


} Larefuliy, tenderly, the nurse lifted Watson’s head from the floor.
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more engrossmg with- ea.ch snccesswef,—'._
Jstory. This week you will read how
Tommy Watson, late of St. Frank’s, -
and a new boy at Moat Hollow, is
subjected to further persecutions and
indignities at the hands of Grimesby
" Creepe and his underlings.;, But thlS
infamous schoolmaster cannot. break
the spirit of Tommy Watson by the
methods that have succeeded SO well with other boys at the school. Besides,
‘Watson has a number of staunch chums (his former schoolfellows at St.
Frank’s), who have found out a few unsavoury facts about Creepe’s methods,
and mean to rescue thelr chum from Moat Hollow. A mystenous phantom
figure, whose identity is unknown, has on more than one occasion come to
‘Watson’s aid unexpectedly. Wheo is this mystenous friend ? Perhaps
some of my clever readers can. dlscover who he 1s in this week’s brilliant

narra.twe.

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEA'RLES_ BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
SPOOFING THE PROFESSOR.

ROFESSOR SYLVESTER TUCKER,
the science master at St. Fraak’s
College, toddled briskly across the
lobby of the Ancient House.

- The professor always toddled.
curious little walk, taking short steps, with
his  body inclined - slightly forward. As
usual, he was attired in ‘his baggy trousers,
rusty frock-coat, and old-fashioned topper.
The expression in- his eyves was far away
and dreamy.

“ Ah, splendid!
for you, my dear uncle!
a few words, if—"°

- Timothy Tucker,

I was just coming to look
I should just like

of the Fourtih, biinked

as his uncle walked straight on as though.

ne didn’t exist.
celebrated uncle,
bragging about him.
concerting to be ignored in this fashion.

Timothy Tucker hurried after the pro-
fessor and pulled him by the arm.

T.T. was proud of his
and he mnever tired of

He had a

‘conditions of absent- mmdedness

So it was a bit dis- 1

dear uncle"’ he protebted

-“Realh, my
severely.
“Eh? Wahat’s. that‘? And WhO, Sir, may

you be?”’ demanded the science master,
peering at_his nephew through his ' énor-
mously  thick horn-rimmed- spectacles:
“How dare you detain me? I ‘have an
important engagement thh Mr. Stokes, in -
the Ancient House.’’

“But you're in the Ancient House now,
although you won’t be if you keep walkma
towards the exit,”® said T.T. absently. “y
am afraid you are in one of your customary
my dear
gir.  Most distressing! Wf[mt ]amenta.bl'e'
Allow me to point out——

“Upon my word!” 1nterrupted the - pro-
fessor testily. “Am I to he hothered and
pestered like this by you, young man? Who
are you? What do you mean by disturbing
my train of thought?’’

“I’'m Timothy—your
began T.T.

“Stuff and nonsense!”’ broke in the pro-
fessor, “My nephew! Preposterous! I
have no netahe“—_—-— At least——'’ He

S

nephew, sir—-"’
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broke off, stared at Tucker a little harder,
and came to earth. “Why, to be sure!’’ he
wpnt on, beaming. “Of course! My nephew,
Timothy. How are you, my boy?’ -

“FPm in the best of health, my dear
uncle—the very best of health.”

“Splendid!’* said the profeasor oemally-

-"‘That’s the way, Timothy! And how is
~your father? What brings you here, and
when do you think you will return?®?
- “Dear, dear!’’ sighed T.T. “I must con-
" fess, dear 1ncle Sylvebter, that you are
- getting - worse than ever. I am always
__'::bere—-l live at St. Frank’s. I'm in the
Bourth, uncle.?’ : -
“Upon my soul! You. don’t really. mean
: to say so?’ said the professor. “So I'm
your fourth uncle?  I’d no idea of it,
Timothy. But -there, one is always liable
to forget one’s brothers and other relations.
Give th_em my very kindest reaarda, wont
you?’?
~ Professor Tucker beamed, nodded,
passed on his way.
" minded that even now he failed to grasp
the situation with any distinctness. He

and

only knew that he was deeply engrossed |

‘in new comets, that had appeared in the

- sky, and all other matters sank into paltry -
| explained Willy.

who . spends
.and

insignificance.

. Timothy Tucker looked oub mto “the
 Triangle, and sadly shook his head as ‘the
professor toddled off towards the gymnasium.
T.T. knew well enough that his uncle had po
real wish to go to the gymnasium at all.
But it was one of the professor’s chief
- characteristics to wander about the school,
and to penetrate all sorts of places he
took no interest in whatsoever. On four
distinet occasions the professor had invaded
Mrs. Poulter’s kitechen, and on one of these
historie visits 'he had actually commenced
lecturing the kitchen staff, under the
impression that he was in the. class-roon.

It was a bright winter’s afternoon, .and
there was a keen nip in the -air. Morning
lessons were over, and as it was a half-
holiday, most of the juniors were in the

highest of epirits.
Rewle Pitt" and Handforth and many

other St&l‘w arts of the Fourth were on Little.

Side. The Triangle was neglected, save for
one or two small ﬁfrureb who had just
-appeared out of the Ancient House.

“There he is!” exclaimed Willy. Handforth
¢risply. “Run ‘to earth, my lads! Let’s
grab him Dbefore he can escape again!
There s nothing like seizing the cpportunity
while it’s on the spot.”’ | | |

% Willy’s companions were Chubby Heath
~and Juicy Lemon. The heroes of the Third
had been searching for Professor Tucker,
and now that they had found him they lost
1o further time.

-Just as the professor was about to enter
the gymnasium he found the way barred,
for Willy & Co. stood in the path.

\

adjusting his spectacles.

new wireless set,

He was so absent-“

‘the professor ftestily.

The |
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three fags raised their hats with grave
salutation. |

“ Good-morning, sir,” said Willy briskly.
“We've been looking everywhere for
yOou——-’2 _

“Indeed!’’ interrupted the professor,

““And what do you
want, young man? Be good enough to leave
me in peace. 1. have a mobt. lmportanb
engagement—-—?’ _

“We want you to come and look at our
sir,’” interrupted Wllly
“It's a spanker—l made. it myself, so I
ought to know. We'd like to have 3our
opinion on it, sir.”

Professor Tucker shook his head

“I'm afraid the idea is quite out of the
question,’” he replied. “Good gracious me!’
Wireless! Why should I come and waste
my time over such trivial—

“0Oh, well, of course—if you don’t want
to there" an- end of it,”’ said Willy. “IX
wouldn’t press you, sir. You know best.
Lemme see, Juicy. In amount ten minutes

there’s somebody going to spea.k on
astronomy, isn’t there?” |
“ Astronomy ?*’ ejaculated the ° profe ssor

with a start.
“Yes, sir—all- about the stars, yon know,”
“ An astronomer is a fellow

his time with a telescope,

"To be sure!” broke in
“PDo you think I
don’t know what an astronomer is, young
man? Is it possible that some learned
gentleman is to give a lecture at this time
in the day?”’

- Willy laughed carelessly. :

“Wireless is -a - wonderful thing, sir,”” he
rephed “It’s surprising what you hear on
the "giddy radio. Anyhow, this chap is
going to spout on the stars in about. ten
mmuteb. Why not come and listen in?*’

Professor Tucker nodded.

“I will’’ he replied firmly. ‘ Most
assuredly I will! It is just possible that I
may hear some further information con-
cerning the remarkable comets which have
recently *been seen in the vicinity of the
Axtellini Group”

And murmuring happily to himself, the
professor was gently but firmly led off by
Willy Handforth and his co- conaplrators.

“ Yes, }es, yes!

CHAPTER II.

WILLY’S LATEST.
== W ILLY HANDFORTH
4| I door of his little
y study. .
: sir,’> he
i announced brightly.
in! Take a seat, zirl!”

flung open  the
“Here we are,
“Walk
“Tgauk you—thank you!’’ beamed the-




peering round.

professor, “Good gracious
me! Where are we? What is tlus——thls
place you have brought me to?”’

“My study, sir!’’
“Your studv?” repeated the science
'Y [ |
master. “Good gracious! Do you actually

perform your studles in this smn'ular apart-
ment? For the moment, I thourh we had
wandered into a menaoerle"’

The professor was hardh to be blamed
for these remarks. Handforth minor’s study
- was an extraordinary room. It. was nof
much bigger than a clothes closet, and one
wall was entirely filled with cages. Pro-
fessor Tucker found himself under the
critical eyes of a white rat, a ferret, a
guinea-pig, and sundry other minor animals.
: Willy was- ths . most . enthusiastic ‘colleector
in the Third. He wasn’t supposed to keep
these - pets in his study, but he defled
authority with calm, calculated indifference.

“It's all right, sir—you needn’t look at
Ferdinand and Septxmus, and Rupert, and
the others,”’ said Willy hastily. “This is
the wireless set—over this side.
just stand by a minute I’ll tune in.”

“Ah, yes! But is it really necessary to
ptay any musical instrument?’” asked - the
professor mildly. *This—this tuning in—"’
. ““QOh, that’s enly just a mreless term,

sir,>’ explained Willy. “ There’s no tune at
all, really. Just you watch, and I'll give you
a few pointers. .I'm always ready to help
a beginner, you know,’” he added kindly.

The professor peered at the weird contri-
“vance before him with impatient interest.

It was an astonishing looking mixture of |

wires, coils., metal boxes, and sundry knobs
- were attached in various positions. The
set was home-made—one  glance .wvas
sufficient to prove this,

Willy fixed on the earphones,
ceeded to tune in., He moved the knobs in
varieus directions, and the professor stood
looking on, more impatient than ever.

“VYery interesting, no doubt—very in-
structing and amusing,’’ he observed. * But,
my dear lad, I can’t possibly spend my

and pro-

time—"
Zurrrrh! Zip! Zzzurrrr!
These extraordinary sounds proceeded

from an enormous loud-speaker which stood
on the top of the cupboard. The professor
cazed at it with a start.

“Jear me!’’ he murmured. ‘“What is this
strange disturbance?’’

“It's all right, sir—just tuning in!’’
e.\plamed Will_y, glancing up. *“Haven't
quite got the wave-length yet; but Ah,

here we are! Wait a minute. I'll switch
on the loud-speaker again in a tick!”’
~ He became tense and alert, and
-adjusted the knobs.

“It’s all right—got ’em!’’ he announced
triumphantly. “It isn’t 2 L O, but that
chap's spouting away for all he’s worth on
asfronomy. Here we are, sir—just what
you want!”

re-

-the earphones.

If you'll

all”
at preeent unnamed.

‘that this

. nothing about it!'

Willy pressed over 4 swifch and removed
At the same instant the
loud-speaker broke into voice. And this
time its efforts were rather more successful
than formerly.

“__and these stars, I may add, are of
paramount importance when assocmted with
the solar system,’”’ said the loud-Speaker,
in a husky, but easily understood voice.
“I would lll\ﬁ to impress upon my listeners
the full significance of these stars. One is
apt to take the stars for granted. They
are in the sky, and there they hang, like so
many glowlamps, except, of course, when
they are obscured by cloud-banks.’’

“Quite so—quite so,”’ murmured the pro-
fessor, deeply- engrossed. “I agree with
you entirely, my dear sir. But can you tell
me how it is that some stars are——

He started, suddenly realising that the
loud-speaker was carrying on relentlessly.
The professor had momentarily supposed
that he was in conversation with a fellow
astronomer.

“—~—and as for these comets, they are un-

questionably the most remarkable series of

shooting stars that ‘have been seen for many
a year,”” declared the loud-speaker firmly.
“When one realises the enormous. import-
ance of astronomy, one is brought to an
understanding of one’s puny insignificance.
Take for example, the case of the latest
star.”
~ «My hat! This is
mured Willy tensely.

- ¢ Hush—hush!"” breathed
taking a deep breath.

E i As a matter of fact, I am divulging a
great secret by _mentmmng this star at
remarked the -loud speaker mys-
teriously. “The star is so new that it 15
Some will laugh
me, but I have no hesitation in declarmrr
remarkable heavenly body will
appear at the zenith at half- past six this
very evening.”’

““Good gracious!” ejaculated the professor.

¢ Many astronomers are in total ignor-
ance of this new star—which is ‘of the
second magnitude,” said the loud speaker.
“I have every reason .to believe that the
new star will become famous, and I advise
all amateurs to scan the sky diligently be-
tween the hours of six and seven this even-
ing. If the sky is clear, they will be richly
rewarded. And that, I think, concludes my
little talk on astrenomy Good-afternoon,
everybody !’

The loud speaker gave a “phut,’ . and
then became dead. Willy Handforth turned
the switeh, and glanced at the professor.

““There you are, sir—what do you think
of it?” he asked proudly. Not so bad for

interesting !> mur-

the professor,

a home-made contraption, is it?”
““ At  six-thirty!” muttered  Professor
Tucker tenselv. “This star will be visible

And 1 knew
I must be ready-—I must

at six-thirty! Good heavens!

prepare'”



He bustled out of the little study, abso-
lutely unaware of Willy’s presence. He could
‘think of nothing but ihis reference to a
brand-new star of the second. magnitude.

And as soon as he had gone,

himself, and grinned.

“How did it go?”’ he asked cheerfully.

““ Ripping! [First rate!”” chuckled Willy.
‘¢ The old boy drank in every word—thought
he was- listening to the real wireless! - Owen
my lad, you deserve well of your, country! 3

“I should think I do!” agreed Owen
minor. * “I ean tell you, it was an awful
job speaking into that rotten tube—~——?

‘ Never mind—your voice sounc’ed perfect

the cup--
board opened, and Owen minor undoubled

old Creepe is qulet thlslweek
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Two figures lounged leisurely across the
old ‘stone bridge, and for a moment they
paused to - gaze over the parapet at the
frozen river. Then they came on again,
pausing at the little junction where the
side lane to Edgemore branched off. -
- “Rottenly dull down here, Tarky,”- said
one of the figures, with a grunt of dis-
satisfaetion. “ Might as well live in the
middle of a desert! - Nothing to do—nothing
to see—and everybody dead from the
ankles up! My hat! What a rotten hole""’
The  other grl.nted

‘““Hole isn’t the word for it,” he aareed
“It’'s as slow as a giddy funeral! - Even
We shall
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threuwh the "Ioud speaker,” interrupted
W]lly. ~*And we've got the professor on a
string now—he’ll be as easy to lead as a
lost sheep'”

CHAPTER III

CATCHING A TARTAR.
ELLTON LANE was

% B and the weak rays
tum. of the winter’s sun

| through the trees on the

edge of the - wood. The

quiet and peaceful,
filtered . across the road
ground was hard and rutty.

have to do something to keep life and soul
together Hallo! Look at this! Gaze on
lt' Feast your eyes, Kirby, my lad!”

Kirby and Tarkington both stared up the
Jane before tmnincr off towards Moat Hol-
low. They were two of the monitors from
that remarkable school. And, judging by
their appearance, they were worthy assist-
ants for Mr. Grimesby Creepe—the sinister
owner of Moat Hollow.
~ The two youths were clumsy and bw
They were' attired well; and, ‘indeed, could
be called smart., Buat their “coarse features
and brutal expression lacked -that mark of
gocd breeding which characterised ' the
majority of the St. Frank’s fellows.




The object of their sudden attention was

undoubtedly well worth looking at. A slim,
neat, g:rhbh figure was stepping briskly down

the lane = towards the village. Doris
Berkeley, of the Moor View School was
alone—an unusual occurrence. Generally, |

she visited the village accompanied by her
.study chums, Irene “Manners and Marjorie
Temple.

Doris was lool\.ma a picture of prettiness
and health in her warm woollen coat and
neat little furs. The fur toque on her head
revealed several unruly curls of her glorious
auburn hair. Her cheeks were rosy, and
her dark eyes sparkled with the joy of life.

““The goods!” murmured XKirby, slowly
grinning, ¢ Distinctly the goods! We
can’'t let an opportunity like this pass by,
old man. What do you say?”’

- “We can’t !’ replied Tarkington promptly.
*“She’s one of those Moor View kids—and
quite a pretty girl, too. It’s high time we
became acquainted.” .

. . The two Moat Hollow monitors glanced
- at one another, and chuckled. They had
seen Irene and Co. once or twice, but the
girls had never so much as glanced at them,
- And Mr. Creepe’s henchmen had never dared
to accost the girls. There had been safety
in numbers. But just now Doris was alone,
and the lane was conveniently deserted.

Doris, in the meantime, was taking full
stock of the -two ﬁgures as they stood
there, practically in the centre of the lane.

The girl was under no misapprehension. She |

clearly appreciated the fact. that the pair
were waiting for her to walk by.
wasn’'t in the least perturbed. For Doris
. was one of those girls who could easily look
- after - themselves. She was plucky, re-
sourceful and her nerves were strong. |

“Two of those Moat Hollow chaps,” she
told herself. “A bright-looking  pair—I
don't think! They just about match old
Creepe. What's come to Bellton these
days?” :

She set her expression verv frigid, and
made as if to walk straight past the grin-
ning youths, keeping her gaze fixed stead-
fastly ahead. Both Kirby and -Tarkington
barred the way. Neither thought it neces-
sary to doff their caps. -

--¢ ood-afternoon, Luey!” said Kirby,
with an impudent leer. *Or is it Daphne?
You girls have got such funny names—”

It you don’t mind standing aside, I'll
pass!” interrupted Doris, flashing a glance
of scorn at the pair. “1 don't know you,
and I don't want to know you!”

¢“Oh-ho! So that’s it?”’ chuckled Kirby.
¢ On the high horse, eh?” _

# And such a pretty girl, too!” grinned
Tarkington. “ I say, miss have some pity!
This place is as dead as ancient Rome,
and we're just longing for. a bit of ex-
citement.”

¢¢ Really?” said Doris, with deadly ecalm-

ness, - “You'll get it if you don’t stand
out of the way. How dare you stop me

like this?”’

She -

L

said Kirby,
ain’t we, Tarky?

““ We're
I say,-
We need somethznﬂr to

‘““ How dare we, eh?”
awfully wicked,
how about a kiss?
give us an appetite for tea!”

He seized Doris before she could dodge.
At the same moment, Tarkington made a

grab at her. - Kirby pulled her face up, and

then staggeled back with a gasp. For a
small, but business-like fist crashed into
his face with fearful force.
““You cads!” cried Doris hotly. < Touch
me again, and I'll knock 3ou down !”
CHAPTER 1V,
THE PROFESSOR ON THE SCENE.
IRBY rubbed his
cheek and glared,
““You little spit-
fire!”” he snapped.
“So you'd punch, would
you? All right! I’'l make

: you pay for it!»?

Doris had tried to wrench herself away,
and had, indeed, freed herself from Kirby.
But Tarkmgton had seized her from be-

hind, and her struggles were useless. She
wasn’t alarmed—bub she was intensely.
furious. -
“I've got her!” said Tarkington, with a
grin.
He was enjoying himself. He swung

Doris round,. and at the same moment
Kirby- arabbed for her arm. - -
Crash' '
The girl’s fist shot upwards, and struck
Tackington in the mouth. His grin van-
ished, and he uttered a fierce growl. Kirby
caught Doris again, and for the semnd time

he. tried to kiss her.
“¢“You bheast—you emmrdly cur! 1 chouted
Doris angrily.
‘““Dear me! the

Whatever's matter'f‘

What is the meaning of all thxs noise and

commotion?”’

Professor Ssheqter Tucker blinked m as-
tonishment at the little scene. His ap-
proach had been unnoticed by the trio. And
the professor himself had quite failed. to
grasp the significance of the affair. He only
knew that his path was barred, and that
something unusual was going on.

“QOh, please!” panted Doris, wrenching
herself round. ¢ Will you please order these
hooligans away, Professor Tueker? They
have insulted me dreadfully.”

Professor Tucker frowned. He had been
deep in thotght, and this interruption
rather annoyed him. As a matter of fact,
he had wandered down the lane guite un-
consciously, having had no real intention of
coming to the village at all,

“What is this? What is this?’”’ he asked

impatiently. ‘I really cannot be bothered
3
“ But, professor—please !’ interrupted
Doris. “1 am appealing to you for pro--
tection!”



The science master started.

“Good gracious!” he ejaculated. I
really beg your pardon, my dear  young
Jady! I must confess I failled "to appre-
ciate the nature of your request. You need
protection? Of course! These young ruf-
flans .bave annoyed you, eh?”

The professor was now fully alive to the
situation. He gazed at Kirby and Tarking-
ton with a severe frown,: * |

““What is the meaning of this?”? he de-
manded. “How  dare you interfere with
this young lady? Upon my soul!
seldom met with such an. act of sheer hooli-

I have

Headmaster, and inform him in detail of
this disgraceful occurrence!” |
“But look here——? began Tarkington.
“Not a word!” interrupted the professor.
“Go at once!” o
Kirby and Tarkington went away, fuming.
They were not a little alarmed. Mr.
Grimesby Creepe allowed them many pri-
vileges, but he would be furious when he
heard about this episode. Again and again
Mr. Creepe had warned his monitors against
getting into any kind of a scandal. |
“Thanks awfully, professor!. You're a
brick !> said Doris . gladly, “1It's sporty

The professor peered at the weird contrivance before him with impatient

interest.

bl p_—y

ganism! What have you to say for your-

selves? Who are you—where do you come
from?* A

“ We didn’t touch the girl at all!*> growled
Kirby,

“ They belong to Moat Hollow, professor!”
put in Doris quickly, “Oh, I do wish
you'd go there, and complain to Mr. Creepe!
-~ He ought to be told about this 12

““ And he shall be told!” declared the
Professor gallantly. ¢ Undoubtedly he shall!
Make no mistake abou} that, my dear!”
He turned to the crestfallen monitors. ‘“Go
at once!” he commanded. “I shall see your

of you to go to Moat Hollow and com-
plain against those brutes. They—they
tried to kiss me!” she added indignantly.

‘““Good gracious me!’’ said the professor,
aghast, “Is that s0? They actually tried
to kiss you? Upon my word! There is
nothing left for it but an immediate visit
to Moat Hollow. Leave this to me, my
dear—leave it entirely in my hands!”
“You're a _sportsman—and thanks ever
so0 much!” smiled Doris. N

She went oOn her way, feeling that the
ruffianly monitors would be richly re-
warded for their ungentlemanly beéhaviour,

,./
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There was a gleam in Professor Tucker’s
?yes which boded ill for the girl’s persecu-
tors.

The professor was really angry. For the
moment, he had cast all thoughts of as-
.tronomy from hlb mind. A young lady
had been annoyed in the open road by two
of the Moat Hollow monitors—and imme-
diate action” was necessary.

. S0 the professor marched grimly into the
gateway of the vicarage, intent upon grim
things, Of course, he was under the im-
@ression” that he was entering Moat Hollow.
But he had been to the vicarage several
times before, and the ground was familiar
to-him. He toddled up the drive with the
firm conviction within him that he was
about to face Mr. Grimesby Creepe,

" ¢ Young hooligans!” muttered the fro-
fessor, as he hammered on the door. “ Ul
make them suffer! Perfectly scandalous—

‘Ah, so there you -are, sir! So there you
a,re"’
The Rev. Mr. Goodchild had opened the

door personally, and Professor Tucker gazed

at him severely through his thick glasses.

The professor had met him onee or twice,

but he generally forzot things so rapidly
That the v:cars featureq seemed onlx dimly
familiar.
- ““Good-afternoon, Professor Tucker,” said
the - Rev. Mr. Goodchild cordially. “Aq un-
expected pleasure—-"

““Not at all, sir!” snapped {he profeqsor.
“*1 have come here to make a serious com-
plaini——a very grave charge against $wo of
vour rascalh bovs They have the audacity

to— ,

* But, really., professor—-" began the
jvicar. ; '
- #.One moment, sir—one moment!” inter-
rupted. Professor Tucker. ¢ Allow me {o

Ainish! My regard for you is one of exfreme
digust! I have every reason fo believe that
vou conduet your establishment in a most
@ bominable fashion! As for these boys——"
. “But—but——-  Really!” ejaculated the
startled vicar, “I fear there is some—some
error ‘in your mind, my dear professor'
And I strougly protest against this

- %1t is not for you to. protest, Mr.
Creepe, but for me to protest!” declared
the professor sternly. ¢ Do you realise that
'these young hoohgans actuall‘ stopped a
voung lady in the lane and attempted to
kiss “her?  What have you. to say, sir?
What justification can you offer—-"

The vicar gave a kind of gulp. .

“My good sir, I am not Mr. Creepe!” he
broke in feebly. “You are at the vicarage
—1 am Mr. Goodchild. €Calm yourself, sir!
You have apparentlv made an extraordinary
blunder.”

The professor looked astomshed -

“The vicarage?” he repeated. < Good
gracious me! How extraordinary! It

appears that I have made a blunder, as

So this is not
A thousand apologic

you so reasonably suggest.
Moai Hollow at all?
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my dear sir—I can do nothing but depart ia
confusion!”

And Professor Tucker bowed and without
waiting for the - surprised vicar to detain
him he beat a hasty retreat.

CHAPTER V.
MR. GRIMESBY CREEPE AT HOME.

MR. GRIMESBY

CREEPE, the head-
master of Moat

Hollow School,
beamed with complete satis-
faction over his industrious
class.

Only the sound of scratchmfr pens dis-
turbed - the silence of the dull gloomy
school—room. It was afternoon, and e
short winter’s day was drawing in rapidly.
The_ class-room was fuli of deep shadows.

There was no half- holiday for these uns
fortunate schoolboys, |

Liberty. was a word they knew nothing
of. ‘Even when lessons were ovér, the\
would be marched under the strict super;
vision of monitors into the dining-hall, there
to partake of a poor apology for tea., After
that there would be more work, and so on
until bed-time.

For. Moat Hollow was somethmﬁ akm to
a prison, .

The school-room was not partlculally
large, and it was not completely filled, yetb

it * contained the ' entire school. Mr.
Grimesby  Creepe’s  pupils were not
numerous. Including the monitors, there
were only about thirty, all told.

But as there were six moniftors— a

number out of all proportion to the school—
the wretched boys were constantly guarded,
night and day. - Each of the monitors had
ih1s own special pupils to look after, and
as long as he kept them sufficiently sub-
dued, Mr. Creepe was satisfied. DBut woe
betlde a monitor if he grew lax or careless.
‘Mr. Creepe was lenient and even generous -
with -his "lieutenants, but he demanded full
service.

The monitors, in fact, Were well fed
and privileged at the expense of the rank -
and file. These latter were made to suffer
in-every possible sort of way. Their lives
simply consisted of work and sleep and
frequent punishments.

Mr. Creepe was rather pleased this after-
noon.

Everything was 2o0ing well.
industrious, and the work was progressing
rapidly. At the moment the handwriting
lesson  was being held. Mr. Creepe’s
methods were unusual.

In order to instruct his boys fully in the
art of handwriting, and to give them plenty
ol practice, they were addressing circulars

The cla’sg was

3, \ as fast

as they knew how. Mr. Grimesbhy



Creepe was, for a schoolmaster, easy f{o
please., He didn’t care how the ecirculars
were addressed so long as they were legible.
He had no particular standard for his pupx]s
to work to.

Each boy had a pile of big envelopes
before him, and whilst some c0p1ed names
and addresses out of home-made reference-
hooks, others were using directories. And
~all worked feverishly. At the first sign
of slackening up, trouble would follow.

“Smithson!” rapped out Mr. Creepe sud-
derly. “I have been watching you, young
itan!  You have addressed one letter less
than the others during the * past four
minutes!”’

‘“ Please, sir——"" began Smithson meekly.

“I did mot request you to interrupt,
Smithson!” said Mr. Creepe. “I am not a
hard man—my aim is to be fair and for-
giving. Increase your speed, and- all will
be well. Indeed, Smithson, I will give you
another chance.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Smithson eagerly.

““Fail to seize this chance, and I am
afraid the evening meal will be somewhat
meagre,” went on Mr. Creepe, in a purring
voice, “A pity, Smithson—a
pities! The remedy is in yvour own hands.”
_ Smithson went on with his work fran-
tically. He was a thin, weakly-looking boy,
and the pace was too great for him. 1t
was pitiful to watch his efforts, to see him
striving to make up for lost time. He
knew, from past experience, that Mr. Creepe
would make no allowance for the two
precious minutes which had sped by during
the schoolmaster’s conversation.

Tommy Watson, higher up the room, went
at his work doggedly He had not failed
t0 notice Smithson’s distress, and his blood
boiled. Although Watson had been at Moat
Hollow 1or two or three weeks, he was
untamed. The longer he stayed the stronger
grew his spirit.- Mr. Creepe had found it
impossible to break down the barriers of
Watson’s “obstinacy.” The ex-8t. Frank’s
junior was as grim and sullen as he had
been on the first day. Cruel punishments
had tended to strengthen him, rather than
anything else,

And as Tommy went on addressing his

circulars, his thoughts were busy, He re-
flected on the absurd farce of this so-called
school. It was Mr. Creepe’s policy to make
money out of his pupils.
- The fees at Moat Hollow were cheap—
ridiculously cheap—but, to use a time-
honoured expression, there was a ecateh in
it. There were no servants at Moat Hollow
—the boys themselves performed all the
household duties, even to washing e¢lothes
and cooking food.

But the wily Mr. Creepe made a virtue
out of these slave-driving methods. He
blandly informed his scholars that his train-
ing was fitting them for the hard knocks
of life in later years, It was a part of

ey Sy Py
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Creepe himself was
| member of the firm. Ineshort, hé was carryp

thousand

1 car,

his ‘policy to send his boys out into thg
world fit for any mode of life.

Even the Moat Hollow garden was regus
larly dug and raked and tidied by the
pupils. Not one penny did Mr. Creepe spend
on domestic labour. He had other in.
terests, too—secret interests which the boys
guessed at, but could not actually fathomj

There were these circulars, for example—-a
thousands of them. They went out regue
larly, and all advertising cheap noveltiesy
They were presumably semt out -by “Thé
Squth Coast Export and Trading Company,’!
of 102, High Street, Bannington.

But - Watson suspected that Mr, Gnmesby
the sole and only

ing on a mail order business, and using hi§
pupx]s to do all the worh.

i

CHAPTER VI.
%HE BLACKBOARD TREATMEM.

FTER all, it was \ery
simple.
Mr. Creepe had q.

single room in &
block of offices in Banningy
ton High Street. Here hé

employed a clerk—an aged
individual who was entirely under \IPi

Creepe’s influence. His sole duty was to disd
patch circulars and goods, and Kkeep
accounte of everything that came in. - ¥
Several times a week the schoolmastep
would motor to Bannington in his closed
And this latter was really useful for
the conveyance of goods from the ¢ fad-
tory.” For the school was little else. :

It was - quite customary for the boys tg
spend hours in wrapping up silver pencils
cheap fountain-pens, watch-chains, and é
forth, and addressing them ready for the
post. These little packaoes would be pre-
pared by the thousand—to be conveyed by
Mr. Creepe to Bannington.

The beauty of it was, from the schooh
master’s point of view, he had no wages td
pay. All his labour was “free gratis.” Th¢
work was simple and unskilled, and so his

pupils~ ecould perform it mth ease. The
school was a mere bhlind. What the boys
learned on  ordinary  school subjects

amounted to next to nothing.

It might be supposed that Moat Hollow
would be freely discussed in such a smal}
place as Bellton—and, as a matter of fact,
it was. But, in sp1te of the unpleasant
truth, most of the discussions were favour.-
able towards Mr. Creepe.

This was partly due to his methods. Thé
monitors were always out and about, and
they never failed to sing Mr. Creepes
praises, and to circulate the story that he
was kind-hearted, generous, and fatherly. In
order to substantiate this view, Mr. Creepe



himself contributed to local charities. He
hated paying out the inoney, for he was
a miser by nature, but this was a matter
of business.

Even the vicar had a totally false im-
pression regarding Mr. Creepe. The worthy
clergeyman fully believed that Mr. Grimesby
Creepe was a Kkindly, public-spirited man,
His contributions to the parish relief fund
were handsome. And Mr. Goodchild formed
his opinions by this.

- On Sundays the Moat Hollow bovs would
go for walks—with the smiling, benign Mr.
sreepe in  attendance. But the monitors
were there, too, and if any boy had dared
to break rank, or attempt to get away, his
punishment would have been drastic.
:Moat Hollow was entirely surrounded by
high, prison-like walls. Even the gate was

boarded up. And at first Mr. Creepe had
kept these constantly closed. But his
monitors had warned him of one or two

~adverse criticisms, and the schoolmaster
had promptly changed his tactics.
During lesson times the school gates were

now kept wide open, so that any casual .

passer-by could see with his own eyes that
everything was calm and comfortable. But
a chance passer-by is always apt to gain a
wrong impression.

It was impossible to knrow, for example,
that while the gates were open the pupils
were kept hard at work in the school-room,
with monitors on guard within the apart-
ment, and with still another monitor out
in the hall. And when the unfortunate boys
were allowed out for a litfle exercise, the
gates were closed and locked. Escape from
this place was impossible.

Mr. Creepe ruled by a system of terrorism.
So long "as his pupi]s were meek and sub-
missive, the regular daily round went on
smoothly. But at the first sign of in-
subordination, the culprit was dealt with
darastically. At the first sign of slackness,
punishment befell the slacker.
$Most of the boys were tamed. Every atom
of spirit had been knocked out of them.
They had lost their individuality—theyv had
become machines under Mr. Creepe’s harsh
treatment. And they would have thought
of flving into the sky sooner than revolt
against thxs life of drudgery.

*Watson was the only whole-hearted
ohjector. A fellow named Jevons, and one
or two other boys, still had a little spirit
left, but it was gradually and systematically
-heinﬂr knocked out of them.
son feared that they would be but poor
reeds to rely upon In an emecrgency,
As for the rest, they -were

youngsters, mostly, and pitiable specimens
of humanity at the best. For most of Mr.
Creepe’s pupils were ‘“unwanted " chiidren,
They were deformed, or disfigured, and per-
haps their parents were divorced, or dead.
They were boys who knew no home life—
who lived on in Mr.

¥

Tommy Wat- .

mere

Creepe’s establishment

| -

- which startled the entire class.

There were

endlessly.
exceptions.

And these exceptions,
necessary evil.
take new pupils when the chance offered--
and these new pupils had to be broken in.
The process was slow and tedzous, but Mr.

only one or two

of course, were a
Mr, Creepe was obhged te

Creepe had never yet failed. Sogner or later
the spirit of the most obstinate would be
shattered, and he would ultimately become
another useful tool.

That was Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s system
of conducting his schoel; and the outside
world knew nothing—the ‘outside world was
completely hoodwinked. Only the miserable

-inmates of Moat Hollow knew the truth—

and these were never allowed out, and never
allowed even to write.

The monitors were the only free agents,
and they knew on which side their bread was
buttered. Allegiance {0 Mr. Creepe meant
handsome pocket -money, good {tood, full
liberty, and countless other advantages.
Not one of them was likely to sacrifice
all this_by *blabbing.”” ¥ven if a monitor

revealed the truth to’an outsider in an angry

moment, no harm wpuld- be done. For no
outsider would credit such a preposterous,
farcical story. So Mr. Creepe was safe on
all sides. -

At present he felt almost genial. His
heavy face, with its loose folds of flesh, wore
a benign expression. He gazed upon the
class with a kindly eye. Mr. Creepe could
look very benevolent when he liked. Orders
had been coming in well, and his profits were
leaping. He felt happy.

But a frown flitted across
transformed it.

One of the boys—a thin, knock-kneed
youngster named Ra\ne——-\x as blllI'E'pt]tIOUSIV
whispering a few words to his neighbour,
who happened to be Tommy Watson, Mr.
Creep raised a short cane, and. brought it
down on his desk with an explosive thud
This was one
of Mr. Lleepe s favourite little habits.

“ Rayne,”’ he said purnnﬁly, “kindly stand
up, my boy.’

The ~culprit rose to Ins feet,
every limb, his face like chalk.

“Pup- please, sir,- I--I-—"" he began.

““ An excuse, Ravne will only tend to in-
crease your punlbhment »  interrupted Mr.
Creepe smoothly. ¢ Come down here, in front
of the class, and prepare yourself for the
blackboard treatrhent.”

Rayne winced, and even commenced to sob.

“Kirby—-Tarkington!” ordered Mr. Crecpc.
‘““ Rayne appears to be reluctant. DBe good
cnough to assist him. I am never loath to°
help any “of my bovs who are unfortunately
backward.”

Tommy Watson stood up in his seat.

“Just a minute, sir,” te said quictly.

his face and

shaking in

"“I’'m the one to be punished. Rayne was only

answering a question I put to him a minute
ago. I take all the blame, sir.”

Mr. Creépe ribbed his hands together.
«Splendid, Watson=a noble, gencrsus



spirit,” he commented genially. «Such un-
selfishness s a pleasure to witness. Unfor-

tunately, your appeal is useless. Rayne was |

speaking—so Rayne shall be punished. Your
own behaviour shall be dealt with later.”

Watson sat down, hot with helpless anger.
The injustice of this forthcoming punishment
made him boil. But he kpnew from previous
experience that Mr. Creepe would make him-
self deaf to all reason. -

The unfortunate Rayne was seized by the
ever-ready monitors. : '

CHAPTER VII.

THE PROFESSOR DROPS 1IN. S
ROFESSOR SYL-

VESTER TUCKER

nodded grimly, .

Ah, here we arel’

he ~ observed. - *“ This time
“there is no mistake. I shall

see Mr. Creepe, and—and——-" e % D
The professor paused, a frown spreading
over Ivs learned features. He was standing
in the gateway of Moat Hollow. The dusk
was gathering, and  the old- place looked
unusually grim and forbidding. - - |
“Dear me!” murmured the professor.
“Dear me! Most annoying—most aggra-
vating! I am positive that I came here for
some definite purpose, - But what? Why,
indeed, I should call upon Mr, Creepe at all?
I rather think I disapprove of the gentle-
man!” o : . % S
. The absent-minded science master knitted
his braws. N ' ‘
- %1 am certain, at all events, that 1 have
not come here merely to pay e iriendly ¢all,”
he went on, addressing the gateposts. ¢ Cer-
tainly not! I had a mission—a mission not

entirely unconnected with the yicarage—no,

not the vicarage,” he added, shaking his
" head. *“There was a young lady—a remark-
ably pretty girl, if my memory serves—-—"

He broke off, and beamed with relief,

‘““ Ah, yes, to be sure!” he said genially,
*“0Of course! The young lady in the lane!
I am here to complain in the strongest
possible terms about the behaviour of two
boys . from  this  establishment. How
-ridiculous of me! 1 do declare my memory
is failing me at times!” ' TP

The triumphant beam faded from his eyes
as he walked briskly forward in the dusk.
He remembered the pature of his call
He frowned sternly, and prepared himseif
for the coming interview. ‘ '

He walked up the drive, and made straight
for the front door. Unfortunately, the pro-
fessor complet#ly failed to notice the moat.
He also took no heed of the fact that the
bridge was absent—a little precaution which
Ar. Creepe usually adopted when the gates
were open,

Splash?! .

Professor Tuecker walked straight on, en-
erossed in his thoughts. Xe took a-step
that wasn’t actually there, so to speak, and

:

b

‘mechanically.

the next moment, to his consternation, Le
disappeared into the icy waters of the moat.

It was probably the greatest surprise the
professor had ever had in all his life—and
his life had been one long series of minor
blunderings. He was always walking into the
wrong place. This time the consequences
appeared likely fo assume seripus propor-
tions. . .

The professor rose out of the water, gasp-
ing, spluttering, and utterly bewildered. He
was chilled to the marrow, and his limbs
were numbgs. He didn’t know what had
happened, and his mind was in chaos.

But the instinet of self-preservation was
well developed in the professor, and he
struck out blindly for the bank-—which he
could ‘see before him as a kind of blurred

outline. He had lost his glagses in the

plunge, and he was now more or less like a

batr- ) ' ‘ l . B ‘ ’ 5
Minug  his spectacles, Professor Tucker

viewed the entire world through a haze.
Even at two yards’ range he couldn’t tell
the difference between a gatepost and a
human being. Nothing became defined unless
it was held within six inches of his face.

. He plunged at the bank like & miniature

whale.- More by luck than anything else, he
grasped the front doorstep—for the moat lay

-almost flush with the walls of the house.

And the professor pulled himself up with
surprising agility. -He was really well-pre--

.served, and his age, after all, was not more

than fifty. | oo - C s
“Bless my soul!” he gasped, his teeth

chattering. “ Where am I? I—I had no idea’
the river was so close—I must summon help!

I shall become -chilled!” &
He rose to his feet, and felt before him
like a blind man. His hand came in contact
with ‘the doorknob, and he instinctively
turned it. The next moment he found him-
self within the comparative warmth of the
hall, } , - # .
‘Moat Hollow was well protected. No caller:
could gain admittance without negotiating.
the moat—and this could only be done by

crossing a kind of drawbridge which Mr.

Creepe himself had invented. It was rather
like a ship’s gangway, which could be pushed
straight out from the hall on runners. Mr,
Creepe took no chances. -

The professor wandered down the hall
half-dazed. < y

He was so chilled that he had hardly any
feeling in his limbs, and he went forward
The hall was dim enough in
itself, and the professor’s lack of spectacles
made it a place of sheer mystery.
- It was natural that he should walk straight
on, and just as mnatural that he should
collide with the class-room door at the end.
The collision was a violent one, for the pro-
fessor had no idea that a door barred his way
at all. |

Crash!

The door flew open, and Professor Tucker
staggered in. - He halted, blinking. Lights
were gleaming here, and there came to his
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ears the buzz of human presence.
thing was indistinet and blurred.

The occupants of the room, however, were
unaware of this.

And to say that Mr, Creepe.and Dhis
pupils were startled would be putting it
ildly, They were literally staggered. The
professor could not have dropped in at a
more inopportune motnent. .

But every-

CHAPTER VIIL

THE UNWELCOME GUEST.

HE class-room hummed
with excitement.
Two lights had been
switched on, and the
- i) ' blié:ds_ ‘%ere (ti‘liawn. The (i:lass
I Ll sat rigid with suppressed ex-
s “““"‘ pectation. The professor had
appeared at a fateful moment,

- For the unfortunate Rayne was actually in

the middle of his punishment, and Mr.
Grimesby Creepe was filled with wild alarm.
A stranger—a master from St. Frank’s—had
ccme in, and had witnessed an example of
his drastic methods! It was nothing more
nor less than a catastrophe

Rayne was in a position which could not be
misunderstood. An infant would  have
realised that the unhappy junior was being
subjected to a form of torture.

It was, in fact, the blackboard treat-
ment ’—one of Mr. Grimesby Creep’s pet
forms of instruction. It was so eflective,
and so delightfully .simple. The blackboard
easel was one of Mr. Creepe’s own inven:
tions. It was far heavier and sturdier than
most blackboard easels, and embodied one
or two novel features enttrelv its own.

With.the blackboard in position, the easel
performed its customary function to perfec-
tion. But the blrackboard, like mest of the
other things at Moat Hollow was a mere
blind. The easel was, as a matter of fact,
nothing more nor less than a pum:,hfnent
rack. '

The board had been removed, and Rayne
was now on the rack. His wrists were en-
cased in a ercossbar at the top, and his legs
were outstretched, his ankles being firmly
manacled to the stout uprights. The whole
coentrivance resembled a modern edition of
the old-fashioned stocks.

With the boy thus helpless, Mr, Creepe
had been subjecting him to the lash. Twenty-
five had been the sentence—and
mement of the professor’s arrival, the eighth
stroke had been delivered. The professor

had interrupted the ninth.

Mr. Grimesby Creepe stood back, the birch
in his hand, an expression of utter con-
sternation on his flabby, heavy-jowled
features. The professor was looking straight
at him, having seen all!

“ Good heavens!” mutterad

Mr., Creepe
- hoarsely.

—— -
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1 quite needless.

1 collapse.
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With a gulp, he pulled himself togethe1
In an emergency such as thls he was not
without resource. -

““ There, boys—I have ’med to give you a
littie emmple of the torture which our an-
cestors used to practice upon their victims,*
he announced glibly. “ Kirby—Fryer! 'Re«
lease the lad, and let him return to his seat.
Thank you, Rayne—you have proved very,
useful for this little experiment. I shal!
“increase your pocket-money for this week!”
- 'If Mr. Creepe had only known it, this
paltry attempt to whitewash the affair was
The professor could see
The entire room was invisible to
Furthermore, he was on the point of
In fact. he sank down before any-
body could reach him.

“The moat!” he muttered huslulv g |
failed to observe— 1 fell in—— My hmb.s
are numbed—-"

His voice trailed away to a ueak murmur,
and at the same moment Mr. Creepe and
Kirby ran towards him.

“It’s all right, sir~-he didn’t see anything,”
said Kirby hurrledh ] know him! He's
lost his glacses, and he’s as blind as a bat
without 'em! There’s no harm done!’ '

““] hope you are right, Kirby—I hope vou
are right!” breathed the schoolmaster. -

He bent over the wet, drxppmrr ficure of the.
professor, and ook one of the icy- cold ‘hands.

nothing.
him.

© | Then, for the first time, he realised that the

unfortunate gentleman was in need of instant
attention. Indeed, failure to take prompt

measures would probably tesult in a chill,
pneumonia, and perhaps death itseli!

It was unfortunate—it was dlaturbmg in -
the extreme—but the professor would have
to be put to bed within Moat Hollow.
To take him out mto the cold air would
be t6 send him to his death., And, much
as Mr. Creepe detested upheavals, thiu one
could not be avoided. Circumstances were
such that his actions were forced.

" “ ook alive, Kirby—move - yourself, Tark-
ington!” shouted . Mr. Creepe urgently.
“Come, Roberts! Carry the unhappy
gentleman upstairs at once! Have you lost
your ~wits, or what? Carry him upstairs,
remove  his cl-o.t-liing, and wrap him in
heated blankets! Move, boys! Dont stand
there, gaping!” .

When Mr. Creepe liked he could
things done very speedily. In next to
time the professor was rushed upstairs to
‘a spare bed-room, he was undressed, and
rolied In hot blankets. And under this
treatinent he showed rapid signs of recovery.

Mr. Creepe realised the wurgent necessity
-of calling in a doctor. 8o, having satis-
fied himself that the professor was in no
immediate danger, he dashed to the tele-
phone. ‘

Dr. Brett, it seemed, was absent—but his
housekeeper was able to inform ' the dis-
tracted Mr. Creepe that the medical man

cet
HO

“was at St. Frank’s. So. Mr. Creepe rang
Lup the famous old school without delay.
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Within three minutes he was talking to Dr.
Brett.

"¢ Professor Tucker"” repeated the. doctor,

grasping the gist of the story. ¢ He has
fallen into your meat? I'll be down at
once, Mr. Creepe—expect me within fifteen
minutes.” ]
- “TIt is very kind of you, Dr Brett,” said
the schoolmaster. “I have taken prompt
measures, and- have applied first aid. 1
fancy the professor is ‘in no danger, but
your presence here will bé a great comfort.”

« All right,” said the doctor briskly.” ¢ TI’ll

dash off stra}ght away.”
‘Mr., Creepe hung up the receiver, and for

the first time he took a breathing spell. He
frowncd heavily at the mbtrument '
¢ A nuisance—an infernal nuisance!” he

“1f no harm comes of
this, I shall be lueky! The old fool! Just
like him to blunder in! But he shall be
cleared . out of this house at the earliest
possible moment !’

muttered savagely.

CHAPTER IX.
MEETING OF .JMPORTANCE.
VERYBODY .here?”?

66
E. asked

Pitt briskly.
Study
Ancient House,
The noise was deafening, for

A

was

ing at once. And above all the other voices
the stentorisan tones of Edward, Omald
Handforth hoomed.

t It was, in fact, a comm:ttee meeting—a

gathering of unusual gravity and lmportance .

\And Refrma}d Pitt, as captain of the
‘Fourth, was suppand to he the chairman.
Unfortunately he couldn’t make himself

‘heard. o
.1 “Hold op, you fellows—not so much
noise!’” roared Pitt. “Am I to get a word
in edgeways or not? Dry up, Handy!

Swztch off the loud- -speaker! We can’t hear

ourselves think!”’ _

The noise decreased slightly. This meet-
ing had been arranged earlier in the day,
‘and as it was now too dark for football,
the leading lights of the- Fourth had
_'gathered together It wasn’t teatime yet,
‘but the juniors were anxious to get the pro-
ceedmfrs over gquickly, so that they could
‘g0 to their own studies to prepare the

i

'meal_ :
“This is just a preliminary gathering—
that’s all,’’ said Pitt. *If nowble, we

want to arrive at some decision
- “]f possible?’’ echocd Handforth, staring.
#Fathead! I've come to a decision a]ready
My idea is to invade Moat Hollow and drag
Tommy Wetson away by sheer force——
Y “Dry up, Handy'” |

¢ Cheese ;t!”?

#Tell us %onr'upt,lnnﬂr new, old man”’

*Wec scenm: to have heard that idea of

Reginald-

E, in the
packed.

©  everybody seemed to be balk- ‘

- said Plﬁ]

v

- was your own paztlcular chum.
_are simple, and you all know ’em.*’

‘thing

yours beforey’ said Pitt sweetly. “But it
won’t do, old” son. This is not an oeccasion
for drastic measures. We want something
subtle—something carefully thought out:*’

“Hear, hear!”

“Go it, Reggie!”’

Ha,ndforth vrunted and subsided.. The
crowd in Study E was quite representative
¢f the Fourth. Both Church and McClure
were there, and De Valerie and Archie
Glenthorne and Dick Goodwin and Levi.
None of the Modern House juniors were in-
cluded—for this was a purely Ancient House

affair.
“It’s all frwhtfu]ly interestin’, but what
about doin’ somethin’?’’ asked SII‘ Montie

“Pray don't think

Tregellis-West anxiously.
but I'm the

I’'m" complainin’, Reggie hoy,
most interested party, beoad"’
Reggie Pitt nodded. |
“I realise that, Montie, and you needn’t
worry,”> he said briskly. “Tommy Watson
The facts

“Then don’t trot ’em out now!’’ «rawled
Handforth.

“We might as we]l have the issue clear,”
“This term has been going
for nearly three weeks now, and Tommy
Watson came to Moat Hollow a few days
aftér the St. Frank’s term began. We saw
him on the first night of hzs arrival, but
since then he hasn’t been near.’’

“ An’ there’s somethin’ wrong!®’ deeclared
Sir Montie firmly.

“0f course there’s somethin’® wrong—we

al  know  that!”” snorted  Handforth.
“Watson’s being kept a prisoner. Qld
Grimesby" Cxeepe is a eriminal, I believe,

and that school! of his is a blmd 22

For once Handforth was surpmamo}y near
the mark. But there was not much ecredit
due te him for this, for a great many St.

Frank’s juniors believed that Moat Hollow -
had a sinister secret., The very fact that
‘such a sunny, eveén-tempered chap as

Watson had kept away all this time was
amp]e evidence of mystery.,. .

“It’s totally against Tommy s nature to
act like this,”” went on Pitt quietly. “ When
he came here that night he promised tp
come to tea the next day. We've tried to
communicate with him; we’ve done . every-
possible,
the same. 8o it’s up to us to probe this
mystery, and find out the full truth about
Watson and Moat Holiow."

Handforth nodded.

“The only way is to raid the pL:tce and

force our way in,” he declared grimly.
 “ There’s something fishy going on. 0Oid
Creepe isn’t everything he seems, He's

2

probably a c¢rook
“Doing a bit of coining as a side Ime,

eh??? gnnned Church.
- “If you're asking for a thick ear, Walter
Churech—--"’

but the situation remains



“Peace!”’ interrupted Reggie.

the direction of coiners. Perspnally, I don’t
believe anything of the sort. Creepe isn’t
everything he seems, but he isn't a crook

like that. If only we can think of—-

He broke off, and glanced rapidly round
the room.

“Hallo! Where's Jack?’’ he asked.

- “The ass ‘hasn't turned up yet,” said
Handforth. “Blow him!”’ )
- ““Not likely!’> retorted Pitt. “Jack
Grey’s one of the most important members
of this meeting—and before ye proceed he’s
got to be fetched, You chaps carry on; I'll
buzz round, and round up the ass!”’
Pitt pus.hed his way through -the crowd
and hurried out of the study. He reached
%hettlobby, and bumped violently into Dr.
rett. ’

L

CHAPTER X,
made a wry grimace.
“Mind my corns, my lad!
in this frantie fashion?’’
- Suppose -you haven’'t seen him anywhere?”
ing for your missing Form- ‘mates,’” he
- way, Mr. Pagett’s cold is much better.”’
doctor. Go off on your urgent call, and
respected science master, Professor Tucker,”’
- “What's he done now?’ asked Pitt
school down the road,”” replied Dr. Brett
with you. Sorry, young man, but I must
the Triangle.

AN UNEXPECTED CHANCE.
“Whoa! Steady
What’s the hurry? Is it
- “8orry, doctor!’”’ gasped Pitt. “I'm in a
Dr. Brett smiled.
replied. “And I can’t stop now—-I’ve had
““Good! Now I shall enjoy my tea,”
. tend the sick!”’
said +the doctor, as he prepared to go.
curiously.
crisply. “I’'ve just had a ’phone call from
be going.”’
NSW ERS

D JAMES BRETT
on!”’

‘really necessary {o tear about
bit of a hurry—looking for Jack Grey. I
“Sorry, but I don’t spend my tlme look-
an urgent call, and I can’t wait. By the
- grinned Pitt. *“Don’'t let me detain you,
“In this case, the sick happens to be your

“One of these days ‘he’ll kill himself.”
“Only fallen into the moat at the new
Mr. Creepe—and here I am wasting my time
The doctor nodded, and walked out into

EVERY MOKDAY..PRICE 2°

“Don’t get
on the high horse, Handy—you know well
enough that your ‘mind generally drifts in

I the doctor.

he protested.

think,”’ said Reggie grimly.

“explain. There’s a meeting
T waiting for me now—and we want to find

Reggic Pitt stood quite still for a moment
or two. So Dr. Brett was going to Moat
Hollow—to attend Professor Tucker. Pift
had a keen brain, and something seemed to
tell him that here lay a golden opportunity.
But he couldn’t quite. get the idea he
wanted. Then, suddenly, a glitter came into
his eyes, and a flush suffused his cheeks. .

“By jingo!’ he muttered tensely.

Without a second’s hesitation he dashed
out in the Triangle and caught the doctor
as he was about to climb into his two-seater.

“Hold on, doctor!’’ he panted. *“Two or
three minutes won’t make much difference—
and this is important. You say Professor
Tucker fell into the moat?’’

“Ye-, but—-"

P‘t‘Is the professor in a bad way?’ asked
itt

“I don’t know till' I see him; but Mr.
Creepe doesn’t seem to think so,” replied
“What are you getting at? 1
can’t waste my time—

“But wait—just a minute!”’ . pleaded
Reggie. “XLook ‘here, Dr. Brett, there's
sormething funny about Moat Hollow; |

think you know it as well as I do. You
remember Tommy Watson??

Dr. Brett nodded. |
“Yes, I know all about it,”’ he rephed
slowly. “Tregellis-West told me the main

facts’ an hour ago. It’s rather peculiar

| about Watson. He’s a cheerful, good-
natured boy, and hi.s stlence is very
mysterious.” o

“Not so . mystemous as you seem -to

“The fact is,
he can’t get out of that place—he’s kept a
prisoner. I believe all the boys are
prisoners!’’

“ Possibly; but we can’t know anythmcr for
certam,” sald the medical man, < Still,

" this is hardly the moment to discuss—""

“But it is—it’s THE moment!’’ insisted
Reggie. “That’s just what I'm trying to
.in Study E—

some method of getting into Moat Hollow

and having a word with Watson. Well,
here’s the very chance.”?

“The very chance?”

'3 ‘ies 23

“But, my dear kid, I can't see—"?

“You're going down to Moat Hollow to
attend to Professor Tucker,”’ said Pitt,
lowering his voice. “ He fell into the moat
by accident, and Mr. Creepe’s hand has
been forced. You’'ll get into the place
without question. What I want to know is
this—would it be possible for you to keep
the professor there for twenty four hours,
4 and instal a nurse?”’

Dr. Brett stared.
“I should imagine the professor will need
to remain twenty-four hours—after falling

into the moat in this weather,”’ he replied
grimly. *As for. a nurse—he’ll have to have



somebody. And by
what I can |hear,
Moat Hollow has no
female staff
whatever.”

Fitt nodded, - his
eyes gleaming.

. “Then everything’s
O.K.!” he declared.
“I’ll be the nurse!”

“You?” ejaculated
the doctor . incredu-
lously. -

“Yes. I can easily
dress up——"

“You silly
ass!?  orowled the
doctor. “. 0o you
think I could be . a
party to a deception
like that? You’ve
wasted enough of my
time.” .

He - spoke grufily,
and at the same
moment " climbed
into his car and
depressed the  seli-
starter. I+% was
obviously a  signal |
that the - interview | |y
was at an end. The | i
engine purred. Reggie : \\

AR

roung
I '// |

he

Pitt saw the chance \
slipping -away.
“Look here, Dr.

Brett—be a sport'”
he exclaimed tensely.

1

W
| ‘///_f

[ ,ﬂ///%,’::‘:‘/,
Al

o

{7, i
/M’” #’

1’[}

e

__-_---*_ -;- pory
==
\ >
i Y

“There’s nol much

deception about it—: | -
nothing wrong, any- :
how! If you tell old -

Creepe that a nurse.

is  coming along
¢hall be
without question, and

= I . ~ — ...“-:.
admitted _;é\f&"‘ —

Tve got all the make-
up and props and

clothes and every-

thing. - I can act a
bit, too Why, once
1 <poofed the whole -
school when I got

—
ey
T P e

}
!
¥ ]

dressed up as a girl, |
and that was in
broad daylight, too!”

The doctor began

thouyghts,

Professor Tucker walked siraight on, engrossed in his
He took a step that wasn’t actually there, and
the next moment——

10 waver.

“0Oh, but look here—-"?

“ Besidzs, I’ll -be reasonable,’® wen{ on
Pitt, seizing his advantage. “If you find
Hlat Profesbor Tucker needs a re;ﬂl) skilled
nurse, you've only got to send me away
as unsuitahle. Let me come, anyhow—I'll
lcave it to you after that.”’

“But Mr. Creepe will see through you in
a moment,””> grunted the dortor.

“He won’t, and neither will you!’’ retorted
Pitt warmly. *I can act a hit better than
that. Let’s leave it at that, doctor—be a
sport! Mention something about a nurse -
to old Creepe, and. I shall get in straight. .

offt. If the professor’s really ill, you can
pitch me out. Is it .a go?”
“QOh, all right!’* . said -Dr. Brett. “I1

believe I shall be committing a felony by



allowing it, but you’re a most persuasive
young rascall”’

“Thanks awiully?’ said Pitt, with a deep
breath. *“I'll be down there twenty miinutes
after you arrive!”’

CHAPTER XI.
THE QUICK-CHANGE 'AR'_I‘IST.

EGGIE PITT had his
R wav—and he could

hardly believe it.
As he had been
mooting the proposition to

Dr. Brett, he had realised the
exact nature of his request.
And it was with sheer jov that he realised
that the forlorn chance had become a
reality.

But there wasn’t a second to be lost.

- Before Dr. Brett had got out of the gate-

wayv Pitt _was in the Anment House and
bursting into Study E. He found that Jack
had arrived, and Archie Glenthorne had

grown languid at the delay, and had gone

off for forty winks.

“News, you chaps!”’ panted Reggie.
- “Professor Tucker's fallen into the moat at
old Creepe’s place, and Dr. Brett's dashed
down there to administer aid.”

“JXallen into the moat!”’

““The professor!”’

“Look here, you ass, you can’t kid us—-"’
‘Everybody spoke at once, and the excite-
ment was general.

It's a fact—honest Injun!’’® declared
Pitt. “I've just left Brett, and everything’s
fixed up. I'm going to get dressed as a
nurse, anc spoof old Creepe into admlttmg
me?!’

“What!”
‘A nurse?
.ﬁ Yres-n

“You?'’ ejacalated Grey.

“Yes, me!’? retorted Pitt. “ Anything
funny about it? Do you think I can't do
it? You chaps don't seem to understand
that this is a golden opportunity. Once
I'm in it’ll be a pity if 1 can’t - locate
Tommy Watson, and have a word with him.”’

“ But—but—-—’

“Can’'t stop no“—wot to change!” said
Pitt hurriedly. “Come on, Jack; I shall
want you to lend a hand.””

Jack Grey fairly leapt to the door, and
he and Reggie hurried off, leaving the
others in a state of confusion and bewilder-
ment. Edward Oswald Handforth was un-
usually silent. But it was only temporary.
The full significance of what he ‘had just
heard was slowly sinking in.

“The chap's mad!’’ exclaimed Cecil de
Valerie. “How the dickens can he go down
to Moat Hollow as a nurse? He'll be
pitched out within a couple of jiffs! Besides,
the profezsor isn't ill!’’

“I'll bet he is!” said Church. *“Why,
even you couldn’t fall into a moat at this

' 3-'e1]ed' Handforth,

T g L s

"-‘mz NELSON LEE menv

I say,
He'll
Brett's in

time of the year without getting ill.
that’s a ripping wheeze of Pitt's!
naturally be admitted if Dr.
league with him?>’ '

““Rather!””  said Tregellis-West, flushed
with excitement. “ Begad! I hope the dear
boy is successful in lnocatmnr Tommy., We
can always trust Reggie to Spring a Ssur-
prise—we can, really! 7

Handforth gave a violent snort.

“Rot!’ he said indignantly. “ Whoever
heard of such a mouldly “idea? Fancy going
down dressed as a nurse! I'll JoIly well
squash the thing at once, and take it on
myself!”’

“Oh, are you Fourth Form skipper now?”’
asked De Valerie.

“This isn't a time to talk of skippers!”
snapped Handforth. *“Whoever heard of a
chap getting dressed up as a nurse? I've
got an idea that’s twice as good. I'll go
and disguise myself as a hospital attendant.
White coat, bag, and everything!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Cheese it, I—Iandy, grinned McClure.
“The prﬂfeqsor isn’t as bad as all that—he
doesn’'t need hospital attendants. A nurse
is just the very wheeze—and Pitt’ s the chap
for the job!’

But  Handforth wouldn’t be convinced.
Not that this made much gdifference. He
talked, and he argued, but while he was
spendnrlﬂr time ln this useless fashion, Reagle
Pitt was doing. :

Within ten mmutes he had made a trans-
formation.
. Eagerly assisted by Jack Grey, he donned -
the garments of a nursemaid. The Fourth
Form dramatic club’s wardrobe was rather
extensive, and this nurse's wuniform was
always in readiness.

Reg,igze Pitt was a wonder at 1mpersonat1ng
a gir

His clear-cut features, and his rather slim,
neat, figure, were just fitting for such a dis-
guise. By the time he was quite finished,
even Jack Grey stood back and stared.

“Well, my hat!”’ breathed'Jack “ 108
marvellous"’
© “Think I'll do?’’ asked Reggle breathlessly.

‘Do?’ repeated Jack. “My dear chap,
you’ll have to keep old Creepe at bay or
he'll start flirting with you! You “look
stunning. Never saw anything so terrific!”

Jack’s eloquence was understandable., He
was looking at the neat, trim figure of a
young nursemaid. Her uniform was com-
plete to the last detail, and her face was
singularly attractive under the neat cap.
Curls escaped about her ears, and there
was a demure expression in her eyes.

There was certainly a slicht resemblance
to Reggie Pitt about this girl, but not one
person in a hundred would have associated
the two. The disguise was all the more
wonderful, con:'dering that Reggie had used
nothing on his face except a hpstxck a
little rouge, and some powder.
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serexc  then?” he asked crisply.

We’ll go!?’

“All
“ Right!
They hurried out of the rocm and went
down the corridor towards the staircase.

HalMway  downstairs they ran into Archie
Glenthorne—~who was just coming up in a
great stew, having remembered that a
parcel of ties had arrived by the afternoon
post——and he hadn’t even looked at them.

“ Good -evening, Master Glenthorne,”” said
Pitt- a low, but sweet voice. “How
wondﬂlful to see you again!’’

Archie paused, and hlS monocle dropped.

*What-ho!”’ he murmured.
greetings, and all that sort of thing. I
must be allowed to observe, old thing, “that
1 don’t seem to remember—-"’

“0Qh, Archie!”’ exclaimed the young lady
with a sob in-her voice. *“You don’t remems-
ber me? After all the swect promises you

~madé to me? How can you prove so false?”

CHAPTER XII.
WITHIN THE ENEMY’S LAIR.

7 .
i
L7 . )
A s
-

- he said feebly.
Oddslife,
of stuff!
be some poxsunous mlstake.
know—-"’

“Won't you kle me sweethea rt?”i
mured the gi:l pleadingly.

“ Good Uf!d?”

Archie ne‘trI} 1ell downstairs  backwards,
and Jack Grey had the greatest difficulty in
thhe world to keep back the shout of
laughter that wanted to escape. The
expression on Archie’s face was too funny
for words. The unfortunate junior was
utterly - ﬁabbergasted.

delicately pink.

I don’t even

BT~

“Qh, «’m hurt—I’m wounded!’’ breathed

Reggie, with a sob. “Cruel, cruel Archie!
You have broken my heart
mains for me but the river.
youth!’? =

Archie Glenthorne shook with emotion.

“But dash it all!” he breathed.
That is, dash it! You are mistaking me for
another cove, old dear! I've never set eyes
on you in ali the good old existence—-"’

“Rats!®? grmned the young lady. “ Sorry,
Archie, but I just wanted to use you as a
test. The light’s pretty good here—and you
didn’t even spot e,
ing it on the dog, you know.*’

“Ha, he, ha"" yelled Jack.

“Gadzooks!’’ gasped Archie. ‘“What’s
this? What, as it were, is this foul and
momdy busmess‘? It appears that trickery
is at work. The last of the good old Glen-
thornes has been absolutely spoofed!”?

“Spcofed with knobs on,” agreed Pitt

Farew e]l falae

“ Sundry.

"RCHIE GLEN-
THORNE turned

“QOh, but really!®’.
“I mean!,
and -all that sort:
I think there must.

Nothing re-

“I say!

Nothing like try-

1 to discuss

{ him,

-

LEE LIBRARY.

gen:al]y. “Kecep it mum, Archie—don’t
breathe a word. I rely upon you as the
scion of a noble family to keep the dread
secret:!??

Reggie hufl'ied downstairs, accompamed
by Jack Grey. And Archle stood there,

while he recovered his
His heart was still fluttering
spasmodically. -

“Well, there you are!>” breathed Archie.
“I mean, I've heard of a few dashed japes,
but surely this is beyond the good old pale?
That piece about trying it on the dog was
dl:;tlnctly smudgy. I mean to say, a re-
mark of that dashed sort is capable of being
taken in more ways than one. I shall have
the matter with Phipps!’’

And Archie went on his way frigidly,
assuring himsejf that his dignity had been'

gazing after him
equilibrium.

-not onlv ruffled, but positively affronted.

Reggm Pitt made up his mind to hurry
straight off without delay. He wouldn’t
go to Study E and show himself to the
crowd. It would be too risky. The rank
and file of the Fourth would probably spob
and then the whole junior school
would know abhout the escapade.

But Pit’ wasn’t to escape so easily. |

The members of the committee meeting
were waiting outside in the Triangle. They
stared- at ~ the trim, dainty nurse with
curicus feelings. Church and MeClure and
Tregellis-West thought they had made a
mlatake—wthey half beueved that this person

was a real girl.

“Begad!’’ ejaculated Sir \Iontxe. “It’s
abbolulely staggerin’!” e

*“Hear, hear!”’

“Congrats, Reggie,” 0old man!” . ,

Even Handforth was obliged to confess
that the impersonation was wonderful.

And then, before they could put any ques-
tions, or get any answers, Reggie had gone.
But Jack Grey stayed behind to satisfy
the eag:r Fourth Formers. Jack had heard

1 all the facts during the course of the dress-

ing process, and-he now passed on hls
information to the excited juniors, |

In the meantime, Dr. Brett.waa sitting
by Professor Tucker’s bedside, within Moat
Hollow., The doctor was in no way con-
cerned ‘about his patient—and he had had
time to observe the bed-room and other
features of the house. ‘

The room was cosy. There was a cheer-

ful electric radiator glowing, afild softly
shaded electric lights. Professor Tucker
lay betweern. blankets, propped up amid

numerous pillows,

““ A1l this fuss!”’ he protested irritably.
“Y refuse .to. stay here—do you hear me,
sir? How dare you detain me like this?
Who are -you, s8ir? Why do you it
there—-7.

“It’s all ncrht profebsor——l’m the doctor,”
interrupted Brett “I'm afraid it would be
unwise for you to .leave your bed just yet.
1 am satisfied with your present condition,

E=a LY
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but there is always the risk of contracting
a chill.” |
- “Stuff and nonsense!’’ declared the pro-
fessor. “Rubbish, sir! Fiddlesticks! I
thave never felt in. better health. A mere
fmmersion 1 cold water is perfecfly harm-

less. My glasses—where are my glasses?”’
- “I believe they sank in the moat ” said
the doctor crentlv
“ Moat? What moat?”’  demanded
Professor Tucker. :
“You fell into the moat—-" :
- “XNonsense, sir—nonsense!” interrupted
the patient. “We are not in the Middle
Ages! There are no moats Good
gracious! Why, yes, of course, I really

believe I did fall into the moat,” he added
in a startled voice. “In that case, I must
be within the estabhshment of that rascal
Creepe?”
- Mr. Grimesby
near by, couahed
“I am afrald professor, that vou are just
a little dehnous"'. murmured the doctor
hastily. *“A nurse will be here presently,
and she will look after you throughout the
- might and during to-morrow. Please rest
xourqelf and accept the situation: peace-
le]\ o :
" The professor sank back, snorting. And
Dr.
prised, too.
no temperature, and the immersion appeare
to have had no ill-effect.
for the professor’s sturdy constitution. .
“A day will be ample, Mr. Creepe,” mur-
mured Dr. Brett. I think we can safely
- let, the professor g0 by to-morrow exemng-
—possﬂ)l} in the morning.” (

Creepe, “ho was standmg

Professor Tucker had little or

master. “At the same time, on no con-

.sideration move the professdr until he is:.

thoroughly fit.
extend . him the -poor hospitalitv
house,”

But under his breath he cursed Professo"
Tucker with whole-hearted venom. Dr.
Brett would have been astonished it” he
could have read Mr. Creepe’s thoughts at
that moment. |

I am only too delighted 10
of my |

looked in.
- “Here’'s the nurse,
““She’'s just arrived.”

sir,"” he announced.

CHAPTER XIII.
TOMMY WATSON’S RCUSE.

EGINALD PITT was a

| R cool youngster, but
his heart beat more

rapidly than wusual

when he stepped. into the
sick-room. Dr. Brett turnecd
and stared—quite ready fo

excuses for a schoolboy escapade.

make

Brett was vather relleved He was sur-

It spoke volumes-

P Puangy
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'113 until to-morrow.

LEE uBnAm{

“Ureat Seott"’ he breathed wonderingly.

He was startled. The nurse who had
just come in was so absolutely feminine and
attractive that he could scarcely bring him-
self to believe that he was really facing a
junior of St. Frank's. For a moment he
thought that a real nurse had come.

Then he caught the faintest of winks
from Regmald “And he instantly recognised
the junior's expression.  Mr. Gnmesbv
Creepe, who had been standing aside, now
strode forward.

“I am afraid you will find thines rather
awkward at first, my girl, but we must
do the best we can,” he said kindly. *Your

patient is, fortumtely, in need of very little
attentlon”.

“Mr. Creepe is qulte right, nurse,” S&ld
Dr. Brett briskly. “Professor Tucker has
a mere trace of a temperature, but nothing

;mgre H wxll gne you full instructions
ater.” .
Brett uttered these words significantly,

plainly . implying that he wished to be left
alone with his patient and the nurse. Mr.
Creepe took the hint, made an excuse, and
retired.

“You Infernal voung rascal"’ whlspered
the doctor. “I never thought you’d do it.
Still, I've got to admit you look the part to
the life.” S B8

“Thanks!” breathcd Reggle. * E\'er#thing

a ] O’K 9" )

- *Yes- _he’s almost well enough to leave
now, if he wants to,” replied Brett. * His
clothing is being dried. but he won't need
L Be very careful young

11
“Trust me for t‘nat sir,” murmured PitL,

“T trust so—I trust so,” said the school-{ ~ YOowll be here to-morrow ?”

““ Barly—first thing in the morning,” re-
plied Brett. “So you’d better make bhay
while the sun shines. Personally, I can't
see much wrong with this place. I think a
lot of those rumours are groundless.”

“You can’t judge by appearances, sir—"

Reggie broke off, for Mr. Creepe’s heavy
footsteps could be heard in the corridor.

-] The schoolmaster tapped and entered. And

A tap sounded on the door, and Klrbyr‘;;gl)erparture

Brett lost no time in preparing for

The proiessor, in the meantlme had dozed
off, which was just as well. He would be
far less trouble asleep. And Reggie Pitt
soon found himself in sole charge of the
sick-room.

Mr. Creepe saw the doctor off the premises
and lockedl the gates. He was looking
rather grim as he re-entered the house,

- “ A" nuisance—a bothering nuisance!” he
murmured irritably. ¢ By glory! Y1l clear
this confounded girl out in the morning—
and the professor, too! Thank Heaven
there’'s no harm done! With a little care,
I shall get the  incident over without
trouble. But why on earth that nurse ig
required beats me!” ,
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However, Mr. Creepe could not turn
“her” out. The nurse had been left by
the doctor, and it would have looked very
significant if Mr. Creepe had raised any
objections.

The school, in the meantime, was getting
over its excitement. During this trying
period, all the boys had been confined to
the class-room. They were still waiting for
their tea. TFor Mr. Creepe would not allow
any of the boys out until the doctor had

gone,
had

Kirby, re-

in a frivolous moment,

lated the course of events to the hungry.

bays, hinting that they would be kept wait-
ing for their meal for another hour yet.
He also mentioned that a nurse had come
in,

“Jolly pretty, too!” said Kirbv. with a
grin, “ We shall have to be very attentive,
Tarky, old man.”

“You bet!” said Tarkington,
chuckle. _

Tommy Watson heard the words dully at
first. Like the rest, he was famished, and
thought only of tea. All the bovs were
ill-fed- at the best of times, and to be kept
waiting for a meal was little short of
torture.

. But Watson’s thoughts drifted away from

food, and he reflected on what he had
heard. So Dr. Brett had left a nurse in
charge? There was nothinY particularly
exeiting about this

And then Watson flushed slightly.
idea had come to him. The more he

thought about it the more it took hold of

But he was not allowed to ponder
much. For a few minutes later the door
opened, and Mr. Creepe appeared.
“Happily, the incident is ower,” he said.
“Now, boys, we will see about some tea,
eh? Let me warn you to keep very quieb

him.

—the patient must not be disturbed. If-

any boy makes the slightest outcry, he

shall be richly rewarded later. We must
always respect the sick,” he added
benevolently.

- But not many of the boys were deceived.
Mr, Creepe wasn’t worrving about the sick.
His main object was to avoid attracting
the nurse. Under no consideration must she
come into contact with any of the pupils.

But Tommy Watson’s mind was made up.

In double file the school was let out of
the class-room, out through the hall, and
into the cold, bare apartment which did
duty as a dining-room.
marched with the others.

His heart was beating fast, for his plan
must be worked now or never. He was
ready to grasp at the faintest straw. And
there was just a bare chance that his
scheme would bear fruit.

In the middle of the dim hall he suddenly
sta"gered broke from the rank, and uttered
a piercing, penetrating scream. It was so

with a

An-

Tommy Watson

“easily,”

abrupt and unexpected that the other boys
started bhack, scared.
Tommy Watson fell to the floor, writhing.

e ]

CHAPTER X1V,
+ WHISPERED WORD,

R. GRIMES B&
CREEPE was nearly
frantic.

“ Quick—the bO} 3

in a fit!” he ejaculated
hoarsely. “Good heavens!
How many more misfortunes
shall we have to-day? Silence the young
hound! This—this noise—"

- Tommy Watson was seized by two of
the monitors. He .had been throwing hime-
self about on the floor as though demented,
uttering scream after scream at the top of
his voice. -

It was a trick, of course. He had re:
membered readmg, in a story somewhere,
of a detective who pretended to fall into a
fit to further an investigation. And it
seemed to him that this was an occasion

where the ruse could be put into actipal

practice. ‘
He did it well—so well that Mr. Creepe

was deceived. =

The schoolmaster’s great anxiety was #5.-
whirl the boy out of the hall before the
nurse could come upon the scene, Any :
ordinary nurse, perhaps, would have
hesitated before \entunng out of the sick-
room,

But Reggie Pitt was on the alert for in«
formation. Finding that the professor was .
peacefully sleeping, he had, indeed, actually
emerged from the sick-room, and was creepe
ing cautiously along the corridor at the
moment of Watson’s clever trickery.

With quick footsteps, Reggie ran down

the corridor, and tripped daintily down the
stairs. Even in this emergency, he did not

forget his part. He was on the scene before
the monitors could grapple with the kicking
and gasping junior.

“Oh dear! Whatever is the matter?”
asked Pitt, running down the hall.

Mr. Creepe compressed his lips <rimly.
The damage was done—the nurse was on the
scene., It was now impossible to* carry
Watson away and subdue him. Mr. Creepe
boiled within him, but his exterior was one
of grave anxiety and concern.

“ How unfortunate! How distressing!” he
shouted, wringing his hands. *“The poor
iad is in a fit! Xirby—Tarkington! Stand
aside and let the young lady come!”

“Thank you—I can deal with this quite
said Pitt steadily. “I think I wiil
soon bring him round.” :

One glance had told Reggie that the pros-
trate junior was Tommy Watson, and, in-
stinctively, he guessed that this fit was a

-~
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fake. And even as Pitt bent over the ex-
St.. Frank’s junior, he marvelled at the
audacity of this whole adventure.

**Stand back, please—let the
air!” he said urgently.

Carefully, tenderly,
head from the floor., Tommy
his struggles, and was now
~ senseless.  On his knees, Reggie
“the junior’s head in his lapn.
Lomething had to be done, of course,
and Reggie was resourceful. He commenced
to briskly massage Watson’s forehead, and
at the same, moment he looked up .at the
startled monitors.

“Some water, please—quick!” he 'said.
“And a little brandy, if you have it. 1
am afraid the poor boy is—"

“Water—water!” rapped out Mzr. Creepe.
“Look alive, Fryer! The poor, dear boy
is in danger! Hurry yourself!” .

Pitt bent down over his steady 'massaging.

“It’s all right, miss—only a fake!” came

bov have
lifted Watson’s
had ceased
apparently
pillowed

he

the faintest of faint murmurs -from the
patient. “Fm not in a fit=—I did it on
purpose to attract you. Plgase take a

message to St. Frank’s—say m kent here
a prisoner. Ask Pitt and Tregellis- West to
help me—-"

«“Ah, that is better—much better!” mur—
mured Reggie, in a satisfied voice. “Come
along—you’ll soon be yourself -now!” He
bent ecloser. “All right, Tommy, I under-

- stand,” he added softlv “I'm Pitt, but
don’t make any sign :

- “0h!”  gasped Watson, “I  say,
Reggie——"

“Water—please!” exclaimed Pitt hastily.

He spoke thus in order to drown Wat-
son’s startled exclamation. In spite of him-
- self, the junior had not been able to choke
back the words of relief and joy. And Mr.
Creepe was watching closely.

The water arrived, and Pitt administered

it.

“Recover!” he bhreathed. * Pretend to get
hetter!”

Pitt was s'ltlsﬁed that the uhlsperm“s

had passed unhecded, for there was a good
deal of shufiling going on, and the light
was dim and uncertain, But he was a
little doubtful about that exclamation of
Tommy’s. He was
Creepe had seen—and heard.

Watson “recovered ” rapidly. He was
thrilling with excitement within him. The
knowledge that Reggie Pitt was near av
hand nearly caused him to shout with joy.
Tor it indicated an early release from this
life of misery and torture.

“1 think he will soon be better now,”
said the nurse, as Watson was shakily
brought to his feet, ‘It was just a passing
Zpasm. If there is anything further I can
(o e

1 think not—I think not!” interrupted
Mr. Creepe. < Be good enougch to return
+> your patient, nurse. I will tdke this

half-afraid that Mr,

= iy

LEE LIBRAR)'

and lay him on the
Have no fear; he
and my personal

bov to my own study,

couch hefore the ﬁleu
shall have every care,
attention.”

Pitt went upstairs with the firm convic-
tion within him that Mr. Creepe knew.
The schoolmaster had not fathomed the
identity of the:nurse, but he had, without
doubt, probed the depth of Tommy Wat-

son’s little deception., The sifuation was
besinning to look uncomfortable. |
Mr. Creepe’s study was upstairs, and

Watson was gently assisted to it by the
schoolmaster. The junior was gloating over
the success of his venture. Then the door
closed, and Mr. Creepé turned the key.

“Now, Watson!” he exclaimed, his voice
vibrating with suppressed fury. *“Now, you
infernal young dog! Enough of this
tncker»——enou"h of this foolmfr' What did
you say to that nurse?”

Tommy Watson fell back, utterlv dumb-
founded. '

x
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CHAPTER XV.
THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS.

Mr. Creepe Kknew

the truth—-there was

no room for doubt on that

point. And Watson found

himself staring at the school-
master In a dazed, bemused kind of way.

“I—J — 1 mean——--—” he began.

“Do not bhe deceived!” broke in Mr.
Creepe fiercely. “I saw your lips moving—
I know that you practised a deception in
order to communicate with the nurse. You
have failed, Watson—your trickery has led
you to disaster!”

Tommy Watson
Creepe’s harsh tone.

“Yes, I was fooling!” he panted. * What’s
the woood of demmDr it now? TI’'ve had
enough of your bullunn—l ve had enough
of this awful tyranny and drudgery—"

“ Silence!” thundered Mr. Crecpc. “What
did you say to that nurse? Answer me,

was goaded by Mr.

boy! What string of falsehoods did you
sav " to the girl? I will give you ten
seconds.” ' _
Watson took a grip on himself and
squared his jaw.
“I won't tell you a thing!” he replied

violently. *I won’t answer you within (en
seconds, or ten days, or ten years!”
Mr. Creepe ncarly broke a blood-vessel.
“You infernal yvoung scamp!” he snarled.
“I'll wring the truth out of you! Il
force vou to speak—" '
“Never!” interrupted Watson, his voice
fierce and vibrating. *“I don’t care if you

OR a moment, Watson -
F was nearly stupefied.

thrash me—if you birch me until my back’s’

bleeding! I don’t care a hang for
he added passionately.

youl™

-
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Mr. Creepe started back, glaring. He
had already had a: taste . of Watson’s
opstinacy, and his long experience of boys
told him that this one would preve a hard
nut to crack.

- “We will see—we mll see!” he leplied
curtly. I shall take no immediate action,
Watson—I will give you time to think this
thing over. You murmured something to
that girl. And she, the faithless hussy,
“pretended to keep up the deception. I
will give you until seven o¢’clock, Watson.
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“Yes, you young fool—torture!” shouted
Mr. Creepe, stung by the junior’s -tone.
“I will ring for “the monitors, and they
will take you away to the cellars. - And at
seven o’clock you will be brought up-into
the school-room. Remember, Watson, I
shall expect the truth from vout!” .-

Mr. Creepe strode to the door. Ou;,sxde
the faint swish of a skirt sounded, and =2
ficure flitted along the passage. Reggle
P1tt, in fact, had been listening. :

He had felt himself justified in doing 0.

I Her uniform was complete to the last detail, and her face was smgularl1

attractive under the neat cap.

You have an and a

hour half for
meditation.” :
Watson was deadly calm.
“It’ll make no difference, sir—I won’t

speak!” he said doggedly.

“That remains to be seen!” snapped Mr.
Creepe. ‘“No ordinary punishment awaits
you at seven o’clock, Watson—bear that in
mind. I have methods of my own for
loosening reluctant tongues!”

“Torture, I suppose?” asked Tommy, with
supreme contempb. '

e I

And the words he had overheard convmced
him that he was right,

“Torture, eh?” he muttered, taking a
deep breath. “So the yarns about old
Creepe- are right. Thank goodness I'm on

the spot! Somehow or other, I’'ve got to

save Tommy from that brute!”

It was a pity that things had gone wrong
but matters might have heen worse. Reﬂgle,
at least, was not suspected. And if the
worst came to the worst, he could force
liis way into- the school-room at seven

-t-0’clock and put a stop to the proceedings,



. all!

And, after that, perh'aps,-

he and Tommy
might he able to make a dash for it and
escape. i
“With these thoughts
-crept baek into the sick-room.
anxious about Professor -Tucker.

in mlnd. Reggie
He wasn’t

The old
and wouid
Alfter his
naturally

gentleman was sound asleep,
probably remain so for hours.
- unpleasant experience, he would
be tired.

And then Reggie got a bit of a shock.

For as he. entered the sick-room, he
observed Professor Tucker sitting up in bed,
wide awake. He closed the door and
grunted. Things SEBmed to be going all
wrong. -

“Now, professor, 3011 must get to sleep
again,” he said gently.

“Eh? What's that?” demanded the pro-
fessor.” “Who are you? What are you
doing in my bed-room?
ing of this intrusion?”

“I am your nurse—-""

“Nurse? What on earth do 7 mant a
nurse for?”
peering forward
this nonsenge -

“You had a little aecldent-———you fe]I into

intently. ¢ What is - a]}-

9

the moat, and you must remain very quiet,”.|
“Please do notexers |

said Pitt patiently.
yourself much, professor.
ordered complete rest.”

The" uoctor

“ Good gracious, yes!” 'muttered the pro-_'
“Now that you speak ‘of the matter, .

fessor.
I seem to remember—— He broke off.
“What time 1s it ?” he demanded after a
pause. . e
“Why, Just about half past ﬁwe,”
Pitt. “You cannot get up now, professor.
The ¢vening is cold. There is a fiost and
"the stars are nrlc-'::mnng B e

“The stars?? mterrupted the prefessoz
‘with a violent start. * Half-past five! "And
~at six-thirty the new star will be visible to
I must. rise! ‘I must get up! Good
heavens! What am I doing in bed on euch
an ocecasion as this?”

3

CHAPTER XVI.
ALL FOR NOTHING.

EGGIE  PITT
utterly helpless.
He
the professor was
suffermg from some delusmn,
| for Reggie .knew nothing
- about Willy Handforth’s
cheerful little” practical joke.
science master had remembered, and wild
horses wouldn’t have kept him in bed now.
“My clothes—my clothes!” he insisted.
“ Where are. my clothes? I demand them--
I ahsolutely demand them! Good gracious
-me! The new star will appear in Jess ‘rhan

- an ‘hour——m * B

was

Ay

What is the me‘z’in‘-_

demanded -Professor Tueker,g

ald"

believed that

But the

I miss the remarkable phenomenon.

{ “But perhaps——”

“But you can’t get up now!” inSisted

Pitt frantically. “The doctor positively
ordered——" : . 7 ‘
“The "doctor! Confound the doctor!”
interrupted -~ Professor  Tucker  testily.
¥ Fiddlesticks, my girl! Retire at once!

Get out of this
dressing!™®

“But you can’t——"

“My clothes—give me
roared Professor Tucker. <“Stars will not
wait. There is less than an hour, and I
have my telescopes to adJust—-my charts to
consult!”

Reggie was in despalr. To make matters-
worse, Mr, COreepe came in, to find out
what this disturbance meant. He was
astonished to see Professor Tucker so
excited and energetic. ;

“My dear sir!” he exclaimed mildly.
“You: really mu‘lt not exert yourself to this
extent—— |
~“Rubbish! Do you hear me, sir—
rubbish!? bellowed the professor excitedly.
“X insist upon getting up at once—I must
leave this place without delay! A wonder-
ful star is- due to- appear -in the sky at
Sl‘(nthll‘ty, and under no circumstaneces can
What
How dare |

room! I insist upon

.my clothes!”

have you done with my clothes?
yeu ‘Tob me of my attire?”. -
‘“Mr. Creepe’s eyes narrowed. - |
"He thought rapidly.  His dearest Wlsh
‘was to geb rid of Professor Tucker, and the
nurse .as well. . If the patient went, the
nurse would be compelled to go,; too. But
the professor was so insistent that to:deny
‘him  was well-nigh ™ impossible. And \[
Creepe didn’t want to deny h1m. R

“Y am afraid your clothing is still too wet
1o be worn,” said the sehoolmaster "ently -

“Then- I mush Ieave vour nremlses
wrapped in blankets!”  declared the pro-
‘fessor firmly. “Do you Tealise, sir, that
this. star---—”_.

“If you insist uDon gomg, plofes:;or yoil
shallsgo!” interrupted Mr. Creepe. “1 shall
certainly make no.attempt to detain you
here against your will. Perhaps you will
be good enough to accept a suit of my own
clothing for the time being?”

“Splendxd—splendzd"’ said the profeasor
promptly

Pitt was nearly. frantic by now. It was
all so absurd—so totally different to whait .
he had expected. And it made him all the
more exasperated because he knew that
Professor Tucker was labouring under some
delusion. -

The skipper of the TFourth made a last
effort.

“Nr. Creepe"’ he said tensely “You
mustn’t do this—you mustn’t let the pro-
fessor get up! Dr. Brett gave me the most
explicit instructions—-"

“Unfortunately, the matter is be\ona my
control,” said Mr. Creepe purringly. “Jf



the professor persists, I shall do nothing fo
dctain him. I cannot hold him here by
force. Morcover, I am quite satisfied that
he has fully recovered, and is fit to leave.
“Retire from this apartment, and wait in
the hall. Or, better still, I will instruct
onc of my n1on1b01s to escort you off the

premises, . Your services are no longer
necessary, young lady.” .
And,. to Reggie Pitt’s mmtlﬁcatlon he

was forced to leave. The matter was qulte
beyond  his control mow. Single-handed, he
could do nothing' against such circums-
stances. And to even attempt force would
be to reveal his deception. And that was
to be avoided at all costs.

Ee found himaself outside, under the cold'

sky, turned out into the lane by Kirby..
And soon afterwards the professor appearéd,
looking incongruous and almost comical in
Mr. Creepe’s clothes, but as brisk and active
-as a schoolboy.

Pitt didn’t wait. His last hope had gone.
- He was so exasperated with the prefessor
that he had no lnclmation f{o accompany

THE
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him. Just because the old chap had this
bee in his bonnet, the whole programme was
wrecked. _

The situation was not only galling, but
desperate.

At seven o’clock—in just over an hour’s
time—Tommy Watson would be submitted
to some kind of torture. And Moat Hollow
was now bolted and barred. Watson
was a prisoner within—with rescue remote.

But Reggie Pitt hastened towards St
Frank’s grim and determined.

There was still an hour—still time for
the Fourth to plan something. Watson's.

.position seemed hopeless, but the facts, at

least, were known. And the St, Frank’s
Fouzth was famed for its resourcefulness.
Perhaps, ever now, something could be
done! :

The events of the
promised to be exciting. But even Reggie
Pitt, with all his 1maﬂmat10n, could nob
have foreseen the amazing developments
which were looming ahead! :

immediate future
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A New Serial of NELSON LEE and NIPPER,
Introducing Professor ZINGRAVE,

-

An amazing robbery is committed at the City office of Barlow and Co.,
silk manufacturers, the night-watchman being overpowered by some
mysterious agency. The office safe is rified, the door having a large circular

hole made in it..
Zingrave has been active again.

Nelson Lee investigates, a,nd is of opinion that Professor
'I'he great detective then makes a sensa-

tional discovery. He finds a small piece of human skin in the waste-paper
basket—a clue he regards as of the utmost lmportance in getting en the track

of the burglar.

(Now proceed with the narrative.)

CHAPTER VI.
| _THE- FORGOTTEN RING.

-+ IPPER 1ezarded his master’'s find
with a wry face.
“Why, what the dzckens-———” he

. exclaimed, looking at the object in
Nelson Lee’s ﬁnﬂers “ Great
Scott! That’'s a ‘chunk isn't it,
guv’nor?”’

The detective nodded. |
‘¢ Exactly, young ’un!’’ he agreed, examin-
ing the parchment-like fragment with great
~interest. “It is a portion.of skin which has
been severed from the finger of a man, and
it appears to have been burnt off by the
action of some sort of corrosive liquid. 1
am highly delighted with this discovery,
for it will provide us with at least one
tangible clue—’

“I don’t quite follow that, sir,”’ cut in
Nipper, wrinkling his brow. “How can a
scrap of dried skin from the finger of an
unknown man ‘help you?”

Nelson Lee smiled. L

“Come, come, Nipper, where are your
wits?’®> he asked reprovingly. “Isn’t it
feasible for us to imfer that the man who
lost so large a piece of skin must have a
considerable injury upon his finger? Not

cuuouslv
of skin,

even the hardiest of us can shed a half-
inch of skin without leaving some trace,
and I have great hopes of being able to gef
upon the track of at least one of the
criminals owing to this faet. Possibly the
clue may seem slender, but it is much better
than nothing at all.”?

The famous detective was now extremely
keen, and he lost no time in examining the
fragment of skin through his magnifying-
glass. His. scrutiny merely served to con-
firm his original opinion regarding it, and
he had no doubt whatever that it had been
accidentally severed from the finger of one
of the men who had taken part in the
mysterious burglary at Messrs. Barlow’s.

There was nothing else in the waste-
paper-basket which interested Nelson Lee in
the least, and after replacing the litter of
paper which heé had emptied from it, he
rose to his feet and continued his search
of the dusty office.

The fact that the apartment had been
hired some time previously proved beyond
all doubt that the criminals had made their
preparations well in advance—a circumstance
which was in itself highly significant.

For it served to show that the robbery
at Barlow’s was not a hurriedly executed
affair, but a very carefully organised under-



taking. The amazing cleverness with which
it had been carried out proved conclusively
that the mcn responsible were more than

usually astute and levelheaded, and Nelson,

Le¢ became more and more convinced that
Professor Zingrave had taken a very active
part in the proceadings of the previous
nwht

The ex-chief of the Green Triangle had
often exhibited a fondness for scxentxﬁcalh-
cxecuted crimes, and in this latest achieve-
ment he had excelled himself completely.
Nothing -like it had ever occurred beiore,
and when all the sensational details were

fully published there was certain to be a

considerable stir in the Metropolis, especially
among the prosperous business men of the
City. They very naturally would feel that
their prope-ty was no longer safe from the
daring  criminals who had so successfully
victimised Messrs. Barlow, and who had
decamped with their booty without leaving

a {trace.

- Nelson Lee by this time was qmte posltnc

that this barren office had been used by the

crimina’s for the purpose of. ()peralt;mﬂr the
instrument which had caused Ben Logan’'s
collapse—the mysterious agency which_ had
stricken the watchman-down under the form
- of the invisible grip.

. The detective ‘had also concluded that the
~same instrument which had accomplished

this feat was also responsible for the putty-

. like condition of the safe door. .-
What terrible engine of destruction hdd

been employed Lee ‘had no means of know-

~ing. But it was -obvious to him that a

machine of some -sort must have been used

In order to obtain the known results.

The marks of a metal tripod upon the
floor of the office indicated clearly enough
that the machine had been placed near the
window, and the scorched condition of the
window-bars of Barlow’s office, on the oppo-

site side of the road, proved - that the

mysterious machine was capable of e:vxecutn:lnr
its terrible work at a distance.

‘A good part of Nelson Lee’s conclusmns
were necessarily derived from inference; but
he could explain away the facts in no o’&her
manner than where his deductions led him.

The famous detective of Gray’s Inn Road
was now intensely keen to solve the pro-
blems which confronted him, but this was
¢obviously going to be a dlfﬁcult task. The
crlmmalq had taken very great care to leave
behind no traces by which they could be
identified or located, and beyond that single
scrap of ‘human ka, there was absolutely
nothing worth looking at within the office.

Nmper remained sﬂent until his master
had concluded his examination of the place,
and then he shook his head.

“I don't see it's possible to find this

chap with the injured finger, sir,’’” he
declared. “We've got no clues what-
ever—->=7

“Perhaps the caretaker of this block of {

‘had previously seen was again being

close by—in Burston Lane.

be able to -help us in that

offices
respect, young 'un,’”’ interjected Lee crisply.
“He must have seen the tenant of this room
on several occasions, and it is just possible

may

that he may know something,
I mean to ask him.”
- A few minutes later the man whom Lee
ques-
tioned; but he appeared to know very little
indeed concerning the elderly individual who
had occupied the office. - Beyond the fact
that he had given the name of “ Mr.
William Turner,” and that he was a
pleasant, mild-speaking “entleman, the care-
taker knew nothing. |
“Did Mr. Turner injure himself in any

At all events,

way while he was here—upon the hand, for

instance?’’ asked Nelson Lee keenly. I
have reason to believe that he sustained
rather an acute wound—-"’

“If he did, sir, I don't know nothin’
about it,” cut in the caretaker. ¢ The-last
time I saw Mr. Turner he was quite all
right, an’ that would be, I suppose, about
a couple o' days ago. I ’appened to be
away ve:terdav at a funeral, so if anythin’ -
h‘?ppened then I shouldn’t know nothmo’
of it.”

The detective nodded. inidently 11; was
hopeless to  expect any information from
this quarter, and Lee decided that his next
best course was to ascertain the name®of .
the nearest doctor, and to interview him
without delay. In a matter of this sort it
was imperative that every clue should be
followed up as closely as possible, for there
were so few of them available that ncthmg
could afford to be missed.

The caretaker readily supplied the informa-

| tion needed, and informed Nelson Lee that

surgery was quite
This medical
man was the only one in the immediate
vicinity, and the detective and Nipper at
once set out for his address.

Within five minutes they presented them-
selves at the doctor's surgery, and dis-
covered that they had timed their visit to a
nicety. Fortunately the doctor was at home,
and he received them at once.

Nelson Lee stated his business briefly and
concisely, telling Dr. Portman that he was
looking for an elderly. man with an injured
finger. " He described him as best he could
from what he had learned of the man's
appearance from the caretaker of the offices,
and the medical wan nodded at once. .

“I know who you mean, Mr. Lee, but I
cannot supply the. man’s name,” | he
said Dbriskly. “As a matter of fact, he
came to see me yesterday, and I treated
him professionally. He had a rather nasty
wound on one of his fingers, from which a
large piece of skin had been burned——"’

“Exactly, Dr. Portman; that is the man
I am so anxious to find,” said the detective
with a nod. ¢ Is it too much for me .to hope
that you can assist me?’’ )

Dr. -James Portman's
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M Dm o afraid it is,”’ was the reply. “I
know nothing- Whatevel of the man, Mr.
Lee, and never set eyes upon him until he
visited me yesterday. He gave me no name,
and he was also very vague regarding. his
injury, simply stating that it had been
caused by an accident. I bound up his
finger for him, but in order to make an
effective job of it I had first to remove a
ring from it. The "man was in such a

hurry to depart that he completely forgotl |

to take his ring with him, and it is still
in my possession, .awaiting his return to
celaim- it, That’s about all I can tell you.”?’

“Do you mind showing me the ring?’.
asked the detective keenly. '

~“LCertainly, Mr. Lee; you’re quite welcome”

to see it,”> answered Dr. Portman readily,
crossing to his ‘desk and opening a small
drawer as he spoke. “Here it is.”
~Nelson Lee took the ring from the
doctor’s hand, and as he did so his eyes
gleamed hopefully. The ring, obviously,
‘wvas a valuable one, and it was fashioned in
such a manner as to render It distinctive
‘and unusaal.

Surely such a ring as t‘us ‘.\ould provide.
a means of finding 1ts owner?

CHAPTER VIL.
ON THE TRACK! .
R. JAMES PORTMAN
- looked at  Nelson
Lee curiousiy.
: “You seemn to be
interested in -the ring, Mr.
- Lee,”” he observed, with a
- note of amusement in his
voice. ¢ Surely you don’'t anticipate making
any discoveries from an examination of it?”’
“Well, nothing of a startling nature,””
confessed the detective. ~“The ring is a
very beautiful one, and I am hoping that it
will provide me with the clue for which I
am seeking. I should like you to alIow me
to retain it for the present, doctor——
“You’re quite at liberty to do so, ‘\Ir.
Lee,” said the medical man readily. *“But
I am interested to know how you propose
to make use of it for the purpose you
mention. You don’t mean to say that you
have learned anything from a scrutiny of
that ring—anything which will prove -of
use to you, I mean.”
Nelson Lee shook his head.
. *Nothing beyond the initials of the
jewellers who manufactured it,” he. said.
“But I am hoping that an interview with
them may bring forth the desired result,
doctor. You see, & heavy gold ring of
such a curious pattern as this is sure:-to ke
readily recognised by the makers, and in all
probahility they will be able to provide me
with the name of the buyer. If such is the
case, I shall consider nnself amply re-
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warded for the slight trouble I have bebn
put to.”

Dr. Portman srm]ed at the simplicity of
Lee’s explanation, and a few moments later
he shook hands with both Nelson Lee and
\rppex as tHey took their departure. The
medical man marvelled at the painstaking
care with which the detective was following
up his slender clues, and he was extreme]y
sceptzcal as to what the results would be.

Lee, however, was jubilant at the for-
tuna.te‘ chance which had caunsed the ring
to come into his possession, and he was
very confident that it would serve- to aid

~him considerably.

The ring was of a most unusual pattern,
and was. fashmned in the form of a pair
intertwined adders—the  eyes ‘of the
snakes being represented by four tiny rubies
of magnificent lustre and brilliance. Upon
the inside there appeared -the usual hall-
mark, together with the initials “M. & W.”
—capitals which Lee knew represented the-
celebrated firm of Morgan & Willis, -of
Queen Victoria- Street:

“I reekon it’s pretty hopcless to expect

the makers to tell vyou who the owner of
‘that thing is,”

commented XNipper, as the
pair mdde thelr way out of Burston Lane
“In -all probability,

Morgan & Willis. have been turning them

{ out by the score——"

“I don’t faney so, youn« un,” cut in
Nelson' Lee, with a shake of - his head.
“This ring is a hand-forgsed article -of the

finest possible workmanship, and was made,
In my opinicn, ‘especially to the order of a

customer. In any case;, we have no other
feasible line of inquiry to- go *upon, and
I shall certainly not give up hope until we
have exhausted every - possibility, Re-
member that we are upon the track of the
redoubtable Professor Zingrave, and it is
worth any amount of trouble in order to
come to grips with him. If it: is him, as
we suspect, who engineered the -amazing
robbery which took place at Barlow’s last
night, we must leave no single stone un-
turned to effect his speedy capture. He is
a. dangerous man, Nipper, as we are fully
aware of from our past experlences e

Nipper-nodded. '

“ He’s more dangerous tnan ever now, sir,
if last night’s exploit 'is’ anything: to go
by!” bhe ~commented. = “That - diabolical
machine he’s using wiil make him as bold
as brass, especml]y after his initial success
with it. Before we ‘know where we are,
we shall have a series-of similar burglaries
taking place all over London-—and if that
happens there’ll’ be a panic! There isn’t
a safe in existence which ¢an stand.up to
such heat as that used at Barlow’s.”

Nipper’s words were frue enough, as Lee
was quite aware. And this was precisely
why the detective was so anxious to get
upon Zingrave’s track without the least
d@lﬁy. i ' ‘
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The pair had been walking towards the
premises of Messrs. Morgan & Willis as
they conversed, and upon arrival Lee at
once sent in hl"i card to the head of the
firm. The gentleman who occupied this ex-
alted position was Mr. Stephen Willis, son
of one of the original partners, and he re-
ceived the visitors in his pmate OfﬁLC at
once.

“Yhat can I do for you, Mr Lee?” he
asked pleasantly. It is some little time
stnce I last had the pleasure of seeinz you,
and I trust your business on this occasion
18 nothmﬂ' of a serious nature-—"

“No,” smiled Nelson Lee, producing the
ring from his pocket. “All I want you to
do for me to-day, Mr. Willis, is to tell me
the name of the man for whom you made
this rmﬁ "

Mr. Willis took the ring from the detec-
tive’s hand, and, as he “did $0, his eyes
opened wide in surprise.

- “Why, bless my soul!” he exclaimed.

«« Where on earth did you get this, Mr. Lee?
IJf you had brought” me any other ring
‘which my firm was responsible for. I should
probably. have had to refer you to my
manager, but this is different. I had this

~made especially to the order of a friend of |

mme, and I had no idea that lt had lef*
his possession.’ _

‘Nelson Lee beamed. - = | |

“That Iis, 'indeed. fortunate,” he ex-
claimed. “ That ring, Mr, Willis, came into
my possessxon only-a few minutes ago, and
I have. every reason to believe that 1t was
‘recently worn by a criminal whom I am
e:xtremelv anxious -to Iocate.:” How he
obtained it, I don’t know, but I am deter-
mined to ﬁnd out.” |

The detective thereu*}on related the cir- |

cumstances which had led up to his obtain-
ing t‘le ring, - and Mr,
h_ead in pelplemty

o Extraordmanv"’ he murmured. I can’t
understand it! The.ring was supplied to
Lord Bramfield, of Groqvenor Square—the
friend whom I, referred to just now, Mr.

Lee. You surely don't suspect him of being
this criminal, I hope? Such a thing is
preposterous--—- |

“Quite sol!l” agreed Lee readily. * There
can be no question of Lord Bramfield’s
complicity in this affair, Mr. Willis, but
perhaps he will be able to tell me some-
thing regarding the history of the ring. At
all eventq I intend to mterweu him at
ence.’

The detective was now keenly on the
hunt, and he was as good as his word, For,
thhm ‘two minutes of leaving Mr. Willis'
office, both he and Nipper were seated in
a taxi, bound for the residence of the
nobleman for whom the ring had orx,qinally
been made,

THE m:iLson LEE ummmr

W 11113 nodded his .
| *No—te both questions,”

CHAPTER VIII.
THE REWARD OF PERSISTENCE.

ORD BRAMFIELD was
seated in his library
when Nelson Lee and

: Nipper  were en-
nounced, and he at once rose
to his feet to receive them.

He looked at the famous
detective questioningly as he shook hands, -
but he was not kept waiting long before Lec
stated his business. He d1d not go inlo
any unnecessary details, but just gave the
brief facts, concluding by producmg the
ring, and showing it to the interested peer.
Lord Bramfield recognised it instantly,
just as Mr. Willis had done. and he gave
vent to a sudden exclamation of pleasure
as he caught sight of the valuable trinket.
“By jingo—my ring!” he ejaculated, with
a grin of satisfaction. *Where on earth
did you find it, Mr. Lee? I certainly ex-
pected that it was lost to'me for ever, and

this is a most pleasant surprise.”

“How came. the ring to leave your pos-

.sesswn‘?" queried the detectne

- The nobleman smiled.
*“It was stolen from my bed-room by an
uninvited guest who happened to stroll im

one evening while I was at dinner.” he ex-

plained. < In other words, Mr. Lee, it yas
taken by a burglar from this house about
a couple of months ago, together with ‘a
lot of other valuable stuff of my wife's.

The police were informed, of course, and

they eventually captured the fellow, bub .
too late to regain any of the loot—-""

““T'he burglar was captured, you say?”
cut in Lee keenlv
*“Yes, so I was mformed & saxd his lord«
ship, with a nod.

“Have you any idea 1n‘no he is, and can
you tell me whether or not he has been
sentenced vet?” persisted the detective. :
smiled Lord
Bramfield. “I cannot enlighten you upon .
either point, Mr. Lee. All I was told was
that the man had been taken into custody,
and that there seemed to be very little
hope of my regaining my property."” :

Nelson Lee thanked the nobleman, and

promised to return the ring to him as soon

as he had finished with it. Then he and
Nipper once more went upon their long-
drawn-out chase, the defective being fully
determined to carry the 1m estwatlon to its
logical conclusion.

From Grosvenor Square, Nelson Lee went
straight to the nearest police-station, and
from the inspector in charge he 1learned
that the man who had been arrested in
connection with the burglary at Lord Bram-
field’s was a criminal named Joe Harding.
The detective  further ascertained that.
Harding was at this moment in Brixton
Prison, under remand.

“Good!” muttered Nelson Lee to Nipper

4



in a tone of satisfaction. *“The end of the
quest seems to be in sight at last! A
bricf conversation with Joe Harding ought
to prove very enlightening, young ’un, and
I am very hopeful that he will be able to
tell us the identity of the man who obtained
the ring from him. Once we have learned
that, we should be well on the way to
achlevmc our objeet.”

From the police-station the pair lost ro

time in hurrying to Gray’s Inn Road, where |

the detective kept his racing motor-car
garaged. And, once seated in this splendid
veliicle, they set out upon their Jaurney to
Bn\ton Prison.

The run was made in record tlme, and

ring after it entered your possession?
you give it away, or pawn it, or sell it?
{It was not found upon you when you Were_

come to mention it, guv’nor! Lemme sce!

“Where did I git that from—-"

residence in
with a

“From Lord Bramfield’s
Grosvenor Square"’ put in Nipper,
grin.

“ That's

right—so 1 did!” agreed the

burglar. “I found it amongst a lot of
other SWag———

“Emctly"’ cuf in \Te]bon Lee. < But we’re

not so much concerned with the other
‘swag ’ at the moment, Harding. What. I

Want to know is this: What became of }J)hg _
i

taken into custody——>?

The racer swerved giddily towards the near s:de hedge, and overturned |

wath a sickening, grmdmg crash.

Nelson Lee, upon arrival, experienced no
difficulty in seeuring an interview with the
governor. To him the detective explained
. that he wanted to have a few words with
- Joe. Harding, and the request was readily
aranted.

The burglar was brought to the presence
of Lee and Nipper in. a’ private: room, and
Joe Harding was obuouslv at a loss to
understand the cause of the interview. He
eyed the pair very suspiciously for a few
moments, but grinned ~cheerfully enough
whén - he understood .the nature of the
position. . |

““Snake ring \uth ruby eyes!’™ he‘ mut-
tered, frov.mno thoughtfully. “I do seem
to remember one o’ that. sort, now you

““No; I sold it, guv’nor?’
Harding, adopting a frank tone. “I’Il tell
you.the truth—straight I will! I kep’ that
ring on my finger for a considerable time, .,
but when I crot ‘ard-up I ’ad to part. with
it. I sold 1t for two quid to a traveller
chap 1 know, and not-more’n two Hhours
afterwards I got pinched!’’

“When was this?'’ queried Nelson Lee.
“Just over a week ago,’’ said the: burglar.

““And-who was the man to whom you sold
the ring?” went on the detective. ‘Do
you know his name and address?’’

Joe Hardznfr nodded.

“Yes: it was Bill Stockton,” he sazd S &
believe ’e’s a traveller o’ some sort, but I

mtel rupted



. woman.

'E lives at Mrs. Rook’s

don’t rightly know,
lodgin’~-house—26b, Great Russell Street.”’
This information was just what the detec-
tive wanted, and he was highly elated at
the success of his interview with Joe Hard-

ing.
information, and after thanking him,
Nelson Lee and Nipper took their departure.
- Qutside Brixton Prison they climbed into
their car, and Nipper looked at his master
inquiringly.
“What's the next move now,
asked. “ A -little talk with Mr.
of Great Russell Street?’’
. *“Yes, my lad—that i3 obviously our only
course,”” answered Lee. “We cannot
* sure that Harding was speaking the truth,
but we cannot afford to allow anything to
stand in our way. It is imperative that we
get upon Zingrave's frack by some means
or other, and we are adOptlIl‘-" the onlv
‘means available to us.”
“You think that this Bill
Zingrave?’’ queried Nipper.
- “It is too early to think angthmg,” said
the detective.  “All we can do is to pursue
our inquiries and see where they lead us.”’

guv'nor?’? he
Bﬂl Stockton

Stockton is

Nelson Lee did not know it, but both he

-and Nipper were heading for one of the
‘most startling adventures of their lives!

CHAPTER IX.
NIPPER’S ALEIT ACTIONS.

Great Russell Street,

in answer to Nelson Lees
| knock.

‘The detective. had left Nipper in the car
on this occasion, and it was unnecessary
for the iad to be present at the interview.
tAnd, as events were to turn out, it was
‘extremely lucky that Lee’s assistant re-
‘mained seated’
.throbbing near the kerb.

- Nelson Lee raised his hat pohtely when

Mrs., Rook presented herself at the open
door, and his keen eyes noted that she was
a somewhat  untidy,
Despite  this, - however,
appeared to be a comely, motherly soul,
obviously honest.

“Pardon my troubling you, madam but
I'd like to have a few words with you
respecling one of your guests,’”” said the
detective easily. “I1 am referring to Mr.
William Stockton—-="’
~ “To be sure, sir—come inside!’’ said
Mrs. Rook readily, turning and leading the
way into the front sitting-room. “Mr.
Stockton am 't here just nou, “if you wanted
to see him.” .

Nelson Lee nodded.

““As a matter of fact, I did want to see
him—rather badly,”” he murmured. *“But if

she
and

The burglar could impart no further

-here to-day: or not.
RS. ROOK, the pro-
prietress of - the
lodging-house in

waddled to the front door.

in the racer Mnch stood |

slatternly-looking |

he is out, of course I cannot do so. Have
you any idea when he will be in?”’ |
Mrs. Rook shook her head. :
“That 1 can’t, sir,” she declared.

“There’s no tellin’® one way or the other
with Mr. Stockton. Bein’ a commercial
traveller, same as he is, he comes an’ goes
at all times, and I don’t never trouble my-
self about him. You see, sir, he rents two
rooms in my house, and pays well for ’em,
too. If you want to see him very par-
ticular, I should advise you to leave a note
makin’ an appointment—-"’

- “That would scarcely be much good, in
view of Mr. Stockton’s irregular appear-
ances here,”’ cut in the defective. * Possibly
I had better leave my business, ov er for the
time belng ??

“Well, sir, you’re qu1te at liberty to Wrxte
im a note it you wish,” said Mrs. Rook
generously. ¢“I'll give him any message you
like, but it ain’t certain whether he'll” be
’E- might drop in any
moment for- anything I knew, or he might
not come near the place for a week or more.

-It’s just as the fit takes him, I supposze, or

else where ’is business keeps him.”’

While Mrs. Rook was thus engaged 1in
conversation with Nelson Lee, Nipper became
aware that a man was ahghtmcr from a
motor-car quite near to him. - The man
walked straight up to the {ront door of
No. 26b, opened it with a Iatchkey,
passed Wit—hin. When the door -had re-
closed Nipper could of course see nothing
further, but he wondered who the man
was, and whether he could encounter his
master within the house. -

The mnewcomer, after entermg, made
straight for the stairs, but he paused before
ascendmg, on account of the voices which
were clearly audible to him., Within the
sitting-room Nelson Lee and Mrs. Rook were
still talking, and the stranger did not hesi-
tate to catch every ossnble word he could
from his position in the hall.

“Well,”’ he heard the detective say, “my
business with Mr. Stockton is of the utmost
importance, and I may as well tell you,
Mrs. Rook, that I am a detective—-"""

“Lawks!’’ exclaimed the good woman, in
consternation. “A  policeman in plain
ciothes, eh? Well, my man, I wouldn't
have allowed you to come in if I'd known—-
But you look like a gentleman,’’ she added,
looking at Lee keenly. “I believe I’'ve seen

your picture someéwhere, sir—— Yes, 1
have! Xou re Mr. Nelson Lee, aren't }fou,
of Gray’s Inn Road?”’

The stranger at the foot of the. staxra
started as he heard the detective’s name
uttered, and he turned at once and pulled
open the front door. A moment later he
was hurrying towards the spot where he had
left his car, and Nipper subconsciously
wondered why the man hads left the house
so hurriedly. P |

and .
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.Then a sudden thought seemed to occur
1o Nipper, who at once jumped from his
seat in the racer and hurried to the lodging-
house. Here he knocked upon the door in
a peculiar manner, knowing that Nelson Lee

would recognise it as their own secret
- signal. _ ;-
He was right, for the detective appeared

~at the door almost in a flash.

“A queer thing just happened, guv’nor!”
- said Nipper quickly. ‘“A man entered this
house with a latehkey, and after remaining
inside for a few moments, he €ame dashing
out again, looking- considerably scared. Did
you see him?’? -

“No,”> said Lee. *“But what you say
seems queer, Nipper! By gad! I wonder if
he heard me talking with Mrs. Rook! If
he did, thrat would account for his sudden
- flight, partlcularly if he was Bill Stockton!
Whlch way did he go, young ‘un?’

- “Qtraight up- Great Russell Street—in his
. -car!’”’ said Nipper, looking up the road as

i.he spoke. “There he is, sir, now! You
can see him—-"’ _ o
“Jump in the car!’?® said tire detective

“We'll follow that man and ascer-

{22

c*'lbp}y
tain if your suspicions are correct!

With incredible swiftness the famous. pair
‘leapt into their racer, and Lee .set ‘the
engine roaring with a touch of the throttle
lever And a moment later the powerful
machine was speeding .along Great Russell
Street in the wake of the car which Nipper

.had pointed out.
Were they on the right track at ]ast‘?

CHAPTER X.
THE INVISIBLE GRIP AGAIN!

the open country,
vuvnor"’ he exclaimed dis-
dsamfully “He must be mad
if he thinks he can get away

from us in that old creck. Why, we could |
L without much frouble.

cvertake him in the ﬁrst mile of clear

yoad!’’
Nelson Lee’s racer was c]osely followmfr

the car containing the mysterious mdxvxdual
who had displayed such a curious anxiety
-~ to leave _ Mrs. Rook’s - establishment, and
Nipper’s remark had been occasioned by the
man’s oObvious intention of leaving the
metropolis behind. '

All through the congested traffic in the
western suburbs of London he had driven
at an almost reckless speed, and it was a
wonder that he had not meb with a serious
aeeident. Nelson Lee, in .order not fo lose
gight of his quarry, had been compelled
to follow his tactics, but the detective drove
with the most eonsummate skill and
- calmness.

The great racmg car had many
tages over the other, but speed

advan-
was a

would soon have to submit to capture.
-1 it was impossible. for the fugitive’s vehicle

IPPER grunted. |
- “The blithering |
idiot is making - for {

the

LEE LIBRARY |JE i

matter of sheer impossibility until the busy
streets of London were left behind. Now the
fugitive was just careering through Hendon,
and his presept ‘speed indicated that he
would increase it to the utmost as soon as
he got clear of the town. .

The man’s sudden flight was almost posi-
tive: proof that he was aware of the
identity of his pursuers; and it was also
indicated cleariy enough that he had ample
cause to avoid a meetmer with the famous
detective.

Otherwise, why had he acted in this queer
manner?

Nelson Lee’s inference seemed to be very
near the truth, and the detective was now
quite convinced that the man they were
chasing was the Mr. Bill Stockton who had
purchased Lord Bramfield’s ring from the
burglar who stole it. As luck would have it,

he had entered the lodging-house just at t-he

moment when Lee had been talking to the

landlady, with +the result that he had
become alarmed, and had fled.
Nipper’s sharpness ‘had frusirated his

plans, nowe\er, and now it looked as if he
For

10- outdistance the racer, howe»er ha,rd it

- was driven,

For a time Lee allowed the leading car to
keep the foremost position on l.he road.
Dusk had now given place fo the darkness
of night, and the powerful headlamps of the
detective’s racer illuminated - the dusty road
for a considerahle distance ahead.

Watford was reached and passed, and by
this time. Lee decided that there was no
further object in continuing the chase.. The,
man in front obviously knew that he was
being followed, and he would not therefo_re._
eek t0 reach any place of safety. .

Why he had chosen this route was some-
thing of a mystery, but Nelson Lee did not
intend to. ke led any further afield. It
would be a simple matter for him  to over-
take his quarry, and he had no doubt that
he and Nipper could manage to capture him

So the detective “ stepped on the throttle,”’

and caused the great vehicle to roar a.lonrr

with greatly increased speed. So qu;ck]y
was the acceleration broucht about.: that
leading car almost appeaxred to - he
standing still, and it would be overtaken
in a matter ¢f moments.

This, at all events, was what Lee and

'Nipper anticipated; but something oceurred
which

instantly -set their calculations at

B.‘lf"ht
the

Fo; 3 slightest warmng;

without the

rengine of the racer suddenly emitted a

terrible grinding- noise, and the car at the

same second swerved giddily towards the
nearside hedge and@ overturned with a sicken-

ing, grinding crash,

(Another Thrilling Insta{men Next Week)
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(NOTE.—If any readers care to write to
me, I shall be pleased to commeni{ upon
any remarks that are likely to interest
the majority. If you have any grumbles

~ ~—make them to me. If you have any
suggestions—send them along!  Remem-
ber, my aim- is to please as many of you
as ‘I possibly ean. All letters should be
addressed to me  personally, c¢/o The
Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The

_Ileetwa\ ‘House, Farringdon Street
London, E.C.4.--—E. S. B.) e e e ®

T .

-Tetters received: 'J. Barnes* (Glasgow),
Smith Thompson (Bradford), Gladys E. S.
(Birmingham), “A° N.L.L. Enthusiast”
(Leyton), H.  Hutchinson _ (Leicester),
P.¥.D. (Tottenham),  Justin Laurence
Titz-Gerald  (Staplehurst), Graham E.
Mitchell (Teddington), * Kid’' * (Becken-
ham), William Page. (Bournbrook), C. L.
Gale (Battersea), Ahce Anderson (Southsea),
G, Desmond Richardson* (Burton-on-Trent),
A. ¥. Thebold (Leigh- on-Sea), N. F. Oswald.
(Edinburgh), -. Clifford Agnew (Bootle), ‘M.
Davxes (New ‘Cross), J. Parr (Platt’ Brxdoe),_‘
H. Mathyc (Louvain, Belgium), C. E.
Bullock (Exlouoester), -R. G. N.” (Prescot),
N.° Beynolds (Smnton),' B. Scawley
(leerpool) L -
* * *
more enthusxasts have gnen me
their names as Organising Officers of the
proposed St. Frank’s Learrue Their names
have been duly marked w1th an asterisk,
and their addresses noled down. By the'
time these lines appear in print there may.
ha something fixed up about -the League—
pbut 1 cant say anything for certain.

* ® *

Manr thanks Smith Thomp-_son,‘ for your
little notebook of portraits. You needn't
alarm vyourself with the thought that I
shall - throw it away. On the contrarv I
am treasuring it, and am looking forward
to the otlher notebooks you prom1sed The
drawings are very good, and do you great

;A fe“

credit.  But, just between ourselves, 1'd
like to see some really original work.
Thanks very much for your good wishes, -
I N
® ik 3

. Here's a little paragraph for you, Graham
“E. Mitchell. You wanted your name men-

1./
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tioned, didn’t you?

And
too, after writing me five full pages. I'm
sorry to learn that you have no frust in
authors, and for days I have been growing

you deserve it,

more and more like a shadow. By the
way, can you tell me exactly WHY you
have no trust in us? I feel it is my. duty,
on behalf of the entire author tribe, to
inquire into this lamentable matter. Some-
how, I’ve got a tiny suspicion that you’ve

{ been trymﬂf to pull my leg.

* R * &

Sorry I can’t help you, Willlam Page. I
can quite appreciate your desire to corre-
spond with home and colonial readers, but
if I .were.you I should write a few sweet
words ‘to the Editor. He’s really a good

sort.{I've got to say this, as he reads the

ccpy before it is senl to press!) and he’ll
probably . help you in the matter.

* % *

" Thank you very much, Mrs. Anderson, for
your delightful letter, I hope that you
and your children are enjoying the present
series, and you can rely upon Nelson Lee
and Nlpper returning “very - shorlly, to say
nothing of the stones being longer. You
raise a very interesting pomt in the latter
part of your letler when you state that
you are all longmg for another * Desert
Island » series, with sharks and cannibals,
etc. - Another reader moots the very same
subject, and I think it will  be of general
interest . if I enlarge upon this point
straight away. Ao R,

* * s

The other reader I referred to is C. E.
Bullock. He doesn’t want anything to do
with cannibals and desert islands, and dis-
covering new lands, but would prefer the
Summnier Holiday storles to deal with long

tours of Imcrland by the St. Frank’s boys.

: 3 *x %

I’'m very much afraid, C. E. Bullock, that
you will be in the minority if this matter
is put to the vote. And I have a mind to
ask for votes on this all-important ques-
tion. It seems to me that Mrs. Anderson
possesses the true British spirit in longing
to read about daring adwntures and

~ (Continued on page iii of cover)
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Said to possess the oldest school building
~in England, Ashpurton Grammar School was

founded in 1814 by Walter Stapleton,

Bishop of Exeter. The school is situated
amiid heauntiful Devonshire scenery. Con-

OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
No. 63. THE GRAMMAR SCHOOL, ASHBURTON.

siderable sums of money have been
expended in adapting the school for the co-

education of boys and girls. Thé

played by the scholars
hockey and fcotball.

giares
include ericket,



-i ” \
Editorial Office,
Study E,
- , St. Frank’s,
M» dear Chums # :
It has been uurfgested to me that I

shculd arrange for the Mag. to be printed
in -the middle section of its pareat paper, .

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, so as to enable
readers, if they choose, to detach the pages
without difficulty and without spoiling the
resl of the bobKk.
Nipper was running “N;ppers Magazine,”
ha adopted this plan for some months. If
readers generally
shall be dehﬂrhted to oblige them. The
“Who's Who ” feature and the coming map
of St. Frank’s conlain facts about the
school that the regular reader should keep
by him in a handy and compact form for
future reference.

HALVING THE PAGES

As an additional 1mpr0vement in makmg
the Mag. more adaptable for separate
detachment and binding, I am considering

the idea of printing it downwards from left ]
thus making -

to right of the present pages,
each page half the size, with two pages in
tthe space now occupled by one.
‘when you detach a sheet of four existing
- pages by
where indicated, _
pages. I propose to have two of these
sheels for the Mag., thus making sixteen
small pages. When bound, the Mag. will
then be a neat litbtle volume, half the size
of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. But hefore I
can decide to print the Mag. in this way, 2
~must first: confer with the printers and find
out if it is practicable. Also, I would like
tn know what yvou, my chums, think about
it. '
DIG¥OGOODWIN WANTS TO HEAR FROM
u.

Toothall enthusiasts who are anxious fo °
Football ;
Goodwin described how to 1

the St. Frank’s

which

oblain Table

(ame,

wish me to do this, I

folding them and cutting them
vou will have eight small

BABN SIRNSISW D o

L)

A few years ago, when

Thus, |

Ll g

make “recently in his “How To Do 1t*-
articles, should communicate  without
delay to Dick Goodwin, c/o The ¥ditor,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon, Street, London, E.C.4,
as arrangements = are being made {for the
manufacture of this ingenious table version
of the great winter game. Goodwin would
also like 1o hear {rom readers who are
interested in his articles and who would
like a few extra hints, or who “have any
parlicular suggestions to make for. future.
articles in the “How To Do It ” series. _

SOLUTION OF OUR CROSS-WORD PUZZLE.
I wonder how many of my readers suc-

ceeded in solving the St. Frank’s cross-word

puzzle, which appeared in the Mag. last’
week. Here is the correct solution:—
ACROSSK. DOWN.
1. TUCK 1. TIPS
3. BEEF 2. KID
5. RIVER 3. BED
7. PL 4, FEET
9. DAD" 6. VAL
i1, SID 8. LINES
13. BAT 10. HANDY
- 14. NIL _ 12. DIG
15. WON 13, BOO
16. PEG 16. PITT
18. ODE 17. ROT
20, IS 19, EDIT
21, FOE 21. FAT
23. YD 22. KTC
25. FATTY 24, TT
27. TART 25. FR
28, CERT 26. YE

TRACGKETT GRIM AGAIN.

A number of readers are anxious to know
if I am publishing any moere Trackeit Grim
yarns, and if so, when? - 'Why, of course I
shall! But we must wait until Handy has
firished his present seriaj, and that will
not be very long.

Your dId pal, -
“REGGIE PITT.

b1
t'-'
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By Ap Old |viichens. | |
Boy ~Among the smallest objects in the
-- | vegetable world, lichens are among the
(Lord Dorrimore’s | most extraordinary. In the first place, they.
Weekly Trifle. ) live a double life. They have a dual

T

' No. 26.—HOW A YELL SCARED A TIGER
| AND SAVED MY LIFE.

¥ T was In a very wild part of Assam,
where I was staying wilth .a tea-
planter.
; Dbig game districts

; in India, it is
seldom visited by hunters,

as it is over a

thousand miles from Calcutta, far from.

and altogether rather wild and
except for the few cultivated

railways,
desolate, -
patehes. |

The planter kept an elephani, and one
day I mounted this, sitting behind the
Mmahout on a sort of straw mattress, a
rather hard and slippery sorl of thing on

which it was difficult to keep one’s seat. I

took my rifle, but had very few cartridges.
As we were ambling along, a big tiger
suddenly sprang out of a clump of thatch-

grass, and stood glaring at us ferociously,

énd yet with a sort of contemptuolds in-
difierence. I put a shot into his right
shoulder, causing him to leap high into the
air. Then he retreated to a spot about
@ hundred yards off. I fired my last three
cartridges, which all missed. Anyhow, the
tiger took not the slightest notice of them.
Then suddenly he disappeared. That meant
he was going to stalk us.

I ordered the mahout to make tracks ror
home.
the tiger reappeared, now in a furious rage.
And I couldn’t shoot! Then the elephant
bolted, and in striving to control him the
mahout let out such unearthly yells that
the tiger was frightened. I had to hold
oa for dear life. The tiger prepared for a
last spring, and at the same moment the
mahout uttered the most frightful shrieks
that I ever ‘heard issue from a human
throat. They were indeseribable, unbeliev-
able. But they saved us. For the tiger
turned away, and we -saw him- o more.

»Although one of the best.

the fungus cells

abhor

We hadn’t gone twenty yards before

nature, being partly alga and partly fungus:
The alga supplies organic food material,

while the fungus has the -power, through a

e

battery of acids which it contains, of dise

solving the- hardest roeks.  Neither
alga nor the fungus could live separately,
but joined together they can live almost

anywhere, certainly in places where no

the

other-vegetation. can exist. On bare rocks

a fungus would soon die for lack of food
substances, and an alga would perish from
drought and lack of mineral. So they join
forces, and the alga cells supply food to
on “condition that the

fungus cells dissolve the .rock by their

| acids and supply mineral food to the alga

cells,
Lichens are long-lived. I{ takes some of
them nearly fifty years to produce seed.

But they have plenty of time, for some of.

the lichens on our rocks were . established -

there when William the Congqueror came,
and possibly centuries before.

Where you find lichens you find a healthy
spot, for they like pure fresh air, and
stagnant places. Hence you won’t
find them in London. But they will grow

at the top of the highest mountains, when

the hardiest of plants have suceumbed; and
they will stand extremes of heat and cold

and  drought longer than any other
vegetable growth. Nothing else has equal
vitality.

“Manna ” is simply a lichen—lecanora
esculente, which lies loose on the ground
in little grey lumps, and still saves the
lives of travellers in wilderness and desert.

Lichens are wused in the arts, in
chemistry, and in medicine in various ways.
In Iceland and Lapland they are important
economically, since not only reindeer, but
also human beings largely live upon them.
“Jceland moss ”’ is a lichen, and it Is the
chief food of poor Icelanders. It c¢an be
bought at the chemists, and is excellent for
stomach and chest diseases. - No lichen is
poeisonous,
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And WHO'S WHO.

!

No. 65.—JUSTIN B. FARMAN.

- GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

~ Well-built, upright figure. Bronzed,
handsome face, with good-natured ex-
pression and humorous eyes,  the latter }
being blue. Hair, fair and curly..
Height, 5 ft. 3 ins. Weight, 8 st. 7 1b.
Birthday, October 26th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Good-tempered and likeable, with a §
~ generous, . cheerful- nature, - Very §
" proud of his Californian birth, buf, un-
like many Americans, the reverse of
boastful. A thoroughly good sort.

 SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

~ Has learned to like cricket, and is 3
- very adept at the game. Is an expert
horseman, and can do wonderful tricks
with the lassa. :

- JUSTIN B,
FARMAN.

No. 66.—CHARLES OWEN (Owen
| ' major). .

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

- An insignificant-looking bor, with a
slim, skinny frame. Rather weak |-
features, and a supercilious expression.
Eves, blue grey. Hair, dark. Height,
5 ft. 1 in.  Weight, 7 st. 13 1b. Birth- }
day, September 25th. ' -

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Rather inclined to push himself for- §
ward, but commands no respect, and
is ever ready to criticise and condemn §
without evidence. Not a bad chap,
and not a cad. Commonplace,

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Shines at nothing, but is a severe §
critic of others. Hobbies: Cross-word
puzzles, amateur photography and }
reading, .

CHARLES OWEN
- (Owen major).
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~ No. 67.—HAROLD DOYLE,

GENERAL DESCRIPTION: PN, ==
An average-sized boy with an Irish ' AN 7 o]
type of face.. Generally wears a
cheerful grin, and is shoekingly untidy §
in appearance. Iyes, brown. Hair, |
~ fair. Height, 5 ft. Weight, 8-st. 4 Jb. §
‘Birthday, -July 14th. © B

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS: | _

Hasty-tempered and inclined 1o §

argue, Exiremely forgetful and care:

- less, - Cannot Lkeep anything for §

P twenty-four hours “without mislaying
- it. “Generous and free-handed. :

- I SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

An excellent sprinter, but. lacks [}
staying power for long rumns.- A good
swimmer, and c¢an ‘box a little. Hobby:-  \
Chemistry. - . N

f  HAROGLD
Y . DOYLE.

No. 68.—YUNG CHING,

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

A typical Chinese boy of the upper
class, thoroughly Westernised. Eyes,
dark. Hair, black and . glossy.
Height, 4 ft. 9 ins. Weight, 7 st. 8 Ih.
Birthday, June 16th. . -

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Very tricky, although pretehding to
be innocent. Good-natured, but diffi-
cult to understand. Very deep.

! SPORTS & RECREATIONS: .

Takes no interest in 'sp‘orths, but B
makes a hobty of kite-fiying.

NOTE.—The ages  of Fourth Form
boys vary between fourtcen and six- §
. teen, but for ohvious reasons no more
definite information on this point can NS
be given. L 1)

NEXT WEEK: TLarry Scott, Eric |

Dallas, Arthur Steele, Clement Turner.’
, _ il |
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PRACTICAL
FOR THE HANDY BOY

By Dick Goodwin
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ADVICE

Readsrs who wish to ask questions or make suggestions regarding these
articles are invited to write to Dick Goodwin, c/'oc The Editor, The Nelson
Lea Library, The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London; E.C.4.
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~sible "to obtain a
piece of leather just
Iarge enough for one

emcad|

piece of work. I find itis

cheaper to buv a skin
and use it up in various
wavs, Ag the tools used
in leather work are all

simple and easily made,

it is possible to make up
.all sorts of useful little
articles from a skin by
carefal planning. Call

skin, with a similar quan-

tity of ‘‘skiver” which
is a cheap veneer of

leather used for lining,

will ‘make a number of
wallets ; but if the sides
of the wallet are stiffened
with canvas or cardboard,

sheepskin in the form of

T
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A

“basil” will be
found quite satis-
factory in usc and
cheaper.

A SIMPLE
WALLET.

A simple form of
wallet,shown at Fig,
1, i3 made with one
long strip of basil
lined with skiver
pasted on the inside
with ordinary flour
paste with stiff can-
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HOW TO MAKE A LEATHER POCKET
WALLET

IHH L R T L L T L R R E R R L L T S R R T

T is not always pos- §
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vas between, if required. The first stage
is to cut the oblong picces 13% in. by 6 in.
as at A, Fig. 2, and cut out the ends ag
at B, Next mark a line % in. from the
sides, 6% in. from cach end with a scriber.
This tool can be made with an 8 in, length of
steel rod pointed at both ends with a handle
made of suitable rubber tubing, as at 8. The
next process is shown at Fig. 3, and consists
of marking the sewing holes with a stitch tool,
which can bc made with a file from a piece of
mild steel, as at C and D. The ends are now
folded over, as at Fig. 4, and sewn with a
needle and linen thread through the holes
made with the tool, and following the method
shown at ¥ and F. k

SEWING THE
"EDQES. | '
The first sewing is ]

done by passing the
needle through one
hole and then the
next in order, and
when the length is
complete; the same
method is followed
to the commeneing :
point, thus filling '

all the spaces. If anyv form of decoration

is required on the sides -of the wallet,

it must be done before the sewing is
done, The effect of indented lines can be
worked by using a scriber with a blunt end.

For straight lines the scriber can be drawn

along the side of a rule, but it must be presseds

down fairly hard, anrd when once a line ha




been made in this way on the leathcr, it is
almost impossible to obliterate it, therefore
don’t make mistakes. . Any design can be trans-
ferred froni'a drawing with carbon paper.

A WALLET WITH LACED -EDGES.
The laced or thonged-edge wallet, shown at
Fig. 5, is a more ambitious piece of work ; it
. is not more -difficult
=1 to0 make, but re-
quires much care in
marking out. Calf-
skin is preferable,
and it is probable
that the three pieces
required may be ob-
tained from a local
book-binder. The
outside piece, shown
at G, Fig. 6, is 7%
_ in, by 6 in., the two
et L - inner picces H are
6 in. by 3% in. The latter picces are cut with a
curved hollow % in, deep with £ in. at each end.

All the cutting should be done with a very.
sharp knife on a block of hard wood, a shoe-

maker’s knife is best, but any strong pocket-
Kknife blade can be used. The best way of
keeping the blade sharp is to make a strop by
gluing a strip of fine emery cloth to a strip of
wood. Lines for the thonging holes should be
-drawn with the scriber-about § in. or 3-16 in.
from the edge, and-the - __ - . -~ "
decoration formed with
the-same tool. -

 METHODS OF -
DECORATION.

A large number oi
suitable decorative de-.
signs“can be worked by
the use of the scriber
alone, but with the ad-
.dition of two or three
punc¢hes, considerable
variety is obtainable.
Punches can be made
with 3-16 in. steel rod or
strip filed to the required
shape and finished with :
emery cloth. The mark- )
ings from punches are made with a hamuner,

but care must be taken to make the mark

in the right place.

HOW TO DO THE LACING. P
s s - The holes for the
thonging or lating
‘%m— § are. made awith a
) .thonging tool as at
. L, Fig. 7.. The use
] of this topl enables
 the workér to ob-
tain =~ accurate
" gpacing, ' which. is

T $412 T , |
r

o we 4 & g ;...

“appearance of the
~ finished work. Suit-
able round holes can

‘essential to the good |.

b¢ cut with a sad-
dler’s punch; as at M.
" This tool will make
neat, round - holes
which should ‘ be
about % in. apart, as
at N, A useful tool

‘ - jiM  for those who do not

i L ‘_59-7 ' }/ mind ‘spending a

== — little money on an

| equipment of tools,

= == | ' is the spring pliers

P s shown at P, this
e tool, also obtainable
with a number of cutters arranged to revolve,
will cut the thonging holes very rapidly. The
best method to follow in preparing the holes in
the wallét is to cut the holes in the inner
pieces first, place them in position, and mark
out the position of the holes in the under
piece with the scriber ; this will insure them
being in line, B _ N |

CUTTING THE THONGS.

The thongs can be obtained ready for use
in long lengths. They can be cut ifrom odd
pieces of leather with a sharp knife as.at R, Fig.
8, or from comparatively small pieces as at K,
Fig. 6. The actual method of thonging is shown

at T, Fig. 8, and consists of pulling an inch or

so through the end hole, placing this length
flat on the inside 'and covering it with the

-subseéquent, lacing- which . follows  a  regular
‘order over and over the edge. -Care must be

taken to. avoid pulling the lacing foo tight.
Each thong must be carefully drawn in posie

. |-tion, and folded  over the edge before it is

pulled up-through the next hole.
FINISHING THE WORK. - -
The énds of the thongs, when finished, are

thréaded through two or three lacings, and are

rendered secure by paring them ofi thin and
touching them with seccotine or similar glue,

|l | The Tacivgs can be hammered out flat, or the

wallet: - opened ‘out,

3 placed - under pres- ==PF— e

sure to obtdin the
necessary -~ flat  and
¢ven edge.. By <com-
bining the two
methods  of sewing
and lacing, a large
number of small,
useful articles can
be made. The sur-
face of the leather
can be further orna- :
mented by models _ -
ling and staining, but this is rather advanced
work, .and hardly necessary in such a simple
object-as a pocket wallet, |

NEXT WEEK! Goodwin will

- . “‘describe how to make

"A SINIPLE ELECTRIC
MOTOR !




NELSON
LIBRARY can write fo me and I will reply }
~on this page.
for
- Address
K. 0., HANDFORTH,

(NOTE.—Readers of THE
But don't expect an answer
several weeks—perhaps five or six.
your letters
¢/o The Editor,
"THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY The rleetway
H%u?)e’ﬂ liarrmvdon Street, "London, E.C4.

J. HARKER (Bradford):
my face on a wall and throw a brlck
at it? Teddy Long could lick me blind-
fold, eh? Well, so he ought to! How
could I see to hit him back? You saw
what I said to Rhoda.

: opposite!

ROY ROBERTS (Sydney,

belongs to England, you ass! So

your sporting wins go to our credit,
stories are ° screams,” are they?

1 must say you Colonials have

gueer sense of humour!

Well,

BILL B. (Melbourne): I've told Tom Burfon

about those boats and cray-fishing stunts,
and he swears he’ll come and see you
next time he’s in Australia.

written in penecil, yvou know. How about
having another go? You can handle a
pen as well as @ fishing-line, I know.,

L. E. C. (Rose Bay, N.5.W.): Anyone would
think I was contrary, by the way you
talk! But Church and McClure would
tell you different to that. Why, there
isn’t a chap breathing so easy to please
as 'I am. There's nothing perverse ahout
me!

SRNEST TYNE (Glebe, N.S.W.): We've got
two ventriloquists here already—Nick
Trotwood's one, and I'm the other. And
one of them is very good indeed. I won't
saw which, because I hate talking ahout
myself. Aren’t two enough for you?

ONE OF YOU (Melbourne): That’s a joly
fine school motto you've got, Irene—
Knowledge and Virtue. In fact, it’s

nearly as good as our—By Wisdom and
Courage. 1[I told Pitt he's your favourite,
and he was as pieased as Punch.

LEE }

or postcards. to}

Hovc can 1 i"m.nﬂr :

Well, you're the
N.S.W.): Australia
all |
My

got a

| But all
those interesting things oughtn’t to be |-

GRS R T U

‘Correspondence Answered by

Edward Oswald Handforth
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1t THE OTHER OF YOU (Melbourne): I'm so
- glad youre a jolly girl, Emily, a3
they're the only omes who really count,
And you’'ve got sense with it—haven't
you picked me as your favourite? Willy's
too young to take any interest in girls.

BOTH OF. YOU (Melbourne): Irene and
Eumily! What nice na,mes—-especiallv
Irene! So you think my stories
thrilling and well-written. Jolly sensible

3 girls! But please tell me more about
these < Haygarth” stories. I'm jolly
interested,

TW0O TRUE-BLUE AUSTRALIANS - (Mel-
bourne): Well, I'm blessed, if you
Austnalian oxrls aren’y the gtddv limit!
Talk about cleverness* Why, our Irenes
and Emilys aren’t in it with you! You've
egged me on to give you four replies
instead of one!  And I've only just
gumpled to vour little game! 1It’s not
air

A: YOUNG (anbane) By the time you

- read this I expect you'll know the answers
to most of those questions. I1If not,
please write me again. Yours Is ancther
sensible Australian letter. Don’t worry
~—you shall have more of my yarns. Ken-
more's still here, worse luck—because
he's still a rotter.

ISOBEL L. PERRY (Melbourne): Just as if
you could believe I'm not real! You
can’'t kid me like that! It wouldn't be
fair for me to answer all those questions
of yours, when I'm so cramped for room.
Reggie’s so stingy with his space. But if
vou read the Old Paper weekly, and take
care not to miss a4 single issue, you'll
find out everything you want to know,
You just see!

MAC (Ballarat): Are you dotty, or what?
How: can your girl be the prettiest and
sweetest on earth when -there’s Irene
Manners here? Punch that boy next
door for me for not buying his own
weekly copy of the Old Paper! That's
not the way fo help the circulation up.
The more buyers, the better it .gets, you
know.

X (Timbuctoo): So you waste paper on me!

All right! Keep your old waste-paper!

What do you think I am—a rubbish

dump? Still, as you'’ve taught me that

Timbuctoo’s in Leicester, I'll - forgive

! you. Insulting ass, all the same!

o —
it 2

'D.




That’s
It was more
interesting than a Cross Word Puzzle,
“and just as easy to wrestle with. Let’s

STARCIE (Nottingham): By George!
a ripping letter of yours.

have another! I wish they'd all write as
clearly and sensibly as you do.

R.H. W, (Abingdon): Of course things here
aren’t getting worse every day. They re
getting better, I see to that. I DID
kiss Irene ’V[anners under the mistletoe,
and I hope you’re satisfied. But don’ ¢
“kid yourself through you it was. I
wasn’t! _ o

H., RAYBOULD (Coventry): Your brother’s
all wrong. All my replies are answers o0
real correspondents. 1’d like to biff your
brother for stuffing you up like that.

- But I’'m not surprised—he knows what a
keen imagination I've got.’

RALPH F. SANDL‘.RS (Bnatol) Of course
I'm an absolute marvel!” Havé you only
just found it out? But writing those

stunning detective stories is Tothi ng
much to us clever authors. We dont
make any fuss about them, and the

- praise we get doesn’t turn our heads.

I'm glaa you’'ve noticed mine’s not

swelled

EDWARD JOHN JOSEPH REILLY (Mmylp,‘ :
Victoria, Australia): You've gof ‘such a.
long name and address that it’s taken up

nearly all the room I had to reply to you
in. Jerry Dodd says he can’t remember
you at all. I don’t belleve you knew him
out there. John, you've told a whopper!

MARCUS L. LOANE (Chatswood, N.S.W.):
So you want Nos.
and 114 of the Old Paper? Well, per-
haps somebody who has these five
numbers to sell will see this and let me
know. If not, I'm afraid I can’t help you.
About those questmns, just read what
I've said to Isobel L. Perry of Mel:
bourne.

G. GRAHAM (Toronto) I don’t n:und giving
the girls your best regards.

It’s a jolly good job for

it a bit thick.
‘You're

‘you that you're so far away!

_ a nice chap to praise me for biffing

€hurch . and McClure when they’re

cheeky!
But you've got us three new readers,

and that squares everything.
PEGGY (Birkenhead): My photograph -ap-
peared in No. 486 of the Oid Paper. How
~on earth did .you manage to miss it?
Willy’s about two years younger than

me, his best chum’s Chubby Heath, and.
he’s not old enough to bother about’

girls. I’'m so sorry about .Your brother,
but we don’t fight like that. - -
COLLECTOR (Blrmmgham) Another one
after back numbers of the QOld Paper.
450, toao! That’s a tall order! Well, I

.can only ask all readers who have.
- copies to sell, from 1 to 450 inclusive, to

let me know, and then I’ll see what I
can do for you. There are plenty more

110, 111, 112 113, 

: But when |
you ask me to kiss Irene for you, I call |

Their cheek’s nothing to yours!

- wanting back numbers, so I hope there’ll
be plenby‘ Qf offers. The lower the prices
wanted, the better, of course. Church

- and ch]ure are ﬂettmo l-a.zy, and this’ll
keep ’em busy!

I'LO S. (Middlesex): Your brothers are jolly
sensible chaps, and I hope they’li both
get married and bring their children wup
fo read the Old Paper, and that you’ll

. do the same. If you “try* to write
again, you will, Please do. But mind
you leave out that bit about bullymc’
Willy’s a cheeky nuisance! -

LARRY BROWN (Sussex): It’s a rrood job
for you there was no proper addzeSa on
~ your letter; or I'd run you to earth
and spiflicate you! Of course I've got
as ruch sense as a busted-up hosepipe.
I’ve got more. -‘And everybody knows
I'm NOT a hopeless blockhead. - Why,

I simply live on hope! You're dotty'

BARRY LBOWN (Hailsham): It’s no good
trying to fool me. Have you fmgotten
I'm a detective, you fathead‘? By clever
deduction, I know you're Larry Brown.
You used the same typewriter, paper,
and envelope, and posted your letter at
the samie time and place, But in this
letter you’ve contradicted everything you
said in the other one. So I don’t: know
whether to thank you or slang you.
You’ve mixed me all up, you potty ass!

A E D. (Liverpool): What’s. the matter with
. you chaps, m:ssmg the photographs like
this? Reggie’s was with mine in- No. 486.

. There’s nothing laughable in my yarns,
_you chump! I don’t write pifile of that
. kind. There’s something wrong-with you.

- My thrilling, dramatic htera‘bure isn’t
funny!

JACK BLACKM AN (Vorth Sydney, N S W.):
That's a good idea of yours about Over-
seas Teaders being put in touch with each
other, and I’ll keep it in mind. I
shouldn t mind the extra work at all. In
fact, I should rather like it, as it would
help to keep Church and McClure out of
mischief. Besides, you’'ve got the Old
Paper six new readers, and one good
turn deserves another.

AN OLD SOUTHLANDIAN (Rye, New York,

U.S.A.): Your notepaper’s great! I can’t
tell you how pleased I was to geb -your
letter, and you're rgettmcr ‘both your
wishes. . Many thanks! Do write again °
soon! How do you get your copy of the
Old Paper, and have you heard any
American opinions of the St.. Frank’s
stories? - It would be SO -interesting to
us to Iearn them if you have! = -

A STAUNCH READER (Tottenham): You
sound like a bully to me—biffing your
brother so much that he’s afraid of the
sicht of you. Willy isn’t afraid of me!

PHYCIL (Abindon):.I have no objection
to :you expecting a full page for your

. reply. But that doesn’t say you 11 get
it, does it? XNo jolly fear.
TED.
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' MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE..

 While out hunting rabbits in the Rockies,
Bob Brave and Claude Courage come face

'to face with an enormous grizzly bear.
They are miles from the camp, and the
‘gituation is pretty off-side.. Claude stands
rcoted {o the ground as the bear “lumbers
towards him. - |

CHAPTER XVIII.
IN THE ARMS OF THE GRIZZLY.

HERE was no time for action,

t  The enormous bear,
' twelve feet into the air, bore down

" upon Claude like a traction-engine.
It was impossible to escape. t was im-
possible to move an inch. - '

. Claude leapt aside like lightning, but he
was too late. The great bear seized him in
its clutches, and hugged him to its great
hairy chest. The moment was fraught with
horror, ]

“All .right, old man—keep vour pecker
up!” panted Bob Brave. |

He loosed off his catapult, and caught
{he bear a Diff in the eye with a whacking
great stone. But the bear only winked,
and didn’t seem to mind, Panting with
horror, Bob flung his catapult down, and
swept his eyves round the canyon for
~another method of attack. '

In a trice he saw how to do fhe ftrick.

And Claude, all this time, was being slowly .

crushed to death. Tighter and tighter grew
.the bear’s hug. The breath from its great
.mouth felt like the exhaust from a steam-

engine, and scorched Claude’s face like
‘anything.

- But Bob was losing no time. He Kknew
that it would be all up in less than a
minute. There was no fighting against
this monster of the mountains. Indeed,

Claude was almest at his last gasp already. |

“Hglp!” he cried appealingly. “BRob—

towering

By the Celebrated Author .

Edward Oswald Handforth

Bob! Good-hye old fellow!
ribs going—it's ail up—-7"

I can feel my

CHAPTER XIX.
THE SMOKE SIGNALS.

UT Bob was ready.
With startling agility, he had
dashed up the mountain-side. His
. quick eyes had seen an overhanging
crag. It weighed tons and tons, and he
reached it in the nick of time.
“Look out!” he roared.
And with one heave he sen{ the crag
kurtling down. Those tons of rock struck
the bear on the back of the neck, and the

' next second the monster of the mountains

was a mass of pulp. , _

“GSaved!” gasped Claude thankfully.

He crept out from the debris, unscathed.
Although the rocks had killed the bear,
Claude was unharmed. For Bob had fiung
the great missile with such skill that only

" the- bear had suffered.

Bob rushed down, and the two chums
clasped hands. Words were impossible.

They just gazed into one another’s eyes
with dumb emotion.

“Thanks, old man!” muttered Claude
brokenly.

- “QOh, don’t be. an ass!” growled Bob.
“ Anybody would have done it!”
And then, suddenly, Claude’s eyes grew

round.  He stared &cross the mountains.
On twenty distant hilltops columns of
dense smoke were risinz into the air.

There was no wind, and the smoke rose
ominously into the still heavens. -

“The Indians!” panted Claude, horrified.
“They're going to attack the camp!
They're signalling to omne another to start
the massacre!”

(Read how the two chums save the camp
from destruction—in next week’'s pulsaling
instalment of thrills!—AvtTHOR.)
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- —such as the White Giants on the Amazon,

(Contz'ﬁued from page 30)

exciting diseoveries in stran“e lands. Right
down through history, we Britons have led
the way in etploratlon and adventure.

* * *,

Now, in a very few weeks I shall have
t0 be turning my thoughts to the planning

v all know, I write my stories a ﬂood deal
‘in -advance. And I should like to know
your opinions. What are these summer
stories to be about? Send me your votes,
¢ and I’'H promise to turn out a series that
Wl]I meet thh the majority’s apprma]

* ¥ ‘ *

- Fer example, quite a few_ readers have
asked me to write further stories about
the characters and places in former series

__the Quaint Inhabitants of New Anglia, at

- British  Guiana this . summer,

WlSheS

'comlna back to St. Frank’s,
gurges me to keep Mr.
¢ the school.

F

the South Pole, the South Sea Islands, and
so forth. Persorally, T have had 2 half-
formed "idea of taking my ' characters to
with Lox'g

Dorrimore anéd Umlosi: te the fore.

- series of this sort could develop in many | .

‘ways, but the main keynote would . be
‘Adventure.

upon the White Giants once again. But I

“don’t want te introduce anything of this
-sort, unless the mamnty of readers desn'e ;

it. _ |
* ® o
So please Wnte me_postecards or letters,
-as many as you like, and drop me a hint.
Is it to be a Hohday Series in England,

on the Amazon, in Africa,
Sea Islands—or where?

judge. And I really do want to please the
bulk of you. It will be a greal help if
you give me a little gutdance as to your

* * *

With reference to Nelson Lee and Nipper
C. E. Bulloek
Bewerley Stokes at
I made Mr.,
master in the hope that he would partially
take the place of Nelson Lee. Now you
- want Nelson Lee back, and Mr. Stokes as
well! What is a poor author to do?  Per-
haps the most satisfactory selution to the
new problem will be to leave Mr. Stokes in
his present position,
place for Nelson Lee—one that will be more
fitting to his peculiar ta}ents

S ’ * *

Stokes will remain where he is,
Malcolm Stafford will. con-
1 shall bring
kind

So Mr.
and while Dr.
tinue to eonduct the school,
Nelson Lee back to St. Frank’s 25 a

From British Guiana our party ‘
- eould penefrate to the Amazon, and come

in the Sonth_-
The more letters |
you send, the better T shall be able to .

Stokes a House- }

and to find a new |

Tp——

rocvupy his iime omn

of Deput} Head and lecturer om criminal
 investigation. This will leave him free to
detective cases, and
fully retain the dignity and.eminence of
his position as-one of the foremost investi- -
gators in the kingdom. But you’ll have to
wait a- few v ‘eeks for these changes.

* S *

I was particularly delighted with your
letter, Clifford Aguew, 1t is your opinion .
that the old paper has not been given a.
sporting chance in its mew form. Xou also
think that readers in general have been a
little hasty. I am . inclined to agree with
you. But the flood of letters urging me
to bring Nelson Lee and Nipper back has

heen ovemhelmlng, ~and © so I’ve * been
obliged to bow to the majority. However,
I stz‘l agree with you that. the new form

T has hardly had a chance to get into its

stride. But I am nol writing these stories
to please you “alome, Clifford, and I'm not
writing them to please myaelf I've got-

) give the bulk of" our feaders what they

ask for. And they haven’l: merely asked:
for Nelson Lee and Nipper to come back—
they have demanded it in a perfect. roar.

R * ; B &

1. don’t know whether T have spelt your

‘rame correctly, H. Mathys, but if not, it is

=

f your-
deeidedly
matters—the letter was the main thing.
-t am interested to find that we have at least

—p

o

t chum.

faulf,
indistinet.

_Y-our. “signature
Not that

-own . was
it real]y ,

I .

one reader in Louvain; and I apprecmte
your eneouraﬂmg lem‘vkq |

* *'.__f_, *

Strictly - speaking, I don’t suppose 1
ought to give you any space, R.G.N.
Your letter is full of enthusiasm and
praise, and you include. a few of those
grumbles which I so welcome. At the same
time, there is nothing in the Iletter to
mtelest other readers. _,My only reason for
replying to you here is to refute the state-
ment of your chum that you would get no

reply.
¥ * £

I'm afraid there are a great many
readers who share the opinion of R. G. N.’s
They think that ¢ Between OQur-
selves * is just a little piece of bluff, and
that even if they write they woun’'t receive
an acknowledgment -or a reply. This is
hardly fair to me. Please remember that
I make a a:fern point of acknowledging

| EVERY letter, and any matter of general

interest—or what I deem to be of general
interest—I enlarge upon, so that you may
all join in the discussion, so to speak.
Naturally, I cannot answer you all, and I

' don’t think you expeet me to, but you can

ba fully satisfied that I keep your letters,

: file them away, and treasure them,



iv - THE NELSON

(Cont'nued from page iii of cover)

As fo- .you. Solly Kaminek, -I hardly know
how to advise you. . I am very pleased to
hear.of your loyalty to the Old Paper, and
it gratifies me to learn that you enjoy my
yarns so much. It is a pity your parents
take ” e\ceptmn to” the St. Frank’s stories,
especially as they have never read one.

Why don’t you rope them in a couple of

chairs ‘and then rtead them a chapter or
two, and see “how they like it? You 11 be
hearing more about Solomon Levi and Sessue

LEE LIBRARY ¢

I went into quite a few details of trans.

:port-in New sYork in my ‘American Notebook,

‘Alec’ H.  Still, I dare say I can remember
a few other faects, and no doubt’ others
will be interested, too. Unlike London,

New York is chloﬂv served by street cars.
Of course, we’ve got plenty of trams in
London™ (too many, ir my opinion),  but
New York 1s simply overrun, with them.  All
their ’'buses -are green, and they ‘mainly.
serve, Fifth Avenue, and run northwards .on
Riverside™ Drive’] parallel,wzth the -Hudson.

Yahama .and the others before so very long. {:There are other routes, but .not a gredt’

I- msh ‘you. the - best of luck. In other many——nothln(r like cur huge organisation
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