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-4 wide as he beheld the Phan- me m R
¢ tom  Protector standing S

before him. ‘ O t e

} (A dramatic incident from this
~§ week’s grand long story of Moat

Hollow School.)
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| ““@reat Pip !’ muttered Handforth. ¢ Old Pie-face !
He was s¢o agitated that he accidentally kicked Church in the left ear.
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Tommy Watson, a former
boy at St. Frank’s College, is
sent {0 Moat Hollow School
because the fees are much

- lower, and his father, Sir
Vivian Watson, having lost a
big fortune, cannot afford to
keep his son at St. Frank’s,

; Moat Hollow ‘is a new school
- situated near Bellton, which
1S in the same locality as St.
Frank’s.  Tommy Watson’s
- school is very different from
what Sir Vivian Watson was
led to believe by Mr. Grimesby

Creepe, the rascally principal, who conducts the school as though it were a

prison, keeping the boys under the constant supervision of inonitors.

The

boys are half-starved and ill-used. A deep moat and a high barricaded wall

surround the school, thus making

escape next to impossible. But Watson

 has staunch friends ‘at St Frank’s who are determined to come to his aid.

%V:th this end in view, Reggie Pitt has succeeded in getting into Moat Hollow
Qisguised ag a nurse. More about Mr. Creepe’s villainy, and the part played
by the St. Frank’s juniors in the exciting adventures of Tommy Watson at

. _Moat Hollow are told in the story below.

THE EDI‘I‘OR

By ED wy SEAR’LES BROOKS

CHAPTER L
LAYING DOWN THE Luv.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
- banged his teacup into the saucer
- with se much force that he nearly
y cracked it.
- “What I want o know is this!” he ex-
claimed tensely. “Am I,y or am I not, to
be ignored?” -
" Never'" said C‘hurch stoutly.
I to be contemptuously flouted?”

likely!” said McClure.

“Then why am 1 left out in the cold
to-night?” demanded Handforth, with the.
air of a politiclan propounding an un-
answerable argument. “Why, I repeat, am
I left out in the cold?”

Church helped himself to some cake.

“Echo answers why!” he murmured.

* Fathead!” snorted Handforth.
ashmff you a question—-"
“But youw're not left out in the cold,”

argued McClure, as he stirred his tea.
¢ Stick'to facts, Handy. It’s freezing out-

és I!m

side, I know, but this study is warm and

¢osy, and the fire’s echeerful—-"

“I'm not talking about this study, .you
giddy ass?” -roared Handforth. “I was
speaking in. metaphor!” i

} “You were speaking wheré?” asked
§ Church, ¢ Metaphor? "X never heard of the
1 place.”

Handforth failed to observe that his leg
was being gently pulled. He preferred to
adopt a lordly, superior nir. And the atmo-
Sphere of Study D, in the Ancient House
of St. Frank’s, became glightly electric.

“Naturally, I make allowances for your
ghastly ignorance!” said Handforth de-
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let the

“We’ll
We’re here, having tea, and Pitt is down af

liberately. incident pass.
Moat Hollow, dlwmsed as a nurse,
you ever hear of a more ridiculous idea?
Did you ever come across such a dotty,
mad-brained scheme? A nurse, mark you!”
added Handforth with a snort.

Church shook his head.

“1 don’t see anything silly abeout it,” he

said.  ‘“ Reggie Pitt looked the part to the
life. If I hadn’t known him, I-I
Well, I shouldn’t have known him-—you

know what I mean!”
“Marvellous!” said McClure, grmnmOr

“Pon’t argue!” said Handfarth, with a
lordly wave of his hand. , _
“All right—anything to oblige,” agreed

Church peaLefullv “As a matter of fact,
that idea of Pitt’s—going down to Moat
Hollow dressed as a nurse—is mad. As you
say, it’s dotty and ridiculouse~——-7>

“That’s just where you’re wrong!” inter-
rupted Handforth. “It’s a. wonderful
scheme—a masterpiece of strategy!”

l‘}JhO’)

‘“But you just smd——-—- :

“Never mind what I just said!”
clared Handforth. “The idea’s good—it’s
the working out of it that I object to.
Instead of Pitt going, I ought to have
gone! Why shovid he take it on just
hecause he's Form captain? I’'m the oniy
amateur detective in the Fourth, so it
was up to me to do this investigation.”

Against this argument, Church and
McClure had nothing -to say. They felt that
it would be better to humour their cele-.
brated leader on the point. After all, it
was very cosy .in Study D, and tea wasn’t
half over yet. They .didn't welcome the
idea of a sudden upheaval. With ounly the
slightest provocation, in his present mood,
Handforth would rise to his feet, and the
subsequent  proceedings  would  closely
resemble the passage of a cyclone.

“lt’s no good complaining, old man,”
said McClure diplomatically. *“Even if the
other chaps fail_ to appreciate your
qualities, we know ’em. - Don’t we, Church?”

“We do!” said Church feelingly.

Handforth beamed. ,

“Now and again, you fellows reveal a
spark of common sense,” he remarked.
_‘ Gne of these days I may even hope for

Jittle brilliance. But -about this Moat
Hollow stunt. Let’s go over the facts.”

“But ‘we Know ’em-—-" began Church.

“ All good detectives repeat facts again
and afﬂun,” said Handferth firmly. “Tt7s
the only way they conduct cases. Now,
lemme see! Pitt has gone down to Moat
Hollow in the hope of getting a word with
Tommy Watson.”

“Poor old Temmy!” said McClure re-
flcctively. *“One of the best chaps in the
Fourth last term. And now he’s in that
rotten school of Grimesby Cleepe s! Kept.

out!

bid |

de- |

dike & prisoner—hottled up day in and day

I can’t help thinking
is a beast.”

Handforth laughed scornfully. .
“I've thought it from the very minute

that Creepe

'he opened his giddy school!” he said with

& sniff.  “And, what’s more,
Creepe isn’t everyt-hing he seems.”

‘““You mean he’s more than he seems?”
suggested Church. ,

“He’s a scamp!” declared Handforth., “If
he wasn't a scamp, why should he keep
his pupils bottled up behind high walls?
Why hasn’t Tommy Watson been up to see
us? Again and again I’ve suggested a raid
‘on \Ioat, Ho]]ow, but I’ve been ignored.
My voice is like a faint whisper wafting
tthll“‘h the wilderness!”

Lhurch grinned.

“If that's your idea of your own voice, I
wonder what you’d call a real shout?” he
asked blandly. ‘“As for making a raid on
Moat Hollow, I don’t see the sense of
it""‘""""',, .

“You don’t see what?”

“I—I mean, it’s a - topping
course!” said Church hastily.

“Of course it is!” went on Handforth,
“But Pitt’s always against sensible schemes.
Instead of going at a thing direct; he works
round corners and turns in cirgles! My
méthod is to drive straight at the root of
'the trouble in one tremendous thrust.” o

Church and McClire made no commenu.

Grimesby

idea, of

They were well acquainted with Handforth’s
“tremendous thrusts.”

In certain- circume
stances, his policy was the only one to be
adopted, but it could hardly be used for
any and every occasion, That was where
Handforth failed to reveal a sense of pro-
portion. So far as he went, circumstances
never altered cases., He had the same law
for e¢very problem.

CHAPTER II
'ALL READY FOR THE JAPE, BUT NO VICTIM.

6é ISGUSTING!” said
' D Chubby Heath dls-

., " consolately.
“Scandalous!” dee

clared Owen minor.
“Disgroaceful!” said Juicy
- Lemon, “with deep indignation.
Wl]ly Handforth nlunted as his faithful
henchmen uttered these remarks. He wasn'd
feeling exactly -cheerful on his own account.

He. peered across the dark Triangle, and
shivered slightly. -
» ““Jolly cold out here.,” he remarked.

“What's the time? After six, ain’t it? I
suppose we d bt,tter go in and have some

tﬁa »”
C e Good!”

zud Chubby Heath, moving off.
“Wait a minute—I haven’t given the
order yet!” said Willy tartly. ¢ There’s
just a chance that we can jape ‘somebody

\
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else. We've got everything ready for the
professor, but he’s a back number now.”

“Just our luck!” sighed Lemon.

The fags groaned in chorus. They were
standing near one of the leafless chestnuts
in the Triangle, and a more unhappy quar-
tette could scarcely have been imagined.
Even Willy was glum. e idly fingered
some lengths of cord which trailed down
from the tree branches overhead.

“The best jape .we've planned for
months!” he said bitterly. “And all for
nothing. All our preparation work is
wasted—cast to the winds! If this
enough to make a chap give up in despair,
what is?”

“Don’t talk it!” said Chubby
Heath, in pain.

** Remember how we spoofed the nrofessor
at dinner-time?” went on Willy Handforth
reminiscently. “He thought my wireless
Aet was wonderful, and fairly glo.xtud over
~ the giddy loud speaker.”

Chubby Heath gave a faint grin.

“He didn’t know that Owen minor was

hidden in the cupboard, speaking through
a giddy tube!” he remarked. I must say
vouw’'ve got some marvellous ideas, Willy,
old son. I¥s a sin that this jape should
be wasted!”
YA sin?” repeated W:lly bitterly. “It's
a criminal offence! Just think of the way
we Lkidded the old chap about astronomy.
He thought somebody was lecturing on the
stars over the radio—he swallowed our yarn
-whole! He firmly believed that a mar-
-vellous new star was due to appear in the
sky at half-past six.”

“And it’s ten past six now,”
Owen minor.

“Don’t rub it in!” snapped Willy. “I've
never known such a frost in all my giddy
life! Nothing could have been better for
the jape—a clear sky, no clouds, and
brilliant stars. The fates are with us, my
sons, but Professor Tucker isn’t, That's
just the tragedy.” .

Willy & Co. had seldom been so un-
hapm They had planned this jape for
days, and until an hour ago everything had
apparently gone smoothly. The idea was to
pull the leg of Professor Sylvester Tucker,
the short-sighted, absent-minded science
master. The professor literally went about
asking people to pull his legz. He was a
genial old fellow, and a general favourite.
His pet hobby was astronomy, and Willy
Handforth had struck the right note in this
particular jape.

- But fortune was apparently

ahout

groaned

against the

enterprise.
For news had come, some little time
earlier, that the chief actor in the scenc

would be unable to appear. In brief, the
unfortunate professor had inadvertentlv
walked into the moat at Moat Hollow. And
now he was in bed, in Mr. Creepe's schooi.
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in bed, but actually tended by
Dr. Brett, and watched over by a nurse.

The chances of the professoprturning up
seemed so remote that even Willy Hand-
forth gave up hope, and he was the most
fatalistic optimist in the entire Third.

“0Oh, well, it’s no good!” he said, shaking
himself. * -\ftcr all. what's the use of cry-
ing over spilt milk? The jape’s a fizzle,
and therc¢’s an end of it. Let’s clear away
the ropes and things, and buzz indoors for
tea. Better luck next time.”

“Wait a minute!” whispered Lemon.
“ JSomebody coming " |

The fags glanced round at the gateway,
and observed a figure 1oving across the
Triangle in their direction. It was, in
fact, Mr. Horace Pycraft, the unpopular
master of the Modern Fourth. ,

“Old Pieface!” muttered Willy with a
crunt. “What does he want? Why can’t
h~s use the proper path, instead of cutting
across here? We'd better make ourselves
scarce—he's a beast!”

All fags made a point of avoiding Mr.
Pyeraft on every occasion. The gentieman

Not only

Dhad an unppleasant habit of stopping Third-

Formers and criticising their attire. Nob
infrequantly, he inflicted lines, or reported
fags to their Form-master.

Mr. Pyeraft had an eagle eye for a rent,
a missing button, or a crumpled -collar.
In his opinion, fags ought to have gone
about scrupulously tidy and neat. Mr.
Pycraft made no allowances for leapfrog
accidents, foothall disasters, and similar
winor catastrophes,

Therefore, Willy & Co. dispersed until the
enemy should have passed into the Modern
House. But Mr. Pycraft didn't pass into
the BModern House. He didn't even pass the
chestnut-tree. Something coiled about his
legs, and he uttered a startled exclamation,
And the next moment, bhefore he could save

himself, he tripped headlong to the ground.
Mr. Pycraft's mortar-hoard went flying in

one direction, a couple of books in another,

and his gowr enveloped him like a cloud.
He hit the ground with considerable
viclence,

“Good!”’ murmured Willy approvingly.

“In faet, joily good! Mr. Pycraft has
come alongz tc cheer us up. I didn’t know
he was such a sport. But listen—what do
we hear? What strange words are these?’’

Mr. Pyerait was attempting to pick him-
self up. His language was incoherent, for
he was so startled and angry that lucid
words failed to come. Willy, in the gloom,
siched with relief.

“It's all' right; he's only talking Hindu-
stani, or something,”” he whispered. “1
was afraid your delicate young ears would
he offended by noisome expressions; but
yvou're spared. It seems that Mr. Pycraft
is getting into a hit of a tangle!”

The master of the Modern Fourth was,
in fact, hopelessly mixed up with a collec-

V
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tion of cords which had maliciously wound,

themselves round his legs. The more he
tried to escape the more confused they
became.

willy & Co.

telt that they were slightly
compensated. o

~,

CHAPTER IIL
AN UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL.

R. PYCRAFT tripped
M over for the third
time in succession. .

' “ Good heavens!”’
he panted desperately.
“Somebody shall suffer for

4 this! It is a trick—a deliber-
dte attempt to insult me! Help! Help! :
demand assistance——"’

“eQhall we go?’ breathed Chubby Heath.
*“Not on your life!”’ whispered Willy., “If
we do he’ll drop on us like a ton of bricks.
We’ll leave him to his fate.
e doesn’t tear those giddy cords down!’”’

- The fags had spent a long time fixing
up the arranﬂement for the jape om Pro-.

fessor Tucker. Everything, in fact, was in
readiness
to leave some lengths of left-over cord lying
about loose under the tree.

At last Mr. Pycraft freed himself.

i A trick—a deliberate trick!” he repeated:

harshly “I shall make it my business to
inquire fully into this disgraceful. affair.
I: am only thankful that there were no
witnesses!’®

He started, for it seemed- to hun that a

ehmus of gleeful chuckles wafted through
the evening air. Mr. Pycraft’s suspicions
were doubly increased. He peered round
hn.] mqmbmvely

**Who is there?’’ he demanded sharply:

~.But nobody answered; no sounds came
t0 his- ears save the rustle of the breeze
cverhead and the sounds of noisy talk
from the junior quarters of the Modern
Heusc

~.** Make- ne ‘mistakef* barked Mr. Pycraft.
“I am_ aware of your proximity, you
impudent young rascals! And I shall ascer-
tain yoar identity, and see that pumshment
falls upen you!”’ =
‘He paused; listening,
no sound,

“ Qutrageolis!’ he declired savagely.

“but at-ﬂl there was

With o swish of his gown he strode to-‘i
indig-

wards the Modern House, stamped
nantly: ‘'up the steps, and vanished within.
Wllly_d, Co. emerged from their retreat
grinning.” They felt rathel better.

“Not .bad; but it mmht have developed-.

more : cntertmmnﬂly'” .murmured Willy.
“The old owl only tmpped over three times.
Just when we were beginning to enjoy it,
too. Sheer. selfishness!””

“Hadu't we batter get indoors?”’ suggeeted
Chubhby.

‘Let’s hope

It had been sheer _carelessness,; life

\

“Pycraft may come out with a] “Confound the fountain!
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you know. He’s
We might as

lantern, - or something,
capable of any frightfulness.
“well be on the safe side.”’

“And it’s no good staying
anyhow,”’ added Juicy.

Handforth minor nodded. ,

“All right; just as you like,”’ he agreed.
“I'm fed-up! I've been fed-up on other
occasions, but this time—-’

He pausecdl, for at that moment another
figure had appeared in the gateway. It
was walking briskly, with short, tfoddling
footsteps. And Willy caught hlS bxeath
in ,with a gasp. His ﬂloomy utterance

trailed away.

“Is it?’ he breathed. “Can
possible? Look, you chaps—gaze!
ghost, or—"7 .

““The professor!’’ whlspered Chubby Heath
incredulously.

“ The fates have heard our lamentations—
and the. professor has been sent to wus!’’.
exclaimed Willy, recovering himself with
rapidity. “It’s old Tucker-—sure as a gun"’

“But it ean't be!’’ protested Owen minor.

“He fell intc the moat—-"’

~ #T don’t care if he fell into the Red Sea!”
mterrupted Willy. “He’s here—as large as
: and pretty excited, by the look - of
hini.,"* My only hat! Hes lookmcr for that
star- already!” -

Professor bylvester Tucker, having reached
the centre of the Triangle, paused and gazed-
upwards. He was obvmusly excited, and he
took absolutely no notice when the fags’
surrounded him. They were all gleeful.
Their great jape was still in the programme.

out here,

it be
Is it :1."

“ Good-evening, professor,’’ - said Willy
brightly. = :

“Don’t bothor me!’’ said Professor.
Tucker. “Go away' I won’t be pestered
and hindered—-

“Not at all, sir; we’ve come to help }ou.

to "look for that star"’ interrupted Willy.i
“You remember, sir? We heard some chap,
on the loud-speaker saying the star wouldl
appear at six-thirty.”’

“Yes, }es—e\aetly"’ said the professor.:
“Y am in a fever of anxiety—a perfect”
tumult. My glasses—my spectacles, I have
Iost them, and I can see nothing of the
sky.  But wait—wait! I have - other
spectacles! Go indoors, young -man, and

fetch me some!”
The professor peered at the fountain
closely, evidently expecting the fountain to
reply. It didn’t. It remained quite passive.
“PDo you hear me, boy?’’ snapped the
scxentlst
© “Just a. little mistake, sir; the fountain’s
got very bad .mannpers and ignores every-
hody,”‘: saiqd Wlll ,. tugging at the pro-
fessor’s s]ee\e <Y called it all sorts of.
names this ' morning, and it didn’t even
apswer back.”’ : | .
“The fountain?’’ snorted the professor.
Eh? Dear nie!



Have I beex in 2rror? A lamentable state
of affairs. If orly I had my ,glasses-—”

“It's all right, sir—don’t worry,”” inter-
rupted Willy. “It's only a quarter-past six.
The star isn’t due for another fifteen
minutes. Plenty of time. It'll show itself
prompt on the minute!”

Professor Tucker breathed a swh of rehef

“ Splendid—wonderful!*’ he declared.

“Then I am in time? I had feared the
worst, I had certainly feared the worst.
I shall even have time to prepare my

instruments for minute observation.”
" He 'was completely changed. His an\iety
left him, and he became cheerful, lig ht

aristoeratic brow was much ~wrinkled. The
st.choolbox baronet was having a pretty bad
ime

One objeci occupied his thou"hts to the
exclusion of all others.

Tommy Watson, his bhesom chum had not
heen near him for two or three weeks. And
Montie shared the growing general convic-
tion that Tommy was being forcibly detained
at Moat Hollow. Montie knew that Reggie
Pitt had gone¢ down to Mr. Creepe’s school
on a I’atlu] desperate investigation, and
he was like'a cat on hot bricks.

Several times Montie had decided to go
down to Moat Hollow and hover about

J—
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Wwilly & Co. stood round
in an admlrmo circle. Professor Sylvester
Tucker, attired in one of Mr. Creepe’s tweed
guits, was well worth looking at.

CHAPTER 1V,

hearted and Yay.

STARTLI\*G NEWS
IR ‘\IONTIE TRE-]
GELLIS-WEST was
S unusually worried.
He hovered about in
the Ancient House Ilobby,
pacing this way and that,

. and incapable of keeping still
for mcere than a few seconds at once. His

But he had recalised
He could not

outside the high wall.
the futility of this procedure.
do bedter than wait.

There was a footstep on the staircase, and
he turned, slightly irritated. In his present
humour he wanted to be alone.” The genial,
urbane Sir Montie was hardly himself.

“What-ho!’’ observed the newcomer.
“Greetings, laddie! Isn't it somewhat
dashed chilly, pacing the old lobby in this
fash? I mean to say, the good old study
and the priceless fire seems to be what the
doctor orders. So how abeut trickling?’

Sir Montie frowned.

“Pray don’t trouble, dear boy,’”’ he said
shortly. “I'd rather be here.”
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“(Oh, well, just as you like, of course,”
remarked Archie Glenthorne, with a yawn.
“1 wouldn’t dream of pressing you, old
teacup. I may be wrong,

you, what?”’

" Tregellis-West adjusted his pince-nez and’

gave “Archie a cold glance.
“Yes,””> he aﬂreed
upset !’
He and Xrehle were .study-mates—not per-
manently, but as a témporary medgsure.
Until to-day they had got on famously. But

Montie was now very irritable. He con-
sidered that Archie was displaying an
almost criminal lethargy in this present
crisis,

“Upset?”’ repeftted Archie,  staring.
“Good gad! You don’t mean to say so,
old darljngi- How absolutely mouldy'

Kindly allow me to rally round with all
sorts -of sympathy. In other words, Montie,
old cheese, pour the floodgates of trouble

upon: me.?
Trecrelhs-West half-turned away. ..
“Oh it’s no good, Archie—you don’t.

; understand"’ he crmwled “You know as

well as I do that Tommy is havin’ a frlcrht— i

ful time at Moat Hollow! An’ now you ask
me these questions.
go’ “off an’ have some sleept”

‘Archie Glenthorne looked palned

“Oh, I say!’ he murmured. “I mean,
dash - it.- Somewhat harsh words,
I'm not so dashed sure it doesn’t am_ount to

abuse.. The fact is, you're v»orrled

He broke off as some qu1ck footsteps
sounded on the steps outside. : The next
moment -the door was flung open, and a
nursemaid appeared. She was qulte attrac-
~ tive, and had obviously been running. Her
cheeks. were flushed, and her hair disordered.
Both the juniors regarded her mth uncon-
cealed astonishment.

‘“Oddslife!’’ said Archie,

eyeglass. .
“Reggie!”’ said Sir Montie, rushing for-
word. “We—we didn't expect you back

until to-morrow——-’

“Something’s happened}’’ interrupted the
nurse brisklv. “We can’t talk here—come
along to Study E. It’s important!”

Su Montie was all agog with excitement.
He was anxious, too “for Reggie’s un-
expected return. boded ill. Without doubt

his escapade at Moat Hollow had mlscarrled :

in some way.
They hurried oﬁ' to Study E,
Archie- gaping. - The genial ass

leaving
of the

Fourth had his limitations, and this speed

took him off his guard. He suddenly awoke
’bo the fact tlnt he::was alone.
s Good gad!’’> he breathed.
to - * see* 1into '-this - dashed
Ahso]ute]y‘”

"He moved into the passarre at a great

busihese'

pace. In fact, for him it really amdunted |
He found Pitt ahd -

t6 a reckless dash,

but it seems to
me that certajn foul worvies are bothering

“I am frightfully

‘I think. you’d better.'

laddie:
and nobody eould e\plam

feej:ng for his

[ declared Handforth.
~If I had gone down to investigate,
. of leaving it

“I shall have [ asked Jack Grey.

- wait  until

Tregellis-West at the door of Study D talk
ing to Handforth & Co. _ :
“*What, back already?’”’ Handforth was
saying. “There you are! I knew you’e

make a mess of the whole business—-"’

“Hold on, Handy!’’ interrupted Church.
“Give him a chance!”’

“Professor Tucker was the one who made
a mess of it!” said Pitt grimly. “1 felt
that ‘I could sit down and weep. Of all the
obstinate, self-willed, fatheaded eld lunatics
he’s the werst! And yet, at the same time,
I can't help grinning——and I can’s help
liking him!-’ |
«But what’s happened ?? asked Trevehle}'
West urgently.

‘“ Collect the chaps together, and Ill te]]
you!”  replied Pitt. "‘(xet the gang into
Study E,- and I'll be down in five minutes.

He hurued off upstairs .to change. For
now he was back in the school, and it was
urgently necessary for him to . resume his
own identity. One of the masters might
have asked awkward questions if he had
spotted Pitt in his feminine get-up. :

It was a good move on Reggie’s part, too.
He didn’t. want to .tell. his story' two or
three times—as he would be. compelled to
to if some of the *‘gang” Wwere missing.
There had been a regular committee de-
bating -on -this Moat Hollow questlon, and
they were all roped in.  :

Study E was packed, and- the celebrated
apartment buzzed with conversation, Every-
body wanted to know what had happened,
But one thmﬂ
was certain. -

Reggie tht’
]ap~ed _

great mvestwat;on had col-

CHAPTER V.
WHAT HAPPENED AT MOAT HOLLOW,

ANDFORTH shrugg ed
?”H"“l" “‘“l | his ' shoulders.
i “Mind you, I'm -

“”:I'n not saying a word!?"
he exclaimed carelessly. “I’m
not even grumbling. But
what did I tell you all along?
Dxdn’t I say from the very start that this
Moat Hollow business ought to have been
left in my hands?”’
~ ““You did!” said Cecil Valerie, nodding.

“And didn’t 1 say that Pitt would make'
a mess of it?” . _
- ““Well, yes, in a way———— »

“Rata I said it plainly and boldly!”
“And I say it again!
instead
in Pitt’s hands, everythmg
would hawe passed off smoothly—-"" .

“Is this what yeu call saying nothing?”’
I3 this refraining from
It wouldn’t be a bad idéa to
Reggie comes, and explains

|

------------

grumbling ?

things!”?
‘““ Hear, hear!”
“Dry up, Handy!”’



““0Oh, all right!” roared Handforth.
know youw’re all against me—I know you’re
all prejudiced! Do you think I care? I'm
used to this jealousy and favouritism!’ he
added bitterly.

The juniors grinned. They could always
rely upon Edward Oswald. trotting out the
sarme arguments and grievances. He was a
‘good chap, and in many ways he was a
contradiction. One never knew what he
would do next, and yet he was as unchang-
ing as the stars.

*
+
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“What about old Tommy?” demanded
Tregellis-West.

¢ Absolufely !>  said Archie. ¢“ Kindly

spout out the old varn, laddie.”

“Well, it won't take long-—although quite
a number of tliings have happeued during
the last hour,” said Pitt. “You know 1
went down to Moat Hollow with Dr. Brett's
permissicn? Welil, old Brett was a brick—he
introduced me as the nurse, and left me by
Professor Tucker’s bedside, with instructions
| to stay therc until to-morrow.”

There, overhead, in the clear sky,

gleamed a truly magnificent star.

The door opened, and Reginald Pitt strode
in.. He was himself again now-——dressed in
‘Etons, and with all signs of his disguise re- |
moved. The Form skipper was looking un-]
usually anxious.

““ All here?” he asked briskly., “Good!
Sit tight and listen!” -

““* Handy says You've made
failure——"" began Jack Grey.

““Never mind what Handy says,” inter-
rupted Pitt. “He always judges by appear-
ances, and never waits for facts. My in-
vestigation has been successful in one way,

a ghastly

“And why
forth, . | |
¢ Beeause Professor Tucker bolted!”
‘““ He bolted?”

“Well, it practically amounted to that!”
growled Pitt. “ But we're getting on too
fast. I found the professor in bed, and
there wasn't much wrong with him. They'd
taken prompt measures, and rolled him
blankets, and the old boy didn’t even have
a temperature. 1 believe the doctor left
him there more for my sake than anything
else, because he knew I wanted to prowl

didn't you?” demanded Hand

and a failure in another.”

[ about during the night. But I hadn’t been
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there more than ten minutes before I heard,
a terrific scream.,?’

““ My hat!”’ said Jack Grey. *“ A scream?”

“I knew it!” said Handforth excitedly.
“Y told you that old Creepe tortured his
vietims—-"

““ Hold on—don’t anticipate!” interrupted

Pitt. *“As a matter of fact, it was Tommy
who w ; I _

“ Tommy !” muttered Tregellis - West
huskily. ¢ Begad!”

“ Why the dlcl-.ens won't you wait?” asked

Reggie tartly. <1 dashed out of the sick-
“1mom and buzzed downstairs. The boys
were all passing through the hall, it seems—
on their way to tea, probably And Tonliny
Watson was on the floor, writhing about,
and shrieking.” ‘

‘““Good gad!” said Archie,

i thought he was in a fit, and so did old
Lreepe,” went on Pitt. “But he wasn’t—it

was only a ruse. He did it on purpose to
 attract _my attention and to get a word with
‘me on the quiet.”

Montie’s anxiety fled.

“I say, that was frightfully cute of the
3ld boy!” he observed.:

. “Yes, up to a point,” aareed Pitt. ““Un-
Jortunately, Tommy gave himself away——"
¢ QOh, my goodness'”

‘“ He wanted me to bring a message to St.
Frank’s—thinking, of course, that I was a
nursemajd,” said Pitt. < His message was
only brief—he wants to be rescued from
- Moat Hollow. He's a prisoner there, and
old Grimesby Creepe is a tyrant and a
slavedriver!”

“Great Scott!?”

«“Just what we Q'nd'”

“The old heast!”

“ Poor old Tommy !

Study E fairly buzzed with excited com-
ment, and all the ¥ourth-Formers looked
flushed and eager. They had always enter-
tained grim suspicions about Mr. Grimesby
Creepe and Moat Hollow. Here, for the first
time, their worst fears were being confirmed
by an actual eye-witness! Tommy Watson,
late of the St. Frank’s Fourth, was virtually
a prisoner! .

“Perhaps it was my fault that things.
went wrong,” said Pitt thoughtfully. “I1
told Tommy who I was, and he was so sur-
prised that he forgot himself. And Mr.
Creepe, who's got eves like gimlets, spotted
the fake. But he didn’t say anytbma at
the time.””

““ What did he ﬂo‘f"’ asked Montie eacerly.

“Watson pretended to recover, and I was
sent upstairs to my patient,”’ replied Pitt.
““But I guessed there was something in the
wind, because Creepe took Tommy off to his

own study.”
“And what then?”
“I— Well, 1 don’'t mind admitting

that I listened at the door,” said Reggie.
‘“Tt was spving., of course—but that’s what
T went to Mcat Hollow for. I was justified.
|I tmﬂy call it really spying when a fellow
istens

- whole trut-h, I meant

at doors out of sheer curiositv. or't

T was listene.

“What

with some malicious motive.
ing in order to help Tommy.”

“0Of course!” said Jaeck Grey.
did you hear?”

“I heard enough!”’ replied Pitt grimly.
“Creepe was mlllnﬂr on at Tommy—he
guessed the whole truth. And he was com-
manding Watson to reveal what he had
‘whispered to me. Watson refused, and
Creepe plainly woid himn that ungess he
loosened his tongue by seven o'clock he'd
be tortured!”

———

CHAPTER VI.
HANDFORTH MEANS BUSINESS.

Py $¢ ORTURED!”  echoed-
7~ Tregellis - West,
N aghast.
o “By seven
o’clock!” ejaculated Hand-
forth. “ Why, it’s—it’s nearly

#8 half-past six already!”
"(xOOd gad!” said Archie, dropping his
monocle. ‘ Tortured -at seven o’clock! 1
say, that seems to be a dashed foul sort of
business! I mean to say, the old tissues
absolutely wilt at the thought!”?

‘“ But look here!?” burst out Jack, ¢ This
is terrible! You just said that Creepe
guessed the whole truth, Reggie. Do you
mean that he spotted your disguise?”

‘““ No,” replied Pitt. “ When I said the
about the fake fit.
Creepe thought I was a nursemaid—and
thought so all the time. Even when he
dismissed me he had no inkling.”

“Yes, but why did he dismiss you?” asked
De Valerie.

Reggie made a wry face.

“That was the professor’s fault,” he re-
plied. *“1If he hadn’t suddenly got a bee
in his bonnet, I should be at Moat Hollow
still. In fact, I'd made up my mind to be
on hand so that I could rescue Tommy at
the crucial moment. Then the professor
spoils the whole bag of tricks!”

Handforth snorted.

¢ What’s the idea of bringing in the pro-
fessor as an excuse?’”” he demanded. *‘Yon
weren’t dependent upon him for anything, I

suppose ?*?
“If yon suppose that, you suppose
wrong,” replied Pitt promptly. “As long

as the professor remained in Moat Hollow
I was safe—I had to stay there to nurse
him. But the old boy scooted!”

““ Scooted !”? ejaculated Church.

““Scooted!” insisted Pitt. ¢ Just that, and
nothing more. 1 went back to his room,
expecting to find him asleep, and there he
was wide awake. He asked me the time,
and I told him, and then he suddenly went
off the deep end He’s remembered that a
new star is going to be visible to-night.
You know he’s dotty on astronomy !

““My only hat!”?

‘““He insisted wpon getting up, and when
I argued he started shouting at the fop of
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his voice,” said Reggie, grinning at the
recolleetion. “I can’t help smiling—the

old bounder was too funny for words! Think
of it! There he was, recovering from his
ducking, and just because he’d remembered
some problematical star, he dressed himself
and buzzed off !

“You ought to have kept him in bed!”
said Handforth judicially.

“Wild horses wouldn’t have kept him in
bed!” growled Pitt. ¢ Besides, old Creepe
came, and he was as pleased as a dog with
two tails, He was naturally glad to get
rid of the professor, particularly as it meant
getting rid of me, too. He even lent the
professor a suit of clothes. I was turned
out into the cold, cold night.”

Tregellis-West looked thoughtful.
~ ¢““Under the circs, dear old boy, I think
vou've done wonders,” he declared. I do,
really! A trained detective couldn’t have
done more, begad! At least, we do know
for certain that Tommy is bein’ Lkept a
prisoner, an’ we know that he’s goin’ to be
tortured at seven o’clock.” ’

“Tortured?” repeated Archie slowly.
¢ Dear old chappies, I feel absolutely fright-
ful at the very thought! I mean to say,
there’s only one thing to be done. Forty
of the best are urgently requiréd!”

* And Archie lounged out, and made for his
own study.

““Lazy slacker!” growled Handforth.
““Fat lot he cares!”

“0Oh, leave him alone,” said Reggie.
¢ Archie was built for comfort, not for
speed! In a business of this kind he’s as
much use as a tailor’s dummy! Let him
sleep! I’'m afraid we’re pretty helpless,

too,”” he added reflectively. “ We can't do
anything to help Tommy, anvhow.”
- Tregellis-West looked startled.

“Can’t do anythin’ to help?’”” he repeated
quickly. ¢ But we must, Reggie boy—we
must, really! We can’t let Tommy——7"’

“It’s no good getting excited,” inter-
rupted Pitt steadily. ¢ There’s hardly any
time, and it’s impossible to force our way
into Moat Hollow.”

¢“Rats?? growled Handforth.
get in by storm!”’

““Yes, we could do that, but it would only
mean a brief delay in Tommy’s torturing,’”
said Pitt. “And we should show our hand
and let Creepe know everything. I'm sorry
for Watson, but Creepe can’t kill him. We
shall have to think of some fresh scheme,
and put it into operation as soon as pos
sible. It’s no good getting into a paniz,
and it’s worse than useless to apply diastic
measures.”’

Handforth frowned.

“ All right—blow you!” he growled. “TI’ve
made up my mind, and I'm going to act on
my own account! I mean business.”

Pitt looked serious. '

““For goodness’ sake, be sensible, Handy,”
he said urgently. < I’ve already told you
how fatal it will he to show our hand. We

“We could

.
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can't do it—we mustn’t! It’ll only make
things ten times as bad for Tommy!”
“I'm unot =0 sure of that,” said Hand-
forth obstinately. *Still, have your own
way—but don’t blame me afterwards! I'm

fed up with the whole business—under-
stand? I give my advice, and it’s ignored!”
he said bitterly. “I wash my hands of

you!”

And Edward Oswald marched out, duti-
fully followed by Church and MecClure.
There waz a brief silence after they had
gone,

“He’ll get over it,” said Pitt slowly. *I
feel just the same as he does—I wani to
dash down to Moat Hollow, and raid the
place, and rescue Tommy Watson.”

“Then why don't you?" asked Montie des-
perately.

“ Because it would bhe foolhardy,” replied
the Form captain. “Impulse tells me to
act like that—but prudence holds me back.
And don’t forget that we neced tact and
discretion more than we ever needed it
hefore.”

And the other fellows, including Tregellis-
West, realised that Pitt’s cool, well-
considered judgmeént was right.

In the meantime, Handforth & Co. had
reached the Iobby. Church and McClure
were fully prepared to deal gently with

their disappointed leader. But, as wusual,
he sprang a surprize on them. He faced
them grimly.

“Well, I've fooled Pitt and the others!”
he declared. “They think I'm resigned.
But I’'m not! We’re going down to Moat
Hollow—and we'll rescue Tommy Watson off
our own bat!”

Church and McClure were staggered.

“But look  here!” began  Church
frantically.

“Not a word!” commanded Handforth
curtly. “T’ve made up my mind—I'm

determined! We're going out on the trail—
and we're going now!”

CHAPTER VIL
TWIITLLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR{

SYLVESTER
TTCKER was
on -the alert.

It was on the stroke of
six-thirty, and the Triangle
was empty, save for Willy &
Co. and the professor. The air was frosty,
and the stars were gleaming with a hard;
metallic brillianee in the purple sky.

¢« Splendid—splendid!” declared " the pro-
fessof, as he busied himself with a tripod.
“The conditions could not be more favour-
able! I only trust that this remarkable
star will show itself.” ‘

“Bound to, sir,” said Willy Handforth.
“That chap on the loud speaker wouldn’t

| tell fibs!”
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“Not likely!” grinned Owen minor.

Considering that the appearance or non-
appearance of the star depended upon
Willy, Owen minor’s confidence was easy
to understand. The fags little realised
what this jape really involved. But for
their harmless foolery, Professor Tucker
would have still reposed peacefully in bed
at Moat Hollow—and Tommy Watson would
have had Reggie Pilt on hand to help him
in his extremity. It is upon such trifles
that great issues revolve.

The professor had obtained a reserve pair
of spectacles, and he was himself again,
Upon the tripod a huge telescope was fixed,
and the science master was in a great state
of excitement. Willy & Co. were almost
§t?rtled at the success of their practical
joke. R -

“As far as I can understand, sir, this
star’s going to be a whacking big one!”
said Willy, “It'll probably appear all at
once—"

¢ Fiddlesticks!” interrupted the plofessor
“Go away! What are you doing here? If
- it comes to that, who are you?”

“I’m Handforth minor, sir.”.

“Indeed!” said the professor.
know you, my boy—I've never
you! Don’t bother me now!”

Willy grinned.

“Just as you like, sir,” he rep]zed “ All
right, Chubb ——you’d better switch on!”

- “Fathead! He’ll hear you!” hissed
Chubby Heath. '
. “He wouldn’tt hear me if my voice was

‘like a thunderclap!” grinned Willy. “I

eould call him all sorts of names, and he
wouldn’t take any notice! Go on, you ass—

switch on' When we provide stars, we
provide ‘em ploper]v'”

Willy was speaking quite openly, and with
perfect safety. Professor Tucker was near
by, and he heard every word—but not a
single syllable of Willy’s remarks sank into
his  mighty brain, The absent-minded
science master was wholly engrossed in his

- own preparations,, :

Chubby Heath hurried to  one of ihe
chestnut-trees, and felt upwards until his
fingers came in contact with a loose wire.

There were, in fact, two loose wires, and

3‘I don’t
heard of

Chubby twisted the two ends together.
The contact was made a2nd the eircuit com-
pleted.

“There it is!” exclaimed Willy tensely.

What, -a star! Look, sir!

“My goodness!. -
It’s brighter

It's bigger than Jupiter!
than Mars!”

Professor Tucker started, and gazed up-
wards.

“Good - heavens!” he ejaculated hoarsely.

There, overhead, in the clear sky, gleamed
a truly niagnificent star. It was far more
wonderful than anything the professor had

dreamed of—a great, dazzling star of
stupendous brilliance. Pompaled with all
the other celestial hodies, it was like a

miniature sun.’

e -
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“This—this  is stupefying!”  panted
Professor Tucker, his voice quwermw with
excitement. “There is no star in the
whole hemisphere like this one! Where
has it come from? ‘Where has it
developed ?”’

“I bought it at old Sharpe’s,
Willy calmly.

The professor didn’t even hear him.

“My telescope!” exclaimed the science
master. ‘ Good gracious! I must make
chservations at once! The whole astrono-
mical world will be aflame with this extra-
crdinary. discovery !” '

“Look, sir—it’s moving!”
Lemon excxtedly. :

i \[ovn.g?” repeated the professor. * Non-
sense! Don’t bother me—why, what in the
name of—— This—this is too amazing ;or
words !”

He was fairly pantmfr
For the brilliant new star was actually
moving across the sky! Certainly,
Professor Tucker knew of no other star in
all the constellations of the heavens that

sir,” said

shouted Juicy

and small wonder.

could jerk 'its way across the zenith as
this one was doing!
- The star, indeed, was behaving in a most

unstarlike manner. On2 could understand
a comet making a dash across the milky
way—one could appreciate the eccentricities
of a meteor making a flying leap for the
horizon. But one could hardly forrrne any
self-respecting star for progressing * across
the sky in a series of positive hops. :

Yet this star was certainly doing 50.
And Professor Sylvester Tucker was so.
amazed that he forgot all about his tele-
scope, and nearly jerked his spectacles off
nis nose,

“This must be the heginning of tie end!”
breathed the proiessor tensely “A planet
must have broken loose from its orbit, and
is coming nearer and nearer to the earth !
My telescope' Where is my telescope?”

He gazed round grimly; falhnrr to ohserve
the tripod behind him.

“ Somebody has stolen my telescope!” he
shouted desperately.

Then he paused with a gulp. Tor the
ctaz, in a most obhgmﬂ manner, was returh-
ing across the sky in its own track, and
was now gliding along in a lemure]y
fashion.

Willy Handforth -& Co. were aching with
S‘d'OpI'E"-*«Pd mirth. : . :

CHAPTER VIII.
HANDFORTH GETS AN IDFEA.

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH strode
out of the Ancient
House with a deter

nmined step.
“It’s no good — don't
argue!” he said curtly.

going straight down to Moat
It’s half-past six already-—and

“WWe're
Hollow !



there’s no time to lose!

By George! We’ll
show the Fourth what we can do!”
- Church groaned, and McClure nearly
sobbed.
“TFor goodness’ sake. be reasonable,
Handy!” gasped Church, “We can't do
everything alone—we shall only get our-

selves into trouble!”
“It’ll mean a flogging all Iound'” said
McClure tensely.
Handforth waved Lis hand imperiously.

“Rot!” he snapped. * Another word
from you, my lads, and I'll biff you! Am
I leader, or am I not?”

He suddenly paused, and turned abruptly.

“Look here, you insubordinate rotters!” .
about enought-

he snorted. “I've had
Who’s in command of this 1mestxgat10n‘?”
“Why, you are—" Dbegan Church.
. “Then. let me hear no more of this
piffie!” snapped Handforth. “I'm fed up
with it! And remember—one word of objec-
tion, and I'll biff you over! Don’t say I
baven’t warned you!”
‘Church’s exasperation overcame him.

‘“You obstinate, pig-headed mule!” he
roared, “You get a potiy idea, and cling
to it like a dv:nﬂr man clings to a straw!
You ought to be locked up—you ought to
be shoved in a padded cell' You're not fit
to roam about loose-—-you're dangerous!” .

| Ii”[andforth drew his breath in with a
gu 7

“th wou—you——"’ he- began.

o Steadv on!” panted Church. ¢ Hit me,

and we'll both desert you on the spot!
Back me up, Clurey!”

“Rather!” said McClure  promptly.
“We'll walk off and leave you, Handy!
And then where will you be? I suppose

you'll raid Moat Hollow
wish you luck!"™

Handforth eripped himself with difficulty.

“All right!” he said thickly. “All right!
So this is the way you treat me! And
we three are supposed to be pals! Clear
off! 1 dor’t want you! 7You can jolly well
g0 to the dickens!”

He stalked off in a huff, and Church and
McClure glanced at one another in dismay.
Now that Handforth had taken them at
their word, they didn't want to desert him.
Church and McClure were very human.
They suddenly felt a keen desire to accom-
pany their leader.

“We'd better go, 1
Church. “Oh, the ass!”

.“He means well-I'll always
that credit!” said McClure sadly.

¥n the meantime, Handiorth stamped
across the Triangle, and blundered full-tilt
into Professor Tucker’s telescope.
telescope went one way, the tripod another,
and Handforth nearly ended by sending
the unfortunate professor backwards into
the fountain. It was only Willy’s presence
- of mind that averted the catastrophe.
“Good heavens!” gasped the professor,

single-handed? I

suppose,” growled

give him

y A8

The

he was

what is
‘““ Sorry, sir!” panted Handforth,

“I didn’t see vou in the dark!

jerked
this? How

into safety. “ What—
dare you come—-—"
startled.
Anything
the matter? What’s all this rubbish lying
about?” '
“ Rubbish?” roared the professor.
you realise, bhoy, that you have
my telescope?” .
Church and
aided by
tripod and
Fortunately,
harm.
The chums of Study
aside after this, since it was apparently
dangerous to disturb Professor Tucker.
The(rll they noticed the dazzling star over-
hea

“What the dickens is that?” asked Hand-
forth blankly. “Who’s fixed that light up
there? What’s the silly idea?”

¢ Shut up, you chump!” hissed his minor.
“We're playing a jape on the professor-—he
thinks he’s discovered a new star.” )
“Star!” repeated Handforth, staring.
“Do you mean to tell me that the pro-
fessor mistakes that giddy tning for a star?

& DO
wrecked

McClure hurried up, and,
Handforth, they picked up the
fixed the telescope up again.
it had come 10 no serious

D moved hastily

Why, anybody can see it’s an electric
light ! ‘ ‘ |
Willy grinned.
“The  professor’s  short-sighted,” he

replied calmly. *“Even thh his glasses. he
can’t see properly—and we’ve spoofed him
beautifully. When he looks through the
teleqmpe he'll spot the trick—but up to
now we've prevented h1m Not a bad
wheeze, eh?”

Handforth looked at his minor with stern
disapproval.

“One of these days, my lad, you'll com~
to a bad end!” he said savagely. “You'll
come to a sticky finish. Haven’t vou got
any respect for your elders?”

“Come off it?’ said Willy calmly.  “If
you were a sportsman, you’d join in the
laugh. Imagine it. We got Professor
Tucker out of s giddy bed at WIoat Hollow
to come and squint at this star.

“What!” said Handforth faintly.

“It’s only an. electric-torch, too—hang-
ing up there bulb downwards!” grinned his
minor. “We fixed it up with stlmrrs, on
pulleys, and there’s a wire leading down
so that we can switch it off.,”

41 1‘.'011_}.011*____” .

“In a minute or two we’re going to yank
the giddy thing down while the professor’s
back’s turned, and when he looks up again
the star will have: vanished!” chuckled
Willv. < Then he’ll write an article for the
¢ Astronomer’s Friend,” and tell the whole
graphic story. There’ll be a sensation for
weeks.” '

- ¢ Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled the other fags.

“You—you young bounders!” said Hand-
forth thickly. “So it was you and this
rotten jape that made Professor Tucker



get up? Do you realise that you've brouﬂht1 rubbed his hands before the blaze, and then

3

tortme upon—-—
« Shush, old man?!” whispered Church.:

“Don’t give it away!”

]Iandforth started, He was Teminded just:

in time. The truth about Moat Hollow was
a secret, known only to a select few in the
Fourth., Placed in the possession of the
fags, it would be a secret for about four
minutes, and after that the whole school
would know about it. .

Edward Oswald Handforth grunted and

moved away. And as he did so he gave,

a kind of jump. That imitation star had
given  him a sudden idea. He had been
thinking of rockets, and from rockets he
went to Roman candles, and from Roman
candles to maroons.

He came to a sudden halt, quiverin_g.

S “@Got it!” he murmured tensely. *“ Quick,
you chaps!’® - .
"¢« What’'s wrong—hurt yourself?” asked
Church. “You sou‘ld in pain!” ‘

“Fathead! I've ]mt got an idea!” said
. Handforth.

-~ “Qh, well, of course—then x—-ou were in
pain,” said Chureh

““Fireworks!” breathed Handferth failing
{0 notice the insult. *“Cannon crachers

WIaroons"’ ’

" «“This is the result of too much worry.
said MecClure.  “He’s dottv"’

“(0ld Sharpe’s got lots of ’em left—I saw
a box on one of his shelves only last week,”
went on Handforth. * Don t you understand
you chumps? All we’ve got to do is £0
buy a lot of maroons, licht the fuses, and
chuck ‘em over the wall at Moat Hollow.”
- “Do what??’ asked Church and McChue,
sbannw

“‘While old Creepe is mvestlrrat-mg the
e‘cplosmns, we’ll drop over the wall in
another spot, and get into .the house.” said
Handforth trlumphantlv “How’s that for

-an_idea?”

"~ Church and McClure were too overcome to
give any lucid reply.

' CHAPTER IX.
«":  THE MARTYES -OF MOAT HOLLOW.

- mR. GRIMESBY
- ; . CREEPE entered his
1 study with an ex-

© pression of kindly
benevolence on his heavy,
ponderous face. His little
- eyes gleamed as though with
pledsant antmpatlon. and in his mouth he
Held a big quill toothpiek.

“Seven o’clock, Watson, * he said purr-
ingly., I trust you have been quite com-
fmtab]e during my absence? I trust. also,
that you have calmed down into-a recason-
ahle, tractable mood?”

Mr. Creepe went over to the ﬁreplace,

turned.

Tommy . Watson . was Slttln" in a chair
with a set, sullen, obstinate expression on
his rather drawn face. Behind the chair
stood . Kirby, the chief monitor of Moatb
Hollow. .

“1 think he’s as pig-headed as ever, su‘,
remarked Kirby.

“Indeed?” said Mr. Creepe, removing the
toothpick from between his teeth.. “ Dear,
dear! That’s very unfortunate! Tut, tut!
We can’t allow this, Watson—we can t allow
this! Come, come, my boy—remember what
your continued silence entails. I should be
Poreatly pained if I am fmeed to adopt
methods of—er—persuasion.”

Tommy Watson held himself in check with
difficulty. Mr, Creep’s snaky manner, and
his purring voice wrought the junior up to
sueh an extent that he wanted to fling. him-
self out of the chair md to fly at Mr,
Creep’s stumpy figure, -

“ I’ve nothing to say!” muttered Watson
thickly.

Mr. Creepe shrugged his shoulders sadly.

“A pity—a thousand pities!” he said re-
gretfully. “I cannot tell you, Watson, how
your words grieve me. So you have nothmg
to say? You still find it impossible fto
tell me precisely what you said to our
mutual friend, the nursemaid?”

Tommy Watson remained silent.

“Surely you have had time to consider

the matter?” went on Mr. Creepe, still
using the purring tone. “I have no wish
to be hard with you, Watson—it grieves me
to punish my scholars. I am a kindly man
—1 love nothing better than peace and good-
will. My one aim is to induce a tranqml
comradebhlp in this establishment. "Indeed,
I like to regard my house as a home rather
than a school.
. Watson choked back a hot bitter retort
that came to his lips. And Kirby, behind
the chair, gave a soft- chuckle. He always
liked to hear Mr. Creepe in this mood, He
was in his most dangerous state. 1t
generally meant a- pamm] period 'f01 some
unfortunate wretch,

In this instance, the unfortunate wretch

was Tommy Watson, and Kirby was par-
ticularly anxious to see Watson suffer. The
ex-St. ‘Frank’s junior had keen a continual
source of trouble to the monitors since the
day of his arrival. Nothing could break
down the barriers of his obstinacy—no
amount of hard -work or persecution could
quell his spirit. He was one of the hardest
nuts the Moat. Hollow momtora had ever
had to crack.
' Mr. Creepe was a brute and a tyrant
But it, pleased him  to .pose .as a Xkindly,
 benevolent man-with a fatherly interest in
his boys. He was about the biggest hum-
bug Tom*ny Watson had ever had the mis-
fortune to meet. He and his school were a
disgrace to the countryside.
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The hapless boys of Mr. Creepe’s establish-
nient were drudges—practically slaves.,
the most part, they were unwanted children,
boys whose parents or guardians were only

too willing to forget. They paid Mr.
Creepe’s modest fees, and left bhelr off-
spring to his tender 1ercies without
question.

Tommy Watson's case was an exceplion.

His father, Sir Vivian Watson, had been
tricked and duped by Mr. Creepe’s humbug.
Sir Vivian had been fooled all along the
{ine; and none could blame him, for the
headmaster of Moat Hollow was also a
master of duplicity—a past-master, indeed,
in the art of deception.
- There had been a financial crash—a com-
pany had collapsed, and Sir Vivian had
‘gacrificed his personal fortune in order to
meet the demands of many small investors.
Although not legally obliged to recoup the
sufferers, Sir Vivian had given up his for-
tune and had saved his honour. And now
he and Tommy’s mother were on their way
to Australia. They firmly believed that
their son .was in safe hands.

According to appearances &b the present
moment, Mr. Creepe’s hands did not look
any too safe!

CHAPTER X.

MR. GRIMESBY CREEPE’S WAY.
{3 y OME, come, Watson
- —I am still wait-
C ing!” said Mr.
Creepe, consulting |
his  watch, “Dear me!
Seven-five., This won't do—

b this won't do!

tade up your mind yet?”
“Yes, sir,” said Watson steadily.
_“.Splendxd' That's the style!” said the
schoolmasber, rubbing his hands together,
‘So you have decided at last?”

“I have decided to say nothm"r'" pub
lnlt’.l‘omlm, controlling his voice with diffi-
culty

Haven’b you

be forced! Y've done no harm—I've done
nothing wrong
- “Tut, tut!” -interrupted Mr, .Creepe.

“Whats this? Mutiny? It grieves me, Wat-
son, to observe this recalcitrant spmt It
is such a simple thing I ask—merely a few
brief words. You see, I do not even de-
mand. I love to treat my boys kindly.”

“You—you torturing fiend!” burst out
Watqon passionately.

“(Good . gracious!” gasped Mr.
-s’tartuw lnck “This—this outburst—-
g = Wh) don’t you get it over and done with
it?" panted V&atbon, his face burning with
emotion. “Why can’t you birch me—or put
me to any other torture? I won't speak—
I teil you I won't! I don’t care if you
kill me!” i .

Mr. Creepe compressed his lips, and his

Creepe,

For ]

“You can’t make me speak—I won't

eyes took on a hard, cruel glint. He had
expected this attitude, and, in a way, it
gave him a certain amount of pleasure.
For he now felt that he had full justification
for the step he had in mind.

“Yery well, Watson—we will not argue!”

he said pleasantly. “1 regret that I must
deal drastically with you, but it is entirely
your own fault. I have given you the
opportunity, but you refuse it!”
- The junior shivered slightly. His out-
burst had been brief, and now the reaction
affected him. Watson was a stolid, blunt
sort of 1;ounn's’ter, and it took a great deal
to move him. But when he was moved the
effect left him trembling.

He vaguely wondered if Reggie Pitt would
do anything. It was certain that Mr.
Creepe was “still in the dark regarding the
nursemaid’s identity. He merely wished to
force Watson to reveal what he had
whispcred to 'the supposed girl,

if Mr. Creepe had known the full truth,
his attitude would have been even more

dangerous. As it was, the schoolmaster
was glad of an excuse to tormert this
obstinate new boy.

“ Remain here, Iurbx-—-\mtch the young
hound closely!” said Mr. Creepe, moving
towards the door., <I will prepare the
school. I shall return within a few minutes,

bringing Tarkington with me. Watson wiil
then be transferred to the school-room.”.
He went out, and Xirby grunted.
“Young idiot!” he snapped. “Why can’t
you c»peah Take iy tip, and change that_
obstinate mind of }ourq"’
C“T won't—I won’t!” muttered Watson.
“ And supposing I did tell? Mr. Creepe
wouldn’t believe me—he’d say I was lying.
He's only too, glad of an excuse to torture
me!” he added bitterly.
in t-tht_.” admitfed

“There's something
Kirby with a nod. « The Head’'s a caution
But you’ll make things

when he likes. N
easier if you tell the truth. But I won’t
Yet he Lknew

press you, it
Watson felt deSperate

better than to lose control of himself. To
make a break for liberty would be a mis-
take, for he had no chance of getting away.
And he swore to himself that he would
maintain a bold front. Never would bhe
show the white feather. - :

He held JMr. Creepe 'in utter contempt.
The man was a scoundrel—a brute who
made his boys slave from morning till night.
He forced them to do all the household

' work, and to labour away at other tasks.

Mr. Creepe ran a mail order business—
using an office in Bannington—and his boys
prov1ded all the necessary labour. Mr,
Creepe did a big business, and he paid not
one penny in wages. He was a rascal to
his finger-tips.

Ile returned shortly, accompanied by a big,
ugiy-looking  youth—Tarkington, another
monitor. '
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“Bring the. boy to the school- room"’

ordered Mr. Creepe shortly.-

‘Watson was pulled out of the chair by :
Kizby, and then he was marched: bétween

in ‘the.
| within your. power to save yourself.

monitors like -‘a prisoner
‘They went downstairs,
“ill-lighted hall,

the two
charge. of ‘warders.

throuﬂh the . dxsma]
into . Lhe schiool-room.

All. the Moat Hollow boys were present,.

sitting in their. placeb, and looking awed
and fnﬂhtened ‘Mr.
ducted. his pumshments before the entire
schoal. In this way, he struck terror -into:
the: hearts .of the stubborn, and bmke tne
spirits:of the obdurate. - :

The boys were a. poor-lookmo lot ‘\[anv
of them were deformed, others:were weakly
and - ill-nourished. Food at Moat Hollow

was - plain and scanty.. There were no

healthy games allowed, and the scholars, .

in, consequence,
exercise,

i“ B.O)S I
pamful duty 0 perform this evening,” said
Mr. Creepe solemmnly. “You all know how
it grieves me to inflict corporal punishment.
But, alas, 1 am sometimes compelled to
_m-ake an object-lesson of  an unusually in-
subordinate scholar,”

Mr. Creepe spoke with a kind of break
in his voice. But he must have Known all
the time that he deceived nobody. These
boys were too- well- acquainted with his
character to misread him.

“The physical suffering - of the boy- I
punish is a mere trifle compaled to my own
mental agony,” went on Mr. Creepe sadly.
“But what can I do? I am a schoolmaster;
I must maintain discipline. And I am deter-
mined to teach this misguided boy the error
of his ways. Kirby! Tarkington! Place
Watson in position!”

“Yes, sir!” said the monitors promptly.

Tommy Watson clenched his teeth, and
resolved that- he would not make the
slightest outcry, whatever happened. - They
could torture him .as. .they chose, but never
would he show the while feather’

He, was roughly pushed over to the end
of the schoolroom, just ‘beside the lecture
p]atform Two . thick 1opes were .hanging
down, from the. beams.above.
seen them befere, and had idly wondered
what their purpose could be. He was -now
to. learn.

had little opportunity fOr

He.was p'laéed upon a chalr standmg, and.

his _ coat. .and. waigicegt.
moveqd.
waist. -
the, ropes bound round .them. And finally
the chair was puslied from beneath his. feet,
and. he, hu_nfr there, s\nngm clear of the

'ERs
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‘were Trapidly re-
He was, in fact, stripped to the

a,nd -

Creepe always con--

regret that I have a- Very;

Watson had.

Then his wrists- were forced up, and

I.EE. Ll

The strain on his Wnsts was pamful

fioor. -
1'in the extreme

*“Now, Watson—one more chance"’ said
Mr: Creepe purringly. “I1 am anxious to"
avoid the infliction of this punishment. It is_
What
did- you 'say to. that nursemaid?”.

Watson opened his mouth to speak, but
he-suddenly flushed and compressed his LS
tightly. He *wouldn’t even answer-—he
swouldn’t even admit that he had heard.-
Mr: . Grimesby Creepe shrugged hls

““Very well!”’ he said reblgnedly £ So be .
it! You bring your punishment on your own -
head. Kirby, the whip!”’ .

Kirby produced a wicked-looking horse- :
whip from the cupboard, and passed it to’”.
Mr. Creepe. With 4 glitter in his eye, the . .
schoolmaster. cracked the..whip in the alr, .
and advanced to the platform. 3

| shoulders

CHAPTER X1,
Tﬂr EHANTOM PROTECTOR.

Y S R&CK'
"% The whip ﬂlcked
through the air, and
the cruel end of.
Just touched Watson on the.
shoulder. It was like the -
-sting of a hornet. The
slightest touch—leaving scarcely any mark,
and apparently harmless from-the onlookers’
point of view. In reality, it was torturing. -

But Watson made no sound—he bore Gt
with grim stoicism. And the school looked
on breathlessly, each boy sitting_ so- quiet’
that scarcely a sound dlsturbed the un&anny
silence,

Flick, flick!

Agam and again the whip cracked, the -
 frayed-end -of the cord touching Watson mth
apparently gentle caresses. Mr. Creepe had
 had so much practice in this.sort of thing .
that he was an expert. There was. nﬂthmg
biutal in thxs form of pumshment—~to looh
a =
But the torture of it was. vrell nigh unen-
durable.  Therein lay the diabolical.cruelty, -
A hard, deliberate flogging -with a- birch
would Have looked brutal, but Would -have
been ten times more merciful.

: “Well, Watson—weli?” murmmed WIr.
Creepe softly “How now? Am [ loosening
your tongue by these prehmlnﬁry touohes?”

Tommy Watson made no reply.

* ¢« Pear. dear! A pity—a thousand pities!”

purred Mr. Creepe. “I1 am afraid I must.

increase the punishment! You are very:

obstinate, Watson—and 1 cannot tell you

how pamed I wm"’ T
Crack! “Crack! ' '~

The whip ¢ytled Lound Watson with cruel
force this time, and a gasp escaped his
lips—although nobody knew how hard he
tried to keep it back. :It seemed to him that

a white-hot iron had seared his flesh.



S What, still obstin-

ate?” asked Mr.

Creepe in pained sur-
prise. ““This- won't
do, - Watson—t his

- won't—-" .

In the act of raising
~his whip for another
stroke, Mr. Grimeshy
Creepe feli.. back  a
step, and his eyes
opened wide.  Some-
thing . extraordinary
had ‘happened—some-
thing utterly unex-
pected.

A rope had come
coiling down from the
big skylicht in the
centre of the school-
room. It stopped,
swung idly for a
moment or two, end
then an amazing figure
slithered down - the
rope with such speed
that he seemed to
drop sheer. It was a
marvellous exhibition
of dexterity.

.““’hat- S What'—'—”

began  Mr. - Creepe
blankly.

He mnearly choked.
Startled,  frightened
- eries © were coming
from _the boys, and

even the monitors fell
back aghast. For the

figure that  had
dropped so dramati-
caily, from nowhere

| T weson i

peliohosgialiciandagh
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was a curious one.
The mysterious un-

known was dressed en-

tirely in black—dull

- The explosions were almost like a'bombardment. Two
of the things went off next to Wir. Creepe, and he leapt a
clear foot into the air, and danced about madly.

black—from head to
foot, and his garments ,
were close-fitting except for a short cloak
which. covered ‘his shoulders. The face was
entirely disguised by a snug-looking hood.
There- was, indeed, no face to see—only
two gleaming eyes.
at the top.

. The rope ended ten feet from the floor, and

the uncanuy interrupter finished his descent }

“in a light, well-judged spring.
landed, he lost no time.

His first move was to slash through
Tommy Watson's ropes and release him,
Then, with quick, springy strides, he ad-
vanced upon Mr. ({rimesby Creepe, and
snatched the horsewhip from the school-
master's hand. Mr. Creepe was pale and
shaky, his heavy cheeks quivered and. shook
as he jerked back. .

‘“Who—who are
hoarsely.

And having

you?’”” he demanded

The hood was pointed

I am the Phantom Protector!” replied
the figure, in a clear, grim voice.  Thus I
shall -appear when you seek fto torture your
helpless wictims! - And punishment will
always fall upon you!”

Slash! Slash! Slash! ¢ '

The whip cracked hissingly, and each time
its cruel end flicked round Mr, Creepe's legs.
The way in which he leapt Into the air was
startling. For so heavily built a man he
~displayed astonishing agility. - - '

“Yow! Help!" he screamed. “Stop! You
~—you madman-~—-" ' '

He broke off with another shriek,: for the
sting of the lash was sheer torture. Never
before had Mr. Grimesby Creepe realised the
cruelty of this form of punishment. Never
before had his brutality been brought home

to him so forcibly.
He broke into a run—frightened, panic-

| stricken., And round the s=choolroom he
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bolted, with the mysterious black figure m‘

close attendance. The whip ]ashed hlm
incessantly.

«“ Kirby, Tarkington, Fryer!” howled Mr,
Creepe wildly. <« He]p—help' Seize this—
this—-"? . :

His words ﬁmshed in an incoherent scream,
for his own medicine was too caustic f01
him. He -stumbled against something, fell
sprawling, and lay moaning on the floor.
The school was standing

by this unexpected e\hlbltlon

“Enough!” said the Phantom Protector.
Lentemptuoucly o

He flung the whip down and gave a soft
laugh.

A tdete, i\Ir Cree!Je--Just. a sample, re-
member!”’ he exclaimed, his voice sounding
uncannily clear amid the tense silence, 1
am watching—I am aiways near! My duty
is to pr_otect, these unfortunates. Beware of
your future actions! I shall be watching!”

NMr. Creepe gave a half-sobbing gulp.
“Fryer—Tarkington!” he croaked. frSeize
this intruder! Xirby! Fools—fools! W_hy_

don’t you move? Are you paralysed?” .

The monitors came to themselves at last,
and made a rush at the black-clothed figure.
But it
best. The lentom Protector leapt forward
mwtmcly 3 |

Crash! Crash!

With supreme éeas © ‘he sent hlrby somer-
saulting backwards. ' His fist seemed to be
like a sledgehamimer. Tarkington sampied
the "Unknown’s left,-—and that sample was
sufficient. .

“Boys, be of good neart"’ sang out the
Phantom Protector swinging mund ‘'to the
school. “I-am always ready to help—to
protect! Ilave no fear of the tyrant! 1 will
be ready when 1 am needed!”’

Wzth three strides he Tteached the centre

of the room.
him. to the dangling repe. He swarmed. up

like_a monkey, vamshed through the skylight,
and was gone’ St GR Y oE = ; S5

S

LHAPTER XII.
| E‘{CII‘E‘lENT AT MOAT HOLLOW,

- : _uhouted with excitement and
wonder:” They even’ forgot to be terrified by
Mr. Creepc’s. presence.” For once their latent
spirit had been aroused..
t?ey’ became human boys, and not listless
slaves,
this school they had witnessed an
justice. It had a magical effect.

The _Jn ;dent \wa= oyer—the Protector had
gone.

'Even the rope had been pulled up, and the
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thrilled and awed.

| Creepe.

was a half-hearted assault, at the-

"1 across the ha]l
‘him. .-

A clean leap upwards carried,

‘fellow I’ muttered Tarkington pantingly.
‘can’t’ make it out—it’s a mystery!

- reigned -
.would have been more profitable:

~ O\TI‘USIO\T

. supreme,
The entire school-
.o sroom was in an up-.
roar. . For mnow that the
tension was over, the boys

‘to calm him somewhat.
Jor a brief spell’

For the first time since entering’| °
act of |

Afd he ‘had gone \Vlthout leawnﬂ a trace,

skylight was now closed. The whole affair
seemed akin to a flight of - imagination.
Many of the boys could hardly believe that
it had actually happened. -

But there was Tommy Watson-—cut down

from his position of torture—and this was

Creepe was still on
rapidly

sufficient evidence. Mr,
the flooy, too, althourrh he was now
recovermg :-

The startled schoolmaster pulled . himself

"UDl‘ight’, and stood there trembling in every

limb. He was still frightened. He:was In
agony, too—for- thobe lashes had been
effective. - :

- Mr. Creepe gave a mld look round. KExcept
for the excitement among the boys, every-
thing was normal. . He hardly even glanced
at Tommy Watson. The monitors eyed him.
uncelw.xmy .

“QOutside—all of you!’. bellowed Mr.
Creepe, his voice cracking with excitement
and rage. “ Dclts, imbeciles, fools! Rush
outb:de and capture that lntrudel before he
can scale the wall!” _

“Yes, sir?’” gasped. Kirby.

“Take lights—anything!”’ screamed Mr
~*“But capture him! Understand—
capture him! . By Heaven, T'll make him
pay for this!” 7 ' :

of his Mr.

Without even t!s]llnlﬂ“ boys,

| Creepe rushed to the door,_ﬂung it open,

d charged out. Me literally hurled himsell

and the nlonxtor:, went aiter

Somehow, the brldoe was placed 2ACross
the moat, and the schoolmaster and his allles
spread themselves over the grounds. The

‘evening was cold and dark, with the stars

still twinkling brightly. e
In the rush, only two’ lanterns had been
brou ght, and _these shed a faint radius of
lwht around them. - Everything was still.
There was not the elwbtest ‘indication of an

find the

llI
Who
How' did he get over -the wall—*~
said Kirby uneasuy

Jntruder

““1t’s no good—we'll never

was he?
‘“ No good asking me,”

11 don’t like It——-—”

““Come on—come on!” shouted Mr. Creepe

* Search, you idiots—search!”’

They went over every ipch of the grounds,
but looking, for a - needle in a" hayst%ck--
he
mysterious figure in black had vanished as
vtterly and completely as though he had
been.a mere spectre of the night.

And Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s tage and panic
subsxded Perhaps the cool night air served
At all events, he
called the monitors together, and they halted
near the front of the schoo]

“It’s -no g,ood sir,’) said Kirby. :

gone!”’ :
“ Gone!l”’ echoed ; ,\Ir.. Creepe husk:ly. -
But who was he?

“ Gone! In the name of :
all -that's, 111}-terzous, who was he? By
glory, this is the most staggering thing that

has ever happened!”

“Hes :
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_“Did he hurt you much, sir?’ asked
Tarkington tactlessly. | '
_“Hurt me?’ repeated Mr. Creepe, with
sudden rage. <“Hurt me? You infernal

young fool! Do vou think—-~

“Sorry, sir,”’ said Tarkington hastily.

“Something’s got to be donel’”’ went on
Mr, Creepe. “We can’t leave the affair in
this condition. I suspect a trick—some con-
founded practical joker is responsible.”’

“Practical joker?” repcated Kirby. “1
don’t think so: it wasn’t exactly a joke.
And don’t forget what the—the figure said.

He’ll be wat{:hing. He'll always be on
guard:”’

Creepe uftered an exclamation.
“Rubbish!” he snapped. * Thpatrlcal
rubhbish!”’

“*“Oh, all right, sir; just as you fike!"’
growled Kirby sullenly. “But what ahout
that affair, about a week ago?

“YWhat affair?’’

“Don’t you remember when Watson fell
off the roof?” asked Kirby. “He plunged
into the moat, and you bthought you saw a
dim figure pull him ouf. He was pulled
out, in fact, and the affait’s been a mystery
all along. It seems to me that this protec-
tor chap was on the W utr‘h even then!”’

- Mr., Gmmeabv ‘Creepe  stroked h13 chin
nervously. '

“Perhapb vou're right,
you're rlcrht"’ he muttered “1t certainly
looks very significant. Good gracious!
That—that mysterious. ﬁﬁure mav be Watch-
ing us even now!’’

“ We’'d better get indoors!”’ smd Tarkmﬁ-
ton, with a shner
> Yes ves. of course!”’ snapped Mr Kil‘b‘?
“The boys! What about the boys? Good
heavens! Didn’t you leave %omebodv in
charge? You young dolts! Can’t I trust
you for anything?"’ g :
~Mr. Creepe made a move towards the
moat. And at that very moment something
. whistled through the air near him and fell
to the rrround a few yards further on.
Sparks ﬂeu in miniature cascades.

“What the " began Mr. Creepe.

Other bunches of sparks appeared. And
then, almost simultaneously, a series of
deafening devastating explosions awoke the
echoes of the school grounds. Aund for a
brief spell the scene was lit Dby dazezling
flashes of fire.

CHAPTER XIIL
INVESTIGATIONS,

00M, boom, hoom!
The explosions
were almost like a

bombardment. . Two
of the things went off
next to Mr, Creepe. and he
leapt a clear foot into the air,
and danced about madly. The monitors

KlI‘bV—*DBI‘h&D‘S ‘

unti! everything was quxet

w-wv'——-
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scattercd as though they had been hif hy

a cyclone. ,
“Fireworks!”’ yelled Tarkington,
“ Fireworks!” screamed Mr.

Creepe. “1

knew it! It’s a trick—some of those young
hooligans from St. Frank’s, I'll stake my
life! This—this is becoming intolerable!’’
“Better search, hadn’t we, sir?'’ asked
Kirby, grimly.
“Yes. of course—search at once!”’ com-
manded the schoolmaster. “Take the

Ianterns and make a thorough circuit of the
grounds, Don't miss a single inch. One
of you go outside and examine the wallst”

By this time the bombardment had died
completely away. Mr. Creepe hurried off
with Tarkington and Fryer and Roberts.
whilst Kirby went to the gates. And some
little distance along the wall, three dim
spets abruptly dropped out of sight.

“It's no good, Handy—can't be done!”’
murmured Church anxiously. *“Didn’t you
hear what old Creepe said? They're going
to search, and one of the rotters is coming
out here!”’

“We'll be spotted
hreathed McClure.

Handforth grunted with dlsgmt .

“ Blessed If 1 know why the thing went
wrong!” he grumbled. “ I told you from the
start that it was a first-class idea. We
got the ﬁreworks, we lit the fuses, and we .

unless we $coot!™

chucked '’ em  over, and—and everything.
And now we've got to bunk.’
“It’s your own fault; I warned ‘tou”’

“You ourrht to have V»alted'
Faney chucking
the maroons over while Creepe and his. .
gang were actually in the grounds'” "

“Quick!"’ gasped McClure.

They bolted—for even Handforth had no
particular desire to -be caught by - Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe or one of his henchmen.
It would probably result in a padinful inber- -
view with Dr. Stafford. Discretion was the
better part of valour, so the chums of Study
D dived across the road, plunged through
the hedge, and crouched down.

“It's all right; we've only got to wait
until things gquieten down, and we can
carry on!”> panted Handforth, whose
optimism could never be quenched. “ Any- -
how, I mean to force my way into Moat °
Hollow. I've made up my mind, and .
nothing's going to stop me!’’

For one dreadful moment Handforthh was
in fearful peril of being pitched backwards
down the bank and into the cold waters of
the River Stowe. Church and McClure wcere
so exasperated that they were keyed up fo
such a deed. But Handforth was saved by
Kirby.

The latter came along the road with a
lantern, so any movement in the hedge was
penlous Handforth & Co. were not “atraid
of Kirhy, far from it; but they mutually
decided that no good could possibly comc

said Chureh.



by a face to face enccunier.
waited in silence.

Kirby soon went in, and after relocking
ithe door, he joined forces with Mr. Creepe
and the other monitors. All the reports
were the same. No strangers had been seen.

So. beaten, Creepe & Co. went back into
the house. The school-room was still in a
state of disorder, most of the bhoys being
out of their placeb and excitedly dhcuwnw
the unprecedented events.

Tommy Watson was looking almost him-
self again. A crowd of boys had helped
him to dress, and he now stood waiting—
more than a little hewildered at the surpris-
ing mwanner in which he had been rescued.
He had an idea that Mr. Creepe would not
renew the torture.

And Watson was right.

The schoolmaster came in, grim and for-
bidding. His usual air of benevolent Kkind-
ness was entirely gone. Mr. Creepe did
not fee! likc maintaining his pose under the
present circumstances.

So they

“To bed—everybody!’’ he commenced
harshly, “ And let ‘there be no talking. If
anybody darez to discuss this affair, he
will be flogged. Kirby, see the boys
“upstairs P’

“Yes, sir.”’

“And report to me the names of any

wretched hoys who dare to say as much as
two words!’ went on Mr. Creepe. “1 may
have something else to say to-morrow; but
for the moment L must have time to think.”’

Withir five minutes the entire school was
hustled off to the dormitory. Significantly
enough Mr. Creepe absolutely ignored
Tommy Watson. e didn’t even glance at
the junior. The torture was definitely
abandoned.

And shortly afterwards, as soon as the
school was quiet, Mr. Creepe called Xirby,
and they went along to the attic staircase.
Mr. Creepe was carrying a lantern.

“We are going to examine the roof,
Kirby!’ he declared grimly. “I mean to
thresh this matter ont, and I shall not be
satisfied until I have discovered exactly how
> that mysterious intruder gained admittance
to the school grounds.”’

Kirby nodded.

“Yes., sir; we shall sleep more comfortably
if we know,”’ he admitted.

They passed out on to the roof and pro-
-ceeded to investigate.

CHAPTER XIV.
MR. CREEPE DRAWS IN HIS HORNS.

66 XTRAORDINARY !
_ murmured Mr.
Creepe huskily.
“Jt’s—it’s
canny,  sir,”’  said
“Here are the marks
the intruder opened
this looks like a

un-
Kirby.
where
the
smear

skylight—and

Kirby.

But

caused by a shuffling shee or slipper.
how on earth did the fellow get up here?”

“The whole affair is unaccountable!?®?
declared the schoolmaster.

He was more startled than he would
admit., He and the monitor were standing

on the flat rcof of the school-room, next to
the skylight. The lantern cast a ruddy glow
over the leads. The roof was dry and quite
dirty. The marks made by the Phantom
Protector were so clear that they could be
read without any difficulty.

But they were astounding in one respect.

The footprints and other marks were con-
fined to the roof in the close neighbourhood
of the skylight. There were no footprints
leading away, either towards the main part
of the school or to the edge of the roof.
How, then, had the uncauny intruder come,
and how had he gone?

“This is ridiculous!’’ snapped Mr. Creepe,
peering about him searchingly. *“The fellow
must have climbed up somehow; and yet
there are no marks. What does it mean,
Kirby? What can the explanation be?’’

““Well, I should imagine that he dropped
from the sky !’ said Krrby

“This is no time for foolish

retorted Mr. Creepe sourly.
- “I wasn’t trying to joke, sir,”’ retorted
“The intruder must have come
from the sky. There’s nowhere else. The
marks show as clearly as possible thal he
alighted on the roof, came down through
the skylight, and then flew up into the air
again!” '

“Bah!”’

jokes!®?

snarled the schoolmaster.

He was irritated beyond measure. He
hated a mystery. And Kirby’s fantastic
explanation angered him. mainly hecause it
seenmed to be the only possible solution.

Tnere was only one way to read the
marks on the roof. Without the slighfest
question the strange visitor had only
trodden on the ledge near the skylight itself.
And yet it was impossible for him to have
flown, for he was undoubtedly a human
being. The intruder was no ghost or super-
natural apparition. Mr. Creepe was quite
ready to vouch for the Protector’s solidarity.
And if it came to that, so were the
monitors. They were still bruised and sore.

Mr. Creepe glanced up and shook his head.
There were no overhanging trees. The roof
stcod out ualone, quite separated from any
of the other parts of the building.

“It's no good; we must give
snapped Mr. Creepe curtly.

He hated saying it, but there was nothing
else to be done. And with a vague sense
of uneasiness, with a feeling that he was
being watched, the schoolmaster led the
way back into the building. He went
straight to his study and produced his
inevitable toothpick.

“Bring the other monitors to me!”’ he
said shortly.

it up!’?
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Kirby went, but soon returned with his
five fellow-warders.

““ Ah, so-vou have come!’’ said Mr. Creepe,
Dtlckmw the toothpick into a corner of his

mouth and glaring at the monitors.
“ Remember, lao_vs, not a word of this must
be bhreathed in the village. This matter

must not go bevond the school walls.”’

“You can trust us, sir,”’ said Tarkington.

“I can do nothing of the sort!” retorted
Mr. Grimesby Creepe. “If I felt that I
could trust you, I would not be making this
order. I have always dealt leniently with
you boys; I have let you havé much your
own way. But if I hear that you have dis-
cussed this extraordinary affair with any
outsider I shall take drastic measures.”’

The monitors remained silent.

A slight sound came from the window, but
it was only a piece of creeper moved by the
breeze. Yet Mr. Creepe started, and turned
a shade paler. He was on the jump. His
feeling of security had gone.

The coming of the Phantom Protector, the
mysterious nature of his entry and exit, and
the warning he had uttered, all these things
played upon Mr. Creepe’s mind. His nerves
were ragged. And he told himself that
-caution must now be the watchword.

“For the present, boys, our policy must he
altered!’’ he exclaimed, framing his words
with difficulty. *“ We must be ecareful—very,
very careful. Until I probe this mystery,
we must take no chances.””’

“You’re right there, sir,”’ agreed Kirby,

nodding. ~
“I did not ask you to make any com-
ment, Kirby,”’ snapped Mr. Creepe. *Our

only course is to allow this affair to die
down, ¥or a week or two, none of our boys
must be ill-treated—I mean, of course,”’ he
added hastily, “ we must not administer the
full punishment they deserve. TUnder the
circumstances it might be dangerous.”

“And what about Watson, sir?’’ asked
Tarkington.
Mr. Lreope frowned savagely,

“Yes, Watson,” he muttered. “That
infernal boy! What about him, eh? Good
heavens! Am I to be prevented from in-
flicting punishment »  He paused, and
pulled himself ‘up short. “Well?” hLe de-
manded. “What do jyou want to know
about Watson?”

“You—you didn’t finish the JOb, sir, " said

Tarkinﬂton

“Fool! Don’t I know it?” rapped out the
schoolmaster. “But I will finish the job,
Tarkington—I will finish it! Not now, how-
ever. As I have said, we will allow thmrrs
to go along smoothlv and quietly for a
week or two. So be very careful with all
the boys.”

He dismissed the monitors a moment later,
and flung himself heavily into a chair before
the fire. Even here, in the seclusion of his
own study, he felt uneasy. More than once he

claneed towards the window, and at last he
pulied the curtains closer.

Mr. Grimesby Creepe, to be exact, was
terribly afraid that the Phantom Protector
would again mysteriously appear. Without
gquestion, the unknown’s work was having
excellent effect already.

o ——n

CHAPTER XV.
WHAT MR. PYCRAFT SAW,

R. HORACE
M CRAFT started.
He was just coms-
ing over the bridge,
on his way to St. Frank’s: 1t
was getting on for eight
o’clock, and Mr. Pycraft had
heen down to the village to -obtain some
special medicine from the chemist’s. The
regularity with which Mr. Pycraft partooh
of this medicine had led to a few sinister
suspicions among the Modern House boys.
In fact, there were quite a few whispers
that DMr. Pycrait sometimes mistook the
George Tavern for the chemist’s.

“What—what was that?” murmured Mr.
Pycraft shakily.

The night wasn’t exactly dark. There was
no moon, certainly, but the stars dispelled
the ahsolute bldCl\neSa And Mr. Pycraft
had a firm conviction that he had seen
something black flit across the lan& in front
of him.

It had apparently come from the quict
side road on the right.

PY.

-—just a blot of blackness more intense than
the surrounding darkness.

“Undoubtedly I was mistaken.” mur-
mured Mr. Pycraft, pulling himself together.
““ Most disturbing! 1t is fortunate, indeed,
that I obtained my nerve medicine.”

He extracted the bottle from his overcoat
pocket, took a sip, and felt better. He
crossed the bridge, and felt disinclined {o
walk up the lane towards the school. It
looked very black. And the
mysterious bulk - of
what unnerved him.

And just at that moment that mysterious
black figure appeared again. Mr. Pycraft
was sure of it this time., It dodged into
the centre of the road, making no sound,
ard then suddenly xamslled

“@Good heavens!” murmured Mr. Pyeraft.

He was not usually nervous, although,
secretly, he confessed to a certain dis-
inclination to being abroad on country
lanes on a dark n;ght

in T.ondon,
He felt that he had to walk on, but he

L(‘ouldnt bring himself to the point. He
vould cheerfully have entered into ¢on-

It was so dim and
mysterious that the thing seemed intangible

gloomy, -
Bellton Wood somec-

Before coming to
St. Frank’s, Mr, Pycraft had been-the bane:
of existence to some unfortunate schoolboys :

-
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versation with a passing farm labourer, if

one had been present, notwithstanding his

rooted _objections to any members of the
lower status.
“Disgraceful!” muttered Mr. Pycraft-

feebly. .*“The deserted nature of this lane
is a perfect scandal to the district!”

A sound came to his ears from up the
side road—the murmur of voices. Mr.
Pycraft brightened up. - Human presence
was near.
Moat Hollow.  Mpr. Creepe’s school lay just
down the Edgemore Road, facing the river.

“Ahem!” coughed Mr. Pycraft loudly.
“Ahem!™ |
" That cough had far more effect than he
could have imagined. For jt occurred at a
most inopportune moment. Edward Oswaid
Handforth, to be exact, was vnerched upon
the shou]den of Chmch, and he was making
an attempt to reach the top of the Moat
Hollow wall.

“Great pip!” muttercd Handforth. “0Old
Pieface!l”

He was so agltated that he accidentally
‘kicked Church in the left ear, and Church,
- objecting to this form of amusement,
staggered. Handforth fell to the ground
with a thud which shook the countryside.

“Sorry!” gasped Church. *Quick—we’d
better scoot!”

Handforth reclined on the ground and
moaned. _

“T’'m done!” he said, in a hollow voice.
“My back’s busted! My giddy spine’s in
about four pieces!” | '

“Fathead! It’s old Pycraft!” hissed

MeClure. “TI told you what would come of
this business! Give it up, old man—we
can’t ‘get into Moat Hollow to-night now.”

MMandforth leapt to his feet aggressively.
Considering . that his spine was in four
picces, his conduct was a masterpiece of
endurance. He glared at his chums fiercely.

“We’re mnot giving up!” he declared
tensely. “h»elythm"s quiet now, and this
is our chance ”

“Good-evening—good-evening!” ~ said Mr.
" Pycraft, z,tudmw up. “I thought I heard a
shght altercatlon Why, dear me!
’Sure]y you are boys of St. Frank’s?”

LEven Handforth was compelled to admit

defeat.

“Yes, sir,” he growled. “We—we—-
The fact is-—"

ITandforth paused. He was finding it

somewhat difficult to explain matters satis-
factorily to Mr. Pycraft, and to remain
within the confines of the truth. Words
failed him.

““Ah, Handforth and Church and McClure,
I perceive!” said Mr. Pyeraft genially.
“Quite a pleasant meeting, boys! Am I to
understand that you are rcturning to the
school ?”

“Yes, sir,” said
surprise.

Church, in considerable

. : at all.
He moved a few steps towards |

L ward road.

“Excellent!”  beamed Mr. Pycraft.
“You will be somewhat late for calling-over,
but doubtless you have passes? In any
case, there will be no trouble about getting
m,t smcc I will admit you by the pmatu
ﬂ"l e

*“Yes, sir!” breathed Church.

“Thank you, sir!” said “\IcCIure weakly.
Handforth didn’t trust himself to -speak
And Mr. Pycraft turied and. stnq]led
along the lane, with the three Jumors sur-
roundmrr him as a kind of bodyguard.

Handforth & Co. were nearly in a state of
collapse. Knowing Mr. Pycraft as they did,
they had expected a perfect fusillade of
questions, and an endless assmtment of un-
pleasant remarks,

But Mr. Pycraft was the_" soul of good
nature. His geniality was startling. : For
once the master of the Modern Fourth was
in a ‘good humour. He had found three
companions to accompany him on the home-
And he thought it inadvisable

to ask any awkward questlons. '

Handforth & Co. were quite satisfied with
the arrangemcent.
pensation for
Moat Hollow.

It was even a slight com-
their failure to - penetraie

e

CHAPTER XVI.
MYSTERIOUS.

VERY
RCHIE GLEN-
 THORXNE - hovered
about the gateway

with some anuety
He had ventured out into

/] the Triangle some time
earlier, and one or two fel-
lows had wondered what on earth could

induce Archie to leave his warm firesice
and his luxurious lounge. -

As a matter of fact, the genial ass of the
Fourth® was on the look-out for Miss Mar-
jorie Temple, of the Moor View School.
There had heen a tentative arrangement
that she should come to a lecturc—delivered
by Mr. Beverley Stokes. And it was nearly
time for the lecture to commence.

Lectures by Mr. Stokes were always well
attended. The popular Housemaster was
not one of those dry speakers who end up
by sending their audiences to sleep. He
was witty, light, and entertaining. And he
had a habit of narrating ancedotes which
had won him fame throughout both Houses
at St. IFrank’s.

"“Y am afraid the dear fru] has absolutely
forgotten the good old “date!” murmured
Archie regretfully, “Frightfully annoying,

and all that sort of thing, but girls m]l
be girls, dash it! I mean, when it comes to
appointments, girls are pont}ve]y criminall!®

He gazed dewn the road through his



monocle, and brightened somewhat. TFigures
were approaching. They were coming from
the wreng direction, certainly, but perhaps
Jrene & Co. had been to the village.
“@Good!” murmured Archie. “The whole
gang, what? Irene and Doris and all the
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other dear old souls! But stay! What
sound is this that hits upon the ear-plates?
Not girlish tones, surely?”

He listened closely, and his hopes fell.
I'or he distinctly recowenised the unmusical
tones of Iidward Oswald Handforth. And
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fir. Pycraft had a firm conviction that he had seen something black flit
acress the lane in front of him,

i
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when, & moment later, Mr. Pycraft’s voice
gashed the air, Archie’s last hope fled.

“Dash it!” said Archie. *“Dash it!
once again, dash it!”

When a fellow is on the look-out for a
decidedly attractive girl,
sents the arrival of a particularly unpleasant

master and three energetxc juniors. Archie's
brow was sad.

- “What-hot!” he said gloomily, as the new ;

 ““Greetings, old things!

arrivals came up.
I sup-

The good old constitutional, what?
pose you haven’t chanced to
- Marjorie down the lane?”

“What did you say, sir?” demanded Mr.

“hastily. |
I mean to say, |

Pyeraft., |
“0Oh, nothing!”
‘“ Absolutely nothing, sir.
not exactly nothing, but—— Good gad!” -
| He started back, and stared across the
ane.

said Archie

Handforth.
~“1 saw. somethmg-——a black sort of figure,”
said Archie. “I mean,

dash it! A figure, don’t vou know—abso- |
lutely as black as anything!” -

“Good gracious!” said- Mr. Pycraft
huskily.

He entered the Triangle with qulte un-
seemly haste. ,
 Handforth!” he called back, over his
-shoulder. *“I shall require to see you in my
study within fifteen minutes!

of your presence outside the school after
Iocking-up.
port to Mr. Stokes.”

He uttered the words with a kind of relish,
and walked on towards the Modern House

LEE LIBRARY

And
1 old beast!

he .naturally re-}

glimpse |
| gleaming eyes.

these thmffs are .
liable to throw a chappie off his balance,:

i e

Perhaps you
will then be able to give me an explanation |

‘I may find it necessary to re- | ¥
| hardly any of the fellows believed the story.

| Handforth & Co. however, had seen.

“I thought there was something wrong!”
growled Church. *“I wondered why he was
so sweet. He only wanted our company, the
Afraid of the dark, poor little
And now he’s going to be himself!”

“Blow him!” said Handforth tartly.
“Who cares {for old Py—— My hat!
What's that? Great pip!”
~All the juniors s8tared. A figure, dim
and mysterious, had just leapt across the -
low hedge on the other sidec of the lane.
Even in the gloom, the juniors could see
the hooded head the- short

“Good gad!” breathed Archie fainfly.

The Phantom Protector again!,

“Fear not—I am a friend!” he exclaimed
softly. “Do not worry over your chum
at Moat Hollow. He is being watched over
—he is being guarded! I am always ready

chap!

{ to help the oppressed!”
““What are you star-gazing at?” demanded ?

The figure gave a soft laugh, and with a

} single clean bound he leapt the hedge again.

He was gone in a flash. Handforth & Co.
recovered from their momentary paralysis
and rushed at the hedge.

“Not a sign!” panted Hc(}lure huskily.

“What was it?” muttered Church, “Oh,
my goodness!” '

“ A dashed fearful-looking object, if .you
ask me,” said Archie. “I.mean {0 say,
that hood business, what? It seems to me,
dear  old companions, that somethlng is
absplutely in the wind!”

The juniors went indoors, more startied
than they could-say. And before long the
whele Junior School was $alking. But

They
| knew!

Handforth & Co. stared after him and{ Who was the Phantom Protector‘? And
grunted. "{ when would he appear again?
' THE END.
Next Week’s Story of this
Gripping Series is entitled :—
AFTER LIGHTS OUT!
\ A4AN ¢ |
or, The Martyrs of Moat Hollow School,
There will be also Next Week another grand long |
| instalment of our exciting new '
| - NELSON LEE v. ZINGRAVE serial : l
éé ’ |
THE INVISIBLE GRIP!” 14 3%%;,5,;9;*‘,;;(; AzNE, |

[Sare——
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cloak, the -
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A New Serial of NELSON LEE and NIPPER,
Introducing Professor ZINGRAVE,

OUTLINE OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. |

An amazing burglary has occurred in a City office, the caretaker being
overpcwered by some mysterious agency. Nelson Lee investigates and

suspects that Professor Zingrave has been active again.

By means of a

‘ring, Lee traces the thief to a lodging-house, but the latter gets away in a
- motor-car. The detective goes in chase in his fast racing car. Just as he
is gaining on his quarry, the racer unexpectedly overturns, |

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER XI.
IN THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY,

ELSON LEE and Nipper had no
chance whatever. .
The accident occurred with suc
appalling swiftness that they were
fiung out of their seats before they had
‘an opportunity of realising their danger,
and a second later they were both lying in
the roadway—stunned and helpless.
- For quite an appreciable * time they re-
mained exactly where they had {fallen,
neither of them showing the least signs of
life. But gradually, as the minutes sped
by, the detective recovered his wits suffi-
ciently to partially raise himself, and to
gaze round dazedly,

His head was buzzing like a steam saw, |

and for a few moments he could do nothing
but stare stupidly into the surrounding
darkness. But then he noticed that the
racer was standing close beside him—an
almost total wreck. B _

The sight of 'such a magnificent vehicle
being reduced to this state had the effect
of causing Nelson Lee acute mental agony,
and he looked at the car ruefully and
wonderingly. He could not understand what
had happened to cause such an extra-

ordimary mishap, for the. road had been
perfectly free from any obstruection.” -

“What the deuce could have been re-
sponsible for such a thing?” he asked him-
self  perplexedly. ¢ The car was running
splendidly a second before—— By James!”

There was every. cause for the detective’s
sudden ejaculation, for his keen eyes had
observed a most amazing thing. From

.where he lay Nelson Lee could distinctly see

the front portion of the racer, and the queer
appearance of the radiator arrested his at-
tention.

There was a huge hole in it! o

Not a jagged rent such as might have been:
caused by the car’s impact” with a heavy
object, but a clean-cut aperture which had.
every appearance of having been literally
burned through the metal-work! = '

And this was not the only thing which
the detective observed, for the front axle
of the racer was also affected. Beoth this,
and the stout steel of the chassis below
the radiater, had been turned into a putty-
like substance by means of some invisible
force, and Nelson Lee stared at it dumbly
and amazedly.

What could be the meaning of this ex-
traordinary occurrence? How had the car
been reduced to this condition in such an
amazing manner? It was uncauny,



Then,

in a flash, the detective realised
why he and Nipper had been led to this

lonely spot. The man in the leading car—
the man they suspected of being Mr. Bill
Stockton—had deliberately lured them on
for the sole purpose of causing this dis-
aster to Lee’s racer—but how in the world
had he managed to bring about such an
appalling catastrophe?

There could be only one explanation, and
that explanation was fairly obvious. Stock-
ton had employed the same diabolical means
as those which had been responsible for the
astounding robbery at Barlow’s, and had
caused the vital parts of the speeding racer
to succumb to the terrible power which

seemed to be capable of aeccomplishing
almost anything,
Nelson Lee had no means of knowing

what weapon Stockton was makm,«z use of
but the results of
sufficiently disastrous, in all conscience.
detective was filled with a great and tre-
mendous rage, and he: swore to himself—
even at this anxious moment—that he would
never knuckle under while there was life
within him, no matter what forces were
pitted an"unst him. ’

On the contrar3,
best to quickly. triumph over his enemies,
‘and to mete out a swift and fitting mstlce
1f, as he suspected, Professor Cyrus Zingrave
.was opposed to him—well and good, for
-that wounld give Nelson Lee a further oppor-
tunity to pit his wits against those of the
wily ‘scientist who ‘had once been the chief
of the League of the Green Triangle. |

But the first thing to do now was to
di’scover what had become of Nipper. He
had been flung violently from the car In
the same manner as his maqter, and Lee
looked round anxiously for some sign of the
lad. So far he had given no indication that
he was even in the land of the living, but
.. the detective. contenfed himself with the
‘thought that only a very brief period had
elapsed since the cafastrophe occurred.

- Kelson Lee was aching in every limb, and
was by no means certain of his own ability
to rise to his feet. He only knew that his
body was racked with pain each time he
' attempted to move, but he had no sensation
of having sustained any broken bones.

But, just as he was about to make an
effort to scramble up,
that two flgures were rapidly approaching
the  spot—two figures. which presented a
somewhat startling appearance,

The foremost of them was attired in a
voluminous red cloak, and possessed the
red features and horned forehead which had
been clEescnhed by Ben Logan, the watch-
man at Rarlow’s; while his companion was
a black-bearded man wearing a tlnck muf-
fler and a low -brxmmetl hat.

This curious . pair were hurlymrr guickly |

towards the spot where Nelson Lee’s racer
had overturned, ewdently with the intention *

its invisible mlce were |
The |

he resolved to do his|

- man briskly.

he became awdre-

| motor-car,
' presently driving off, and vanishing into the

of ascertaining the extent of the damage
and the fate of its occupants.

The detective instinctively attempted to
dive his hand into his pocket for the pur-
pose of withdrawing his revolver, but in-
stead he uttered a little groan of agony.
The swift action had told him that his arm
was strained, and that in consequence he
was unable to use it.

Tire groan he had emitted had the effect
of drawing the attention of the newcomers
towards hlm, and they were upon him in a
flash. The black-bearded man looked down
at the helpless criminologist with a satisfied
nod, and turned to his partner.

““ Here's Lee, at all events, and not much

" the worse for his adventure, by all appear-

ances!” he grunted. The best thing we
can-do is to rope him up now, before he
gets a chance of Cauf:lng brouble*— |

«“1 don’t think . he’ll cause - us much
trouble!” interrupted the other man sig-
nificantly, as he pulled a bottle and pad
from his cloak. “A few whiffs of this will
be more effective than all the ropes in the
world. Hold him down while I place the
pad over his mouth and nostrils!”

The second man nodded briefly, and pro-
ceeded to carry ouft his companion’s advice
—pouncing upon Nelson Lee without loss of
time, and holding him very effectually. The
detectne, in his present condition, was taken
at a great disadvautage, and his feeble
strubgles were of no avail,

He felt the drugged pad of cloth hema
pressed tightly over his mouth and nese,
and, in spite of his eflorts to resist  in-
haling any of the stupefying fumes, he very
quickly succumbed to their effects. Within
two minutes he was completely insensible
once more, and the two men rose to their
feet with exely indication of satisfaction.

““Now for the boy!” said the red-cloaked
“We’ll give him a similar dose
t0 his master, and then dlcpose of the pa:r
of them together!” ;

Nipper was quickly discovered hmg in the
grass at the side of the road, in a. condition
of complete insensibility. He had received a
somewhat severe blow upon the head-—a

“blow which had stunned him instantaneously.

But, in. order to make assurance doubly
sure, the drug was administered to him
without compunction.

Then he and Nelson Lec—one at a time—
were carried to the criminals’ waiting
and placed aboard, the vehicle

blaekness of the mrrht

Nelson Lee and Nipper, through no fault
of their own, had fallen intoc the hande
of the enemy, and were now hound for an
unknown destination.

What was the meaning of all this mys-
tery, and who were the two men who were
“orkmg together against the famous
cnmlnolonist and his assistant?-



CHAPTER XII.
THE UNDERGROUND DUNGEOXN,
ARKNESS reigned

- supreme,
. Nelson Lee raised
himself slowly and

painfully upon one elbow and
peered into the intense black-
ness which surrounded him.

|

The oetectwe was feeling considerably the-

worse for wear, and. his head ached

aboniinably.
He tried to recollect what had occurred,

but since the moment when the drugged
pad had been placed over his mouth and
nostrils his mind was a blank, Now, upon
recovering his faculties, he ber*an wondenmIr
where on earth he could be.

He might just as well have been a blind
man for anything he could see, and he
seldom remembered being in such complete
darkness. It was almost something solid,
and the detective knew instinctively that
he was in some sort of building. The air
was oppressive, but curiously cold, and the
great silence which prevailed was so intense

that Nelson Lee’s own breathing was magni-.

fied almost into -a roar.

-The effect of this upon the still dazed
eriminologist was eerie in the extreme, but
- after a few moments he foreed hlmself to
his feey,
" man would do who has lost his bearings m
a dense fog.

He wondered where Nipper could be, and

almost as the anxious thought crossed hlbf

mind, he gave utterance to a hail.
& \upper'” he called 10udly

“ “\npper!
Where are you?”’ .

His voice eehoed mockingly back to him,

and the rebounding chords told the detective
that he was confined within four unusually
solid walls. But there was no answering
“cal]l from Nipper. .

With growing anxiety, Nelson Lee took a
few halting steps forward, his arms
stretched out in front of him blmd]y And
with “the. third step his foot encountered
the inert form of his uncéonscious ‘assistant.

- In a trice the detective bent down and
was greatly relieved to hear Nipper's own
breathing. By this time Lee had almost
recovered the full. use of_his faculties, and
he commenced fumbling in his .pocket for a
box of matches———calhng himself a lunatic
for not doing so earlier.

A sécond later the tiny
match flared up, and its feeble glimmer fell
upon the inert figure of XNipper, who was
lying upon the floor in.an attitude of rest-
- ful. slumber. His .appearance told
Lee that he was..almost. upon the point of
recovery, and a sigh of relief- escaped the
detective’s lips.

Holding the match so that 1te light fell
upon \1pper’s features, Lee gently shook the
lad, bhoping that such txeatment would have
the cffect of rousing him. But bheyond

and stood groping about like a’

flame of the

Nelson -

‘nearest wall,
convince the detective of one curious fact.

‘detective instantly.

emitting a little. groan, Nipper showed no

sign of w akmg

Now assuret that his assistant was practi-
cally unharmed, Nelson Lee struck another
match, and commenced to examine his
surroundings. But sucii a thing would be a
difficult matter without some more adequate
meawns of illumination. As a general rule,
the detective carried an electrlc torch in
his pocket, but to-night he had left it upon

the seat of the racer.

The weak light given by the matches was
searcely suﬂ’lelent “to show Nelson Lee the
but it proved to be ample.to.

This prison, wherever it was, had obviously
been especially prepared for thelr reception,

for upon the floor veside Nipper there were
severai parcels.

The smallest of these was
undoubtedly a .packet containing about three
dozen candles, and Nelson Lee pounced upon

'1t wonderingly but thankfully.

The discovery »f the candles was surﬁrismg
and unexpected, -but the detective lost no

e\ceeded the light given by the matches,
and Lee was now dble to have a good look
round the cell-like apartment in whlch he
aund Nipper were.imprisoned.- -

The place was fairly dry, but it. smelt
old and musty, and had evidently: been in
disuse for a considerable number .of years.
The walls were composed of. solid blecks - of-
masonry, and. the -one' door. was. made: ‘of
massive oak planks, bound with iron, :and
secured by a tremendous loek. In add:twn
there were bolts upon .the further side, -as
Nelson Lee . assured himself . by
examination of the structure.

“H'm! A dungeon!” he
himself.
found in many. of the ai
England.  -Wel, -upon my soul! - This:is &’
surprising termination to our chase of the
suspected \Ir Bill Stockton!?’

The detective had every cause. for h:a
astomshmen_t for it was extraordinary..to:
find himself in such a place as  this.
the longer. he.
more he was convinced of the correctness
of his. conjecture, and of the 1mp0551b111tv
of escape from the prison. ..

With. wrinkled brow he walked baek to
Nipper, and was relieved to see that the lad.
Was Nnow beginning to show signs of recovery-~
No doubt the light of the candles was
having _some effect upon his benumbed
senses, and Lé&: knew that he would . Yery
soon return: to.consciousness. .

He was rig ht for Nipper, assisted hy hlS
master’s eﬁ”orts sat up and stared round:
him almost at once. "It was some few

But!
.examined the :dungeon. the.:

time in extracting a couple from :the
packet and in ]ighting them. Their i_llunlinat7;
ing  powers. although feeble,: -greatly ’

a quick:
& muttered. to:
“ A medieval prison, such as .are:
ancient castles of®

5

seconds before he:was able to speak lweidly,

but he did so :n a surprisingly. short. time..
“Guv’nar!’’ he exclaimed, recognising the:-
& What the dlckens has
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happened? Oh, yes, I remember! The old
bus “served us a dirty trick, and turned

turtle
- ““The old bus, as you call it, did nothing
of the sort!’’ cut in. Nelson Lee. “The
car was deliberately wrecked, .young ’un,
and we oufrht to be very thankful that we
are still in the land of the livirg!”’
“Deliberately wrecked!’’ repeated Nipper
iMmder:rwrl},r “But the road was clear, sir—
there wasn’'t a thing on it except the car
we were following!”
~“And that prmed quite sufficient, in all
conscience!”’ said the detective, with an
angry glitter in his eyes. “It is amply
evident, young ’un, that we have been made
the victim of the same apparatus which
was used
Barlow’s establishment. It must have heen
aboard the car we were following, and it
was used to wreck our racer. After the
accident 1 noticed that the front of the
car was literally melted into putty, and I
knew at once what had caused the catas-
trophe. We're up against something unigue
and powerful, Nipper—something unleard of
in the history of crime, so far as I can see.”’
Nipper nodded.
- “It’s—it’s diabolical, guv’nor!"’ he
mutterrd. “I can scarcely believe that our
accident was caused by something. which
was carried by the other car. But if you're
- right, it means that Bill Stockton is the
man who we’ve got to look for—-the man
who carried out the robbery at Barlow's
“He's one of them, certainly,’’ agreed
Nelson Lee. “But there is at least one
other man, young 'un, with whom we've got
to square accounts, and he is the more
dangerous of the two. I believe his is
the brain behind these recent events——"’
“You mean Professor Cyrus Zingrave?”
cut in Nipper.
. “Exactly!”’ said Nelson Lee. “I fancy
that he was responsible for the attack upon
us, and for our present predicament. We
“ere drugged after the accident, young
un s % ; )
And the detective told Nipper exactly
what had occurred upon the roadside a few

seconds after their racer had turned turtle,

describing the red-cloaked man and ‘his
companion, and telling the lad how they had

administered the stupefying pad to dhis
mouth and nostrils. :
“The —the awful scoundrels!'* exclaimed

Nipper indignantly. ¢ That was adding in-
sult to injury with a vengeance, sir! But
I can't understand what ¢their game is.
Why were we drugged and brought here?”’

“Obviously to prevent our further inter-
ference with the plans of the criminals,’’
.8aid the detective. “ That much is clear
enough!” ..

“But where the dickens are we, guv'nor?"’
asked Nipper, looking round ab the black
walls wonderingly.

Nelsoa Lee emitted a mirthless laurrh

Toow -

to open the safe at Messrs. .
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| Well!

“We are in a medieval dungeon, Nipper
—a prison from which there appears to be
no means of escape,”’ he said. “We have
been neatly trapped, and brought to this
cell. Upon my soul, the pos:tlon is intoler-

‘able, for we dont even know where we are.

located!”’

The detective spoke the literal truth for

there was no means of telling in what part
of the country the dungeon was situated. _

Their predzcament was, in every truth, a
one. _

serious

CHAPTER XIII.
THE NOTE.

IPPER uttered an
angry exclamation. -
“The—the hounds!’’

| he ejaculated
furiously. . “Do you mean to
say that they intend to leave
us here indefinitely, guv'nor?
We—we shall starve to death if we can’t
find a means of escape!’’ __

Nelson Lee looked at his
reprovingly.

“There’s no need for us to ant:capate
anything of that nature so early in the pro-
ceedings,”’ he said quietly. “The criminals,
in order to prevent us from interfering with

asmstaut

their plans, have adopted these means of

disposing of us for the time being, but
they are not quite so callous as you seem
to imagine, Nipper. For instance, they
had the cons:deratwn to leave us a large
packet of candles, to say nothing of these
other mysterious parcels!”’

‘The detective nodded towards the other

{ packages as he spoke, and Nipper looked at

them curiously. Their presence had so far
escaped his notice, and even now he was
not particularly interested in them.

“Blow the parcels!’”’ he said, scrambling
to his feet. “I feel pretty groggy in the
upper storey, guv'nor, and I'd like to get
out of this hole just as soon as possible.
Have you examined it thoroughly?”’

“Yes. I have had a look round at all
walls, if ithat is what you mean,"
answered Lee, |

““And you consider that escape is impos-
sible?” went on Nipper.

“I won't go so far as that,’”* was the
reply. “ At first glance, this dungeon seems
to be abou! as strong as a fortress; but-
we may be able to find a loophole. We'll
have a good look round before long
This is certainly surprising!”’

Nelson Lee had been untying one of the
parcels - while he was speaking, and his
sudden ejaculation had been caused by the
nature of the contents of the package.
Nipper came over to his master’s side, and
stared down at the partially open parcel.

“Well I'm jiggered!”’ he muttered.
“Grub, guv'nor!”’
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The detective
nodded. =~

“You are  right,
young un,”  he
agreed. “There is
enough food here to
keep two persons
properly . fed for
several days, and °‘ts
presence. can only
mean one thing &

“That we’re hooked
for a lengthy sojourn
in this ghastly place,
1 suppose?” cut in
Nipper, with a grunt.
‘“That’s all very well,
sir, but we’re jolly
well not going to put
up with that if we
can avoid . it. I’d
admit that it's pretty

decent of the crooks:

to supply us with a
stock of food like
this, but it’s only
their  way of indica-
- ting that we’re
whacked. This grub
shows we're expected

to. accept our fate -

without a kick; but
there’s nothing doing!

If we can’t get out.

of here by some
means or other 1
shall be surprised!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“ Bravo, young-

‘un!”? he exclaimed
heartily. “That’s the
spirit 1 like to "see!
Naturally, we shall
do our utmost to
make our escape from
our prison; but in
the event of such a
thing = proving im-
possible, I dare say
we shall appreciate
this food to the full
At alk events, it
shows that our oppo-
nents are not utterly
callous, and that they
have no wish to
bring about our un-
timely death. And
that is something in
their favour!” ‘

Nipper nodded and
locked at the contents

of the parcel.  (Cer-.
tainly there :eemed

-,

-
S

SSNINN NN

I

LLJ J

2 3

M S

P,

S —
r g .

Sure enough, there was now a 'Ié'rgé'.i);peniﬁ'g;in the solid |
masonry of the wall, and the eager prisoners hurried to-

wards it at once. . m GiE B L S

to be an adequate assortment of good, | Lee had said, showed clearly enough that
wholesome food, for the package contained |the criminals who were responsible for their
bread, tinned meats, cheese, fluid beef, and | imprisonment did not desire them to starve.
numercus O6ther nourishing articles of diet. In addition to the food, there was also
1ts very presence in the dungeon, as Nelson {a Jarge keg of water and a couple of



glasses. No cups were provided, for these
would be unnecessary, as there was no
means of heating water for the purpose of
tea or coffee making, B
But the third parcel, as Lee and Nipper
soon discovered, contained four Theavy,
warm blankets, and these would be amply
sufficient to keep them warm in the event of
their being compelled to remain in the cell
for any length of time. Undoubtedly the
crooks had done everything in their power to
provide their captives with reasonable com-

forts, and the prisoners were wagreeably
surprised. _
“Well, this is the Ilimit!” exclaimed

Nipper, as he saw the blankets. ¢ I’ve never
heard of such a thing being done before—
even in a blessed SUOF\’ It seems to show
that the crooks, for their own sakes, were
compelled to shove wus in here, but that
they're half apologising for doing g1

“ Exactly, Nipper—you have hit the nail
on the head with remarkable accuracy,”
8aid Lee. ¢ Our enemies, obviously, have no
intention of harming us, but they refuse
to put up with our interference, It is most
unusual for eriminals to be so considerate,
and I cannot help thinking that at least
one of them is a humane, decent individual.
Xt is to him that we owe these comforts, for
1 doubt if "Professor Zingrave would have
strownn us a moment’s consideration.”

‘“ Perhaps Znnarave. after all, is not mixed
up in the aﬁmr
“T am quite convinced
Nipper,” put in Lee briskly.
are unmistakable and unique,

that he is;
“ His methods
and I shall

be distinctly amazed if T am ultimately found

to be wrong. ' What's that, young 'un?”

Nipper had been idly 1:11rmnnr over the
various articles of food in the parcel and
he suddenly discovered wa folded sheet of
paper in the centre of the pile. He picked
it up quickly, and looked at his master.

¢ Pashed if 1 know, guv’'nor!” he ex-
claimed, regarding the paper curiously, 1%
looks like a note Yes, by jingo! It is

a note!” :

He bent down mnear one of the lighted
candles as he spoke, and held the paper so
that both he and Lee could read 1t at once.
The message was serawled in pencil, and was
brief and to the point:

“Sorry to cause you this inconvenience,
Mr. Lee; but you and your assistant are
a trifle too active to suit my peace of mind,”
it ran. “Pm afraid you'll have to remam in
vour present quarters for at least a week,
but at the end of that time you'll be
released., No doubt you’'ll find the tood and
blankets useful.

¢ MEPHISTOPHELES.”

Nipper gave a disgusted growl.

“A week?” he mutbtered.  “Ye gods—
week! Fancy being cooped up here for seven
whole days, guv'nor! Why, we'll be a
couple of jibbering lunatics in half that
time!”

CHAPTER X1V.
A CHANCE OF ESCAPE!
13 TEADY, young ’'un—
steady !”” said Nelson
Lee with a smile,
““There's no need for
vou to exaggerate the posi-
tion so grossly. Our satanic
friend has . been -perfectly
frfmk regarding his intentions, and it is
quite evident that he considers our prison
amply strong enough to hold us. If he is
right, we must make the best of a bad job;
but we have yet to prove that he lq not mis-
taken.”

Nipper nodded.

-+ “He must be mistaken, guv’'nor,” he de- _
clared. “ Surely we can find a way ‘to get
out of here? The very thought of staying a
week in this place is maddening in itself, and
the fact that we don’t know where we are
only makes matters worse. You say that
this cell is a medirval dungeon; but that
doesn’t get us far! There must be dozens
of castles with dungeons like these dotted
about the country!”

““There are, undoubtedly,” agreed the
detective. ¢ You and I have _frequently
examined such places as this, and we should
be able to tell, within a little, its probable
age, This cell is one of the oldest I have
ever seen, and I shouldn’'t be surprised if it
is situated in the basement of some ancient
ruin or other. There are no indications thay
it is frequently visited, which would probsably
be the case if it was the dungeon of ‘an
inhabited castle.”

This simple deduction on Nelson Lee’s
part was probably correct, for the dungeon
was obviously a 'neglected and isolated
apartment. Dust lay thickly upen the floor,
and the general odour which pervaded the
atmo~phere was musty and dank—showing
that the outer air was seldom admitted.

The very last thing which Lee and Nipper
would relish would be to spend a week in
this dismal abode, and they had ne inten-
tion of doing any such thing if it could be
avoided.

But how was it possible for them to
escape?
The detective’s preliminary e\ammation

had been sufficient to assure him that it wag
an utterly hopeless task to attempt to batter
the door down, for its strength was sufficient
to withstand the onslaught of a battering-
ram. And the prisoners, c¢f course, were
without a tool of any Fkind.

As for the walls, they were in all proba-
bility several feet thick, and any attempt
to find a way through them was foredoomed
to failure. So far as construction went,
they were perfect, in spite of the time they
had been standing, and there was no sign of
a crack in any of them.

And yet it was impossible for Nelson Lee

and Mpper to calmly accept their fate, and
to await their release. By so doing they
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would be compelled to suffer torture—for
their enemies, during that time, would be
actively engaged in their criminal pursuits.

No! It was imperative that the two
prisoners should do everything in their
power to find a way out of their inhospitable
du‘lr;geon, and they set about the task with a
Wi

Taking a candle apiece, they commenced
a systemmttw examination of their prison,
Nelson Lee taking two of the walls, and
Nipper the remaining pair. By subjecting
the dungeon to this treatment, it was im-
possible for them to miss anything which
might help them in their determination to
free themselves, and for the next half-hour
they were intent upon their work.

By the end of that time they had scru-

tinised every inch of the four walls as far ||

as they could reach, and the result was
distinetly dlscouragmg They were just as
far off as ever of finding a solution to their
problem, and they looked at one angther
Qc:unewhada dejectedly
““It’s N.@., guv’nor,”
gustedly. ¢ Those crooks
two when they shoved us in here!

said Nipper
knew a thing or
I don’t

believe a mouse could escape from this hole!"

I 'suppose the door is hopeless, isn’t it?”
‘Nelson Lee nodded’ thoufrhtful]y
“Eh? Obh, yes, young ’un—quite hope-
less ! he returned ~ ““There is no chance
. whatever of us escaping. by the door. Bui

come here, Nipper—I want to stand upon

your back while I examine that. ventilator

up “there!”
He pointed as he spoke to a small aperture

about six feet up the-wall, and Nipper looked
“at it.

" ““What's the idea of

guv’nor?” he asked, with a grin,

pulling my leg,
“] dare

say that a couple of spiders could escape by
but I'm hanged if I can see how

that hole;
you and Y are going to! P2

Nelson Lee smiled. -

“You mnever know, my lad!” he said
quietly. “I was once shown a ventilator in
a dungeon very similar to this, and the secret
it contamed was really surprising. I’'m not
suggesting that this one is identical, but it
is needless for me to say. that I can only
hope for the best. Come along, young 'un—
bénd your back!”

Nipper did as he was Tequested, and his
master quickly climbed upon .the sturdy
youngster’s shoulders. From this position
the deltective found that he was raised high
enough to be able to insert his hand and arin
through the ventilator.

The aperture was 2 mere round hole, not
more than four inches across, and was per-
fectly free of any bars or grating. This
small inlet was obviously there for the pur-
pose of supplying fresh air to the dungeon;
but Nelson Lee did not aiways pay most
attention to the obvious.

The detective thrust his arm through the
ventilator as far as it would go, and then
commenced to feel about inside.

" | THE NELSON
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As he had 7
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expected, the hole led into a much larger
shaft, which was situated within the mterlor
of the wall, and quite suddenly his fingers
encountered @ rusty metal rod.

With a little indrawn breath of satisfac-
tion, Nelson Lee took a firm grasp of the
rod, and, after assuring himself that it was
secure]y anchored, he gave a strong, steady
pull upon it.

The next second he heard a queer,
rumbling noise from somewhere behind him,
and at the same moment an excited ery
arose from Nipper's lips.

e ———

~ CHAPTER XV,
THL SUBTERRANEAN TUNNEL.

y 66 HE door, guv’nor!”
he excla.imed
quickly. “You’ve
opened a secret,

door in . the wall, sir! Oh,
- " thank goodness!”

- Nelson Lee quickly allvhted
from N:ppe s back, and looked round. Sure
enough, there was now a-large opening in
the solid masonry of the wall, and the eager

| prisoners burried towards it at once.

The secret door was formed by a. hmged
portion of the thick wall, and this had now
swung outwards, dlelOblng a dark, well-like
shaft, but no passage.. Both Pprisoners
peered into the shaft eagerly, and the
detective nodded to himself. .

“Very - qaeer » he exclaimed. “On one
other occasion I have known a ventilator to
house the operating lever of a secret door,
and we afe very -lucky indeed to have. dis-
covered this means of escape,. Nipper.
Usually there js a secret passage connected
with the door; but in this instance I dare
say the paybaﬂe is at the base of the shaft:
At all events, we have found a way out of
the dungeon—and that is somethma to be
thankful for!” . .

Nipper nodded eagerly. "

““I should say it is, guv’'nor!”. he-ex-
claimed, peering down the shaft eagerly.
“But how are we going to get down this
well, or whatever it is?”

«T don’t know, Nipper,” sald the de-
tective. ““But as a preliminary move I think
it would be as well for us to lower a candle
down the shaft—just to see if the air is
pure. There is no sense in deliberately
asking for trouble by neglectmo to take
precautions.” -

Nelson Lee was quite right in this state-
ment, for the  shaft might be filled with
poisonous gases—the dreaded * fire-damp,”

twhich is fréquently encountered in mines.

Quickly the string from the parcels was
knotted into a continuous line, and one of
the candles was tied upon one end in ‘such a
position that it would hang sufficiently level
to enable it to keep alight.

The candle was then lit, and Nelson Lee,

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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‘Ernest- W.- Sands (Halifax), Alfred J.
Prideaux (Ilfracombe), Sportsman (Belfast),
“A. R. Miller (Blackpool), W. Marsh (Peck-
ham), Freestater (Dublin), E. T. Hurn
(North-West Frontier, India), H. Morley
(Kennington), Solly Iéaminek {(London, E.1.),
Inquisitive . (Chesterfield), Crosswords
(Ealing), G. MclInerny (Hove),
(Cheshire), Alec H. (Dundee).

% ' =

Tth week I have received another sur-
prise—a letter from British Guiana. I must

confess that I had no idea we had zeaders-
Thanks very.

-in this corner of the Empire.
much, E.- A. Mittelholzer, for your interest-
ing letter and your (lEaCI‘lptIOIl of travel in
British Guiana. Curiously enough, I mooted
a suggestion only last week (as you will
probably have seen) about taking the St.
I'rank’'s characters to British Guiana for the
summer holidays. If the greater bulk of
readers vote for this scheme, I know I shall
have one delighted reader, at all events.
But I shall ha\'e to be very careful in my
writing, or I stand a chance of getting
gsome expert . criticisms from you!
nothing is settled yet, so we shall have to
leave it “m the air.”’

% L 3 L
It's interesting to hear that you a're 50
keen on the *“How To Do It’’ articles in

THE NELSQN I.EE LIBRARY

it. I think it would be a

Lendon, E.C4.

E. G. R.|

But-

APy by

r EDwy SEARLES
BROOKS CHATS |

I'll bet you're
who has bound some

the Magazine,
not the onl} one
volumes “ Goodwin style,”’ as you aptly. putb

‘“ Nelsonleeite.”’

good idea for .
to describe how to make. a
model yacht.- I should drop him a line if I
were you. - Regarding your inquiry about the
map of the school and district, I am glad
to hear that you are waiting pat1ently You
won't have to wait very many weeks longer.
But the Editor and I are determined to

make this new map a corker. The delay
isn't occasioned by mere laziness. You
wouldn't believe how painstaking we are.
If the map doesn’t come up to scratch when
it finally appears, I give you full permission
to invade the ofﬁce with a chopper.

“Goodwin ”

- € % #

Thanhs, J. H. Wright, for your very nice
Christmas card. Sorry I haven’t been able
to acknowledge it before, but I answer all
letters. in. rotatlon ‘It was a very nice
thought which prompted your action. I -

hme come fto the conclusion that you are
one of the Wright sort.

® - %

I'm mnot surprised to hear that you like
to -have the stories in series, “ Irish Reader.”
I think ninety per cent. of you boys and
girls and assorted elders like the serfes

best, too. Occasionally, of course, I write
some complete yarus entirely independent
of others. For example, there'll be two of

this sort when the present series has run
its course—the April Fool yarn and the
Easter number. I can’t very well include
these special yarns in the middle of a seriés.

L 4 3 *®

There's nothing special to answer in your
letter, Joh'burg Reader, but 1 felt that
vou would like me just to acknowledge it,
as it has come such a long way. Thanks
for your appreciation and criticism. You'll
have your requirements attended to, except
in the one detzil of a serial school story.
The St. Frank’s yarn is to _be greatly
lengthened in the near future, and there’ll
be no room at all for any kind of serial.
Hope you won’t be very disappointed.

(Continued on page iii of cover)
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
" No. 64. BRADFIELD COLLEGE, BRADFIELD.

Bradfield College, also known . as St. ;and Rector of Bradfield. PRy a deed of
Andrew’s College, Bradfield, was opened in | settlement . dated May. .16th, 1859, -the
1850. Its founder was the late Rev. |school was made 4 perpetual foundation, and
Thomas Stevens, M.A., Lord of the Manor | in 1862 was incorporated by Eoyal Charter.



Editorial Office,
Study E,
- 8t. Frank’s.

My dear Chums,

The glad news of the probable return of
Nipper and Nelson Lee to St. Frank’s
within the next few weeks has spread like
wildfire throughout the school. I am
besieged with inquiries asking when our
old skipper returns, to which I take this
opportunity of stating that I do not know.
The object of these inquiries, I know, is fo
enable my inquirers to prepare a. big
receplion and welcome to the return of the
prodigals. I believe that both Nelson Lee
and Nipper anticipate -this will happen, and
to avoid any fusg they are not giving us an

inkling of the actual day they Intend to

rcturn. We shall probably find them here
when we least expect it, and then ‘disguised
.as somebody else. At one lime I did not
think Nipper would ever come back, but
now that I know he will be among us again
for certain veryv soon, I am preparing at
ouce to include him in the Who’s Who and
Portrait Gallery. Look out for him in the
Mag. next week!

MY IMPRESSIONS OF MR. CREEPE.
My visit Iast week to Moat Hollow
School, disguised as a nurse, gave me an
excellent chance of studying that dual per-
sonality, Mr. Grimesby Creepe, who to the
world appears as a benign, kindly school-
master, his sole interests wrapped up in the
welfare of his boys. There have been many
rumours going about that Mr. Creepe is a
beast of the worst possible description.
Naturally, one does not like {o jump to
conclusions, and though I was strongly sus-
picious of Creepe’'s bona fide infentions, it
was not until I had the evidence of my own
eves that I could really belicve the man
could be as black as he was painted. What
i saw of him convinces me that for hypo-
crisy, meanness and cruelty, he has few
equals, To think that our old school chum,

week’s “HOW TO DO 1IT.”

“should be done away with.

Tommy Watson, should be a victim of this
vile monster’s villainy, has made me more-
determined than ever not to rest until
Grimesby Creepe’s unworthy career as a
schoolmaster is brought to a timely end.

A SIMPLE ELECTRIC MOTOR.

It does not seem possible to make an
electric motor out of an old cocoa-tin and a
few other odds-and-ends. Yet this is
actually what our ingenious mechanical
expert, Dick Goodwin, says you can do if
you follow out his instructions in this.
I have seen
the model Goodwin has constructed with
these simple materials, and it works
splendidly.

SHOULD TUCKSHOPS BE ABOLISHED?

There is much discussion going on in the
newspapers as to whether +{he - time-
honoured tuckshop should be. abolished.
Apparently, a distinguished headmaster, in
a recent lecture, strongly denounced the
tuckshop, and suggested in this age it
The learned
gentleman cited the instance of a boy who
frittered away a pound on tins of milk.
Fanecy a boy lapping up milk in such quan-
tities! He couldn’t have been an ordinary
boyv—sounds more ‘as if he belonged to the
cat tribe. Even Fatty Little would have
considered spending all that money on milk
as an appalling waste, especially when

there were such delicacies to be had as jam-

tarts, doughnuts, cream-buns, etc. The
desire for sweet: things tnat cloy the taste
and upset the digestions of our elders has
ever been the delight of youth, and because
there are a few gourmands, is it fair to
abolish an institution that gives us so much
joy? Far better to abolish the gourmands.
I can only suggest that the gentleman who
wants to abolish tuckshops must have had
a bad attack of indigestion at the time,
and momentarily forgot that he was once a
boy with a boy's digestion.
THE EDITOR.



U U T R

FACTS LET

LOOSE
By EUGENE ELLMORE

3

i
THITIHE RN

SRR E |

MAYORAL CUSTOMS.
The first mayor in England was he of
London, and he was appointed in the 12th

century. But he wasn’t then called Lord
Mayor. His court in the City is still called
“the Mayor's Court,”” not “the Lord
Mayor’s.” '

There are curious customs in connection
with mayors, their election, and their
ofices. At High Wycombe, the mayor, with

all the aldermen and councillors, go to the
borough department of weights and
measures, where they are all weighed, and
the weight of each is recorded in the
borough chronicles. The Mayor of Lincoln,
when elected, has a ring placed on his
finger. At Cheltexham the mayor is
presented wilh a gold cane on his appoint-
ment. The Mayor of Cork is Admiral of
the Port, and it used to be the custom for
him and the councillors to beat the bounds
of Cork Harbour, and then throw a bronze-
tipped arrow into the waves.

At Bournemouth, and also Hanley,
retiring mayor has to give his successor a
“loving kiss ! At Grantham, the mayer
leaving office has his robe stripped off him,
and the town clerk taps him on the head
with a mallet. There are many other
quaint customs in connection with: mayor-
alties, and 1 seem to have read of one
place where the mayor is knocked down in
ceremonious fashion to mark his accession
to office.

The Lord Mayor of Bristol is a Judge of
the Admiralty Court by virtue of his office,
and he has the right to sit on any bench
or in any court in England. For centuries,
only London, York, and Dublin boasted a
lord mayor, but now Manchester, Liverpool,
and other towns possess this dignity.

One of the chief qualifications of a mayor
or alderman is to be a good treucherman
and to have a capital digestion. The
Lord Mayor’s banquet in London, the goose
feast at Liverpool, the sprat festival at
Yarmouth, and champagne and sausages at
Peterborough, all point to the facet that
“good zheer” is a great matter with our
municipal corporations.

RAINFALL.

An inch of rain means a gallon of water
spread over a  surface of nearly 2 sguare
feet, or about 100 tons per acre,

THE FAR-OFF SUN. |

An airship going at 50 miles an hour
would take 210 years to reach the sun from
‘the earth.

the

TR e

By Ap Old
Boy

- (Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle, )

T

No. 27.—A MAD DOG EPISODE,

OR a thrill of real terror let a mad
~deg chase you. I have had one
such experience, and I never want
another.

It was on an Arizona ranch, the owner
of which, a younger son of one of our great
English families, had asked me to stay with
him. One day we were in a field, unarmed,
pottering about at little jobs, when I
noticed that Bob, my ‘friend’s -collie, was
performing strange antics, such as trying
to grab something in the air, running round
in circles, and so on.

I called Phil’s attention to his dog, and a
ghastly pallor overspread his face. He
looked scared to death. *“ He’s gone mad——
it’s hydrophobia!” he exclaimed.  “ And
we've no gun! Whatr shall we do?” I
volunteered to run to the house and get
a gun, as I was the younger and in the
betier physical condition, and I started off.
Bob came after me, his mouth foaming.
What if he caught me? It meant a painful
and horrible death!

As I neared the house, a servant came
out with an axe to chop wood. 1 brushed
him aside and seized the hatchet—just in
time to deal the dog a tremendous blow on
the head, which stunned bhim. The
servant, who had fled in consternation, now
reappeared with a revolver, which he
handed to me. I fired shot after shot into
Bob’s body, and put him out of his misery.

Then I collapsed, and Phil, who had
hurried after me, was just in time to eatch
me in his arms and carry me indoors. When
I came to I was in bed, and my face was
being bathed. AW my friends congratulated
me on my escape. But it was a near thing,
Do you wonder that an involuntary shudder
now passes through me every time I see a
dog?



Na, 59. LARRY SCOTT.

GE “«TFR ’\L DESCRIPTION :

Ta:I well-built, and good- lookmv'
Rather studious in expression, and
takes a pride in his neat appearance.
Eyes, grey. Hair, medium. Height, .
bft. 3ins. Weight, 8st. 8lb. Birthday,
January, 28th.

- CHIEF. CHARACTERISTICS:

When he first arrived, was known .

as “The, 'Boy Who Couldn’t Tell a

- Lie.” TUnder all curcumstances, he
speaks the literal truth—not from any
moral motive, but simply because hP_
- cannot help it. A most awkward fellow
to have about the place! :

SPORTS AND RECREATIONS:
Prefers his studies to games, and is
. consequently little spoken of, .and is’

high in the I‘orm I’Iobb& water-.
colour painting. : . :

No. 70. ERIC DALLAS.

GENXERAL DESCRIPTION: .
| Small and neat—a compaet little
fellow, looking younger than his age.
rSmall, good- lookmg features, with
~ serious expression. Eyes, hazel Hair,
chestnut., Height, 4ft. 10ins. Weight,
7st. 5lb. Birthday, June 2nd.

(HIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

A genuine swotter. .Is always grind-
ing awayx at books of some kind, and
only occasionally takes part in a House
rag. (Generous and open-handed.

SPORTS AND BRECREATIONS:

Takes practically no interest in
sports, but can run like a hare.
Hobbies: Stamp-collecting and reading
old classies, 5

ERIC DALLAS




"THE FOURTH
At ST, FRANK’S.

No. 7. ARTHUR STEELE.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION :

Lanky and loose-jointed, with a

pleasant, whimsical type of counten-

] ance. By no means good-looking, but
1 not ugly. Eyes, brom1 wears glasse\

EI Hair, dark. Height, 5t. 1in. Weight,
~ 8st. 3lb. Birthday, November 23rd:

| CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Thoughtless and careless, and selfish.
by disposition. A mean sort of fellow,
sticking tight to his pocket-money
and never lendmg a penny. Not very
p0pular.

SPORTS AND RECREATIO\TS

Occasionally plays in a House match T
but- has never risen far. Could do
well, but slacks at practlce No par-

~ ticular hobbies. : - .

|

| | | .

No. 72, CLEMENT TURNER..

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:
! Tall and awkward, and _]Il%t as un-

tidy as Somerton. Pleasant face and
merry eyes. ' Eyes, brown. Hair, dark.
Height 5ft. 2ins. Weight, 8st. 121b.
Birthday, August 31st.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Full of h]O'h spirits, and always play-
ing “minor ]okes A decent sort all
round ' '

l SPORTS AND RECREATIONS:

~ Plays regularly in the Modern House
Eleven. Changes his hobby about once
fortnight]y. | \

Note.—The ages of Fourth Form boys

s vary between fourteen and sixteen,. but,
for obvious reasons no more definite

1nf01mat10n on this peint can be gwen

[ - NEXT WEEK: RICHARD HAMILTON
' (NIPPER), JOSEPH PAGE, DONALD
HARRON, ARTHUR KEMP.

np AR

(13
peam——

ARTHUR
STEELE

CLEMENT
TURNER
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Readers who wish to ask questions or make suggestions regarding these
articles are invited to write to Dick Goodwin, ¢/o The Editor; The Nelson -

Lee Library, The Fleotway House,
= : This is .one of the
most effective of the
small simple motors
I have made because,
“ being of the tripolar
type, it is self start-
ing Yt cost very.
little to make, as the
inagnet and arinature
was made from . a
stout ‘tin ecanister,
and  the rest, with
' the exception of the
wire, obtained from odds and ends. T think
I had better explzin the main parts and the
main principles involved. Electric motors, ag
a general rule, consist of four main parts : (@)
the fleld magnet ; (b) the armature; (¢) the
commutator; (d) the brushes.

Fig J.

THE PARTS OF -~ - -
AN ELECTRIC '

MOTOR. '
- The Tield Magnet

. as shown at Fig., 2.
.The stouter the tin

| I3 approximately full

sets up a  strong -
magnetic field  in
which the armatuf®*
can . rotate  freely.
The magnet can
be a permanent mag- l‘
net, but in most ,
~cases, as in the -,
- present Instance, it
is an electro-magnet,
The " Armature or
moving coil in a
tripolar type con- °
sists of three coils :
wound on the arm fgo2 € -3 o>
of & rotating spindle. ’

The Commutator is fixed to the revolve
ing spindle and  acts in reversing. the
current at the exact moment in the revolution
- of the armature. The Brushes rest against
the sides of the commutator and serve to con-
vey the current.

in - =1

-varnish,

Farringdon Street, London;, E.C.4.

CTRIC MOTOR

MAKING THE FIELD MAGNET
The g¢eneral ar

rangement - of  the

motor is illustrated -

at Fig. 1, and the

firzt thing to make

is the field magnet _

the  better., I have
used a cocoa tin, but
the material from a
large bully beef tin is
better. The strip
required is about 4
in. by % in., and is
bent as carefully as -
possible to the shape

as abt Fig. 2, which

size. The curves
on the sides should I |
be a3  even as possible and should be
bent to the shape of a wooden cylinder pre-
pared {o the required diameter, the bottom
flanges are drilled or punched for screwing to
the base. The next step 18 to eover the two
gides of the upper portion as indicated by the
shaded lines at Fig. 8 with paper—ordinary -
writing paper will do. Ceat it with shellac
and when tacky apply to the
metal, or: :
WINDINQ THE COILS

] . | Commence winding
. by .wrapping a short
length of silk tape
about 4 in. from Jthe
end of some No. 26
double silk covered
wire to form a loop.
Continue winding
closely side by side
S22 so as to cover the
> tape and so hold the
;1 i first strand firmly ;
in all 20 turns are




magde, and a second r'omplote 1‘1\ er is of 19
turns. The wire is carried to the opposite side
asat Fig. 4, and the same procedure followed,
leaving a.bou.t 4-in, wire over, with the last turn
secured with tape. The magnw can now be
secured to the base as at Fig. 5.

MAKING THE ARMATURE

The shait can be formed from a kmttmg
needle, .and then the armature as shown at
PFig,~6 formed from three strips of tin bent in

Fig, 8. The strips
should meabure 11 in.
by . & ‘they - are

soldered together and
to the spindle, the
latter being cleaned
with emery cloth to
give a surface for
soldering, The arms
of the armature are
covered with paper
as in the sides of the
field magnet and
coated with shellac
varnish to form effective inculation.
exact ],)OaltTOIl of the armature

A\/
The
is shown

at Fig. 9, the small collars required at each
end bemg made from wire as at Fig. 10.- The:

method of forming the commutator }s shown at
Fig. 11, a 6 in.

wrapped round the spindle to a diameter of
about 1 in., as at Fig. 12.
IR o . now divided

pencil . lines —these

poles.

WIRING
ARMATURE
AND COM-
MUTATOR

No.

/ Figro

folded over to oc-
eupy a- littie
spaces, with the end projecting a 11+t]e beyond
the paper cylinder.

The armature is now held in the left- hand in
the position shown at Fig. 13, and the wire
wound on in the direction f-,hown the first

layer should be 10 turns, the secona 9 the third.

8, and the fourth and last 7. The la%t turn
i tied to its neighbour with silk thread and
the end brouszht straight out. '

_The armature is now turned one-third back
sa as to bring another arm up, the wire is
bared and folded over on the next- section of
the commutator ‘and the two sets tied with
thread to hold them in position. The winding
of the second arm is the same  as the ﬁr:t
but in this case it commences with the end
of the first winding, but the order of the
turm should not be altered. The third wind-
ing iz now carried out in the same way, the
wire being bared, formed into a loop and

.mutator -as. before,

the ﬁrst place as at Fig. 7, and finally as at

ing.

strip of paper 5 in. wide jis
coa,ted Wlth shellae varnish on one side and

The commutator is-
into-
. three equal parts by

are opposite to the

“may be made by flat-

THE | tening some copper -

-thin sheet to a taper

The end of the:
26 silk covered;
- wire ig bared for in.,

leeg than one of the marked

. minal,

to prevent Afiring.,
-last. much longer than a dry cell, but an ordinary

rested on the com-

the previons tem-
porary binding being
removed to allow
of the third layer to
be fastened down.

JOINING UP
THE COILS .

To complete, the
last turn is carried
out. straight, cut off and then bared and
then attached to the piece left pm]ect-
ing at the cmnmexwement of the first wmd-

It . will be seen tha,t the whole of this part of
the motor has continuous windings, beginning

i and finishing on the commutator, the position-

of the loops on the commutator being illus-
trated to an enlarged scale at Fig, 14, To
complete, the half of the commutator nearest .
the armature should be neatly covered
with §ilk thread and given a coating with
shellac varnish, taking care to keep the loops
of exposed wire clean, The contmuons wind-
ing of the armature and mmmutator 1‘; shmm
diagrammatically. at Fig. 2. '

The two supports for the spindle or shaft
are made from tin about 1} in. by % in., bent
to the shape as shown-at I‘lg 15, They are
both: drilled or punched. with two - ‘holes -for

- scréws, but the height of the hole for the shaft

must be the saime -md is 13 o,

MAKING THE BHUSHES
The: b‘rushe% :;hOHld

be of -eopper,- and -
wire or cutting some

form and the flanged
bottom - serewed to

the wopoden base.
Termmals can be
made from .small

strips of iron or brass, but-ordinary serew ter-A
minals are 8o cheap that they can easily be
used. -Conneetions are evident from Fig. I,
but it will He as well to cover them to emure
that.all ara in their proper position. One wire
from the ma,gnet is connected ta the front ter-
“the- 6ther- wire from. the magnet is
connectcd to the far brush. From the nearest
brush,;” & wire is- mmed to the other front- -
tcrminal. 3
The motor will-work from a dry cell but
it - will be necessary to supply a little oi}
to the wire of the commutator and the brushes
A small accumulator will

bjchromahc. battery can be used effectively.
The-main point in assembling is to see that all
parts .are correctly adjusted, particularly the

“armature and shaft, and that the brushes are so

adjusted that they are in contact with the
comiutator wires,



. e i!.| '-(-,

] St Frank's Magazine
INREPLY roYOURS

i IR RN i

Co

Correspondence Answered by ‘
Edward Oswald Handforth

R A

(NOoTE.—Readers of ToHE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply
on this page. But don’t expect an answer
for several weeks, perhaps five or six.

Address your letfers or posteards to

L. 0. HANDFORTH, c¢/0 The Editor,

THE NELsSON Lre LiBRARY, The Fleetway

Ht;;l?)e,ﬂ li‘ai'ringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

AN OLD READER (Seaham Harbour): What
a question! Of course I'm interested in
steam engines, and I've been waiting|
for the photograph of that model of
yvours - which you offered to send. If
you don’t bung it along at once, you're
-n0 pal of mine. You must be a careful
old stick to keep it so long. '

PETER BRIGHTWELL (Lewisham): The

- best way to find second-hand books
about the cold regions is to haunt the
shops where they sell them. You can
pick 'em up for next to nothing if you
go about it the right way. Thanks for
your offer about the St. Frank’s League,
which I have passed to the right quarter.

EILEEN ROBERTS (Kensal Rise): Your re-
marks about my fazce are so uncompli-
mentary that I simply refuse to have
~anything to do with you. Peter Bright-
well and a Yot of others praise up my
Trackett Grim stories just as much as
you do, and I'm tempted to write some
more, only I'm afraid Reggie wouldn’t
put them in. -

JULIANA (Ohakune, New Zealand): Yes,
Nipper does like girls with fair, curly
hair and blue eyes, especially if the
eyes are true as well as blue. And so
do I. If you send me your photo, I
might send you mine. But we should
have to keep it a secret from Irene, or
she might get jealous. Silly, isn't it? ’

HANDFORTH II. (Balham): Your fist may
be as big as mine, but if it was as big
as two .t wouldn't frighten me, my lad.
Let me tell you I only biff Church and
Clurey when they absolutely ask for it.
I reckon I'm jolly patient to tamely L

answer all you chaps who insult me so
much! But I'm getting fed up!
LOTAAD MIGHTY (Aylesbury): Church - and
McClure are too busy working out Cross
Word Puzzles for me to find .out if
you're the first who’s written me from
Aylesbury. But as you’ve been a reader
so long you ought to know. Don’t be
such a lazybones. Look back for your-
self and find out! Thanks for nice note.
J. PARKINSON {(Grimsby): If more of
vou chaps would buy the Old Paper in-
stead of borrowing it from your pals, it
might be run without any advertise-
ments at all perhaps. Sufficient revenue
has got to be raised somehow, you know,
and if the publisher can’t get it in
one way he has to get it in another.
BONZO (Looe, Cornwall): Of course I could
give Ernest Lawrence a tie if I wanted
to. But I have enough to do to keep
my own neck properly furnished with-
out bothering about his. My Trackett
Grim stories aren’t laughable, you chump.

They're the most serious of all our
great modern detective tales.

BRUCE CHALCRAFT (Edinburgh): Be
patient! I expect you, and all the other

thousands who are longing for a St.
Frank’s Annual will have your wish
gratified one of these fine days. Every-

thing ecomes to those who wait, you
know. I'm so pleased you like the
Portrait Gallery, especially as some

don’t.

W. A. G. (Hull): So I look like a cross be-.
tween a bulldog and a hyena, do I!
And I'm a great human porpoise, am 1!
Well, you can jolly well go and eat
coke! 1 can’t waste any cross words on
vou—I want them all for my puzzles!

A STAUNCH READER (Tottenham): You
sound like a bully to me—biffing your
brother so much that he’s afraid of the
sight of you! Willy isn't afraid of me!
As for him having a weekly column of
*“Hints for Catching Insects,” do you -
want the Mag. to be dealt a death-
blow? He’s the insect to be caught—
and squashed. .

ENTHUSIAST (Birmingham): Look what I
said to old Parkinson. just now. The
huge circulation of the Old Paper is



BOB BRAVE (Risca,

FPHYCIL (Abingdon): You dotty ass!

- .--puzzle

ARTHUR BENCE (Beeston,

still insufficient to provide a fair return
for the extraordinary value given. Why
can’t you and all the other borrowers
be sporty enough to buy your own
Weekly copies? Look how handy they’d
be for reference, too—bound up in the
way Dick Goodwin has so thoroughly

explained!

Newport, Mon.):
course the Portrait Gallery wouldn’t be
complete without good old Nipper’s phiz.
You’ll see it there presently, never fear.
It would have been there long ago,
but he’s been away from St. Frank’s
for some time, as you know. So
Reggie says he’s been saving the best for
the last. I really ought to be Fourth
captain, so I was in at the first. That
- . notice about “Two Fine Long Stories for
Boys”? on the front page wouldn’t
offend any girl readers. They jolly well
like stories about boys!

Fancy
reading the Old Paper for six and a-half
-vears and then calling me obstinate!
" Why, I'm as docile as a- donkey. And
let me tell you, my lad, that my
- Trackett Grim stories are not rotten.
They’'re an cight-letter word beginning
with S and ending with D. You can
: that out for yourself, but it
-means Magnificent. They’re models for
all writers of detective fiction to aspire
to. -1 have no objection to your ex-
pecting a full page for your reply, you
. greedy beggar! But that doesn’t say
you’'ll get it, does it? No blessed fear!
- I meant to serve you out by giving you
. an extra short answer, but I've had to
-.make it long instead so that I could
tell you off properly. And it’ll be a

lesson to other blockheads! You can’t.

play Old Harry with me like that and
get off’ scot free! :

. RESTON (Liverpool): You're worse than

- . that potty Abingdon chump I just re-
plied to! If you think you're going
to goad me on to give you a long-reply,
- you've made a bloomer. And if you
- hadn’t admitted that “‘In Quest of
Gold » was a good story, and apologised
“in your postseript for your insults, I
would ‘have broken my record and not
- given you an answer at all! Still, I
couldn’t very well have done that with-
out breaking my word -at the same time.
I’ve promised to reply to all letters, and
'l jolly well keep my promise. All
the same, I'm not going to stand too
much nonsense from any of you fat-

‘heads. I’'m a peaceable sort of chap,
but it’s getting a bit too thick! There’s
a lJimit to everything. So if any of

.. you asses who are thinking of writing
to me read this, just take warning and
don’t overstep the mark! .
Notts): Now
-you’re a chap I've taken a real fancy
" to! You agree with me about Willy

Of |

fellow.

A.

E.

. you'll get what you want

being a cheeky young beggar, with no
respect for .the best boy in the Fourth,
who is also the finest goalkeeper -you
know of. It’s a good thing worth comes
out on top sometimes! But some of us
majors have a lot to put up with, I
can tell you! I'in speaking from bitter
experience! Thanks for your recogni-
tion, good wishes, and sympathy, old

W. GAZE (Melbourne): I knew we had
some clever chaps in  Australia—and
plenty of clever girls, too! It was fine
of you to get that Characters Competi-
tion correct, although the t{ime. limit
wouldn’t .permit of your competing. A
seven-years’ reader, too! And going to
remain one for good! That’s.the ticket!
Yours is one of the nicest Colonial
letters I've had. Do write again,. |
STROUD (Granville, N.S.W.): Perhaps
about -the
Magazine section before long. Anyhow,
loock out for constant improvemengs all .
round. As you know, the Old Paper

- never stands still, but is always striv-

JOHN

ing ‘to go one better. 1 don’t think
much of that cipher of yours, especially
as it contradicts the first paragraph of
vour letter, where you said those who
laugh at my serious stories are dotty.
I don’t, know where you could get that
back number (112), but if I can get hold
of a copy I'll save it-for you. |

MARWOOD (Malvern, Victoria,
Australia):: You’re right, John! Of
course the-0ld Paper’s ¢ the finest book
going of the present day.” Everybody
savs s0..-.Also, of -course, it wouldn’t be

- much of a catch without the leader of

-Magazine

Study D in it every week. And if the
lost . its leading writer it
wouldn’t last long. I make ‘it a rule
never..to talk about myself, or I would

- add that it’s an all-round good thing I'm

CO

still alive and "~ kicking. Just try to
imagine how flat the old school stories
would be if I wasn’t there to liven
them up! It would be something like
Australia without its Melbourne! The
best way not to stutter is to speak
each word- clearly and distinetly without
stammering. Thanks for all your praise
and - good wishes., Your letter is so full
of both that it quite embarrasses a
modest ‘chap like me, and if "I get
many more like it I am afraid I shall

~begin to get a good opinion of myseif !

B' ‘(Manchester): You're last (unless the
printers ‘mess my copy up) but not

" least, although you addressed your en-

velope. to. me and the letter inside to
““ A Lunatic,” and commenced it ‘“ Dear
JIdiot.”> ° You ‘don’t suppose I'm going
to answer other people’s letters, do
you? Who's it for, and where’s mine?

TED.



MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE. _
Our two heroes, Claude Courage and Bob |
Brave, have wandered away from the camp®
to shoot rabbits in the Rocky Mountains, |
They see smoke signals going up from every

2

t

¢rag, and know that the hostile Indians
are about to swoop down amd atlack the
OB BRAVE stared at his chum with
an unknown terror in his frank
and thousands of them! Quick! We must
warn the camp before if’s too late.”
take the warning., Never before had our
courageous heroes taken such risks. The
and Claude cared nothing .for the dangers,
{Half-way down, Bob Brave tripped and fell
But did he hesitate? Never!  Picking
himself up like a feather, he sped onwards,
him, Speech was impossible, for the speed
was too great.
arrived in the nick of {ime! -
The word flew round like wildfire. The

hardy ‘pion?erslof the prairies, .
eyes.

“Shall we be in time?” breathed  Claude.
mountain was so steep that a trained
:headlong for seven hundred feet. He rolled
ever onwards. Gashed and bleeding, but

And just as th'ey reached the outskirts
Iong line of covered wagons was swept into

Redskins «

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

the

"By Celebrated Author

Edward Oswald Handforth

CHAPTER XXI.
TOUCH AND GO.

HESE defenders were rugged, grim
men of the plains—hardy old-
timers, every one of them. They

i were the survivors of many a grim
hattle against the bloodthirsty Redskins.
And now that the moment had come,
they were ready. |
- The situation was made worse by the
fact that three-parts of the men were
‘raw recruits—young fellows who had just
left their homes, and were having their
first taste of the Great West. Many,
indeed, ‘had never seen the rolling prairie
before, and many had never handled a gun.
But Bob Brave inspired everybody with
his calmness. Yelling like a maniac, he
dashed.from wagon to wagon, encouraging
the defenders., And Claude Courage did the

same.

And so, when the afttack came, the
Indians got what fora They swept round
in a great circle, howling like madmen, and
urging  their mustangs ever onwards. .
Flights of arrows swept across the camp in
such numbers that the sky was darkened.
But none touched the brave white men.
The Redskins made a lot of noise, but they
were Trotten shots. - )
~ And as the fight waxed fast and furious,
the night fell. It fell with a crash, for a
thunderstormx happened at that minute.
The lightning blazed out in lurid flashes,
and the thunder rolled across the boundless
srairie, and the surrounding trees were
lashed in the hurricane.

The fight was nearly over, and it seemed
that our heroes would soon be on their way
to final victory! |

(This amazing story will be concluded -
next week, .. You'll be surprised when you

- CHAPTER XX.
THE WARNING.

s The -”Reds'k_ins!’_’ ile géa.sped.
“There must be thousands and thousands

With fleet steps, they fled down the
mountain-side. It was onc wild rush to
monkey could not have negotiated it

But in the extremity of the moment, Bob
‘over and over, crashing from crag to crag,
until he finally bashed against a boulder.
wundaunted, Bob Brave rushed towards the
‘camp. And Claude Courage kept pace ‘with
~of the camp, the hordes of E
‘appeared in the distance. Our heroes had
a circle, and the defenders got to their
posts. | ] '

hear what I've - got in store for you.
| —AUTHOR.) S
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(Continued from page 30)

Here are the ful names you want, Ernest
W. Sands—and perbaps other readers will
be glad to have them in full, too: Edward
Leong, Thomas Watson, Thomas Burton,
Jderrold Dodd, John Oniong, Herbert Onions,-
Lawrence Scott, Richard Goodwin, Robert
Christine, Roderick Yorke, Charles Talmadge,.
Leonard Clapson, William XNation, and.
Norman Grey. The latter is generally known
as “Jack.”” How’s that?

b4 R b

I can quite understand your desire to have
gome stories about Rugger, “Sportsman.” 1
expect there are a number of others who
would like me to introduce Rugby football.
¥ know that a good many of our public
schools play Rugger but Soceer is also
popular. And, as you hint in your letter, I
always make the St. Frank’s boys play
Soecer because it has a much wider appeal.
It wouldn’t do for me to please just the
few and displease the majority.

; 3 * %

No, E. T. Hurn, yours was not the first
jetter 1 have had from. India, but it was
every bhit as welcome, nevertheless. There
have been some St. Frank’s stories in the
“Boys’ Friend Fourpenny Library ’’ but not
just recently. Perhaps there’ll be some
more in the future. It all depends upen the
“good . old works,”” as Archie would say.
}m kept ~pretty hard at it, but if I can
squeeze out an extra story for the “B.F.L."’
¥11 certainly do so. You've got a good
memory. Yes, what you say.abou_t Zingrave
is quite correct—he did have an under-
ground room under a fountain., But I'm
hanged if I can remember the full details

{ Nelson Lee had paid out all his line, -

Ah!

THE INVISIBLE GRIP

" (Continued from page 29) 2
gently commenced lowering it into the dark
shaft. - The flame burned brw 1tly and flicker-
IH”I}—-—\}IO“II}” that the air was not only
pure, but® dmughtv

The light from the candle showed some-
thing elﬁe too, amd that was the ladder
which led from t]le top of the shaft mto the
depths below:.

Lower and until
But,
although they were unable to see how much
furthel the shaft. descended, "Lee and
Nipper -had - convinced - themnel\,m wfrardnw
the purity of the air.

“The *subterranean ‘tunnel cannot Dbe

much further down!” muttered Lee, letting
¢o of the string,'and allowing the candle to
drop **Perhaps the hottom is only a foot
or so beyond where the candle reached——
It’s gone out!” -
. The candle flame was extinguished almost
instantly, no doubt owing to the rush of
wind caused by its des cent. . At. any rate,
it went out hefore either Lee or \mper
caught sight .of the bottom of the shaft,
‘and the detectne decided to (‘eucend at once
by means of the ladder.

Without more ado, he swung hin]:.elf upon
' the topmost rung, and cammenced the
descent into the black depths, with Nipper
watching anxiously from the top.

The air, as Lee had surmised, was perfectly
wholebome, and he e\pellenced no dlfﬁculty
whatever in breathing.

“Go easy on the ladder guyv nor"’ oalred
Nipper, when his mabter wids a wood way
down. Good
hea\en*”’ . B

Nipper's, \\01‘(1: aeemed to dry up in -his
throat for even as he spoke he heard -the
rotten ladder. give way, and he knew that
Nelson Lee hldd gone hurth‘i}ﬂr down into the
unknown . depthb below! .

" {End of third instalment)

lower the candle sank,

of it myself, after all this time. But I
in the final story of the Green Triangle
series. Of course, Professor Zingrave has
been active se\«eral times since then

; (Cantmued on page iv eof cover)
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£30,000 Wanted Urgenﬂy fo Save the Club_

That was the extraordinary posz!xon early this year of that famous old Fitst Division ciub Brom-

ford Athletic.

What happened ? . Did they get it 3 Read

They had to get £30,000 before the end of the season to save themsclves from ruin.

<« THE FOOTBALL BANKRUPTS !

You'll find the first chaplers of fhzs greal new serial of Cup and League in

THIS WEEK’S
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