring out! I think U1l
drop behind and let you go on alone—I'm
sick of your company!”

Snipe gasped.

“Please, Fullwood. don’t do that!”’ he
said, in a frightened voice. “I—I’'m not
scared—but we might as well keep together.
1—1 ’won’t say anything more about the
* ver™

“Mind you don’t!” growled Fullwood
sourly.
They cycled on in silence again. Full-

wood, glancing ahead along the road, gave
a slicht start. It was a trick of the
imagination, of course, but it seemed to
him that something white and shadowy was
preceding them along the road.

The object could scarccly be seen in the
deep gloom, for just here the shadows were
thick. It seemed to Fullwood that the
nhantom figure kept in the centre of the
road. and maintained the same distance
ahead.

“ Jolly Fullwood,
frowning.

“ETh? Please, Fullwood, I didn’t hear 2

“What's that thing ahead?” interrupted
Ralph Ieslie. *“See it? That grey-lookin’
shadow. It losks like a ghost of some
kind—probably the gory
poor wretch who was murdered in the woods

gueer!” muttered
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sarcasm.

Enoch Snipe nearly fell off his bicyvele a3
he stared ahead. He, too, could see the
mysterious thing. It was vague and in-
tangible, and Snipe was nearly frightened
out of his wits.

Even Yullwood bhecame affected at last.
For the ghostly figure kept in just the
same position. And the two cyclists found
it impossible to overtake that flitting, will-
0’-the-wisp object.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MYSTERY OF THE NiGHT.

éé UST be an illusion!”
muttered Full-
wood at length.

*“A  shadow, or
somethin’, caused by the
trees -

“It ism’t—it isn’t!” panted
“It’s a ghost—it’s a spirit! Let’s

Snipe.
—let’s turn round and go back, Fullwood!”
The {frightened junior was 80 unnerved

that he could scarcely keep going. His
bicycle wobbled perilously, and Fullwood
was obliged to swerve in order to avert a
collision. _

“Pull yourself together, yvou funk!” he
snapped. “If we turn round an’ go back,
that confounded thing will chase us! How
would you like that? How would you like
to feel a bony hand grab you by the
shoulder—-"

“Don’t!” gasped XEnoch Snipe. ¥ Look!
It’s still there—it doesn’t scem to get any
further away, or any nearer!”

“Yes, it’'s uncanny!” muttered Fullwood,
frowning. “It can't be a shadow, because
it’s white— or grey. anvhow. Ceme on—
let’s do a spurt! We’ll try an’ overtake the
spectre an’ lay it!”

T'ullwood exerted himself strenuously. and
his bicycle sped along the frosty road. Snipe
had no courage for such an enterprisc.
Indeed, most of the strength had gone out
of his limbs, and he was like a quivering
jelly. Terror had taken possession of him.

But as he saw Fullwood forging ahcad,
he gave a yeclp of sheer fright, and ftried
to follow. Anything was better than being
left alone! Snipe thought he would faiat
on the spot. But he didn’t. He pedallec
on after Fullwood with the strength ol
desperation.

The leader of Study A wasn’t fceling
exactly enthusiastic himself. But it wasg
necessary to appear indifferent in the
presence of this cowering funk. - He had
to shosy Snipe an example.

The ghostly object was still there—run-
ning on ahead in the centre of the road
like some phantom luring its victims on
to destruction. Fullwood vaguely wondered
if a trap of some kind lay ahead. He had
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read of ghosts luring people on to disaster .

and death. . "
He glanced up again, scme of his deter-

mination evaporating. He stared. The road
ahead of him was clear and deserted. Two
or three hundred yards distant the trees
diminished, and the hedges were lower,
The moonlight streamed over the surface
of the frosty road. And there was not the
slichtest sign of the recent apparition.

“By gad!” muttered IFullwood shakily.

His emotions were mixed. In one way
he was relieved, but in another he had a

vague fear that the phantom would sud-
denly spring out of the shadows and assail
him. Involuntarily, he slackened his speed.
And a moment later something touched his
rear wheel, and he swerved giddily.

- Crash!

- Enoch Snipe was the culprit. His machine
had touched Fullwood’s and now the pair
of them sprawled on the road, grazed and
bruised. Their hicyc]e were lying in a
tangled heap.

“What’s the—— lou-—}ou infernal fool!”
snapped TFullwood, struggling to his feet
“What the thundm-———"

“Qh, please, I couldn’t help it!” *obbed

Snipe.' “I—I didn’t know you were going
to stop like that! Where’s—where’s the
ghost? It—it may pounce on us, Full-
\mnd

. “I’d give that ghost my best thanks if
it pﬂunced on \ou" interrupted Fullwood
savagely. ““By  Jupiter! Of all the
snivellin” young {funks! Get up, confound
you! Get up, or I'll kick you!”

Enoch Snipe scrambled -to his feet, and
he stood there shaking and trembling., Full-
wood himself was feeling somewhat nervous,
but he resélved not to show it. He sorted
out his bicycle, and found that it was un-
hurt,
on,

Snipe followed his example—too scared fo
remain behind. And it wasn’t until the

hapless pair were in Bellton that they re- ;

covered their courage., Even now Snipe was
in a fever of dread.

“This is the last time I'll come out with
you!” said Fullwood sourly, as they laboursd
up the rise towards St. Frank’s. “As for
your rotten fiver, I'm glad you’ve lost it!
It’11 teach you 2 lesson not to. gamble!
Jnly brainy chaps can afford to play poker
for high stakes!”

Snipe had no strengzth to reply.

“Still in a funk about that thing we
saw?” went on Fullwood inipatiently., “ My
hat! You’ll keep the whole dormitory awalke
with nightmares! One sound from you
after I'm in hed, my lad, an’ I'll gag you
with your own blessed shirt!”

“Please, IFullwood, I can’t he]p ]rnmg
nightmares,” fn]tered Snipe. “I—I know

I shall have one after this! That—that
t-h}mgl may follow us right into the
school—=" :

He jumped into the saddle and rode |
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“Shut up!” snapped Fullwood harshly.

They managed to sneak into the Triangle
and were soon indoors. There wasn’t much
chance of being caught at this time of
night, for the whole school was asleep.
Nevertheless, the two juniors were extremely
cautious. For discovery would have had
serious consequences—a public flogging, 2ab
least, and probably expulsion.

Enoch Snipe was still pale and shaky when
he got into hed. The experience on the
Bannington road had unnerved him, and fre
was a rank coward at the best of times.
More than once he had disturbed the entire
dormitory at dead of night by wailing 1n
his sleep.

Fullwood was made of sterner stuff, and
in less than two minutes after getting inta
bed he was soundly off. He was certainiy
puzzled about the phantom, but he lost no
sleep on account of it.

On the other hand, Snipe lay in bed ner-
vous and tense. When sleep came to him,
it was fitful and restless.

A mile distant, another schoolboy was
equally disturbed.
CHAPTER VIII.
DESPERATE MEASURES. |
OMMY WATSONXN
tossed about  un-

I easily in bed.

. He was half-asleep
and half-awake, and had ]Lht.
been dl‘E"lIl"llI]”‘ about Sir
. Montie Tregellis-West. The
1011;;, draughty dormitory at Moat Hollow
was silent except for the sounds of many
sleepers, the rattling of a loose window,
and the steady dripping of a leaky tap.

Tarkington, the monitor, was on duty
near the door. He was well wrapped up,
and inclined to he sleepy. It would soon bhe
time for another monitor to relieve him, and
he was by no means SOrry.

“If old Creepe thinks we’re going to
stick this much longer, he’s made a
bloomer!” muttered Tarkington irritably.

“Next week we’ll have a heating stove in
here, or 'm a Dutchman!”

It was a sore point with the monitors
-—this nightly vigil over the wretched boys.
True, they were furnished with. heavy
blankets to keep them warm, but there
was no fun in sitting muffled up for two
hours, trying to Lkeep awake. It was
dangerous to doze.

Mr. Grimeshy Creepe had an unpleasant
habit of prowling round in 'the night
watches. And if a monitor was caught

asleep at his post, he stood in grave danger
of being reduced to the rank of his under-
lings. And the monitors were too well
cared for to invite any such disaster.
Tarkington half-roused himself, and weni
for one of his walks up and down ithe
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Night monitors were supposed

dormitory.
to walk round at intervals, to
everything was in order. 2

“ There’s no earthly reason why we
shouldn't have an oil-stove,” Tarkington
told himself. “We can keep it up in the
corner, and screen it off, and a little more
licht wouldn’t be amiss. How the dickens
can we read with only this rotten flicker?”

He paused, and gazed down
Watson. He was about to pass on when
Watson turned over and opened his eyes.

“JIs—is it time to get up?” asked the
junior sleepily.

“Time to get up—no!” growled Tarking-
ton. - *“You young -ass, it isn’t eleven yet!
You've got the whole night in front of you.”

“Eleven!” muttered Watson, sitting up.

“Five minutes to!” said Tarkington
calmly, glancing at his watch.

As a matter of fact, the time was nearly
~one o’clock, but it plea@ed Tarkington to
tease the new boy at Moat Hollow. Xirby
had told him about the pleasing incident
of Mr. Creepe and Tregellis-West, #and
Tarkington knew that the unfortunate Sir
Montie had been horsewhipped, and—in the
words of Mr. Creepe—sent off home with a
flea in his ear.

Tarkington grinned as he observed that
Watson accepted the false information with-
out question. The monitor had only told
Watson the wrong time in a spirit of
‘malieious perversity.
that startling consequences might result,

“It’'s no good you looking like that, my
Jad!” said the monitor gruffly. “You won't
see your pal—Mr. Creepe’s attending to him,
At least, he will attend to him in a few
minutes!” he -added, keeping up the decep-

sce that

tion. “Go to sleep, and forget all about
ii".”
“ Look here, Tarkington, couldn’t you let
e s - began Watson eagerly.
“No, I couldn’t!” snapped the monitor.
“Get to sleep bhefore I lose my temper.
You’ll stay in bed, or I'll know the reason
vhy! One movement from you, my son,

and I'll take your blankets away!”

He¢ moved on, and soon settled himself
down again in his chair. Watson turned

over in bhed and pretended to go to sleep.
But he was very wakeful. He was pic-
turing the scene outside. Sir Montie was
there—outside the school wall. Sir Montic
was waiting—waiting for his old chum fo
slip out and have a few words with him!

And vet Tommy was here, a prisoner.
H=2 couldn’t give Sir Montie any indication
that le knew of the appointment. And
Treeellis-West would be . compelled to go
away, disappointed and grieved. Tommy
was taking it fer granted that the time
was approaching eleven o’clock. He had
no means of knowing the truth.

And he was feeling desperate. What
could iz do? How could he send out a
word to Lis walling chvim?  He couldn’t
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at Tommy.

He did not realise

even make a dash for one of the windows,
and shout out a warning. For the win-
dows were high, and before Tommy couid
reach one the monitor would be upon him.

It was equally impossible to dash ou%
through the doorway, for Tarkington barred
the path And even supposing he got out,
he couldn’t reach the grounds, for everyv
door and window was barred like a prison.

There only remained the roof. The
roof!

Tommy Watson felt himself start. The
roof! He remembered that a narrow stair-
case led upwards from the top landing tc a
small door. And this small door, although
bolted, could easily be opened. Beyond lay
a flat section of the roof—with leads under-
foot, and a narrow parapet at the edge,
If only ‘he could reach this roof! | _

A chat with Montie would, of course, be
out of the question. But even if he had
only had a clear minute of liberty, he could
shout at the top of his voice, and inform
his chum of the true nature of his positiou!
It was a rather desperate idea, but Tomwmy
Watson grimly resolved to adOpt it.

One Tush would be enough—one
decisive dash. He turned over cautiously,
and his heart gave a throb when he
observed that Tarkington was hunched up
in his chair with his eyes -closed. Thc
monitor, in fact, was dozing at his duty.

It was a chance!

And Tommy Watson was rather a blunt,
ram-headed fellow. It wasn't his way to

swift,

think out subterfuges and sirategems. He
generally took the bhold course. Wltl one
movement, he slid out of bed, and sped

towards the door. lven in his present
state of excitement, he rememhered the
frost outside—and he had dragged two of
his blankets off the bed. He would be able
to wrap these round him when he was out
on the rooi.

But it seemed that failure was to dog his
enterprise.

Tarkington roused himself before Watson
was half-way down the dormitory. The
prefect started, rose to his feet, and his
face lost its slee;w expression.

“What the thunder are you out of bed
for?”” he growled harshly. .

Watson paused, taking a deep breath, An
intense rage filled him. He wasn’t going
to bhe foiled now! With a growl of des-
peration, he rushed forward, and fairly
hurled himself at the startled monitor.

CHAPTER IX,.
ON THE ROOF.

ARKINGTON
prepared.
He had never

dreamed it possible
that the junior would dare to
attack him. Consequently, he
met Watson’s rush awk-
His defence was totally inadequate.

was umn-

w::f’ ”"fi

wardly.
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-Crash!

Watson’s right landed on Tarkingtonr’s
jawv, and the monitor reeled sideways and
bhackwards, and fell heavily.
on, in a fever of excitement. In anolher
wmoment he was out on the dark landing.
He almost dropped his blankets in his haste.

“Help! Hi, Kirby!” Lellowed Tarkington,
leaping to his feet, alarmed and enraged.
“Quick! Help!”

The whole dormitory was aroused, and
Tarkington’s shouts echoed down the corri-
(ors. Moat: Hollow resounded with the
monitor’s shouts. But Watson was taking
advantage of his opportunity.

He Xknew exactly where the attic stairs
were situated, and he dashed for them at
full speed. Racing up, he reached the top
fanding, and then paused for a moment to
take a breath. He had one great advan-
inge. Neither Tarkington nor anybody else
knew his prograrmime, and a few ‘precious
minutes would necessarily elapse before the
chase could come in this direction.

Tarkington would naturally assume that
the escaped iunior had gone downstairs. In
fact, Tarkington rushed down at full speed,
without waiting for assistance to come."

And Watson, all a-quiver, felt his way up
“lhe narrow stairs to the roof door. He
wag calmer now—but ‘every bit as deter-
mined. Wita shaking fingers, he felt for
the bolts, and shot them back. :

The door swung open with a rusly creak,
and a flood of moonlight came in. The keen
night air struck Watson with a dread chill.
He was i‘hankful that he had brought the
hlankets, and he wrapped them round him
closely. His feet were already encased in
his rough day-time socks—for the dormitory
Leds were so scantily furnished that no
other method of keeping warm was feasible.
- Below, sounds of commotion came up in
iiicreasing volume. Ar, Creepe’s voice had
added itself to the other sounds. Lights
were beginning to appear, and the excite-
men{ was gathering,

Tommy Watson walked out swiftly on to
the roof. He stood there for a moment,
sazing eagerly down at the school grounds,
and the high, protecting wall. He was try-
ing to catch a glimpse of Sir Montie. He
didn’t realise how completely he was fooled!
He hadn’t the faintest idea that the hour
was long after midnight!

“Montie!” he shouted huskily.

He waited, expecling an eager reply. But
no sound came, excepting the call of a night
creature in the newhbomma woonds, and the
echo of his own voice from “the school build-
ings,

“Montie!” he shouted again. _

Still there was no response. And this was
rnot to be wondered al, considering that Sir
Montie Tregellis-West was at that moment
in bed in the Fourth Form dormitory in the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s.

t . But the unhappy Watson was still hope-
ful. Perbaps his chum was a few minutes

RO

i late—or,

Tommy sped |
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perhaps, he refrained from answer-
ing because he wished to keep his presence
a secret.

“Montie!” shouted Watbon desperately.

“You're there—I know you’re there! You
must he! Why don’t you answer? Help—
help! They’re keeping me a prisoner in this
chastly place! We’re all prisoners® Tell
the police—iell the Fourth!”

Watson paused breathlessly.

But still there came no heartening answer.
He was simply shouting to the thin air—
But was he?” Perhaps it was a mere
cthadow, but a dim, greyish form seemed to
lurk near one of the walls. Even Watson
caught sight of it, and his heart leapt. ‘

“Montie!” he panted. *Can’t you hear
me

Cnly the echo of his own voice came back
to him, and he groaned within him. It had
been his fancy, after all! There was nothing
there—nothing but the cold shrubs and che
unfriendly walls. Tregellis-West had failed
to keep his promise!

“Help!” shouted Watson desperately,
“Can’t you hear me, Montie? Mr. Creepe’s
a brute—a tyrant! Help me to ﬂet out of
his clutches—? '

“Stop that row, you infernal young toad!”

Watson broke off and turned. Kirby had
jusf appeared on the roof, and behind him
came Tarkington. They bad found the
fugitive at last! And they were angercd
'tnd alarmed at his shouts.

“Don’t come near me!” panted Watson
%Emlﬂy “Im gomtr to tell Montie every-

mg

“You fool—it’s past one!” snarled Kirby.
“Your confounded pal was horse-whipped
and sent off two hours ago!”

Watson fell back as though he had been
struck.

“One o’elock!” he repeated dazedly. “It’s
a lie! " It’s only just eleven!”

But, at the same {ime, the conviction was
fereced upon him that Kirby was right. He
had hbeen fooled! And this was why
Tregellis-West had not answered!

Watson nearly choked. His great effort
had been for nothing—he had broken out of
the dormitory, and had brought inevitabie
punishment upon himself for no purpose!
It was a bitter, galling thought.

And all his natural obstinacy came to thke
fore. He glared defiance at his enemies.
Never for a moment did he think of sur-
rendering. For the first time since entering
Moat Hollow, he was himself.

“Come on—no more of this idiocy!”
spapped Tarkington. “You've got me into

enough trouble as it is, hang you! Come
back into the dormitory before Mir.
Creepe——?

won’t!”
“I won’t move a step!

i3

i(I
ately.
brutes

“You won’t, eh?” exclaimed Kirby thickly.
“By gad!”

He poved forward grimly.

inlerruptedd Watson passion-
You’re ail




“Stop!” shouted Watson, his voice shrill
with excitement and tension. “If you come
another slep nearer to me, I'll throw myself
over this parapet!”

CHAPTER X.
THE PHANTOM PRROTECTOR.

R.. GRIMESBY
(REEPE appeared
on the roof Ilike

a whirlwind. He
bounced out of the doorway
and came to a sudden stop,
breathing hard and glaring,

His flabby, heavy- Jovsied features were
flushed mth anger and anxiety.
And he arrived just: as Tammv Watson

uttered his startling threat.
fact, had not onlz.
-parape‘f, but was

"The junior, in
b'lcked towards the
: actually " standing close
against 1t. Further retreat was. 1mpossxble

“You're mad!” shouted Kirby. “Calm
vourself, you young fool! You'll do your-
self no frood b\ thtfc insane defiance——-"

“I mean what I say!" declared Tommy,
his voice becoming steady.
rear me, I'll throw mxsel[’ over!
enough of this txranm
rotten place!
longer!”

The unfortunate junu}r was almost b951de

I've had
I'm sick of this
And I won't be tortured any

himself, in spite of his assumed calmness.

His threat was probably an idle one, and

the monitors guessed it. Nevertheless, they
hesitated. '

“Well?” rapped out Mr. Creepe. “Why

. don’t you takz the boy? I am waiting,

Kirby! 1 am waiting, Tarkington! Perhaps

you think you
night 7”

The monitors recognised Mr. Creepe’s
tone. He was in one of his most dangerous
moods when he spoke like that.

“We can't go near the fool,
tered Kirby.
self over—""

“Bah! Mere heroics!” interrupted the
schoolmaster. “Idle threats! Take no
notice of the youngz whelp! Seize him, and
take him straight down {o the cellars! I
intend to give him a taste of solitary con-
finement ! Do - you hear that, Watson?
Solitary confinement, and starvalion diet!”

Tommy Watson lauffhed unnaturally

“You can say what you like—I defy vou!?
he replied fiercely. “It's a pity Tregellis-
‘West isn't outside the wall to hear you!
No, don’t come near me! Keep back! 1
won’t be taken—

Watson’s voice rose as Mr. Creepe deliber-
ately edged towards him. The junior was
so excited that he hardly knew what he
was doing. He certainly did not realise the
madness of his threat.

He Iumped on to the parapet,
there with his back to the sheer drnn
even Mr., Creepe hesitated.

can Keep me waiting all

sir!” mut-
“He threatens to throw him-

and stood
And

“If you come

“Dear, dear! This is most distressing!”
exclaimed the schoolmaster, adopting fresh
tactics, “You are distraught, boy! Have
done with this foolish nonsense! Come
down from that dangerous position, and I

will excuse you from all punishment.”
Watson laughed scornfully.
“Do you think I believe you?” he asked.

“Never! Youre jusf trying to trick
me 7 : '
“This—this is most distressing!” inter-
rupted BAlr. Creepe, in a pained voice. “ My
boy! DMy dear lad! How can you have
such harsh and unjust thoughts? I am

anxious only for your safety. Come, come!
Surrender at once, and you shall h*ue no
punishment, Indeed I promise you that
vour friends of St. Frark’s shall have every
facility to come and visit you. Now, Wak-
son, wonR't you be reasonable?”

Mr. Creepe spoke so engagingly, and there
vas such an air of injured pain in his tone,
that Watsorn half hesitated. Then he
laughed again—with greater scorn than
before.

“T don’t bhelieve you!” he retorted simply.

“Mrc. Grimesby Creepe secowled with
ferocious anger. ¥His manner changed with
lightning-like rapidity.

“Very well!” he snarled. *“Oh, very well!

you, my young

Be ready

We will soon deal with
mutineer! Kirky! Tarkington!
t>) seize this boy, and hold jhim!”

While speaking, Mr. Creepe suddenly made
a dash forward, His cbject was to catch
Watson unawares—to grab the loose

| blankets, and to pull the junior headlong oft

the parapel before he could have time fto
attempt any resistance.

Watson saw the danger, and all common-
sense and reason left him. He only wanted
to avoid this torturer. The danger fo him-
self from other quarlers seemed as nothing.

“Keep back!” he shouted fiercely. «Y
won't be taken——"

Unconsciously, he had taken half a step
backwards. His foot slipped off the edge of
the parapet, and his balance was destroyed.
For one dreadful second, Tommy Watson
hovered.

And during that second his reason
returned. With a powerful shock he saw
the position in its true rerspective. He was
filled with horror and alarm as the dire
peril of his position came to him.

But it was too late!

Hz found it impossible 1o recover his
balance. A wild, despairing ery escaped him
az he lost his balance and plunged headlong
off the parapet. He dropped like a stone.
And Mr. Grimeshy Creepe and his myr-
midons stood there aghast with horror.

Crash!

Tommy Watson reached the ground, but
instead of shattering his bones on the solid,
frozen earth, he piunﬂed into the moat.
But even this fall was disastrous enough.

For the junicr struck flat, so that most
of the Lreath was knocked out of his lunas,



't Q.

and he descended into the icy depths in a,
stunned condition. Moreover, he had struck
the side of his head against a piece of
broken ice, and he was practically uncon-

scious, ' i

He sank into the moat, and came to the
surface a floating object without animation.
Just a spasmodic jerk or two, but nothing
more, The hapless junior was in sore
straits.

Above, Mr. Creepe and his monitors
rushed to the parapet, and gazed down.
They saw their vietim floating there—a
chastly figure in the calm moonlight. Then,
with one accord, they turned and raced for
the stairs, | .

Watson was apparently doomed. Long
before Creepe and his monitors could come
30 would be below the surface—as good as
ead. | - ;

But then something flitted out from the
dense shadows near the building. A greyish,
phantom-like object took shape, and without
hesitation this uncanny newcomer slipped
noiselessly into the moat. |

" CHAPTER XI.
Ux..;ccoummi,gi.

ATSON
- eyes. :
: : He was numb

- from head to foot;
/ and the icy coldness of the
i / _ water had penetrated to his
LLREE very marrow. But his 'wits
nad returned. He dimly knew that some-
sne had assisted him. He had been hauled
to the side of the moat, and had been
dragged out. But not a word had his rescuer
uttered. ' '
Tommy could see through a kind of blur.
His vision was uncertain. But it seemed
to him that he saw a dim shape. It was
bending over him, and water dripped from
every portion of it. '
“Courage!” came a soft whisper. *I
future—you

opened his

heard all! Have no fear in

shall be protected.”

‘Watson heard the voice uncertainly and
dimly.

““Tharks!” he breathed. “I—I don’t
know 5

His vision grew better, and he Icoked
round with a start of dazed surprise. He
was alone. He thought he caught a glimpse
of something moving near one of the walls,
but he couldn’t be sure. Then he heard the
bolts of a door being shot violently back.

A moment later Mr. Grimesby Greepe
came rushing out. There had been a short
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delay while the miniature drawbridge was
Mr. Creepe was followed by
Kirby and Tarkington and Fryer and two
other monitors. Moat Hollow was fully
awake, and buzzing with excitement.

‘“ He’s all right, sir!” panted Kirby, with
relief. - He must have crawled out——="

‘““He didn't crawl out!”” interrupfed Mr.
Creepe hoarsely., I saw a figure bending
over him—when I looked out of the window
just now I distinctly saw a figure——"

“But it’s impossible, sir!’’ interrupted
Tarkington hoarsely. ‘‘There’s nobody here!
There couldn't be anybody here!”

*“ Bring that boy indoors!” commanded the
schoolmaster. *“It’s a wonder he wasn't
killed! Good heavens! What a scandal in
the place if he were to die! I should be
ruined!* Take him indoors, rub him down,
and put him between bhlankets!’?

The monitors gingerly lifted Watson from
the ground. : - - '

““He's as cold as ice, sir!”
Fryer. “I1—I believe he’s dea
- “Tyut, tut! Did you expect the boy to
be hot—after plunging into this icy water?”
interrupted Mr. Creepe harshly. ¢ Take him
indoors and carry out my orders! I’'ll come
in presently and examine him. Wait! Con-
found you, wait! There’s plenty of. hot
water left, so you’d better give him a hot
hath ‘before rubbing him down. Then put
him in the special bed-room.” 2 .

Apparently, Watson was booked for sonie
special privileges. But Mr. Creepe was not
actuated by any kindly motives, He was in
a blue funk lest the junior should deveicp
pnecumonia and die. At all costs a tragedy
was to be avoided.. Mr. Creepe would be
ruined if one of his scholars perished under
such circumstances as these.

“ Kirby, vyou needn’t go indoors, they can
manage without you!” went on Mr., Creepe
curtly.” *‘Come with me! T intend to search
the grounds from end to end. There’s some-
thing queer about this whole affair!”’

While Watson was being carried Indocors,
Mr. Creepe and Kirby made a thorough
examination of the grounds. But although
they searched diligenlly for nearly twenty
minutes, they discovered nothing.

Kirby was quite convinced that his chief
had been mistaken. Watson had obviously
crawled out of the moat unassisted. But
Mr. Creepe persisted in his statemen{ that
he had seen a shadowy figure. .

“ What was it like, sir?” asked Kirby, at
last. :

“What was it like?” repeated the school-
master irritably. “ How do I know what it
was like? I just caught a glimpse of
something grey—something indistinet.”

- “Like a ghost, sir?? asked Kirby, with
thinly veiled sareasm.

‘““Yes, by Heaven, like a ghost!’* retorted
Mr. Creepe. “ You’ve got it exactly, Kirby!
It’s uneanny—it’s unaccountable! But. {hank
goodness, the whole affair is over! I'll make
that boy smart for this later! I'll make
nim suffetr to the fullest extent!”

muttered

3
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They went indoors, and found Tommy
Watson in bed. He had been dumped into
A hot bath, rubbed down, and generally
treated as though he were an honoured
guest. And now he reclined in a comfort-
able bed, away from the draughty dormi-
tory. The apartment, in fact, was a special
bed-room which Mr. Creepe }ept for show
purposes,

Watson was almost himself again.

‘The prompt measures had had their due
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(uire you to answer for your insubordinuate
behaviour. #’ou need not imagine that you
will go unpunished.”

“You con’t kill me, amhow"‘
son defiantly,

¢ Dear me! _
said Mr. Grimesby Creepe.
still as insubordinate as cver!

said Wat-

A pity—a thousand pities!”
“The boy i3
Kirby, you

will remain here by Watson’s bedside
Watch him throughout the night, and sce
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coward, but that stinging lash was

The Schooimaster used the weapon fiercely, cruelly.

blindly, bewildered by the shower of blows.

Sir Montie was no

beyond endurance. He backad away

e

effect. There was little danger of a chuil,
and although his head ached dreadfully
from the effects of the fall, he would prob-
ably be himself again by to- mMorrow,

Mr. Creepe examined the junior critically,
and then grunted.

“H'm! No bones broken—not even a
scrateh !’ he said grimly., ¢ Very well, Wat-
son—very well! For to-night you will re-
main here. But in the morning I shall re-

We cannot be

He

 that no harm comes to him.
harsh with an invalid.”
Watson understood that well enough.

[ was to be guarded closely—to avoid any re-

petition of what had already occurred. But

as he lay back amid the blankets, in such
unaccustomed luxury, his thoughts were

busy. He was trying to obtain a mental
picture of the strange rescuer who had come

to his aid.
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But Watson failed. ' ;

He only knew that a kindly hand had
dragged him out of the moat—and that his
life. had probably been saved by this timely
agsistance. He remembered the soft, whis-
pered voice, but could not connect it with
anybody he knew., His Kkindly protector re-
mained a mystery—a mere phantom of the
moonlit night.

CHAPTER XIL
MORE MYSTERY.

E DWARD OSWALD

HANDFORTH sat up

in bed with a start.
The Fourth-Form
dormitory was dark, and

under oxdlnaly circumstances
- all the juniors would have
been sleeping peacefully. But on this par-.
ticular night it seemed that disturbances
were 1nev1tdble

Handforth had no idea what the time was,
but the moonlight was streaming in through
the windows, and an extraordinary wailing
sound arose from one of thie near by beds.

““ What the dickens——?’ began Handforth.

‘“Save me—save me!” 'moane.d a voice.
““ Ob, quick, Fullwood! It’s coming for me!
It’s grabbed me by the. shoulder! Help
—help——*’

‘“Great  pip:” Handforth
blankly. ‘ | :

He was thorouﬂﬂv awake now, and he
wondered why exeiybody else in the dormi-
tory wasn't aroused. - Two or three juniors
were stirring, certainly, but they were all
healthy youngsters, and it took a good deal
to awaken them.

Handforth leapt out of bed, and acted
with his usual drastic directness. ‘Enoch:
Snipe was the culprit—and Enoch Snipe was
very obviously in the throes of a bad night-

ejaculated

mare. The unhappy junior was toqamg in
his bed, and clutching feverishly at the pil-
low. . .

“ Now then—that's about enough !’

snorted Handforth. _

He seized Snipe and yanked him . into a
sitting position with one movement. Snipe:
awoke with a violent start, and his walling,
faded away into a sobbing -whisper. He
sat there, shivering and shdhmg, and blink-
ing at Edward Ob\‘dld

““The ghost;”” he breathed. “I can see
it——" ' :
“Rats!”? interrupted Handforth, -giving-

Snipe another shake. *You've been dream-

ing,” you fathead! There's no ghost here!:

What’s the idea of klckma up all this dis-

turbance?”? -
Snipe shuddered.

“We saw it—Fullwood and I saw it!* he

muttered. A grey, ghostly figure, going’
along the Bannington road——"
“PDon’t talk rot!” snapped Handforth.

“You haven’t been on the Bannington Road
~—ycu're in bed! You woke me up in the

e e
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{ you'!” he panted.

{ Triangle,

middle of a lovely, peaceful sleep! I've &
jolly good mind to biff you!”

Smpe recovered himself somewhat, relieved
to find himself safely in the dormitory,
with the very material figure of Handforth
beside him. The leader of Study D was a
bit irritable, but that was only to be ex-
pected: under the circumstances. Indeed,
it was rather a wonder that he had
awakened at all—he usually slept heavily.

* Please, - Handforth, I—I haven’t done
anything wrong!” bleated Snipe. ‘It was
all Fullwood’s fault—he led me away! My
fiver has all gone—every penny of it!”

“Your fiver? What fiver?”

““I had one, and Fullwood lost it, gamb-

ling——>
* Piffle!” interrupted Handforth gruily,
“You’re still dreaming, you ass. You've

never had a fiver in your life! I can quite

believe that Fullwood lost——"

“But—but it's true!” interrupted Snipe,
now thoroughly awake ““We haven’t been
back long. We went to Banmington, you

know—to the Wheatsheaf! And we saw
an awful ghost on the road.”

Handforth looked grim,

“0h, you went to the Wheatsheai?” he
asked curtly

“Yes, please, Handforth——"" .

““ And you saw a ghost on the way back?”’

“YEb it was 21

““ What you need, my lad, is some Iiresh
air ! -interrupted "Handforth te.rse]y. |
thought you were awake, but you're still in
a 111ghtmare' The Wheatsheaf, eh? Ghosts,
eh? Huh! We’ll so0n knock those fat-
headed ideas out of your dotty head! Come
ocn—out of it!?”’

Snipe had no alternative. With one heave,
Handforth lifted the wretched junior com-
pletely out of Dbed. Struggling limply,
Snipe was dragged to the window, and
Handforth flung up the lower sash. Then
he hung Snipe over the sill like a wet rag.

““ Breathe some of the night air into
“If you go on like this,
you’ll end up in the aaylum' You're ready
for it now, and I'm blessed if I can undér-
stand why they allow you to——"

“0Oh! Oh!» bDbbEd Snipe fewellahly .3
—1 can see

His tone was so terrified that Hauﬂtmth
was startled. He could feel Snipe’s body
become rigid with fear and there was
something in the junior’'s tone that made
Handforth stare.

‘““What the——*" :

"‘Look out there!”  breathed
Snipe, “'It’s the phantom again—it’s

Enoch
COoMm-

ing after me! I knew it would! I told Full-
wood s0! Loock! Can’t you see =

“By = George!” muttered Handfcrth
huskily. o

Amazingly ‘- enough, something dim and-
mysterious was stirring out in the silent

The night was freezingly cold
and moonlit. Gazing down, Handforth could
see all the familiar objects in the Triangle
the stone-paved pathways—the fountain—ihe
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old gables of the Head's house—the leafless
chestnuts.

In places, the picture was clear-cut and
well-defined. But where the shadows fell,

the darkness was dense. And in one of
these black patches a whitish blur was
moving.

Handforth was no imaginative fellow. He
scoffed at tlie idea of ghosts, and his nerves
were in fine condition. Yet he could swear
tihat something uncannily ghost-like was
moving down there in {the shadows.

It flitted along silently, and suddenly
vanished into nothingness near the “'VIH-
nosium. And as the thing disappeare d
Hand forth

the spell seemed to be broken
took a deep breath.

“ My
was

only hat!”” he murmured. * There
something there, sure as a gun!”

CHAPTER XIII.
SUSPICIONS.

NOCH SNIPE shivered

E violently.
« “0f course there
W a s something
there,” he muttered
hoarsely. “It was the same
ghost that Fullwood and I
. saw in the lane, Oh, it’s
c‘ummg up here! I know it is! Quick!

Fut the lights on——"
“Steady on, fathead!” growled Handforth.
“It wasn’t a ghost—you can’t fool me like
fhat! Some a:ll} ass is playing a jape!
Buster Boots, or another of the Modern
House chaps <

“Who’s t{alking ghosts?”
sleepy voice,

Fatty Little sat up in bed, and the springs
creaked despairingly. The fat junior Jooked
across the- moonlit dormitory
eyes,

“By pancakes!” he yawned.
time? I’m starving! It
breakfass-time——-" '

“Go to sleep, glutton!” interrupted Hand-
forth, frowning. “It isn't morning yet—it’s
the middle of the night!
eat here—unless you have a go at some-
body’s bootn!"

“We—we've just seen a ghost!” said Snipe
falteringly.

“A wchost!” echoed Tatty. “What rot!
It’s like you chaps to disturb me and wake
me up! I was dreaming that I was at a
banquet, and I hadn’t even started eating.
At least, 1'd only polished off a few

about asked a

“What's the
must be nearly

gheanantw and tarhev"’ eggs and mince-pies

and steak-and-kidney puddings—"

“My_ hat!

Handforth. *“It was aboubt time you woke
up, my lad!”
. “0Oh, don’t be silly!” growled Fatty., “A

tremendous
They were

waiter had just brought in a
fray filied with ostrich eggs.

with hungry

There’s nothing to |

What a mixture!” interrupted
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poached, vou know, and each egg was on a
piece of toast as b1g as a d:mnﬂwmle' I

never saw anything so gorgeous in all my
life
“You'd betler go to sleep again, and

dream & hit more!” remarked Pogmald Pitt.
who was also sitting up in bed. “ Anyhow,
you'll get no poacnc,d ostrich eggs in real
life! What's all the excitement abhout?” he
added, looking across the dormitory. * Why
ithis nocturnal disturbance? Some fellows
may rejoice in paddling about the room in
the moonlight—hut others prefer to sleep
during sleeping-nours!”
Handforth grunted.
“Don’t blame me!”
this dreamy fathead! He woke me up with
his howling—had an awful nightmare, you
know. The chump dreamt he was being
cinased by a green-and-vellow spectre——
 “Please, Handforth, it wasn't green-and-
vellow,”! interrupted Smpe. “I—I think it's
very nice of you to tak= all this inlerest i
e, and I appreciate it

“Then don’t!” interrupted Handforth.
“I’'m not taking any interest in you at all—
I want {o get back to bed! What’s that
you were saying about a ghost on the

Dannington road?” ‘

“We saw it—TFullwood and I—"

“In your dream, you mean?”

he retorted.‘ “It's

“XNo; we really saw it!” persisted. Snipz
nervously,
“QOh, ho!” said Reggie Pitt, slipping out

of bed. *Whatl's this we hear? What's this
wicked revelation? Snipe, my lad, you've
heen breaking hounds!” he added qternlv

“Please, Pitt, it was Fullwood’'s fault!”
whispered snipe meekly,

“We won't go into any inquiry as to the
blame,” said Pltb, wilh a judicial air. *As
skrpper of the Fourth, I've got to probe. this
ta the rooits. What did vyou go out with
Fullwood for?"

Enoch Snipe blurted out {'he story. And
Handforth and Reggie Pitt listened with
grim expressions but without any surprise.

It was quite characteristic of Ralph Leslie
Fullwood to play poher at the Wheatsheaf
with another fellow’s money

“I’'ll have a word with that bright voung
sentleman to-morrow!” said Pitt, with
frown., “I won’t wake him up now—he
needs all the beauty sleep he can get. But
what's this about a ghost?”

Snipe related the adventure on the Ban-
nington road.

“1 told Fullwood the ghost would follow

us—and it did!” he concluded shakily.
“Handforlh saw 1it, tco! A dim, grev
figure, shapeless and horrible—=".

“Rats!™ interrupted Handforth. “That's

where your imagination runs away with vou,
my son. There was nothing horrible about
it, The thing was just a moving figure, and
-1 don’t believe it was a ghost at all. More

likely one of the fellows having a lark.”
Repgie Pitt shcok his head.
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“Yarks don’t happen at half-past one in
ihe morning!” he said slowly. " Even the
most enthusiastic japer 1tirols into bed
before this hour. Perhaps the thing you
saw was a white cat, or—"

““Where’s Montie?” asked Little
abruptly.

“Montie?” said Handlorth. “In bed, of
course! Didn't I tell you to go to sleep,
you greedy ass? Montie hasn't got any
grub under his pillow, if that’s what you're
thinking about.”

“He isn’t in bed!” zaid Fatty.
here at all. I just noticed that his bed’s
empty.”

Handforth and Pitt turned to Tregellis-
West’s bed and walked nearer. Il was in
deep shadow, and it3 emply condition had
not been noticed hitherto. Sir JMontie’s
#bsence was rather strange,

Fatty

“1I wonder if he’s been down to Moat
Hollow?” asked Pitt t{houghtiully. “He’s
worried about Watson, you know, and it's

just possible that he’s roaming about in the
moonlight——"

“thaps it was Montie we saw just now
the Triangle?” suggested Handforth.
*1t isn’t like him to break hounds——-"

“Look!” interrupted Snipe tensely.

The dormitory door was slowly opening.
Enoch Snipe stood rooted to the spot, newly
terrified. A dim, ghostly figure flitted into
the dormitory.

“Begad!” it

t murmured. ‘“What are you
dein’ out of bhed, dear fellows¥”

— e s —

CHAPTER X1V,
SiR MONTIE'S SILENCE.
OBODY spoke for a
few moments, and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West
advanced into the
dormitory with his usual
clegant gait. He was attired
in a flowered dressing-gown
u-]d soft slippers.

1 thuurrht it was the ghost!” faltered
Hmpe.

“You'll jump at vour own shadow next!”
growled Handforth. * Look here, Montie,
where have you been?” he added. °‘“What’s
the idea of roaming aboul the House at
nearly two o’clock in the morning??

Tregellis-West shrugged his shoulders.

“It’s all right, dear old fellow,” he
r¢plied. “I couldn't sleep, you know. 1
was frightfully restless, an’~1 went to the
bath-room to have a wash—I did, really.”

“To have a wash—atl two o’clock in the
morning ?” asked Pitt curiously.

“Premsely, dear.boy.”
~ Montie was aware that the other wakeful
juniors were regarding him with a certain
amount of suspicion. Certainly his aecount
aof hs movements sounded somewhat tall.
Was he the figure that Snipe and Full-
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wood had seen on the Banningion road? if
$o, then there could be little doubt that
Montie was the mysterious protector who
had come to Tommy Watson’s aid s0 oppor-
tunely at Moai Hollow.

‘.Iuntxe s very manner was unusual, and :t
was obvious to the other juniors that hne
was nonplussed. They had taken him by
surprise. He had come to the dormitory,
expecting to find it quiet, with all its
members asleep. His manner was serene, as
usual—but that was nothing te go by.
Montie was habitually urbane.

“Look here, you can’t kid us with & yamn
like that!” :aid- Handforth gruffly. “Yom
can’t spoof us into believing that you've
Lbeen to the bath-rcom to have a wash at
two o’clock in the morning!”

Sir Montie shrugeged his shoulders.

“ All right, Handy, old boy—I'm 2ot askin’
vou to believe anythin’,” he said cahnly.
‘“Believe it or disbelieve it—I'm not iright-
fully interested, anyhow.”

He yawned cmele%ly, and moved towards
his bed.

“It won't -do, old man,” said Pitt, taking
Montie’s arm. “We don't want to be
inquisitive, bul—— Hallo! What did you

| jump for?”

[ J‘ump?ll

“Yes, when I touched your arm.”

“T wasn’t aware that I jumped, dear
Ecy,”? said Sir Montie. . “ A little bruise—
nothing more, Kindly allow me to get back
into bed. I think 1 can sleep now—I (o,
rcally !’ -

The others regarded him curiously as he
removed his dreszing-gown and climbed into
Led. As a general ‘rule, Monlie was the
nost open and frank of mortals, His
present behaviour was very strange.

“T say, you fellows, what about some
grub?’ asked Fatty Little, getting out of
bed and feeling for his clothes. “I'n
famished! Let’s buzz down and raid some-
body’s cupboard——-"

“My hal! He wants to eat in the middle
of the night!” snorted Handforth, * Gei
back fto bed, you hungry porpoise! As for
you, Montie, I wans to know if you we:e
out in the Triangle ten minutes ago?”

“The Triangle?” yawned Sir Montie.
afraid I wasn't, old boy.”

“Thal’s not a direct answer,” said Hand-
ferth suspiciously,

Montie turned over and closed h]u EYesS—
clearly indicating that he didn’t wish fto
continue the conversation. Handforth took
a stride towards his bed, but Reggie Pitt
checked him.

“Don’t!”

“T'm

he said. “If Montie wants to
remain silent, let him. It’s not our busi-
ness, Handy. The hest thing we can do is
to get back into hed. We shall all be sleepy
to-morrow if we don’t.”?

“I'm not ¢oing back to bed!” said Fatty
Little firmly. *“I couldn’t sleep if I did go
baek! I'm =0 jolly hmngry that my sides
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feel like caving in! I'm all hollow! I'm as
empty as a harrel!”

“Then go and fill yourself up!” snorted
Handforth. “ Don’t bother us! By George!

Have we got to be pestered by this starving

whale?  There's some intricate dctective
work got to be performed here——

“Well, I'm off!” interrupted TFatty
briskly. :

He marched out of the dormitory with an
eager siride. As a matter of fact, he had
half hoped that one of the eothers would
offer to accompany him, but he was dis-
appointed.

Fatty wasn't exactly a nervous junior, but
at dead of night he preferred a companion.
However, the lure of food was so great: that
he was ready to brave any amount of dark
staircases and gloomy corridors.

By the time he got down to the hall he
was a little less enthusiastic—but the
remembrance of a full cupboard in Study F
spurred him on. Tom Burton and Jerry

Dodd had laid in a good stock, and Fatty
Nobody could ever keep

knew all about it.
any food information away {from Fatty.

The passages wers dim and ghostly, but
the stout junior concentrated his mind upon
grub, and didn’t give himself time to

imagine :urking figures and spectral appari- -
help |

tions. Nevertheless, he couldn’t
remembering all the talk of a phantom
figure in the Triangle. That thought was
somewhat disturbing.

He was glad when he reached Study F.

Creeping in, he made for the cupboard,
and to his great joy it was unlocked. A
shalt of moonlight slanting in through the
window served him well, for it revealed any
amount of good things on the shelf. There
was a huge cherryv-cake only a quarter used,
a bag of doughnuts, a tin of mixed biscuits,
and a pot of raspberry-jam, and many other
dainties,

; ?: pancakes!” breathed Fatty. “ What a
east!”’

All thoughts of spooks passed out of his
mind now. He fairly gloated over this feed.
And within a couple of seconds he was
making deep iuroads intb the cherry-cake.
e cut two big slices, and held one in each
hand, and leaned back in perfect bliss.

A shadow fell across the window, and for
a second Fatty Little caught a glimpse of
a silent, mysterious figure flittineg past the
panes, Two pieces of cherry-cake dropped

from his listless fingers, and he felt his hair’

tingling on his scalp.

CHAPTER XV.

WHAT FPATTY SAW.
ATTY LITTLE nearly
I i A whole monthful
of cake went the
much as he could do to re-
cover himself. T.ven the food

choked.
wrong way, and it was as
was distasteful to him now. There had been

| Somehow, everything seemed different,
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something sinister about that figure passing
the window.

He struggled to his feet, and stagpgered
towards the door. But just when hg reached
the portal he paused, axzd recovered some of
his courage. The thought of deserting such
a feed wag agonising to him,

He looked out into the Triangle. The moon-
light was placid, and although evervthing

| had an eerie aspect, there was nothing really

to bhe scared about. I'atty dashed back to
the cupboard, and seized the rest of the
cake.

“Might as well take this,
mumbled.

Hugging the cake, he reached the door
again, and passed through into the corridor.
The
Fourth Form passage was not itself. Moon-
light streamed in through the window at
the end, but between Fatty and this spot
lay many feet of blackness.

He took a grip on himself, and moved
forward.

something caused him to turn and glance
backwards. Possibly it was only nervous-
ness—the instinet which causes most of us
to glance over our shoulders when our nerves
are on the stretch. Certainly, Fatty had
heard no sound.

At the other end of the corridor another
window admitted some moonlight. And
as Fatty turned his head, he saw some-
thing move acrozs the moonbeam and enter
the dark passoge.

;"lGre-at cokernuts!”’ gasped Fatty franti-
cally.

He didn’t know what he had seen—he didn’t
lock long enough. Something avas there—
something was actually coming down the
paszsage towards him! And the fear of the
Unknown gripped him.

His cake went flying towards the ceiling.
and he took to his heels with a gulp of
fright, and raced like mad towards the lobby.
Considering his bulk, he moved with extra
ordinary speed.

Not once'did be zlance behind him now.

He Tushed up the stairs three at a tie.
and fairly burst into the dormitory. His
entry was dramatic. He rushed in, siammed
the door, and put his back to it.

““What the dickens ?” began Handforth.

“There’s—there’s a ghost!” gasped latty
breathlessly.

“A ghost!”

“Yes! 1t—it
corridor———*"

“It must have been your imagination,™ in-
terrupted Pitt sharply. < You were an ass
to go down, Fatty. We shall have about
four prefects on the spot In a minute-—
judging by the way you slammed that door.’

“I—I forgot!” breathed Fatty, recovering
himself by degrees. <1 was coming down the

anvhow!”’ he

followed me along the
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corridor, you know, and that—that thing]
appeared——"

“What thing?”

“f don’t know!"

“1f you don’'t know,
it was a thing?” demanded Handforih.
expect you saw a shadow A3

“I Jdidn’t!” interrupted Fatty firmly.
—it was something that turned into the
corridor, and started chasing me! I believe
it was trying to get hold of my cherry-
cake g2

““ Blow your cheiry-cake!” snorted Kdward
Oswald. “You've just been imagining things
—that's all. You’'d better go hack to bed as
soon as you can. We’ve had enopgh disturb-

how can vou be sure
Iil’

11 ]'t

ances to-night, without you naking t11111ﬂ5~

worse.”?

Fatty got into
and blankets over himself.
entirely vanished. He wouldnt
downstairs again just now for the
sumptuous banqguet.

bed and drew the sheets
His hunger had

niost

The others believed that he had been a

prey to his own imagination. But this was
unfair towards Fatty. _
seen something. In fact, he had seen the
same object that Enoeh Snipe and Handforth
had glimpsed from the dormitory window.
Just as Snipe had said, the thing had come

right into the school! .

But what was it? Wha could be
yesponsible for this ghostly appearance? There
was now no possibility of naming Sir Moentie
Tregellis-West as the * :;ppa.yl‘g,10n,” for Sir
Montie was in bed, and his alibi was perfect.

“ Everything seems at sixcs-an_d-_sevens to-
night,” growiad HHandforth.  We've been
tn*mg to inake Montie

ten minutes, and he won’t say a thing. It’s
my belief he's been to Moat Hulrmﬂ 2y _
‘“Perhaps so,” agreed Pitt. *~Well, it’s

1o good guessing things. We'll go to sleep
again—>" _

“Nob me!” said Handforth. “I'm going
to wake Churehh and MeClure up, and we'll
mvesticate this affair. We’ll go down to
Moat Hollow and do some H-Cﬂutln"’ work——=

“Begad! Don't do that!” interrupted
!sIc.-n‘tie, sitting up. t

“Hallo! I thought you were asleep,” said
Handforth. “ Why shouldn’t I do it? You
won't tell us where you’ve been, so I've got
to go out on an investigation tour—-’

“Pon’'t go out to Moat Hollow!” putf.in
Montie urgently. “Ny dear old chap,
Grimeshy Creepe will be waiting for you
with a lorsewhip. He’s a perfect beast,
begad!”

“ A horsewhip!” echoed Regegie Pitt slowly.
““What’s this? What's this? A horsewhip?
And you winced when I touched your arm
a little time ago! Have you had a taste of
that lash?’

Sir Montie sighed.

“It’s no good—you’re too irightfully cute
for e, old Loy,” he said regretfully. ¢ As
vou've guessed so much, I suppose I'd better
tell you everyvthing!®
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have gone

Undoubtedly he had-

speak for the last

CHAPTER XVI.
LEGGIE PITT’S . RESOLYVE.

‘6 ORSEWHIPPED, eh?°
said Haznifﬂrth
staring. “ My hat!

Do you mean to say

that old Grimesby €reépé
dared to slosh you with }l
horsewhip?”

Sir Montie got out of bed, and went across
to the window.” He stood there in the moon-
light,  and Pitt and Handforth approached
him, There was ~0111ethm;: SIfDnlﬂcant '1b0ut
his silence. The elegant junior unhutwntd
the jacket of his pyjamas, and remmed 1t

“Just have a look, dear old boys,
said ¢nietly.

He stood there, bared to the waist, and
althougn the light was pale, it was sufficient
for Pitt and Handforth to see tne livid, ugly
weals across Sir Montie’s back. They wete
even on his arms, and the unfortunate
junior must have been in considerable paih.

“Poor old chap!” said Reggie softly. - .

“By George!’’ gasped Handforth, 'You've
been half-murdered! The beast—ihe brute!
How did he do this? Why didn’t you tell us
before? We’ll go down there and——> - - *

«“Hold on—hold on!® 111t61rnpted Plt‘t
“ Don’t get excited, old man—you’'ll wake all
the “others.” :

“But Montie’s been horribly lﬂshed_—_”

“I know it, but it won’t improve matters

]
he

to make a song!” said Pitt quietly. “ Come
on, Mantie—let’s have the yvarn. Tell us
 how this happened—and tell us 'ﬂ* - it

happened.”
Tregellis-West donned his jacket a;:,am . and
went tc} his bed and sat on the edge.of it.
““It properly howled me over when I found
vou feilows awake,” he confessed. - “1 hadnit
just com= in, yvou know—I'd been back an
hour or two. But I couldn’t sleep, an’ I'd

heen "to the Dath-room for some ointment.
These weals smart frlwhtfulh*wthr- do,
really!” '

“But why didn’'t you want tcr tell u””
asked Handforth curiously.

“Oh, well, a fellow doesn’t 1iké ‘to- make
a fuss over such.a thing,” replied Montie. “F
wouldn’t care for the whole Fourth te know
that 1'd been h::\rqe“.hlpped begad! 1It's a
deucedly humiliatin’ piece of work.”

Tre"e]lla-We-«t explained to his mterenfed
l‘itEnEI':: exactly what had taken place. He
described his encounter with Mr. Grimesby
Creepe, and all that had transpired.

“The man’s a brute—a fearful brute!”
said Montie fiereely. “I only went there to
have a few words with poor old Tommy. BDBut
Creepe was waitin’ for me—lurkin’ there with
that horsewhip!”

“But how did he know?* asked Pitt.
“You didn't make your appointment on a
pasteard, did you?”

“No—in a lefter.”

“Then Creepe must have opened Tommy's
letter!” said Pitt, taking a deep breath.
“1 say, what a beast! There’s something



A shadow fell across the window, and fcr a second Fatty Little caught a
glimpse of a silent, mysterious figure flitting past the panes.
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rummy about Moat Hollow! We haven't seen
Tommy Watson since the first day he
arrived! Just that once, and never again!
Old Creepe must keep his pupils within those
walls like prisoners in « convict settlement!”

“ Dear old boy, you've used exactly the
right  words,” agreed  Montie quietly.
‘“ Moat Hollow isn’t a school at all, In fact,
I'm beginnin’ to have the most frightful
misgivin’s—1 am, recally. 1 think somethin’
ought to be done.”

“You think?” growled IIandforth. SN |
know! And something is going to be done,
too—pretty quick! 1 shan’t forget the way
old Creepe treated me the other day!
1've got an idea—"

" Look here, Handy——"'

“An idea!” repeated Edward Oswald firmly.
“To-morrow we’ll get the I'ourth together,
and raid Moat 1lollow in force! How’s that?
We'll storm the giddy place, and rescue old
Watson by sheer force! If that isn’t a
sood idea, what is?”

“I wouldn't like to say!”
almly,

‘“ Look here—-”

“It's no good, Handy—we can’t adopt
those ‘direct action ’ methods of yours,” in-
terrupted Pitt. “ We should gain our object,
of course, but what would happen after-
wards? The Head would intervene, we should
all get flogged, and Tommy Watson would be

replied Pitt

THE

taken back by Creepe.
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Drastic action is als
right in its place—but this isn't one of ita
places,”

Handforth grunted.

“%heu what do you suggest?” he demanded
aruffly

“] suggest going to bed, and sleeping on
it!"” replied Reggie Pitt, with bis usual
practical manner. “We can't do anything
now; but to-morrow—well, let's wait until
to-morrow before we decide. But be quite
certain that we’ll investigate this mystery at

-Moat Hollow, and find out what’s happened

fo Tommy Watson.”

Pitt's decision was a wise one. And even
Handforth had to admit the truth of this
after he had calmed down. And he and the
others got back into bed and were soon
fast asleep.

The mysterious Incident of fhe ghostly
figure was forgotten, DBut it was still o
mystery. Sir Montie Tregellis-West was not
the “phantom »  And it seemed out of the
question that any JFourth-Former could be
associated with the mysterious visitant.

Who was he? -

Who was the timely friend who had come
to Tommy Watson’s assistance, and who had
since appeared in the Triangle, and in the
very Ancient House itself? In the very near
future the problem was to .hecnme even more

‘interesting and mysterious!
EXD.
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CHAPTER 1. j scrutinised—but the watchman’s disgusted

A MYSTERIOUS VISITANT! remarks concerning malters occult showed

EN LOGAN gave a disdainful grunt
as he laid down his newspaper and
rammed the ashes hard into the
bowl of his pipe.

“Bah! There ain’t no such things as
spirits an’ spooks—whatever these writer
chaps may say!" he muttered fo himself.
*“I ought to know, seein’ as it’s my business
to be up an’ doin’ every night from one
year’s end to another! Why den’t these
’ere apparitions appear to the likes o' me,
eh? Why? ’Cos they don’t exist!”

With this comforting thought in his mind,
Ben Logan applied a match to the tobacco
in his pipe, and recommenced his perusal of
the paper—avoiding the column devoted to
“spirits and spooks,” and interesting him-
self in the general news which the paper
contained,

Ben Logan, in his
watchman, was on duty at the Cannon
Street establishment of Messrs. Samuel
Barlow & Co., the well-known firm of silk
merchants, and he was seated in a small
apartment on the ground floor which was
. exclusively devoled to his use.

At regular hourly intervals it was Logan’s
custom to leave this little snuggery, and to
make a complete four of the premises—a
process which took a good twenty minutes.
The remainder of his time he was at liberty
to spend as he wished, and he usually man-
aged to while away the minutes pleasantly
enough by dipping deeply into the contents
of his evening paper,

Ben Logan was an elderly man, and was
not hard to please in the matter of litera-
ture, Anything and everything which his
favourite paper contained was habitnally

B

capacity of night-

1 his

i:hati* he did not believe in everything he
read.

Never having encountered anything in the
ghost line during his extensive career as a
night-watchman, Logan could afford to scoff
at the alleged “true stories of haunted
houses ¥ which the newspaper article con-
tained; but his scepticism was very shortly
to be put to a very severe test indeed,
although he was quite in ignorance of what
was about to transpire.

For the next quarter of an hour nothing
could be heard in the watchman’s room but
the occazional rustle of kis paper, with, per-
haps, a muitered grunt now and again 1o
vary the monotony. At the end of that
time Logan’s clock commenced to boom cut
the hour of midnight, and the old man
instantly rose to his feet.

“Twelve o’clock!” he murmured to him-
self, with a little grin. “Just the time for
them ’ere spooks to start their prancin’—
accordin’ to that writer chap!” _

It was obvious that Ben Logan—despite
disbelief in the supernatural—had
allowed the =article which he had just read
to obtain a certain amount of grip npon
him, and this—in view of subsequent events
—was a most unfortunate occurrence.

After rising to his feet, the watchman
buttoned his thick coalt, and then walked
towards the door, intending to start upon
his rounds in the usual manner,

But just &s he was about to grasp the
handle, he heard a curious noise outside the
apartment—a shuffling end swishing sound,
as if a heavily-clothed woman was hurrying
rast the room.

The rusiling was accompanied by the nn-
mistakable padding cf moving feet, and for
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a few seconds Ben Logan was too astonished
to move a4 muscle. He had never experi-
enced anything of this nature bhefore, hut
he was not the sort of inan to shirk his
duty.

With a queer. feeling of mixed curiosity
and apprehension, he flung open the door
of his little den, and peered out into the
semi-darkness of the great general office—a
large apartment which was dimly lit by a
single electric bulb which glowed high up
pear the ceiling.

As the walchman stepped out into this
barn-like place, he gave a gasp of surprise
angd consternation—for he found himself con-
fronted by an apparition much worse than
anything he could possibly have imagined.

Not more than three yards away from him
there stood the most grotesque being
imaginable—a figure attired in a huge scarlet
cloak, with staring ved features, from which
a pair of baleful eyes glinted and glittered.
Over the eyes a pair of curved horns stood
out from the creature’s forehead, which
gave him the appearance of a veritable
demon from the pit. '

This sirange visitant seemed to be sur-
rounded in a flery glow, and he stood
staring at the watchman balefully and
malevolently—uttering no sound, and making
no sign. Then, with great abruptness, he
commenced moving off in the direction of
a closed door at the far end of the room,
leaving Ben Logan staring after him with
the blood almost drained from his features.

“YWhat the I must be dreamin’!” he
mutiered to himself, rubbing his eves won-
deringly. * Either dreamin’ or else seein’
things which couldn’t possibly exist 5

The details of the newspaper article deal-
ing with ghosts and spirits came back to
him with redoubled force, and he peered
at the refreating ficure of the demoniacal
intruder with somethinz like fright rm Dis
eyes. The author of the stories he had just
rexd had certainly nol mentioned anything
liks this, but if it was not a spook, what
was it?

Logan's very excusable fear did not last
more than a few -seconds, for he could dis-
tinctly hear the sound of the stranger's
foolfalls as he strode along. And the
watchman, inexperienced as he was in such
things, did not need to be told that it is
a very material “ghost ” who finds himself
unable to move without audible féotsteps.
-“By Jimmy!” said ILogan, belween his
clenched teeth. “This chap ain’t no ghost!
'E's a burglar—dressed up like the devil!
But he can’t take me in with ’is trickery
an’ humbug—not likely!"

Ben Logan's practical handling
situation was very commendable, and he
started forward across the office in the
wake of his quarry—all his initial fear now
set at rest. His one thought now was to
ascertain the infruder’s identity and inten-
tions, and fto do his utmost to safeguard
his employers’ property. That was his

of the
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been

had never

Logan
known to fail in the execution of it.
With rapid strides the watchman hurried

duty—and Ben

across the office, and szaw the red-cloaked
ficure disappear through the distant door-
way before he had traversed half the length
of the room. Logan heard the door slam
gently while he was yet several yards from
it, and his greatest fear was that he would
find the portal locked agzainst him.

But in this supposition he was mistaken,
for when he reached the door a moment
later he discovered that it yielded to his

touch without difficulty. Evidently the
stranger did nol - anticipate that the
cuardian of the bullding would have

sufficient nerve te follow him so closely—or
else he was indifferent to the watchman’s
presence.

Logan pushed open {he door noiselessly
and peered infto the room—which he knew
to be the private office of the head of the
firm. And as he did so he observed fthe
Mephistophelian visitor striding towards
th: heavily-barred window.. The next
second the watchman heard the cateh
pushed back, and saw the lower sash being
flung up to its fullest extent. ;

Ben Logan wondered what these queer
tactics could mean—but he had nro intention
of allowing this extraordinary individual to
have everything his own way. So far, the
red-cloaked man appeared to bhe oblivious
of the watcnman’s presence at the door,
and without even glancing in his direc¢tion,
he abruptly ducked down below the level
of the window-ledge, and Iay perfectly still.

Logan blinked, and racked his brain for
an explanation of such queer antics on the
part of the intruder.

“Lummy! This bloke must ’ave excaped
from a lunatic asylum!” he mutiered to
himself., “ But whether 'e’'s barmy or not,
'e's got to be copped an' handed over to
the police!” : 1

There was certainly plenty of cause for
the watcnman’s conelusions concerning the
sanity of the stranger—for no burglar in
his right senses would act in such a
fashion as this. What possible reason
could he have for opening the window, and
then ducking down so close to it?

Logan had no idea—butl he certainly knew
what ‘his own intentions were. ' 1t was
imperative that this grotesquely clothed
intruder should be captured at once, and
the watchman strode forward with his mind

made up.

He was now feeling somewhat angered
at the coonl audacity of the other, and with
a grim look in his eyes, he hurried towards
the window, Kkeeping a wary eve on bhis
quarry meanwhile. But the red-cloaked
man croiiched upon the floor perfectiy
motionless.

“Now, then—what's your game-—"
hezgan Logan sternly, but he got no further.

For, even as the lasl word left his lips,
an appalling change came over him, and he
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seemed to become rigid and stiff—as if
S$uddenly turned into stone. It was as if
the watchman had been gripped by the
force of some iInvisible power, and changed
from a human being into a statue.

_ With a sickening thud he crashed to the
ficor, and Iay upon his side with Ilimbs
onistretched—just as a wooden doll might
iay. His appearance was uncanny in its
ghastly unnaturalness, and it was obvious
that Ben Logan had been made the victim
of some appalling and diabolical agency.

- What was it which had caused his sudden
and dramatic collapse? :

CHAPTER 1I.
' A QUEER PROCEEDIXG.

i PLENDID!®
mured the red-
cloaked man, in a

tone of exultation.
“Splendid! 1t worked like a
charm! The watchman has
i been disposed of with  the
greatest of ease, and we can now proceed
without further interruption.”
. He rose to his feet as he spoke, and
walked over to the prostrate figure of Ben
Logan. A brief examination was sufficient
to assure him that the watchman was com-
pletely - unconscious—but  this  amazing
stranger lingered for quite a while over his
scrutiny of the unfortunate Logan, seeming
to be greatly interested in the man’s con-
dition.

He noted the rigidness of the outstretched
limbs, and the fixed, wax-like expression on
the set features. Clearly, he was marvel-
ling at the havoc which had been wrought
with such astounding rapidity, and he
nodded his head slowly as he regarded the
silent figure upon the floor.

+ < Bxtraordinary ! he muttered to himself.
“The invisible grip is a far more effective
weapon than 1 had imagined possible.
Equipped with power such as this, it should
not prove a difficult matter to achieve any
desired result, and to make me invineible!
Upon my soul! The pessibilities are end-
}ess 12

He chuekled to himself with evident satis-
faction, and then walked over to the spot
where an immensely strong and massive
steel safe was situated. The structure was
a huge affair of the most modern manufac-
ture, and had only recently been installed
in the building,

It looked strong enough to withstand the
elffects of shell-fire, hut it was evidently the
intention of this up-to-date Mephistopheles
to commence operations upon it.

And yet such a thing seemed to be im-
possible—for he had not come equipped with
the usnal kit of scientific burglar’s tools.

mur-

He was not encumbered with so much as
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a bag, but from the voluminous folds of his
cloak he drew forth a bottle containing a
liguid, together with a small eloth pad.

And with these apparently simple imple-
ments he proceeded to get to work.

First moistening the pad with a liberal
dose of the liquid from the bottle, he com-
menced 1o smear the ‘door of the safe
with the solution—repeating the operation
several times until he had thoroughly
covered the centre of the door with the
compound. :

The liquid seemed to dry almost as it
was applied to the painted surface of the
metal work, but it was so thin and ecolour-
less that its presence was barely perceptible.

In a few minutes the work was accom-
plished to the complete satisfaetion of this
amazing stranger, and, after stowing the
bottle and the pad away once more, he left
the safe, and walked over to the window.

Drawing an electric torch from another
pocket, he raised it until its lens was point-
ing towards the open air. Then he pressed
the switch twice in quiek suecession, and
withdrew into the room, backing towards
the wall, but taking care to keep the safe
under close observation. :

Then he waited with every appearance of
expectant curiosity—and he did not wait in
vain. )

With 2 suddenness which was almost
startling—although he had been. quite pre-
pared for it—a blinding flash of . fire sizzled
upon the door of the safe, and illuminated
the interior of the office with tremendous
brilliance, It was over in a moment, how-
ever, and once more the room resumed its
normal appearance. -

Within a very few seconds of the fash
the purple-masked individual became ex-
tremely active, and for the next seven or
cight minutes he was busily engaged uvpon
the task which he had set himself,

At the end of that time—with his cloak
reversed, and his mask removed—he made
his way out of the offices of Messrs. Samuel
Barlow & Co., and entered the open streetf.
A close observer might have noticed that
his pockets were bulging almost to burst-
ing point—but there were very few observers
about at that hour of the morning.

He found himself in a side-street at the
rear of the premises, and he walked rapidly
towards a closed motor-car which was drawn
up against the kerb a short distance away.
Into this vehicle the stranger vanished, took
his seat with the utmost calmness, and
proceeded to light a cigarette.

After smoking this for a short pericd he
was joined by a companion—a man who
carried a larce and heavy suit-case, which
was quickly placed aboard the car.

The new-comer took his place at the driv-
ing-wheel without wasting any time in con-
versation, placed his fooft upon the celf-
starter, and drove off—both he and lis pas-
senger being obviously well satizsfied with
themselves, %L



Who were the mysterious pair?
And what diabolical power was it which
they had made to serve them so faithfully?

CHAPTER I1II.
NELSON LEE 18 INTERESTED.

HIEF DETECTIVE-

INSPECTOR LEN-

NARD, of Secotland

Vard, burst into Nel-

son Lee's consulting-room at

Gray’s Inn Road with all the

' familiarity of long-standing

friends lnp. and flopped himself into a chfm

““This i3 the limit, Lee!” he exclaimed,

a disgusted tone. “The Yard is alwa}*s

doing its kest to keep pace with the modern

eriminal—but we’'re up apgainst something

of a pretty stifi nature this time! You've
seen the morning papers, 1 suppose?”’

Nelson Lee and Nipper looked at their
oflicial colleague with curious glances, and
it was amply apparent to them that Len-
nard was very much more concerned than
usual. As a general rule the Scotland Yard
man was a particularly Ilevel-headed in-
dividual, and it was evident that somethino
very much out of the ordinary must have
taken place to cause him to dlSpIcﬂ such
agitation.

The famous detective and his
had just finished their breakfast,
reply to Lennard’s query, Lee nodded.

“Yes, I've certainly glanced through the
papers, old man,” he said. “So far as 1
can see, the only item of interest appears
to be a somewhat curious robbery at the
establishment of Messrs. Samuel Barlow &
Cﬂ-—”

¢ Somewhat curious!” echoed
with a hard smile. ‘“ Why, man, it's amaz-
ing—extraordinaryv—astounding! Just waif
until you've had a look round for yourself,
Lee! 'You’'ll open your eyes in wonder when
yvou see the condition of the safe and the
state of the back door!”

assistant
and in

Lennard,

Nipper stared at the chief inspector
curiously,
““ What's the biz idea?’”” he demanded.

““The papers said ﬂDthlﬂg about all this
miracle business, Mr. Lennard! They just
r;aferred’ to the burglar;r in the usual man-
ner——*

¢ They're just the preliminary reports.”
interjected Lennard. “By the time the
evening editions appear they’ll have head-
lines in inch-thick type. unless I'm a Dutch-
man! This affair is going to make the bigz-
rest sensation we've had for }fears—-and
the worst of it is that the police are com-
pletely baffled! We can’t mfihe
tail of the business, and we're in a proper
ngU)

Nelson Lee knew that the chief inspector
would not speak in this way without good
cause, and he at once hecame interested.

T should like to hear a little more about
this robbery, Lennard,” he said briskly.

1 “ Your words

head or:

indicate that it is quite a
new departure—”

“It is!” said Lennard grimly. ¢ The
crooks who are responsible for it must be
something more than up-to-date, for they’ve

made use of methods which have never pre-
viously been heard of. The Yard knew
nothing about it until the early hours of
the nmrniug—-and we were called in by the
City Police. 1 was one of the first to
visit Barlow’s, and I tell you frankly, Lee,
that 1 was simply staggered by what 1
saw!?

The chief inspector paused for a moment,
and then went on.

*“It appears that a City policeman was
the first to make ths discovery that any-
thing was wrong,” he continued. < He was
on his usual beat, when he noticed that an
iron door at the rear of Barlow's showed
unmistakable signs of having been tampered
with. He reported the matter at once, say-
ing that the door had been pierced by
some peculiar agency. A hole had been
made completely through the ironwork by
the application of heat in some form——"

“Oxy-acetylene blow-lamp, of course,” be-
gan Nipper, when Lennard interrupted bim
brusquely.

“That’s just where you're wrong, young
'un!” he exclaimed. * The iron door was
pierced by terrific heat, but it wasn't an
ordinary clean-cut hole such as an oxy-
acetylene blow-lamp would make. I've =zeen
it, and I know what I'm talking about!”

Nelzson Lee looked up quickly.

“Then how was the hole made?”
queried.

¢ That's
man!”? said

he

just what I want to know, old
the chief inspector, with =a
little grunt. “I've never seen anything so
curious in my life! The ironwork of the
door looks as if it had been turned into
putty, and then pierced with a man’'s fist
or elbow! The thine is so dashed curious
that I don't know what to think about it.
But that's not all T've got to tell you, by
long chalks!”

Lennard helped

cigarettes, lip it,
story.

““The policeman, after making his initial
discovery, opened the damaged door, and
entered the premises,” he continued, puf-
fing at his cigarette jerkily. **In one of the
pI‘l“«d.tE‘ offices he discevered the unconscious
body of Ben Logan, the watehman—huddled
up upon the floor in the maost grotesque
position, with his legs and arms as stiff as
piston-rods! He was paralysed, Lee—com-
pletely paralysed and immovabhle!”

The chief ‘inspector paused dramatically,
and looked at the detective intently. Nelson
Lee was visibly impressed by what he had
Peﬁrd, and he nodded again very thought
ully.

“H'm!” he murmured. ‘This seems to
be very extraordinary, Lennard. You 3ay
that the watchman was completely para-

himself to one of Lee's
and then resumed his



bl =t b

THE

lysed, and unahle to
move hand or foot? Is
he in the same condition
nowit” |

“Hanged if T know!”
said Lennard, with a
shake of _his head.
“When I left the place
he was being attended
to by a doctor. Heaven
knows what caused the
man to become para-
Iysed, but his condition
was obviously brought
about Dby the erooks.
He was found quite
clgse to the window,
and the safe in the
same  room had been
opened in precisely tihe
sanie way as the iron ~

door. A huge hole in
the centre of the dour < / L
teld its own tale plainly :

enough, and there's no \_ . \f

doubt that the thieves o 069 .

got away with a pretty .

considerable haul. We L

don’t know yet exactly e © %o (
[

whatt has bheen taken =)

from the safe, but

've seen enough to -

assure me that we're . | // ’/V ‘4

RTIT

————

up against the cleverest {
set of crooks who have | 1
ever operated in  this : -'

conntry! How they
managed to melt iron 1
and steel, and paralyse

\

\
“-._______-
=

the watchman is abso-
lutely beyond me!” - ;

“How do you know |
that it's the work of a ~ .

“set’ or gang?” asked \ !
Nelson Lee keenly.

“We don’t!” con- , A ; 1
fessed  Lennard. N S < y ;
only assumed that on - |
account of this piece of -

paper which was found
in the safe. Hcre—have
a-Jook at it, Lee, and
tell me what you make

O

3

A City policeman was the first to make a discovery
| that anything was wrong.

ol 1it” ‘I
The chief inspector B ol \
fumbled in his breast- J \

pocket as he spoke, and
withdrew a bulky waliet.
From this he extracled
a small piece of wiite

paper; upon which were inscribed twe brief 't Satan’s Fang! ?’ quoted TFEIEQI’L Lee,
wods, reading the words aloud. *‘Very mterest-

Nelson Lee took the paper, and looked at | ing aud melodramatic, my dear Lennard—
it keenly, Nipper meanwhile glancing over | but I fuil to see why this paper should give
liis shoulder. The two words seemed to stare | you the impression that a gang has been ut
at them menacingly. and in some subtle | work. "To my mind, the werds seem to be
manner they appeared to impart a sinister { more in the nature of a personal warning
warning, "} rather than the trade mark of a criminal




but,

But is this the only discovery you made?

Have you no clues of any sort to go upon?**
The chief inspector shook his head.

gang; of course, we cannot bhe sure.

“Not a blessed thing!” he declared.
*“There are no footprints, finger-prints, or
anything else! The window of the office
where the safe stood was unsecured, but for
what reason
obscure. The thieves got into the building
by means of the irom door, and seem to
have used skeleton keys to open the doors
of the private office and passage——"

“I'li come with you to Barlow’s, and have

a look round, if you don't mind,” ecut in
Nelson Lee briskly. *‘This case has all the
characteristics of an unusually interesting
problem, and I'm rather keen to see the
melted door of the safe.” _
“Good!" exclaimed Lennard. “1 was
hoping you'd say that, old man! The car’s

outside now, and we can get to Cannon
Street in no time!"

A few moments later the trio left the de-
tective's house in Gray’'s Inn Road in the
oflicial police car, en route for the scene of
the burglary.

CHAPTER 1V. .
A STARTLING DEDUCTION!
ELSON LEE stood in
N the private office of
Mr. Samuel Barlow,
and regarded the
miutilated safe-door medita-
tively.
¢ Extraordinary!” he mur-
looking at Lennard thoughtfullr,
guite right In saying that the
1 have never

mured,
“Xou're
methods used here are unigue.

seen anyvthing quite like it.
door and this safe have been pierced by the
application of some form of tremendous
heat—heat which was so terrifie that it
caused the metal to lose its toughness and
‘'to become, as Yyou said, little more than
putty.” -

The chief inspector nodded.

““*Yes; but Low the deuce did the crooks
apply such intense heat?’’ he asked. ¢ How,
if it comes to that, could they have earried
an apparatus capable of generating it? And
then there’s the watchman—what about his
paralysis?”

“We'll have a few words with him In a
moment,” said the detective. “It's ex-
tremely fortunate that he has recovered
the full use of his muscles and limbs. The
doctor, strangely enough, savs that Logan
13 practically none the worse for his czrious
experience.”

This was true, for Ben Logan, after lyving
unconscious for several hours, had recovered
with truly astonishing rapidity. Ie was
now sitting in his own little room, waiting
to be guestioned,.

Nelson Lee had already examined the outer
fron door, and was now engaged in the task
of subjecting the safe to a minute scrutiny.
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He was frankly puzzled, and for the life of
him he could not understand how tho
criminals had achieved their resuits.

Through his magnifying-glass the detective
examined the battered door of the safe, and
it soon becaine obvious to him that some
sort of preparation had been applied to the
cuter surface; but beyond that one dis-
covery there seemed to be very little to go
upon.

The metal of the safe had been, literally,
fused into a paste—this much was apparent
by the soft, jagzed edpes of the hole in the
door., Obviously, the steel had been ren-
dered into a putty-like substance by some
unknown agency, with the result that the
metal could no longer withstand the slichtest
pressure. A man’s fist would be sufficient
to pierce it easily under such conditions.

The very fact that crooks were abroad
armed with implements capable of causing
such havoee was distinetly alarming, and

Mr. Samuel Barlow, the head of the firm,
was ia a tremendous state of agitation. No
man’s property would be safe from such
criminals, he declared—and he was un-
doubtedly right.

Nelson Lee, for some lifttle time, wag

absolutely absorbed in his examination of the
safe and the room, and the very novelty
of the situation interested him immensely.
His keenness was a thing to marvel at, and
he darted about the office with amazing
alacrity. But he could find no finger-
prints, and no footprints anywhere in the
reom. .

There appeared: to be no clues of any
sort, and it was evident that the thieves
had exercised the greatest caution. Nelsoen-
Lee knew of no instrument which was
capable of executing such tremendous
damage to the tough steelwork of the safe—
but the faets spoke for themselves.

The detective finally walked over to
the window, and his eyes gleamed
strangely after he had subjected the

iton bars which auarded it to a brief
examination. His quick glance observed
very evident signs of scorching upon them,
and he gazed out of the window with a
thoughtful expression for some few seconds.

Then he abruptly turned. and intimated
his readiness to interview the watchman.

But Ben Logan could tell him very little
which would help. He described, in detail,
exactly what had occurred the previous
night, and gave an accurate description of
the red-cloaked man—as he had appeared in
his disguise. The watchman, of course,

‘eould tell Lee nothing of what had taken

place in the office after he had been ren-
dered unconscious by the mysterious invisible
egrip, and the interview with Logan was
singularly barren of resulfs. )

A& its conclusion Nelson Lee took Lennard
aside, and looked at him keenly and squarely.

“ Look here, Lennard, I want you fo answer
a question for me,” he said In his quiet
voice. “ Where is Professor Cyrus Zingrave?”

The chief inspector started.



“What the deuce is

the good of trying
to keep anything from you, Lee?’ he grunted,
“As a matter of fact, the professor escaped
froon prison a couple of months ago; but the
authorities decided to keep it dark in order
not to alarm the general public!”’

Nelson Lee nodded his head significantly.

“Ah! Just as I suspected!” he muttered.
““Unless I'm very much mistaken, Lennpard,
we have Professor ngmve to thank for
. this affair at Barlow’s! The whole atnio-
sphere of the case seems to reek of his
subtle methods, and I shall be guite content
to engage in anothier battle of wits with him!
But fell me—what has become of the Leaguc
of the Green Triangle? Are its members
still associated with the professor?”

“No,"” said Lennard. ‘“Every blessed one
of 'them is safely locked up in Portmoor
« Prison, and the professor is the only one
- who managed to escape. If you're right,
Lee, it’ll be him—and him alone—whom we're

. "up against!”

The detective smiled.

, + *Naturally, I cannot be positive that I'm
right,”? he said. *“But I shall be greatly
autﬂmahed if the opposite proves to be the
case., You mark:-.my words, Lennard—Pro-
fessor Cyrus Zingrave is the man responsible
tor this robhen‘”

Two minutes later Nelson Lee and Nipper
left. Barlow’s egtablishment—the latter con-
siderably puzzled as to his master’s reasons
for making such an abrupt departure.

CHAPTER V.
THE FIRST CLUE!

r IPPER looked at Nelson
' Lee blankly.
‘““ What's the idea,

guv'nor?” he asked
in sarprise., “You don’t mean
to say that you've finished
here—already?"’
“For the time being, I don't think there
., is anything else we can do within Mr,
Barlow’s office, young ’'un,” returned the de-
tective. “We have. discovered very little
indeed—but I have great hopes of being «
little more successful upon our next quewt 14

“Next quest?” repeated Nipper. ¢ Where
the dickens are we bound for row, guv’'nor?”

“To the vacant office which directly faces
the barred window of Mr, Samuel Barlow’s
private office!’ said Nslson Lee. “I have
an idea that an examination of the place
may prove to be considerably enlightening!™

‘Nipper grunted.

“I'm hanged if I can see what tiie game
is, sir; but I suppose you know what you're
doing ! 1 he commented. * What on earth do
you e*cpect- to find there?”’

T haven't the faintest notion!"” confessed
- the detective. “But I am quite convinced
it my own imind thab Professor Zingrave—
. if it is he whom .we are pitted agdlnat—w
vsed that empty office for the earrying out
of -hig plans of last night. By some means
or other he caused the door of Barlow’s =afe
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near the- window.
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to practically melt—and the machine which
caused that phenomenon to take place was
situated outside the building! That much is
proved by the scorched bars of Barlow’s
office window!"”’

“Good heavens!” said Nipper. “ Do you
mean to say that there is a machine in
existence capable of doing that, guv'nor—
and of causing the watchman to become
paralysed??

“Obviously,” said the detective. *“'There
is no other explanation of the facts. You
will remember that Ben Logan, .in his state-
ment =aid that he saw the red-cloaked man
open the window, and then immediately
duck down. What happened directly after-
wards?  Logan was unable to tell us, for
the simple reason that he was stricken down
by some unseen force—the very force which
the red-cloaked man ducked to avoid
me-eting!“ 5 4

“Well, I'm dashed!”’ ejaculated Nipper.
“That unseen farce must be horribly pnwe1+
ful— ©Oh, is this the place?”.

The pair had by this time reached the side
street which lay bchind Barlow’s premises,
and the detective at once entered. Tﬂr};
shoirtly he was in conversation with the man
in charge, and learned that the wvacant
office which faced the burgled premises hadl
been hired by an elderly man, who paid the
rent in advance, The detective had no.diffi-
culty in obtaining permission to examine the
room, and he and Nipper were: shortly
cioseted together within the bare apartment.

It contained but a few artieles of furni-
ture, which comprised a battered desk; two
chairs, and a wastepaper-basket. The floor-
hoards were bare and dirby—but the detec-
tive lost no time' in commencing upon his
examination of the roecm.

Almost the first dl&ED?EI‘}’ which ‘Ielbon Lee
made was a series of marks upon the floory,
They consisted of three
scarcely perceptible indentations in the wood;
bt the detective appeared to regard them
with a great amount of importance,

“Look, Nipper—marks made by the feet of
an iron tripod!”’ he eu,hlmed “We are
getting nearer, young 'un, and I fancy we
shall find ourselves up a”mnat amnethu:fr of
a unique nature!”

It was at- this m:}ment that Lee caught
sight of the wastepaper-basket,, and he
moved towards it at once, bending down and
commencing to Iummage amongZst the
contents. :

“The absence of clues . strikingly ap-
parent in this case, and is ¢1 frreat tribute to
the astuteness of the crooks- Ah, what
is this, Nipper? What is this?”

In order to make his task easier, Lee had
turned the hasket upside-down, and he sud-
denly broke off, and pounced upon a minute
object which had become wedged in the
wickerwork.

The object was about half an inch long,
and was obviously a piece of human -skin!

END OF FIRST INSTALMENT, .
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worth* (Oldham), W. Fidler (Razmak,
India), Norman Vale (Montreal), Cyril
Monckton (Finsbury Park), “0ld Reader?®
(Catford), Frank W. Rimmer* (Wallasey),
Dora Marshall (Hull).

-4 % *

It's a goou thing I've got two pages at
my disposal, or 1 shoulda't have much
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fFamn
space left for my comments. But you
mustn’t judge from this week’s posthaz

—I don’t think it will be as heavy as this
always. The majority of you fellows
mentioned above have sportingly offered
vour services as Chief Organising Officers
for The St. Frank's League in your respec-
tive districts. You'll notice that I've dis-
tinguished you by an asterisk after your

1A nIes,

* * *

Thanks, all of you, for your whole-hearted
~and enthusiasm.  Unfortunately
the League isn’t a reality yet, although
I hope that it will become a very real
organisation in the near future. All your
names are carefully listed, and when the
right times comes you’ll be called upon to
make good your promises and do your bit.
My only fear is that your enthusiasm may
have waned during the period of waiting;
but T am hoping for the best.

* ¥ %

I want te thank everybody who wished me
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.
I thought it was very nice of you to write
especially, and I appreciate the thought
which actuated your pens.

-

#* x E

Those of you who have becn worryving
about the Old Paper being divided up into
two can mnow rest content. The Editor and
I have had scveral chats, and he thinks
it’ll be far better to carry on in the usual
way., The only change will be one that
you alrecady know of. In a few weeks
time Nelson Lee and Nipper wiil return to
St. Frank’s, and the school storigs will be

lengthened accordingly, filling up most of
the paper. 1 think this will please the
heart. of the majority.

* & &

Within a week or two there may be a
charge in the Muagazine—not in the con-
tents, but in the form of it. I can't say
anything for certain now, becauvse tha
Editor hasn’t quite decided. But if the
change IS made I am sure that it will
meet with general approval. So look out!
I've got you guessinge now, haven't 1¢

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOCLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
No. 62. BLUNDELL'S SCHOOL, TIVERTON, DEVON.

Founded in 1604 by Mr. Peter Blundell,  there. The school is divided into TUpper,
clothier, of Tiverton, this famous school has | Middie, and Lower Schools, and consists of
been immortalised by R. D. Blackmore in [ 320 boys. Sperts include Rugby f{oothall,
“Lorna Doone,” Blackmore being a scholar | ericket, fives, and lawn tennis,



Editorial Office,
Study E,
St. Frank's.
My dear Chums, ,
You will all be delighted to hear that
Nipper and Nelson Lee are both in the land
of the iiving, and are in the best of health
and spirits. I have just had a letter from
Nipper, and he tells me that they have had
an exciting time in connection with the
Hollowdene Manor Mystery. This case is
now satisfactorily ended, and there is a
possibility that Nelson Lee and Nipper will
return to St. Frank’s before many weeks.
Nipper sends his best wishes to everyone,
and says he is looking forward to seeing all
the fellows again.

NIPPER AND THE
CAPTAINCY. :

The actual date when Nipper returns 1
am not able to give. He will probably
come back quite unexpectedly. But I would
like to say something about the captainey.
While Nipper is at the school, I feel I must
stand down in his favour for this responsible
position. After all, he has had very much
more experience as your skipper than me,
and, for the sake of old times as well, I
will resign in his favour as soon as he
returns to St. Frank’s. I have often wished
during the last few months that we had
the benefit of Nipper’'s detective ability,
cspecially in getting to the bottom of the
Moat Hollow School Mystery.

A NEW POSITION FOR NELSON LEE.

In his letter, Nipper tells me that Nelson
Lee will also be returning to St. Frank’s,
and that our old Housemaster ‘has been
invited by the Head to start a special
detective class and to assist him in the
administration of the school. In many ways
this will be an ideal position for the great
schoolmaster-detective, for he will be able
to follow up the work he loves without being

FOURTH FORM

tied down to the regular routine of House- |

 masfer, and at the same ftime he will he
able to mingle with his old friends at St.
Frank’s. For a long time Dr. Stafford has
looked upon Nelson Lee as his right-hand
man, and has never sought his help in vain
when faced with a difficult situation. This
will mean that Mr. Beverley Stokes will re-
main permanently the Ancient Housemaster.
We should all be sorry to lose Mr. Stokes,
and it is satisfactory to know that the re-
turn of Nelson Lee will not make any
difference to Mr., Stokes’' position at St
IFrank’s.
THE DETECTIVE CLASS.

The traininz of boys in detective- work is
guite a new departure in public school work,

and it is to the credit of Dr., Stafford that
he recognises ifs educational value, We
cannot all be nrofessional detectives, but
if every man had some knowledge of detec-
tion, the criminal would find it increasing!y
difficult to flourish in our midst, and., in
course of time, would become extinct. Often
a hue and cry is raised for a wanted man,
It is then that the public, by making f[ull
use of their powers of observation, can
mraterially assist the police in bringing the
criminal to justice.

THE FATE OF TOMMY WATSON.

There seems to be little doubt now that
Moat Hollow as a school is a snare and »
delusion. Once a boyv is sent there, he is
not given a chance to get out again, and
similar precautions are taken to .prevent
anyone getting into touech with these
wretched youfths behind those high, dismal
walls. Sir Montie is trying hard to obtain
news of his former study chum, bulb with-
out much success. Unfortunately, it i3
equally impossible to communicafe wilh
Tommy's father, since the latter has gone

abroad with his family. So it i3 up to
the Tourth to act, and without loss of
time. "e

Your sincere chum, REGGIE PITT,



AMONGST THE REDSKINS

By EUGENE ELLMORE

Author of ** Facts Let Loose,” efc., efc.

FHE MEDICINE MAN.
The most important man next tc the chief

nimself in an Indian community is the
medicine man.
TThe word ‘““medicine ** in this connection

means nothing :nore than mystery. It is,
of course derived {rom the French word
“ médecin,”” meaning doctor or physician.

Amongst the redksins the doctors are all
magicians, and it is easy {o see that every-
thing that cannot be understood is referred
fo as medicine. Thus there is good and
bad medicine, according as the resnlls ~re
pleasing or otherwise.

Each tribe has a number of medicine men.
Their duties cover a wide field, for not only
are they supposed to be able lo heal tihe
sick, but also to promote vietory in battle
and sucecess in the chase. :

So far as curing fthe sick goes, they are
certainly quite capable persons. They have
a good knowledge of roots and herbs. From
these they can concoct various drugg, and
very often the patient recovers,

A DRESS OF ODDS AND ENDS,

1f that happens, the medicine man does
not fail to rub the fact-well home. He
stands in some censpicuous place for days
on end, preaching io the villagers and tell-
ing of his success.

Jf he fails he joins the band of mourners
and bewails the fate of his patient, at the
time assuring the tribesmen that it is the
will of the Great Spirit that he should he
taken,

The dress of the medicine man is as
remarkable as it is overawing. Very often
he will cover himself in the skin of a hear
or other large animal. In addition to this
there will be fastened to it the skins of ever
so many other smaller animals or reptiles,
such as snakes or frogs.

Claws of birds, hoofs of deer and all sorls
of other portions of every sort of animal
will also be aflixed. And if their original
cwners have teen deformed in any way =0
m;uch the better. The medicine man in fvl
*ivnr-paint looks like a sort of Christmas-
ree

STRANGE CUSTOMS.

If his patient is seriously ill he will try
the effect of dancing rcund him. He will
shake his spear and make slrange noises
with his rattles. He will yell and grunt in
ipitation of animals. Then he will jump
round and over the invalid. He will appeal
to the spirits. 1f these measures .fail he
will push and pull the unfortunate man
akhout,

But curing the sick is not by any means
the medicine man’s most usual occupation.

He has ever so many feast-day celebra-
tions to organise. On all such f{festive
occasions he Js asked to produce his
“ magic,”

When white men first appeared amongst
t.hen_] the redskins credited them with being
magicians, because they could use firearms
or paint pictures or predict weather, Many
a white man has held the position of
honorary medicine man to a tribe. But it
is not a very safe position to hold, as the
native medicine men are sure to become
jealous,

CEMETERIES IN THE AIR,

_Another curious custom amongst some
redskin tribes relates to disposing of their
dead. Instead of burying them, they place
the bodies upon small scaffolds so as to be
out of the way of prowling dogs or wolves.

The hodies are dressed in their hest
clothes and are supplied with pipe, tobacco
and provisions, which it is supposed he will
need on his journey. The dead man’s arms
are also placed at his side.

Then a miniature scaffold ‘is erected, and
he is placed on top of il. Many of these
scaffolds are erected side by side, so that
the cemetery may he said to be in the air.

When the bodies have decayed the bones
are buried. But the skulls are taken into
the prairie They are arranged, perhaps, as
many a$ a hundred at a {ime in a large
circle. Their heads face the centre, in which
a tall medicine-pole is erected on a mound.
And in addition there are often to be seen
the skulls of a male and female buffalo.
These little circles in the vast prairie are
usually well-tended and looked after.
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No. 61.—TIMOTHY ARMSTRONG.

| GENDIRAL DESCRIPTION: L
8  Big, burly and aggressive. Power-

fully-built frame, but revealing weak-
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S ness in his forehead. Eyes, grey.
/ . ] Hair, dark and sieek. Height, 5 ft.
S5 5 ins, Weight, § st. 12 1b. Birthday,

July 27th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Fond of makinz a lot of noise, and
posing as somebody of importance., in
any big matter, however, indecision

. and weakness reveal his reai character.
A windbag—always talking, but never
doing.

SPORTS & BRECREATIONS:

Fair at football and cricket, but
not bhrainy enough to excel. Hobby:
Boasting akout his own capabilifies.

TIMOTHY
ARMSTRONG.

No. 62.—ERNEST LAWRENCE.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Well-built, with broad shoulders and
athletic frame. Open, pleasant face,
with fresh complexion and cheery

. smile. Eves, grey. Hair, curly and
aolden. Height, 5 ft. 4 ins. Weight,
8 st. 8 1b. Birthday, dMarch 31st.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Modesty is Lawrence's chief
characteristic. He hates talking about
his boxing prowess, and in every way
he 15 quiet and unassuming.
Generosity and kindliness are his other
main points,

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Although interested in cricket, bhox-
ing is the one sport of his life. Law-
rence can generally be found in his
study or the gyvmmnasium.

ERNEST
LAWRENCE,




i THE FOURTH
i At ST FRANK'S.

No. 63.—LOUIS GRIFFITH.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

An average kind of boy, with
pleasant features. Eyes, brown. Hair,

: dark. Height, 5 ft, 1 in. Weight,
i 8 st. 8§ 1b. Birthday, April 15th,

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

i  Has a happy-go-lucky disposition, B
and is not very strong-willed. Easily §
swayed by an elogquent speaker at a
junior meeting. Generally acts before
he thinks—sometimes with unfortunate
consequences,

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Weak at most sports, being rather
a  delicate ' bhoy constitutionally.
Hobbhies: Stamp colleeting, fretwork,
and playing the Hute,

No. 64.—WILLIAM FREEMAN.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Burly, clumsy figure. Unhandsome
features, but rather pleasant. KEyes;
blue, Hair, medium. Height, 5 ft.
2 ins. Weight, 8 st. 9 1b. Birthday,
Aungust 15th,

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Obstinate, but good-tempered.
Always getting into arguments, but
seldom gets angry over them, '

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

A good nrnner, with plenty of
staying power.

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

ERROR.--In the Portrait Gallery for
December 13th the Duke of Somerton’s
birthday was given as May 23rd. This
should have read December 27th.
NEXT WEEK: Justin B. TFarman,

Charles Owen, Harold Doyle, Yung
Ching,
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FOR THE HANDY BOY == =
i i ~Z )
BY-DIGK Gu.odtf.fm _ZHEN W N7,

Readers who wish to ask questions or m:a.ka suggestions regarding these articles are invited to

write to Dick Goodwin, c/o The Editor,

The Nelsom Lee Library, The Fleetway HOuss,

Farringdon Bireeef, London, E.C.4,
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OT only is the
desk, shown
~ at Fie. 1,

convenicnt in
use, but it is almost
impossible for anyone
to open it who does
not know abouft fthe
secret  loek, When
the desk is open and the slope removed,
the method of fastening is not entirely exposed.
The main sizes are shown in the plan and
elevations at Fig. 3. Jt will be scen that the
desk is comprised of two sides A, a back B, a
front C, which can be joined tozether in
several ways, plainly butted and screwed, as at
Figs. 2 and 3, lock cornered, as at Fig. 1,
tongued, as at Figs. 3 and 4, or dovetailed.
The bottom D can be tongued, as at E, or butted
against a fillet, as at F, Fig, 3.

THE SECRET CONMPARTNIENT.,.

The ink and pen compartments are formed

by a strip G with partitions H H, with a sceret |

compartment covered with a strip J; this
picce fits closely inside the pen compartment
and rests on side fillets slightly bevelled at one
end, as at K, Fig. 4. DPressure at one end
will tilt the strip J and enable it to be lifted up.
The slope L is supported on two tapered strips
M, and strengthencd with fillets N, as at Fig. 5,
the small ends of the tapered lengths are
. bevelled to fit in taper-notched cuts inside the
iront C and shown at F, Fig. 3.

The lid O is i

SR T T T R T R O A e R iz

A WRITING DESK SLOPE WITH A SECRET
FASTENING (LOCK)

A L S RS T L T A T R

HEI R

brd

hinged to the back B, and the front cdge is

“bevelled to fit closely against the top of the

slope, as at Figs, 1 and 3.

THE SECRET LOCK.

The lock P is placed behind the date calendar
Q, as at Fig. 6, and is iormed by using & dummy
hinge R to which is soldered a short oar P and
kept in position with two springs S S. The
binge shown separately at Fiz. 6 should be the
same size as those used to attach the lid 0, and
being cut away underneath, appears quite
naturally placed befween the other two and
cives no apparent indication that it is not what
it appears to be—an ordinary hinge. The bar
slides between two strips T T, and is covered
by the slot in the back of the piece Q which is
made from three-ply wood, this material allows
of the necessary rebates for the date cards to be
inade quite easily, The lock platc U is made

. irom a piece of sheet

brasg, and is serewed to
the top of the strip G,
with a groove under-
<" mneath, as at Fig. 5.
>3 The key should be
! made from hard rolled
brass or a thin piece
of iron to the shape V,
and is used, as shown
at W, Fig. 5. The
desk looks well in oak,
wax polished, but deal
can be used if stained
and polished,
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HOW TO MAKE
THE DESK.  E

SRR

CST of the wood used is 3 in. thick, and
although it is possible to obtain
; machine-planed wood of this thick-

ness, the surface will require careful
obtain -a good polish, In order to
- allow for the Ifew
shavings necessary
. with the smoothing
plane, the wood
should be a trifle
thicker than } in.,
and it will be a5 well
when ordering the
wood to specify & in.

(T
T
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= mill or & in. bare,

= Both the tongue and
=2 groove and the lock
----- e corner joints have

been deseribed before,
50 we can get aheal with the marking out.
The two sides are 12§ in. by 6 ins. by $ in. when
finished, the full width is left for a distance of
3% in. and then the : :
wood' is tapered to
3 in. af the end. The
‘back B is 13% in. by
6 in. by % in. finished,
and the front C the
same length and
thickness, but only .
31 in. wide. 1

CUTTING THE
CROOVES,

'The parts are joined
togetherbeforethetop : i
edges are sloped to mateh the sides, but beiore

the joints are secured, the grooves ave eut in the |

sides and at the back, as at Fig. 4. These arc
ordinary stopped grooves, those in the sides A
are 2%t in. long, # in. wide, and { in. deep.
: . Those at the back are
e ¥ in, wide and dcep
* -' S and the same length
az those at the sides,
all being 2% in. from
the inner edges. The
front of the parti-
tiong at G i3 grooved
+ in. wide and % in.
deep, the partitions
are all 2% in, wide,
the. front is 12} in.
long, and the inner
picees 23 in. long.

FITTING THE BOTTOM.

The hottom is serewed to the under edges,
hut the hetter way is to let it in the back and
sides. The two fillets for supporting the ralse
bettom are 74 in. by 1 in. by 1 in,, as at K,

When these parts are
complete, the bottom
D s fitted and the
whole of the joints
 secured with glue, A
fillet 13 now glued
on cach side to sup-
port the slope. as at
~ X, this is 12} in. by
ef 2% In. by 1 in., but if
is{ the Dbottom D is of
| + in. plywood, the
' fillets X should be
1 in. wider.

MAKING 7 HE SLCPE.

The slope i1s 14 in. by 103 in. by ¥ in., the
supports are ¢ in. Jong, 31 in. at wide cnd, and
1 in. at the small end, with a thickness of & in.
The small end is cut back } in. to provide the
projection necessary to fit in the slots which are
shown in the inside view at Y, Fig. 7. The
strips N are 103 in. by 1 in. by } in. witn the
ends trimmmed off, as shown ; they are sercwedd
undereeath 11 in.
from the outside and
the supports M
screwed to them, this
aveids the driving of
serews or nafls from
the top of the slope.
The lid O is first _
prepared to 14 in. by °
3% in. by % in., and
then the front edge is
planed down to the
bevel. required to
enable- it to fit ' |
agajnst the top of the slope when it is in position,
as at Fig. 8§, :

FITTING THE HINGES.

The lid can now b2 hinged with two 1} in. by }
in. brass butts, but in cutting the necessary
recesses, an identieal recess is enf in the centre,
as at Fig, 8. One half of a similar hinge is cut
off andd the two inner knuckles are filed off, as
indicated at Fig, 6. The best way to do thisis
to separate the two portions by driving out the
rod, as at Fic. 9, then file the necessary portion
away, as at Fig. 10, finally joining the parts
fogether, as at Fig. 11 and soldering on the
locking bar, which should be 1} in. by +in. by

¢ £ in, The springs
can be made by
wrapping lengths ot
fine piano wire rounsd
a 2 in. wire nail,
fastcning one end to
the holes and the
other to small round-
headed serews ; these
aredriven in alongside
# the two guide strips
T, Fiz, 6 2% in. by
+ in. by § in., which
: ' are screwed to the
centre ol the top as indicated,

(Cont:nued on next page)



l[; i
AN
W |

HOW TO MAKE THE DESK

(Continued from previous page.)
MIAKING THE CALENDAR.

The calendar frame Q is eut to 7} in. by
2% in. by 1 in. from three-ply wood, the centre
slot, as at Fig. 6, is 1 in. wide and a trifle over

% in. deep, the date and number card openings
arc 1% in. wide by 1% in. deep. The rebates at
the back are  in. and formed by cutting away
two layers, The month and number cards
can be made from two-sheet Bristol board and
marked in Indian ink, The frame is now fitted
over the lock, care being taken that the bolt

"IN REPLY

TO YOURS

Correspondcnte Answered by E. O. Handforth

(NOTE.—Readers of THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply
on this page. But don't expect an
answer for several weeks—perhaps five or

six. Address your letters or postcards to
E. 0. HANDFORTH, c/o, The Editor,

The Ileetway
E.C.4.

THE NELSCN LFE LIBRARY,
House, Farringdon Street, London,
‘_Er{}lﬂo}

O0X0 (Kennington): I'll bet those four new
readers you've collected read your copies

insteal of buying their own. DBut
thanke all the same. Oxo's the stufl!
Willy’s too busy with his monkey,
Marmaduke. to bother about rabbits.
AN OLD READER (Newquay): So my
Trackett Grim tales are rotten, and a
kid cf six could write them betler!

Oh, could he? Next time I'm in New-
quay I'll t-ﬂach you better manners.
And if ycv’re grown up by then I'll

punch your silly “hose! -

GERARD T. MERCER (Liverpool): How
could I help reading your first para-
graph when you wait till the end of it
before you tell me not to? Look here,
my lad, don’'t you be so jolly cheeky
if you want to gut a proper .;mw.er out
of me!

REDSKIN ERN (Iale): What! You don't
kne'v the best runmer in the Yourth!
Well, I'm too modest to tell you. That
code of yours is thundering good.
Esyct, ybet Korgegas, tite <sial! I
wonder if any of the fatheads can make
that out!

JOHN McKENNA (Taranaki, New Zealand):
It Ernest Lawrence could beat Nipper, I
know somebody he couldn't knock out,
I'm tired of biffing that artist over the
rotten photo at the top of my 'page,
but I've given him another for you.

ARTHUR BOGGS (Greenmeadows, New Zed-.

land): Is that the name of your town?
If so, it's a caution! What a lot of
you chumps go potty over stamp-collect-

ine! You’re as bad as Boots, Clapson,

Griflith, Munroe, Hubbard and Cornelius

Trotwood. "
GLADYS (East London, South Africa):

Please forgive me! Really, 1 couldr’t

help bunching you up with nine others
when I answered you  before, in
October. But now I've kept my promise,
and given you an answer all to yourseli,
haveu’t 17

MOLLIE (Leamington Spa): Oh, DMollie!
How could you? Fancy stopping away
from church to write to me! Oh, well, -
I suppose you think I'mt worth it. 1
expect you've seen my photograph.
Most girls like zood-looking faces.

BIFF (Leamington Spa} I believe that ill-
ness of yours was only an excuse to stay
away from church with vour sister. That
gramophicne sketeh and the poetry are
both jolly good. If you go on like that
Clarence Fellowe'l]l get left!

ONE OF MY ADMIRERS (Brigg): Here!
I'm not going to answer your insulting

letter. I'll save the time for Cross
Word Puzzles. You're no *“admirer.”
You're a—a six letter word with two
“t'2?” in the middle and an “r*’ at
eack end.

OLIVER AUBREY HUGHES (Sawtry):
There’s your namc in print, You've
ot your wish to see it in “the best

all "—a wvery nice phrase of
vours. Ahout that explanation you
want, youre such a sensible chap that
it's nof necessary.

WELL-WISHER (Barnethy): Fathead!
Isn't the story about us AS GOOD as a
play everv week? You're another who
doesn’'t deserve an answer. But I must
have the room to tick you off for ecall-

book of

ing me “a Jumbering jackass.”” I don't
lumber, ) |
AN OLD READER (London, N.): Fancy

picking me wp like that about Splinter's

brokea lezs. A fat lot of encourage-
ment w~ authors would get if all our
readers were as critical as you are.
Literary licence covers a multitude of
orins.

RHODA (Shefiield): Why SHOULD I mind
vou calling me Oswald? It's my name,
and it’'s a nice one, isn't it? Of course,
I'm one of the best boys here. So yonu

would be a failure with-
Rhoda, you're a peach!
TED.

hink the Mag.
out my story.
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DIRECTIONS.
Each - number in

~the puzzle shows the

position of the first
letter of the word,
whose definition s
given in the defini-
tion columns along-
side the same number
as the sgqguare. From
the definition you -can
find out what the

word is, and place
€ach of its Jetters in

one square so that
they will just fit the
number of squares

‘allotted to the woril.

ffach  word reads
from Jeit to right
(Across), or from
top to bottom
(Down), according to
positions as shown in
the definitions. The
final letter of any
word will always be
in the sguare imme-
diately preceding a
black sguare or an
outside line. :

For example, . two
Words have their

initial letters ~ ° in |

square 1. One reads
down and the other
across. The initial is

the same in  boih

cases, and both must

be " words of four |

letters.
When you have
finished putting in

the Jetters, all the |

words that cross will
interlock. The -black
squares only separate
words which do not
¢ross or interlock.

A ST. FRANK’S CROSS
WORD PUZZLE.

J-

/0

R ‘3

s | /5

/P /g | /G

;2.0 " 2/ 1 22 23
Sk R Y

245 25 | 26

27

LIST OF DEFINITIONS.

AcCross, PBewn,

. What all juniors

1

3. Appears at dinner.
5. Goed for boating.
7
9

. Short for place.

. Most boys have one,

10. Masculine.
11. Boy’s mname.

13. For the cricket sedson. .

14, No score. -
15. Successful match.
16. For Handy’'s cap.

18, Clarence Fellowe can write one.
20. Part of the verb to be. | *

21, An enemy,
23. Short for yard.

25. Prominent Removife,

Z7. Goed 1o eat.

28 What Fullwood lost money on.

enjoy.
Very welcome,
Small hoy.
What Archie likes.
Useful fcr focter.
De Valerie’s got it
Punisbment.
A modest junior!
How to get buried treasure,
An.angry noise,
A popular junior.
. What Archie talks,
The mag. has someone to do it,
. Jimmy Little.
And the rest.
. Long-winded junicr.
Abbreviation for French.
. You. :
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. MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE.
Out on the boundless prairies of the Wild

West, Bob Brave and Claude Courage have:

loined a great train of covered waggons.

They are on their way to the gold-fields.

Bob Brave has just biffed Roaring Jake,
the bully of the camp, and a ferrific mill
is beginning.

CHAPTER XVIL.
THE GREAT FIGHT.

RASIH!
Bob Brave's fist thudded upon
Roaring Jake's chin, and the hulk-

ing great rotter stagzered back and |

fell to the ground like a pole-axed bull.
Bob Brave stood there with flashing eyes
and fists.

“Get up, yvou cad!” he cried.
started yet!”

And the crowd surged round with tense
excitement.

roaring Jake leapt to his feet, and his
eyves blazed with evil fury. Claude Courage
stood by, ready to aid his ciium. But Bob
was In no -need of assistance as yet.

“I'll larn yer!” snaried Jake lhoarsely.

He charged to the attack, his great, hairy
arms waving like mill-sails. Bob looked
puny and sligcht compared to the hulking
bully, But with supreme-coolness he neatly
side-stepped, and, as Roaring Jake went
blundering by, Bob's right came up with
the force of a hattering-ram.

Biff!

This time the blow landed on Jake's nose,
and he turncd two complete somersaults,
stood on his head, and spun round like a
top. And the crowd gathered round with
tense excitement,

It was a test of strength—a test of
courage., But the bully was alrcady beaten.
Two blows, and the stuffing was knocked out

“I haven't

of him! fIe lay on the ground, and took
the coanf yithont uttering a sound, He

| camped

A Marvellous New Serial of Breathless
Adventurs in the Klondyke and Alaska.

By the Celebrated Author

Edward Oswald Handforth

groaned continuously and cursed in a voice
that sounded like Vesuvius in eruption,

But the fiecht was biffed out of him. Bob
Brave was the hero of the hour!

CHAPTER XVII.
THE TERROR OF THE MOUNTAINS.

O a whole week, Roaring Jake

Kept to his wagzgon, and wouldn’t

show his face. He was too jolly

well ashamed of himself. And men

who had been afraid of him bhefore, now

jeered at him like the dickens. He couldn’t

;rgm'e a yard without somebody chipping
1um,

And the great waggon train went on—
always on.

The plains were left behind, and the hardy
pioncers found themselves in the recesses
of the mountains. The Ilockies! On all
sides towered the great crags. Men and

| waggons and horses had to find their way

ineh by inch through the mountain passes
—where man had never trod before.

Luckily, there was an old-timer among
the men, and he was able to lead the
waggon ftrain alongz the trodden path
through the mountains, where previous
pioneers had trodden in ages past.

One day Bob Brave and Claude Courage
were out huntine. Tuae adventurers had
amid *the mountains, and our
heroces were out after a couple of rabbits.
They had their catapults with them, and
were intent upon the hunt.

wunding some Jagged rocks, Claude
Courage uttered a sharp, piercing cry, and
stood frozea to the ground, as motionless
as a stone statue. He shook violently with
the excitement of the moment.

For there, two yards away, facing him,
stood an enormous grizzly bear!

(Will Claude escape the hear’s clutches?
Sce next week’s palpitating instalment and
find out for vourselves! —AUTIOR).



Care now a
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- warns is indeed wonderful.
. 3ay that you love my stories next to those

I THE NELSON

I(C:anir-m_e;:f fr}:m page 30.) ‘

] was very pleased to zet a letter from
“ An Enthusiastic Reader,”” of Rye, New
York. It is very garatifying »to know that
voun are still loyal to the 0ld™ Paper,
* Enthusiastic Reader,®’ even though you
man, and living in the United
Your interest in my stories makes
me feel “real good.)” I didn't visit Rye

whenr I was n Ameriea, ‘but I am very
Hmmar with Tuckahoe and Bronxville and

states.

Mount Vernon, and many other parts -of
Westchester Gounty 1 shounld he very
sed to hear {from you again, and it

Jd be intevesting to know if your views
B A merici f::tr:.um,uhn with my own. By
fhe 'way, you tell me that all your friends
read: my stories with eagerness. Will you
iets me know if these friends of yours are
American? I have often wondered how
the St. Franl’s stories would . appeal to
the American public? A

x E o

No, Robert Postill, I don’t think you are
mean for not 'Lt.utmf' to Dbitk Goodwin.

" But if you really want an article, deserib-

ing how to° make a ventriloguial doll,
vou can’t do better than write to “Dick 5
dlfﬂﬂt ; ;
- e - &
i B :im ﬂlad you liked “l}mt:} Moore,”’

- - Coneordia Crescinius, and I thank you fer
i _your suggestion rega,rﬁmw him. -
. possible

. character-when a fitting -opportunity arises.

1 is quite

tlla.t 1 shall re-introduce this

* ® %

I hardly know what fto say to “A Lover
of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY.’” You ‘are
a lady of fifty-two' years, and your sister
is sixty-eight. I have long since known
that many adults read my stnrxes, but the
interest of your sister and yourself in my
And when you

of Dickens I can only reply that I am
overwhelmed. I am afraid that such praise
iz quite undeserved, and I even hesitated
a considerable time hefore writing the fore-
oging, for fear of bheing eennldered vain.
But your sincerity is so evident that my
scruples were overcome. I c¢an only say
that if my stories are one-hundredth part
as good as those of Dickens I am a Jucky
man indeed! I can see that I shall have
tc keep myseii up to conecert pitch, and

not topple off the pedestal on which you

have so undeservedly placed me. Regard-
ing your postscript, I
pe{}ple who have got half-erowns out of
“JOHN BULL?’ Printers’ Pie _Column,

for Handforth’s literary = contradictions,

‘are either absolutely- unprincipled or piti- |

There are a dozen examples
Pie’” in almost every one

fullv ignorant.
of “Printers

agree that theose |

‘of Handforth

an opeu

. other

the Old Paper as soon as they s
I DO think a certain proportion uauld find
my
‘chance for you .enthusiasts v.ho write me
SO
: “would-be’s >’

in my comments
+ the

b English.
‘ ehalmlnul}

' recent tour-of the States.

TEE LIBRARY

s. ¢ontributions,
them out as zenuine mistakes is grossly
unfair—hboth to our own paper and to the
author, whose identity is more or less of
secret.

e &= S
2 = —

and to pick

Williamn hurton has pointed out a little
mistake I made in one of the stories, and
hie asks me not to be wild with him, and
even asks me to forgive him.- On t‘ne con-

trary, Bill, I Dhave nothing to [forgive.
Thanks very much for indicatinz the little
error. We are all far from perfeect, you
know, and in spite of every precaution we

are. liable to make a slip now and again.
If anybody else catches’ me napping, please
wake me. up with a good-old shove.

) = -

letter of ~yours, Arthur
Mallett, especially. as it came all the way
from Toronto. You tell me that you be-
came a reader of the 0Qld Paper by sheer
chance, while vou were looking over a.
newsagent’s’ stock. T wonder lLow many
would-be ‘readers we've got? I
e¢xpect there avre hundreds of thousands

That was a ‘niee

.of people wh~ don’t even know that the

N.L.L. exists! I am not foolish enough
to imagine tiat all these would -jump ftt
saw 1it, but
Here’s 2

little yarns entertaining.

slowingly, -to reund up a few of -these

and make them *he’s.’?.
3 ¥ * X

like -the St.
PBora AMlarshall.
American, you

=

1 am Frank’s
Your

are there-

glad you
stories s¢ much,
father being an
fore half an American yourself. As you
say, I dor’t “pull the Americans to bits,
like a lot of authors do.” At the same
time, I have always been perfectly frank
regarding America and

Americans. -

;_ e , x
Wher
the
the

in the United States,
was forced upon me that
are inelined to belittle the
Individually, however, they are

hospitable, In some cases,
this may be more, apparent than real, but
I like to feel that this is not so. I ﬂl“ﬂ}b
found that the Americans secretly admire
the English.

2 ¥ T

I was
1 }}lﬁ‘bbil}h
Anleucana

Uiyl

surprised at the great
amount ' of interest readers took in my
“American Notebook > articles, which were
impressions I had jotted down during my
Some. other -time
I hope to publish a few more impressions
about our cousins on the other side of the
Herring Pond.

I was agreeably
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THE BOYS’ FRIEND

DETECTIVE BOOK

Contains many specially iritéresting ’articles and heaps

of real photographs.

' Grand FREE 20-page Detective Book and gigantic new com-_-‘:_
- petition—First Prize £25 Second Prize £5, 3 * Bassett-Lowke ™ 8¢
- Model Railways, 12 ‘Hobbs ™ Autooraphed Cricket Bats, etc.—in

““THE BOYS FRIEND ”

| Don’t mtss these good thmgs whatever you do !

Now on Sale.

—

SEND. NO MONEY—WE THUST YOU.
For selling our High-Grade Picture Posteards at
1d. cach*to your friénds we give these Prestnts
ABSOLUTELY FREE—BICYLIB:-,
Sets, - Gramophones, Footballs, Tennis Racquets,
Jew el]ely,. Toys and Games,  Razors, Fountain
Pens Watches, Clocks” ctc'”etc Write to- day for
a selection of -72- Cald's and - ‘Presents List. Over-
seas Applicants must send ;P.0.-1/6 (not stamps)
1o cover: cost of packing and .postage.
deducted * from Cards sold.—THE PREMIER
CARD CO. (Dept. A.), 8, Chrlstopher St.,

I.ondon E.C.2.

AGETYLENE SETS FOR HOME
- GINEMA MAGHINES.

L

No. 1. . 25 CP. " I Reﬁector with
No. 2." 50 c.p. ..-4:’3_-_ ;
No. 3. 120 ¢.p. .. 5/6 _fi

No. 4. 500 ¢.p. .. 12!6

Send p.c. forNewIllus ;
trated List. Machines
from 7/6. Films from
1/- 100 feet, post free.

FORD’S (Dept. A.P.", 13, Red Lion Sq., London, W. C 1
Enqmrxm promptly attendel to. EntIanchaneStleet

HEIGHT COUNTS

in wmnmg success. Let the Gnvan

System increase your height. Send
A1 # P.C. for particulars and our £100
g - suarantce to Inquiry Dept. A M.P.
: . .. 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.

FREE Pr. Mectal Tweezers, the ‘fQuality ’
Packet 100 Gummed Titles of Coun—
tries, and 50 Different Stamps. Request Appro-

vals. -I.Jsmun & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool,

FREE FUN I Ventriloquists’ Instruments

gncn FREE to all sending 6d.
(P.0.) for M*mam Novelty and list of \*ove-ltlfﬁ
“\Iawchrlcks,c —P I‘t.aung,'l ravancore,ColwynBay

— Wireless:

This can bhe-

YOURS for 6d. ONLY

~ This handsome, full - ‘sized
Gent.’s Leyer Watch . sent
upon .. receipt -of - 6d. - After

approval send 1/- more, tha
balance is~"then paya.ble by-
€ -monthly 1nstalmentsf
of . 2/--each . Guaranteed =5
years.* Chain Oﬂ’ered Free ult‘t
I every Watch., Wrist ® Watches
i ““etc., -on e.same terms. - Cash-
returned if dissatisfied.
.L/=-now to Simpsonr’s, Ltd.,

(Dept. - 122),- 94, "Queen’s
. Road, Brighton, Sussex.

etec,—Parcels 2/6, 5/6.  Ven-
triloquist’s Instrument, dnvisible. . Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-—T. W. HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.I. .o

DON’T BE BULLIED.

special offer. Two [llus. Sample Lez-
B sons from my Complete Course on
@ JUJITSU for 4 pennystampsoralarge
% [llus.Portion of Course for P.O. 3/6..
Jujitsu is the best & sim-
o Plest science of self-defence
(afand attack ever, .invented..
- Learn to take ¢are of your-*

qelf unde. all circumstances.SEND NOW—'YAWARA’
Dept. A F5), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

MAGIC TRICKS,

CUT THIS OUT.

Nelson Lee Library - PEN GDUPON YAMUE2d..
Send 7 of these coupons with only -2/9 direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet St., E.C.4.
You will receive by return a splendid British-Made.
14ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet:Fountain Pen, Value 10 f€
(fine, medium,- or broad nlb) " If only 1 coupon
is . sent the pncﬁ- is .3/9,* 2d. being._ allowed f0r
each . extra ‘coupon “up?* to .6, - (Pocket Chp, 444

Satisfaction ‘guaranteed.or cash Teturned.= Special, ~

New -Offer—¥our own name in 0111: Iettels 011
either-pen forsl /-Lextra, 1 st «ics - elic

Lever Self-]?-'xlhnn' Mode‘l "Wlth Sa,fety Ca.p, Zi- extm.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, ﬂve Amdlgamatﬂd Press (1922) ' d

The Ileetway House,
House, Farringdon Sueet London,
post. Hn‘:s»mmrmn Rates : Inland and Abroad,
for South Africa: Central News Agency,
Messrs. Gofdon & Gotch, Limited; and Tor

No. 503.

Farringdon Street,

London,
.C. 4 anfeled for
11/- perannim: 5/6 for six-months. ~Sole~Agents ™
Limited.
Canada :
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