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As he walked, he fancied that something was behind him.
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Moat Hollow School is still the centre of exciting happenings.

The

school, which is.in the neighbourhood of St. Frank’s, is being run by a Mr.

Grimesby Creepe. It is being

gradually discovered that this man, who

poses as a kindly, benevolent and charitable member of society, is really a

despicable scoundrel. Heis ¢

ing on some nefarious business.
are 1ll-treated. In fact, they are little better than slaves.
sent to the school, is determined to alter things.

The boys
Tommy Watson,
And now he is aided by

s —

Nipper, who has been appearing from time to time disguised as the Phantom
Protector. Under Nipper’s leadership things are about to take a thrilling
turn ! .

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER L
WILLY ON THE TRACK.

64 OMETHING," said Willy Handforth,
“ig up!”
S The leader of the Third Form at
St. Frank's was wearing a keen
frown, and Chuhby Heath and Juicy Lemon
looked at him with interest.

“I don’t kno s about something being up—
but we seem t» be waiting here for
nothing!’? growled Chubby. “Just our luck,
of course! Things always go wrong when we
want ’em to go right!”’

The heroe: of the Third were lurking be-
neathh one of the chestnut trees in the old
Triangle. Tea was over, and the February
evening was quite dark. The recent gale
had died down and a spell of clear, dry
weather had set in,

Both the Ancient House and the Modern
House were gleaming with lights, but the
fags seemed to have the Triangle to them-
selves., They had been hanging about for
nearly half an hour. It was not their usual
custom to lurk under the chestnuts in this
fashion, but something particularly import-
ant was afoot.

In brief, Willy had learned, during the

afternoon, that a hamper had arrived at
the station for Parry minor—one of the
leading lights of the Third in the Modern
House. A keen rivalry existed between the
two sectious of the Third, and it was re-
garded as perfectly legitimate to raid a tuck
hamper.

Parry minor and Fullerton, of the Modern
ITouse, had gone down to the station :to
fetech the prize, and Willy & Co. were in
ambush to seize it before it vanished into
the portal: of the Modern House. TUnfor-
tunately, the hamper made no appearance.

A gnawing kind of fear possessed the fags
that Parry minor and Fullerton had caught
wind of the ambush, and had slipped in at
the rear. Or it was possible that the riva!l
fags were emptyving the hamper en route.
Anyhow, there was no sign of it.

“Don’t be impatient!”’ said Willy., *“ And
I'm nct so keen .on that hamper now.
anyway."’

“*Not keen on it?” gasped Chubby. *But
we haven't hud any tea!”’

‘“ Bother tea!”’

“You—you silly ass!’® snorted Juicy
Lemon, *“Didn't we deliberately miss tean
in Hall so that we should have a good
Pappetite for young Parry’s hamper? 1'm
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starving. Do you think we're going to be

dishecd out of that feed?”’

Handforth miunor sighed.

“You ain’t bad chaps, but you think too
much about your giddy tummies!’’ he said

impatiently. ‘I tell you there’s something
up! Never mind about Parry’s hamper now
—there’s something up!”’

“I believe you said that before!”’
remarked Chubby sarcastically.

“We've been hiding here for half an

hour,”’ went- on Willy, “and what have we
seen?’’

“We haven’t seen that hamper!’’ groaned
Juicey.

*Blow the hamper!’’ roared Willy.
not talking .about what we haven’t
I'm talking about what we have
And that's been rummy—not to
significant!”?

His chums sniffed.

- *“You're talking out of the back of your
neck!”’ said Chubby insultingly.
“Significant!’’ repeated Willy, ignoring the

offending remark. *“And # you chaps used

your eyes, instead of moaning about grub,
you'd be better off! What abeut Dick

Goodwin?>’

“What do you mean—what about him?’’
~“Didn't he sneak out of the Ancient

ii I'l‘nl
zeen!
seen!

say

House five -minutes ago?’’ demanded Willy..

“Did he?”’

“Ye gods and little fishes!”’ groaned Willy.
“Did he! He walked right past, within
ten yards of us, and you didn’t see him!
‘'And he was carryving a great bundle of
broomsticks and a bag!”’

“You've been dreaming!’’ said Chubby
Heath blankly.

bag!’® repeated
would Dick

“Broomsticks and a
Lemon. “What the dickens
Goodwin want with broomsticks? You must
have gone to sleep standing up, or some-
thing! You’re like a giddy horse!”’

Willy was exasperated, and with justifica-
tion. Being a keenly observant youngster
himself, he {rankly failed to wunderstand
how his chums could see things without
noticing them. Yet Willy was perfectly
right in what he said. Dick Goodwin, of the
Fourth, had actually hurried across the

Triangle five minutes earlier with a hugze

bundle of broomsticks. And Willy very
naturally viewed the proceedings with sur-
prise. Hence his present thoughtfulness.

“We all know that Goodwin is a bit of a
masterpiece when it comes to amateur
carpentry and all that sort of thing,”’ said
Willy. “But why broomsticks? And why
two dozen? There were at least two dozen
under his arm.”’

“ Are you trying to spoof us?’’ demanded
Chubby.

“I've got something better to do!”’
retorted Handforth minor. *“It wasn't so
much the broomsticks, either; it was the
way the chap went,’”” he added. ‘“He liter-
ally sneaked across the Triangle,

and |
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whizzed out of the cates, and went up the
lane. Up it, mark you—not down!”’

“What difference does that make?’”

“WLy. it proves that he wasn’'t going to
the village to change the broomsticks for
wire-netting, or something!”’ said Willy
shrewdly. “What is there up the lane
except the Moor View School and the moor?
Why should Goodwin sneak off—literally
sneak off, I repeat—in the directicn of the
moor? And with broomsticks?”’

“I can’t answer your silly riddles!”’
snapped Chubby. *I'm-thinking about that
hamper—-"? 2

“Rats to the
“Even if it comes 1 shan't raid it!
what about Handforth & Co.?”’

“They went out ten minutes ago!’? said
Lemon impatiently.

““I know they did—and they went towards
the moor, too!’’ said Willy, with a mnod.
“And they were-carrying a couple of cricket
bags. Doesn't that strike you as being
rummy ?’?

“0Oh, what do we care about Handforth?"’

“Cricket bags—in February!”? mused Willy
dreamily. “I tell you there’s something in
the wind. Those Fourth-Form chaps are
getting up a stunt. My sous, we're going
on the track!"

hamper!’? roared Willy.
And

—— —

CHAPTER 1II.
DISCOVERIES,

HUBBY HEATH
almost cried.

“But—but that
hamper—-"" he
began miserably.
““Are you going to stop
talking about that hamper,
or do you want me to push your face inside
out?’” interrupted Willy, squaring his
shoulders. “I'm fed up! Instead of two

loyal chums I've got nothing but a couple
of—of greedy hamper-snatchers!’’

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon
justly incensed.

“It was your own idea to snatch it!’?
said Juicy hotly. .

“Oh, well, perhaps it was; but now it's
my own idea to abandon it!’’ retorted
Willy. “That's enough! The hampe:r’s
finished with! Forget it. We’re going on
the track of those Fourth Formers!”

Willy’s chums were at a disadvantage,
They had noticed nothing strange about the
juniors who had passed out of doors during
the last half hour., . But Willy had. He
was as keen as mustard; nothing ever
escaped his attention. His brain always
worked at full speed.

And in the present instance his curiosity
was understandable. It had been strange
enough to see MHandforth & Co. creeping
out withk a couple of cricket bags, and
creeping out, moreover, in a decidedly

were
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furtive manner.
miidly aroused.

But when Dick Goodwin followed, five
minutes later, with a whole bundle of
broomstichs, the thing became mysterious,
It just had to be investigated. Willy
wouldn't have rested all the evening if he
had allowed this affair to pass unnoticed.

“Come on!'’ he said crisply.

“Oh, good!’ exclaimed Chubby Heath.
“Going to the cuck-shop, eh? It's no good
waiting for that hamper any longer——"’

“We're not going to the tuckshop, and I

Willy's interest had been

don’t want to hear another word about
grub!” interrupted Willy aggressively. “I'm
tired of grub. Fed up with the word.

Mention it again and I'll biff you!’’
His chums looked utterly miserable.

“We're going up the road,”
Willy relentlessly. ¢ We ought to be able
to find out—— Hallo! What-ho! Look at
that! Now do sou believe that there's
something in the wind?”

The tliree fags hungz back under cover of
the chestnut tre¢, Two figures had just
emerged from the Ancient House. They
were Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey. And for
some strange reason they were carrying
two big suitcases, and the suitcases were
bulging. |

“Well Llessed!™’
Lemon

**Nothing ‘n that!’’ growled Chubby. “I
expect they're going to the village with some
of their old suits. They're going to have
'em pressec o1 cleaned, or something,”’

Willy made no comment., Pitt and Grey
Lwrried acros: the Triangle with an almost
unseemly speed. glancing back once or twice
to see if they had been observed. And
Willy nodded =ignificantly when the two
Fourth-Formers turned up the lane towards
Banninglon DMoor.

““Now then!’’ ne whispered.

I'm muttered Juicy

““What about

it??
“Looks a bit rummy, I must say,”’
admitted Chubby, becoming interested.

*What are they doing with those suitcases?
They're not goiug tu the Moor View School,
surely! They wouldn't pay Irene & Co.
an evening call with all that giddy
luggage!”’

“To say nothing of broomsticks and
cricket bags!”’ added Willy grimly. “I'm
not a spy, and I wouldn't dream of butting
in where .m not wanted. But this thing
is crying out aloud to be looked into!”’

He moved off towards the ‘gates, and his
chums hesitated. ‘

“Well, ain't you coming?"
impatiently.

“0Oh, might as well!”
with reluctance.

They followed him toc the gates, and the
trio passed outside. Lemon glanced down
the lane, ar'l then jumped. Two dim

asked Willy
growled Chubby,

continued |
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forms were looming up, and they were
carrying something bulky between them.

“My hat!’”’ whispered Chubby cxcitedly.
“That giddy hamper! Come on, now's ourt
chance—"

“Too late!”’ interrupted Willy. *“ We're
going after those chaps!”’

“Oh, are we!”” snorted his chums.
“Here's this hamper, and we can wipe up
Parry minor and Fullerton with one hand
each!”

“Go ahead, then, but leave
snapped Handforth minor.

And he marched off, leaving his chums
to decide. They only took about ten
seconCs t< do so. With the prospect ol
much food immediately ahead, they deserted
their leader without thought or compunctiou.

me out!"’

Willy was 1more disappointed than sur-
prised. He had firmly believed that the
hungry pair would meekly follow when
they found that he was firm. But the

lure of food had proved too great.
Willy paused once, and glanced back
along the lane. A scutfle was already in

progress. Strange cries rent the air, and
numerous thuds could be heard. Instinct-
ively Willy clenched his fists. A fight

was always welcome.

But then he squared his shoulders, and
marched on. He had made his decision,
and he would be tirm! It wasn't likely
that he'd tamely join Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon after he had commanded them

to obey his orders—and after they had
mutinied. ;

He forgot about the ftight, and broke
into a trot. And in less than four

minutes he caught sight of two indistinct
forms in the distance ahead. Reggie Pitt

and Jack Grey were trudging along with
their suit-cases,

And the hero of the Third silently fol-
lowed.

——— —

CHAPTER II1L
BURPRISING ACTIVITIES.

HE chase was not a
particularly long one.
After the quarry

had passed the
Moor View School, with
Willy still on the track,

he concluded that thé pair

were making for the- Moor itself. He
didn't pretend to understand why.

Willy, in fact, was puzzled. He couldn’t

think of any valid reason why half-a-dozen

or more Fourth-Formers should go on to

the Moor with well-filled suit-cases and
cricket-bags and a bundle of broomsticks.

Willy simply couldn’'t make it out.
But he was intensely curious.

“Well, one thing’s pretty certain,” ne
murmured. “ There’'s only one place on
the  Moor they'd be likely to go to—

and that's the old mill! But what the



dickens are they ecarting all this stuff to

the old mill for? Patience, my son! And
you'd better be careful, too! These
Fourth-Form chaps are liable to get on

the high horse.”

teggie Pitt and Jack Grey, two of the
sharpest, fellows in the Fourth, had no
suspicion that they were being shadowed,
Willy was so extremely cautious, and he
lurked behind so silently, that the chums
of Study E knew nothing.

Willy was right in his surmise.
Pitt and Grey went straight towards the

old mill—which rose from the face of the

desgrted  moor like some gaunt, ugly

Willy lurked
watching keenly. His quarry had been
swallowed up by the darkness. And Willy
was puzzled. There wasn't a light of any
kind in the buiiding. The old place looked
dreary and empty.

A casunal passer-by, coming along the
moorland road at that moment, wouldn't
have glanced twice at the ruin—he would
never have suspected, at all events, that
strange activities were in progress within
the weatherbeaten old structure.

Even Willy didn't know anything for cer-
tain—but he guessed. If Pitt and Grey
had come here, it practically stood ta

behind a2 clump of

gorse,
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sentinel of the night. It was
Jess of a ruin, without any
Swept and battered by every storm,
mill had been neglected for years. 1t
was a wooden structure, and in. many
places the woodwork was rotting away.

But inside, as the juniors were well aware,
the little structure: was surprisingly
weatherproof. The rain naturally swept
through the broken windows, but the
walls were still stout. Indeed, on the very
topmost floor the window itself was in-
tact, and this particular part of the mill
was as weathertight as ever it had been,

more or
sails left.
the

The Fourth-Formers vanished inside, and

reason that Handforth & Co. and Dick
Goodwin had preceded them to the same
spot. But the absence of any light
rather upset Willy's. expectations.

He made a complete circle of the mill,
and then began to wonder if he had made
a mistake. Had Pitt and Grey actually
entered? Or had they walked on, Willy
missing them in the gloom? They seemed
to have vaniqhed utterly. :

“I'm not going to be dished like this!”
muttered the fa‘%J “1 know they went in-
side! I'm not blind! The only thing is
to go right inside-and investigate at close
quarters. 1f I’'m collared, I shall just tell



'em the truth—there's nothing like
candid! And I've gob just as much
to be here as they have—so what’s

odds?”? '
He walked bPoldly forward, encouraged
by his decision, and entered the building.

‘He was swallowed up by intense blackness.

right
the

"But he felt a little thrill as dull, mut.
‘fled thuds came to his ears. They were
proceeding from somewhere far above.

“ Somebodys' using a hammer!”’ mur-

mured Willly. ¢ So they're up there, after
all! I knew it!” |

He felt his way across to the upright lad-
der which was fixed to the wall. These sur-
roundings were quite familiar—he knew every
inch of the old mill, inside and out. And
in next to no time he was through the
trapdoor and on the first floor.

He continued his way upwards,
last there was only one floor above
All speculation had now . ceased. There
was a trap-door in the top ficor, and it
vas closed. Rays of light shone down
. through the chinks. And heavy footsteps
and shufﬂmvs sounded on the Hoor above.

and at
him,

And somebodv was working hard with a
saw. Then came some more hammering.
“Well, I'm blessed!” muttered Willy.
¢ What's the  giddy wheeze?  \What
the dickens are those chaps doing
up there? Isn’t the workshop at scheol

good enough for ‘emt"

The trap-door suddenly opened, and took
Willy by surprise. A f'ood of light de-
scended upon him, showing him up clearly
before he could dodge. As a matter of
fact, Handforth major was just prepar-
ing to come down, and he had switched on
an electric torech in order to hght the way.

“My only hat!” roared Handforth.
““Here's my minor!”

He stared blankly at Willy,
see him standing just below. ‘the meet-
ing was totally .unexpected, and Edward
Oswald Handforth was by no means pleased,
judging by his expression. On the other
hand, Willy was quite happy, it seemed.

¢ Hallo, Ted!” he said, nodding. ‘ How
goes it?”

“ You—you young rotter!”
forth, “ Who told you to come
How di you know anything about
You little bounder, you've been spying!”

“0Oh, fie!” said Willy, shocked. ¢ Such
words to your own brother! What have I
done, fair Ted, to deserve such harsh
terms? In other words, old son, kindly go
and eat coke!”

“You wait till T collar
- Handforth fiercely.

He literally fell down the ladder, fully
expecting Willy to flee like a rabbit. But
Willy stood his ground, calm and serene.
He smiled at his major benevolently,

“Can’t touch me!” he said calmly. “1’'ve
got my lingers crossed!”

startled to

roared Hand-
here?
it?

vou!” snorted

being .

CHAPTER IV,
THE ONE AND ONLY NIPPER.

oD “ ARD OSWALD
E HANDFORT I
brmthcd hard.

Do you think |
care about your  giddy
fingers?" he shouted aggres-
sively, Look here, you
I'm going to take you in

silly 17 said Wiily. ' I'm safc!
When I've got my
untouchable as the
So what's the good of argu

rotter,

ftuvele
hand ——-

““Don't he
You can't touch me!

crossed I'm as
Pole!

finzers

North

ingt¢”
Handforth dropped his fists helplessiy.
““All right—I'll control mysell ' he siaid

thickly. * Sometimes I'm accused of buily.
ing, but, goodness knows, 1 never bifl »

chup veunger than myself! What are yuu

doing Lere, anyhow?”

“I'm looking at you!™ said Willy
promptly,

“You exasperating young idiot!”" howled
Handforth. ¢ What ure you looking at me
for?”

“] don't know—I must be mad!™ said

much rather look at
But you're in front
lanut-

Willy frankly. “1'd
the wall, or the ficor.
of me, and you fill the whole giddy
scape! Anything else?”
His majo: giasped him
shoulder.
l(lT\-e

firmly by the

had about e¢nough of this!" he
snapped. *“Yeu've no right to ne here at
all—we're here in secret!  Nobody knows
that we're working in the old mill! Not -
soul!”

“PDon't be a chump—I know ! sald Wiliy
impatiently. *“ You chaps are a bit too care
less. 1 happened to be in the Triangle,
and I saw a whole procession of bags ani
broomsticks and things going out. So 1
thought I'd follow, that’s all.  What's {he
game? What are you doing here?”

Willy spoke autl:orltatnely, and Handfer h
gaped.

“If you think I'm <oing to answer vour
questinns——~” he began,

“Hold on, Handy!” called down Regge
Pitt from the aperture above. ‘*“It's no
good arguing with your minor. He's here,

and we must make the best of u bad joh.
He's got to be admitted into the secret, o
bring him up!”

Willy grinned.

“I'm glad to see somebody’s
sense, anyhow,” he remarked.
good, Ted, old son, you can't get
me now! In order to buy my silence
you've got to admit me into fhe dread
secret. What are you doing, anyvhaow--
building a few rabbit-hutches?”

Handforth snorted in disgust,

“So0 we've gol’ to be bothered with yon,
have we?” he grgnted. “ All right—come
up! This is a bit thick, I must say'>

¢O.  sOIme
“It's nc
rid of
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“Life's full of little worries,”” said Willy
cheerfully.

He hopped up the ladder like a monkey,
and arrived on the top floor. He was still
very curious, and he was eager to find out
what all this unusual activity meant. DBut
all his interest in the hammering and saw-
ing vanished during his first glance round.

For he found himself standing face to
face with a tall, well-built junior in a
lounge suit.

[ THE NEL_STON‘};E"TI;I'I:BT_'_:EY i

His jacket was off, his shirt- |

P ———

I—1I
messing
My
only hat! I'm jolly glad to sec you've got
some sense

* Thanks awfully !’ arinned Nipper,

Willy’s delight was genuine. His face was
Hushed with excitemwent, and he shook Nip-.
per’s hand with such warmth that the ex-
skipper could not fail to be pleased.

“ But where's Mr. Lee?” asked Willy,

“I—I say!
London,
about with those silly detective cases!

“ Nipper!” he repeated.
thought you were up in

tied round his face.

In less than two minutes his arms were bound behind him and a mufiler was

sleeves were up, and he looked business-
like. oo
““ Hallo, Willy!”” said this youngster,

“ Pleased to see you again!”’

““Great jumping corks!” gasped Willy

bhiankly. *¢It’s—it’s Nipper!”
He was staggered. .Dick Hamilton, the
ex-captain of the K St. Frank’s Fourth—

better known as Nipper, Nelson Lee’s assist-
ant—was the last person in the world he
‘had expected to see. :

- looking round the room, as though he ex-

pected to find Nelson Lee hiding in one
of the corners, *‘And what's tha idea?
Have you come here for a lark? Or hLave

you come back to St, Frank’s? How lonyg
have you been Here? Why ain’t you in
Etons? When are you going back?”

“ Hi, steady!” interrupted Nipper dazedly,
“Do you expect me to answer all these
questions at once? 1 haven't returned to
St. Frank’s, and nobody knows that I'm
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district except the bunch of wus
1t's a dead

in the
ltere, and one or two others.
secret.” .

““1t won't be dead now!' growled Hand-
forth. * Willy knows!”

“That's all right—we can trust Wiily,"”
said Nipper confidently. ¢ If he gives us
his word he won't talk we can rely on him.
Can't we, Willy, my son?”

“Spoken like a man!” said Willy
promptly. “Trust me? Why, once I've
given my word I'm as dumb as a gate-

post! Thank goodness Chubby and Juicy
didn't eome along! 1 couldn't answer for
their giddy tongues!™ :
“Then everything's all right,” said Nip-
per. I don’t want to be too mysterious,
Willy, but there are special reasons why
strict secrecy should be maintained. I've
come down here specially to help “Yommy
Watson.”
d ..'.Oh'n
to dawn!
to dish old Grimesby Creepe?

have my blessing!” _ L

“Well, of course, after that I shall be
able to work with absolute confidence,”
grinned Nipper. ¢ The idea, my lad, ‘is to
expose' Creepe in his true colours—and the
only way to do that is to employ subter-
fuge.’ i o

“You can employ me, too, if vou like,”’

said Willy slowly. ¢ Light begins
Moat Hollow, eh? You're going
Well, you

anld the fag. “I'mm game! Just say the
word and I'll do any old thing. How long

are yc1 going to stay here?”

“For a week or two, anyway,'’ replied
Nipper slowlv. “I1 suppose I'd better go
into a few details or you'il bother the liie
out of me.

“You muse have second sizht,”’ said
Wiliy. “I'm glad you appreciate the posi-
tion. Spout it up, old man. I'm all ears!
Little Willy is waiting to be enlightened!”

— e

CHAPTER V.
NIPPER'S PROGRAMMZE,

ANDFORTH MINOR
calmly sat hinasel!
on the end of a box,
and waited for

Nipper to begin. It didn't
occur to him that he was

holding up the whole work-.

shop, and that it was like his cheek to
expect any explanation at all.

But there was something about Willy
which couldun’t se ignored. He was a force
in ‘himself. He never intended to be
impertinent; he was impertinent in a

perfectly unconscious manner.. In fact, the
Fourth-Formers were so accustomed to his
cool cheek that they expected it. Only
Willy’s major failed to profit by experience.

“Look here, sre we going to waste time
on this giddy fag?"’ he asked tartly.
“Have we got to-stand here doing nothing

while Nipper e::hlalns things to my minor?"’

“It'l! be quicker in the long run,’”” said
legeie Pitt soothingly., * Willy's here, and
we can't ignor: him. Better get it over

and done with.”

“Thanks!™ sald Willy
ahead, Nipper!"’ ~

“1t seems to me, my lad, that you've
grown cheekier than ever!’’ said Nlipper,
with a frown. “I'm blessed if I know why
I put up with 1!

“ Because you can't help yourself,”’ ex-
plained Willy. “Never mind these chaps;
let's have the yarn. I'm simply bursting
to know when you came down, and all
about it. I say, are you coming back to
the Fourth?'’ .

“Y don’t know yet, but I might—"’

sweetly. “Go

“We'd love to have you back,”’ said
Willy eagerly. *St. Frank's doesn't seem
the same place without you, Nipper. Why

should wou waste your valuable time on
mouldy detective cases when you could bhe
skipper of the ¥ourth again? Why waste
your life?"’

Nipper chuckied. o &

“I'm not saying anything for certain; but
there's just a chance that I shall come
back to St. Trank's after this affalr fis

over,”’ ‘he rep'ied cautiously. *In fact,
everyvhody’s so jolly sporty that I shall
feel mean if I dou't. It really dcpends

upon the gov’'nor.’

“0b, that's nothing!’’ said Willy. *“You
ought to be able to wangle Mr. Lee all
richt. But I'l tell you what,” he added
generously, ¢ Leave it to me. I'll have a
talk withh him, and if he objects, I'll tell
him straight frew the shoulder—"?

“Thanks all the same, but I can put it to
the guv'nor,”’ * ‘nterrupted Nipper amused!y.
“If I do come back—I repeat, if—I shall
just be an ordiaatry member of .the Fourth.
Reggie Pitt's skipper now, and he’s proved
himszelf to be a better skipper than 1

1)

was

“Rats!"’ rcaced every Fourth-Former
present,

“Rats with knobs on!”’ added Reggie
Pitt. “The instant you come back, Nipper,

I resign. Don't forget that. Why, I only
took on the captaincy as your deputy.
When you come back, you'll step into your
old place during the very first minute.

And if you object we’ll slaughter you!"”
“Thanks!"’ sa:d Nipper quietly. “But we
ncedn't discuss this now, need we? You're,
making it very difficult for me to leave
atzain, In fact, I'm more and more anxious
to return for good.” :
“I'm stil! waiting,”” remarked Willy
patient!y. *“ Don't mind me, of course; but
weren't vou going to explain a few details?”’
“T was--anl 1 am,”’ replied Nipper.
“Well in the first place, I'm staying at
Bannington, at The Grapes Hotel. -l've



adopted a slight disguise, and nobody knows
me in the town.”’

“]But why all this funny business?” asked
Willy.,

“Because I don’t want people to know
that I'm here,”’ replied Nipper. “My fight
is against Grimesby Creepe, and my strength
is doubled by the mere fact that I'm acting
in secret. You know, of course, that Toinmy
Watson is at Moat Hollow. He’s one of my
special chum., and I'm doing everything I
can to help him.”’

“(Good man!’? said Willy, nodding. “But
why don’t you go straight to Moat Hollow
and drag Watson out by force?”’

“Because it wouldn’t do much good,’’ said
Nipper. *I never believe in half measures.
Grimesby Creepe is in a strong position,
and the orly way to beat him is to expose
him completely. We could fetch Tommy
Watson away, but all the other poor
beggars in Moav Hollow would remain under

his lash., We've got to do the thing
thoroughly.” |

“By stirring up a revolt, or something?”
asked Willy keenly.

~*““You’ve hit it, my lad—right on the
nail!”’> replied Nipper. “The only way to
defeat Creepe is to organise a rebellion.
Once there’s a conflagration of that Kkind
it'll rise up and overwhelm him. He’ll
. resist, of course; there’'ll be all sorts of
excitement. But in the long run we’ll win.
Incidentally, there’ll be plenty of adventures.
That's one reason why I'm so keen on the
affair,”’ he added frankly.

“Lucky bounder!’? said Willy enviously.
“1 wish we could help!”’

“So you can—and so you will!’’ retorted
Nipper. “When the right time comes, we
shall need help—chunks of it. But the first
move is to get into Moat Hollow, and that’s
the reason for all these preparations.’”’

Willy looked about him curiously. The
place was littered with woodwork, but the
fag couldn’t make head or tail of the
activity. He only knew that some ambitious
carpentry job was afoot.

“What has the old mill got to do with
Moat Hollow?” he asked curiously.

“You'll know all in good time,"” said
Nipper. “There's a close connection or I
shouldr’t be here. These are just a few pre-
liminary preparations. Nothing can be done
unless the ground is prepared in advance.”’

“Same old Nipper—always thorough!”’
remarked Handforth minor. * Well, rely on
me for anything you want—any old time.
If it’s anything against Grimesby -Creepe,
m your man. I don’t care if you wake
me up in the middle of the night; I'll be
recady!’?

And Willy meart it. He was as keen as
mustard to help, and he would feel quite
hurt if he was left out of the excitement

Somehow, Willy had an

arrived.
idea that the coming mutiny at Moat Hollow
would be an cvent to be long remembered.

when it

CHAPTER VI.
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AT MOAT HOLLOW.
benevolently.

MR. GRIMESBY
* Now, boys, a few

CREEPE smiled
minutes recreation,”’ he said,
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8 in his kindliest tones. “Just
a little respite {from the -
labours of the day, eh? I am a great

believer in taking a breathing spell now and
again.”

The schoolmaster was at his desk in the
cold, draughty class-room at Moat Hollow,
It was the following afternoon. In fact,
not far from teatime, and the daylight
was already beginning to fail.

The February day was dull, and the class-
room looked more drab and uninviting than
usual., Mr. Creepe’'s pupils had been kept
at work since early morning—the usual
round of dismal drudgery.

For Mr, Grimesby Creepe had his own
ideas. He ran his school on novel lines.
There were no servants kept at Moat Hollow,
The boys did everything. They prepared
the meals, they washed the- dishes, they
scrubbed the floors, they washed the clothes,

Everything was organised to a pitch of
perfection. Whatever else Mr. Creepe was,
his powers as an organiser were remarkable.
There was never anything wrong at Moat
Hollow. Work was done to the minute.

But considering that Mr. Creepe secretly

“carried on a mail-order business, and that

he foreced his pupils to do all the work,
their time for study was limited. They
even dug the garden.

On the average, the Moat Hollow boys
hardly ever got in more than an hour’s
usual school work in the day. And Mr.
Creepe was constantly scolding them for
being backward.

The greatest wonder of all was that a
scandal of this nature should continue. Yet,
when the facts were examined, it wasn’t
such a wonder, after 2ll. For Mr. Creepe
was a clever humbug. While actualiy being
a bully and a tyrant, he pretended to be
the opposite.- i

Even while he was inflicting punishment
he would frequently shed crocodile’s tears.
And in the village and through the district

Mr. Grimesby Creepe was famous for bhis
benevolence, his generous spirit, and his
open-handed liberality with money f{or
charities.

And when his school was inspected—and
Mr. Creepe always got wind of a proposed
visit—his boys were carefully rehearsed, and



everything was made to look perfcct. He
alwavs stood the risk of a boy escaping or
blurting ouv t.e truth, but it was a small
risk at the worst.

For who would believe the word of a
schoolbcy, alone and unsupported, against
Mr. Creepe’s oi,y statements—against the
overwhelmin® concensus of opinion shared
by the entire district? Mr. Creepe was
quite safe.

In any case ninety per cent of his pupils
—at least twenty-two out of the two dozen—
were absolutely spiritless, They had had
every ounce of individuality knocked out of
them. For Mr. Creepe's training was eflec-
tive. After a month or two in his charge
any average boyv was his, body and soul.
And most of Mz, Creepe’s pupils were not
even average boys—they were children
parent . or guardians wished to forget. They
were unwanted—they were sent to Moat
Hollow for good. There were no holidays
for these unfortunates,.

The two exceptions were Tommy Watson,
late of the¢ St. Frank’s Fourth, and a boy
named Jevons. This latter was gradually
resigning himself to the inevitable, and his
spirit was becoming weaker daily.

Poor stuff for the making of a rebellion.
Evea Tommy Watson, whose spirit was as
strong as ever, sometimes felt that there
was no hope But Watson was no leader;
he was a blunt, honest schoolboy, but his
powers of l!eadership were limited.

“It will soon be teatime, so we might
as well read a few letters,” went on Mr.
Creepe, adjusting his spectacles. “ First of
ali, 1 have here a communication for Smith-
son. Stand up, Smithson! I think the
ietter is from your mother.”

A thin, weedy boy rose cagerly in his secat.

“Yes, sir—thank you, sir!’’ he said.

Mr. Creep: calnly tore open the
and chuckled.

“Ha, what's this?’ he exclaimed.
“What's this, Smithson? Bless my soul!
A ten-shilling note. Splendid! I am sure
that you wili be delighted to have a little
pocket-money, Smithson.”’ '

Smithson didn't seem to like it; he only
looked terribly anxious.

“Now, let us see what your mother says,’’
exclaimed Mr. Creepe, glancing at the letter.
“H'm! Nothing much—nothing worth
repeating. A mere paragraph or two re-
carding your welfare, and a reference to
the currency note. You are most fortunate,
Smithson.”’

“Yes, sir,” said Smithson meekly.

“It so happens that you accidentally
~smashed a teapot the other day,”’ went on
Mr. Creepe. *“This ten shillings could not
fhiave come at 2 more opportune moment,
You need worry no more, Smithson—the
note will cover the full cost of the damage.
You may sit down.”’

“Yes, sir,”’ sobbed Smithson feebly,

letter
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misery written over his face.
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sank back into hizs seat with utter
He might have

H»

known from the outset what Mr. Creepe
would do; brt somehow the boys never
learned They always continued to hope.

But the schoolmaster never allowed any
pupil to open his own letters; he always
opened tham personally, and took care to
extract any notes or postal-orders that might
be enclosed. And Mr. Creepe always had
an excuse for these acts of petty robbery—

as, for example, the teapot, w_hich was
not worth more than two shillings, and

which was still in use, with a broken spout.
Tommy Watson glared at the schoolmaster
from his own place. He simply couldn’t
help it. He felt a greater hatred than ever
against this cold, sanctimonious tyrant.

Mr. Creepe did not fail to notice the glare,
but he ignored it. He had had enough
trouble with Tommy Watson already. For
the past day or two he had heen studiously
ignoring the ex-St. Frank's boy.

Mr. Creepe had vivid recollections of the
Phantom Protector—that mysterious, hooded
unknown who had always come to Watson's
rescue at the crucial moment.

Mr. Creepe didn’'t know that the Hooded
Unknown had vanished for ever—that, in
fact, he had been Nipper in disguise, The
latter was now preparing & more intensive
form of warfare, as Mr, Creepe would soon
discover to his cost,

(HAPTER VIL
KIEBY MEETS WITH AN ADVENTURE,

HE letters were soon
over.
There had been four

' of them, but, to Mr.
Creepe's regret, none of the
other three contained money.

| He  consoled himself by
making « tew bitter, sarcastic remarks at
the expense of the unfortunate boys’

relations.

“ A denloruble mail—a nost insignificant
postbag altogether!” he concinded.  Perhaps
we shall have better luck to-morrow. And
now, after a little more work, we must be
thinking about the evening meal.”’

“Have I got time to slip into the village,
sir?” asked Kirby,

Mr. Creepe frowned at the head monitor.

“Certainly not!” he repliecl. “A most
unreasonable request, Kirby! Why should
you decire to visit the village at such an
inopportune moment?”

The hulking monitor his
shoulders.

“Oh, all right, sir; I don't care,” he said

shrugged

carelessly. “I only wanted to go for your
stamps. You told me you wanted ten
shillings'-worth of halfpeony stamps this

evening A
“(Good gracious, yes!"" interrupted Mr.
Creepe. *“How remarkable that I should
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fcrget them! Certainly, Kirby—go into the
village, by all means! Those circulars must
e prepared for the post to-night.”

Kirby grinned.

“ All right, sir; I'll go as soon as the hoys
are sent in for tea,” he :aid. I thought
you'd alter vour tome, you old fool!” he
added under his breath,

Lessons went on until the eclass-room he-
came so dark that further work was out of
the question. Then, at a given signal, the
boys were marched out in double file, guarded
on either side by monitors.

There were six of these latter—six monitors
to control twenty-four weakly, insignificant
youngsters! It was small wonder that they
seldom had an opportunity to conspire
together! :

The monitors always had an easy time,
They were big, bullying fellows, and they
took an enjoyment in their warder-like duties,
Indeed, tney had quite an easy time of it all
round, and Mr. Creepe was quite content to
allow them plenty of rope, since the boys
were always kept with their noses to the
grindstone, Without his monitors, Mr.
Creepe would have been helpless.

Kirby went off to the village as soon as
the school had settled down for the evening
meal in the dining-room—a cold, dimly-
lichted apartment, where the boys sat and
shivered. Mr. Creepe was a mean, miserly
-man, and one of his greatest meannesses was
the stinting of light. Moat Hollow was
alwvays dim—a place of deep chadows and
gloom.

Kirby was glad enough to get outside. He
crossed the moat, arrived at the hig gates,
and passed into the lane. The twinkling
lights of Bellton could be seen over the
river.

Kirby buttoned up his overcoat and thrast
his hands into his peockets—but not bhefore
lighting a cigarette. He was not going
to Bellton for stamps alone. He had errands
of his own.

“ Well, things ain’t so bad,” he murmured.
“The old man’s heen a bit better since that
Phantom Protector chap got busy. It's
made him go easy. All the same, I'd like to
sce young Watson strapped up and horse-
whipped until he howled {or mercy!”

Kirby was very hitter against Tonimy Wat-
son. For Tommy had consistently refused
to be frightened or intimidated. Ie had
shown, quite plainly, that he didu’t care a
toss Tor Kirby and all his hluster. And the
monitor felt that he was afironted. He
always liked to instil a lively fear into the
hhearts of his unfortunate charges.

He didn’t reach the village.

He didn't even reach the bridge across
the River Stowe. Ih fact, he only got as
far as the corner; where the two lanes
joined. Jt was very gloomy here, for darkness
had enveloped the countryside., Something
lt]apt'pened which literally swept Kirby off his
eet.

As he walked, he fancied that something
was bhehind him. It was a <curious sensa-

{

1“I'm afraid he’ll cause a
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tion, and he paused in his stride, and
};url;:e:i. Two dim figures were right at his
1eels!

““ What the-—-"" began Kirby, startled.

He was facing the mysterious pair, and,
therefore, when he felt himself grasped from
behind, it was another shock., He twisted
round, and saw two other dim figures. All
four had appeared mysteriously from the
hedge. They closed round Kirby, in a kind
of square.

“Going quietly, or not?” asked a calm,
tense voice.

“Confound your nerve!” snarled Kirby.
“ What's the idea? Who are you, and what
do you want——?*

He broke off, peering at the one who had
spoken. He was about Kirby's own size,
dressed in overcoat and cap. In brief, he
was Nipper. But Kirby didn’t know him.,

“There’s no need for an argument,” said
Nipper quietly. “I'd like you to understand,
Kirby, that you're our prisoner——?”’

“Your prisoner?” ejaculated Kirby.

“That’s what I said!”

“ But—but, confound you—"

“You have your choice,” interrupted
Nipper. * You can either come quietly, or we
shall be compelled to take other measures,
You've got just ten seconds to decide.”’

For a brief space there was silence. Kirby
was hewildered. He couldn’t understand why
anybody should want to capture him in this
way. It was an extraordinary affair
altogether.

The other three mysterious figures were
nearly as big as Nipper, and their caps were
pulled down far over their eyes. DBut Kirby
had no difficulty in guessing their identity.

“What’s the idea of this rot?” he asked
savagely., “I know you! You're some of
those infernal St. IFrank’s cads——*"

“Cacs!” roared one of them, *“You—you
insulting—*

“ Handforth!” snecred Kirby. “Think I
don't know your rotten voice? Keep your
hands off me, you fools——"’

“It’'s no good,”” =aid Nipper rTesignedly.
lot of trouble
unless we act drastically. It's your own
i’au!t, Kirby—but yeu'll have to go through
it! _

With one accord, the quartette flung them-
selves at the monitor; he was whipped oflf his
feet, and flung full length on the ground.

CHAPTER VIII,
THE PRISONER.

IRBY put up a bit of
a struggle, but it was
- hopeless from the
very start. Against
four such stalwarts as Nipper,
Handiorth, Tregellis-West, and
Reggie Pitt, he was well-nigh

helpless,
In less

than two minutes his arms were
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bhound behind him, a mufller was tied round
his face so that he could make no outcry,
and he was roughly vanked to his feet.

“You asked for it, Kirby—and you've got
it!" panted Nipper. *“Now you'll come with
us. Every time you struggle or try to hang
back, you’'ll get a jab from behind.”

“With my fist!” said Handforth grimly.

Kirby began to realise that this was no
ordinary screp. He was compelled to walk;
and he wondered, with a vague sense of
urlneusiness, where he was being taken, and
why. _

He' could have understood a rag in the
lane. There was little love lost between the
Moat Hollow monitors and the St. Frank’s
juniors. But why should he be taken away?
Why. should these four fellows go to such a
large amount of trouble over him?

Kirby didn't fecl flattered—he felt alarmed.
He had two reasons. In the first place, he
vaguely suspected that he was to be put
throngh some ordeal; and, in the second
place, any prolonged delay would mean a
“bust up” with Mr. Creepe. Kirby would
have his explanations, of course, but Mr.
Creepe had an unfortunate habit of ignoring
such details.

« Halt!" said Nipper suddenly. <Just a
minute!” :
The quartette came to a standstill, and

Kirby was submitted to a further indignity.
A kind of black gauze bag was placed over
his head; and an elastic band drew it tight
under his chin, It did not effect his breath-
in any way, but his eyes were rendered use-
less. He could see nothing. Everything was
blotted out.

“You'l understand the reason for this
later,” said Nipper c:fnly.

They continued walking up the lane, But
before long Kirby felt himself being turned
round by his captors. They did it thoroughly.
Bv the time they had finished, Kirby was
dizzy and bewildered. And when the walk
recommenced, he couldn’'t for the life of
him tell whether they were going further
along the lane, or returning on their own
tracks.

He was confused even more soon after-
wards by finding himself in a meadow. It
geemed to him that it was a mere aimless
wandering about. He was led across ditches,
he was compelled to climb gate after gate,
and more than once he was forced to cross
@ ploughed field.

He was so hopelessly confused that he be-
lieved himself to be in the neighbourhood of
Edgemore. In reality, he was in the opposite
direction—in fact, on the edge of the wide
expanse of the bleak moor.

. And as a short stretch of the moor was
crossed, Xirby believed that he was in
~another meadow. And then came the
createst shock of all—one that he couldn’t
make head or tail of.

They had arrived at the old mill, and it

was niecessary to get the prisoner up to the.

top floor. To hoist him up in the usual way
would be a fatul mistake, for, if he had any

W
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sense at all, he would quickly recognise the
nature of the ladders, and would then know
his whereabouts,

Quite another method was adopted.

Kirby felt a rope tied round his waist.
It was a thick rope like a cable, and it was
pulled tight under his armpits. Thé absolute
darkness, his helpless condition, and his in-
ability to speak, bewildered him to a tre-

mendous extent. ~ He was now really
frightened.

“ All right—hoist away!”

He heard the voice distinctly, and a

mowment later the rope was drawn taut, and
he felt himself swung off the ground. Foot
by foot, he was pulled higher and higher,
dangling helplessly. .

It seemed to Kirby that he was being

pulled to the top of a big house. It never
occurred to him that he was at the old mill—
for he had not the slightest clue.
- He was pulled through a window, and felt
enormously relieved when he found solid floor-
boiards beneath his feet. At any moment
during that period on the rope he had ex-
pected to fall.

But even now he was still left blindfolded.

He could hear movements all round him,
and now his captors were making no attempt
to conceal or disguise their voices. There
was a light of some kind in this place, for
a few nays percolated through the black
gauze,

“He’s all right now—might as well take
the black cap off!" suggested Handforth.
“The chap’s a funk! He didn’t even put up
a fight! Just when I was longing to biff
him, too!"

«« He was wise,” sald Reggie Pitt. “Four
to one struck Kirby as being a bit too heavy
for him. He’s in for a nice quiet time now,
s7 he ought to be feeling pleased.”

“ Somehow, I don't think he will be,” said
Nipper, shaking his head.

Kirby gave a convulsive struggle. His fears
were vanishing, but his anger was increasing.
He was beginning to realise that he stood in
no danger of bodily hurt, so his courage
returned. Kirby had had a Jurking dread
that he was to be horsewhipped, or some-
thing pleasant of that kind. '

IIis liberty was not restored for some
little time,

The delay seemed unending. He heard
the movements of the St. Frank’s fellows
all round him. He was occasionally pushed
ilpout, and once Handforth tripped over
11m. ’

And at last a kind of silence fell.

¢ All ready now, I think,” came Nipper’s
voice. ¢ Might as well let him come up
for air! Ready? Good!”

To Kirby’s relief, he felt the ropes being
unfastened from his-arm,  They were re-
moved completely, and he was pulled up
into a standing position, and left suddenly
alone. :

“ All right, Kirby,” said Nipper quietly.
“We'll leave you to remove the bag and
the muffler yourself.”



The monitor heard a sudden slam, and,

he wrenched at the bag fiercely. It came
away, and he could see. e pulled the
muiller from his mouth, and stood there—
free.

But, to his startled amazement, he was
still a prisoner,

— — a—

CIIAPTER IX.
DETAINED DURING THE FOURTH'S PLEASURE!
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| [ ‘ gasped Kirby
'k‘ huskily.

7 - He started

f about  him  with  dazed

KAl  stupefaction.  The apart-

ment was the most extra-

ordinary one he had ever been in. It was

quite small, with a square skylight over-
head. The walls weare completely covered
with sacking, fastened on in panels. The
effect was not at all bad. The edges of tne
panels were matchboarding, neatly nailed
up. ;

Just near Kirby there was a small camp
- bedstead, complete with blankets and clean
sheets. Next to it stood a wash-basin,
water-juz, towel, ete. And there was a
small table with books. On one wall hung
a little dresser, containing plates and cups
and other crockery‘. _

But, most staggering of all, one wall of
this remarkable room was different to any
Kirby had ever seen. JIrom the floor and
four feet upwards it was matchboarded—
solid and well-built. But from this height
to the ceiling the wall consisted of closely-
set wooden bars.

In a dazed kind of way, Kirby saw that
these bars were nothing more terrible than
broomsticks—but they  extended Tright
across the room, hemming him in like a
convict behind prison bars.

Through the bars he could see Nipper and
Reggie Pitt and the other juniors. They
were regarding him with interest.

Kirby turned completely round, breath-
ing hard. He noticed that a door was let
into the matchboarding up one side. In
order to get through, one had to bend
practically double—but it was a door, never-

theless. Kirby could see, however, that
it was locked. ;
““What the thunder does this mean??”

panted the monitor blankly.
“Pretty obvious, ihn't it?’? asked ’thper

¢“Qbvious!” snarled Kirby. “What do
you mean—-obvious? Is this a new game,
or what? Where am 12?

“Well, it wouldn’t be quite discreet to
give you any exact information,”” replied
Nipper. ‘“We took a considerable amount
of trouble to confuse you on the way here,
Kirby, so I think we'll let that question
slide. It isn’t really necessary that you

ghould be lkept in ignorance of your where- |

‘tried to smash one,

abouts—but there’s nothing flike being on
| the safe side.”

““ But—but this is like a prison!’’ roared

Kirby,
_“Something—but not much,” agreed
Nipper. *“For example, in prison you don't

get such a comfortable bed—you don't get
books to read—you don't get real crockery
»

s —

“You seem to know all about it!? snecred
Kirby.

“Yes, I learnt it all when I was serving
twenty years’ penal servitude at Dartmoor
for bigamy!” said Nipper drily. *“1It’s no
good getting wild, Kirby—you're our
prisoner, and you’ll’ be detained during the
Fourth’s pleasure.”

“ Detained!” stuttered
you—you o

“It may be for a week, ten days, or
possibly a fortnight,” continued Nipper
smoothly. ¢ There'zs no telling—it all de-
pends upon cires. But you’'ll be fully cared
for and protected. We're always very
lenient to our prisoners,” he added. “ We
might have added a treadmill, for example,
but we had mercy on yeu.”’

The Tourth lormera chuckled, and Kirby
scowled.

“You mad young fool,” he snarled. ¢If
you think 1'm going to stay here, you've

Kirby. ¢ Wh}',

made a mistake!” e eyved the broom-
sticks contemptuously. ¢ Do you think
these wooden bars areé going to keep me
in here?”

L]

“I think so—they're strong enough——""
“Why, I could smash ’'em up with cne
hand,” roared Kirby. .
“Try it and see,”
“They may look frail,

put in Handforth.
but. they're not! 1
but couldn't. With
your bare fists, my lad, you’re helpless—and
you won’t be allowed any saws or chisels!”

Kirby shook at the bars with rage and
helplessness. They gave a little under his
fierce effort, but showed no sign of breaking
down. The monitor paused breathlessly.

“1'1l1 make you pay for this one day!®"
he panted ﬂercely.

“] expect you’re thinking that you’'ll get
busy on the hars as soon as we've gone,”
smiled Nipper. ¢ You'll use a pocl:.et. knife,
or something? Sorry, Kirby—but you’ll
never be left alone! Night and day, there’ll
be a warder in charge.”

¢ A warder!” repeated Kirby huskily.

“Well, not exactly a warder—one of thesze
chaps,” replied Nipper. ¢ 1It's all arranged
—they're going to take it in turns. It
wanted a bit of wangling but it’s all fixed.
There'll always be somebody looking after
your needs. So give up all idea of escape.”

Kirby was still inwardly amazed.

“But—but what’s the idea?’? he de
manded. ‘“What do you want to keep me
here for? Is it blackmail, or- what? 1}
won't give you a penny to buy my release

e —



THE NELSON

“Thanks all the same,
more cash than you can supply!” inter-
rupted Handforth sourly. *“ There's nothing
shady about this, you rotter! We're keep-
ing you here to help the scalcs of justicel”

““1 suppose you read that in a book,
Ted?” asked Willy, from the rear.

Handforth turned red. As a matter of
fact, he had read it in a book, but he didn't
like being reminded of it.

‘““ Another word from you, my lad, and
I'll shove you behind these bars with
Kirby!** he threatened. *“I don't want

any of your cheeﬁ-————”
¢ Now then, liandy, old man—there's a

time for eventhmg,” interrupted Nipper.
* And this isn’'t the time for scrapping with

vour minor. Clear the decks for the next
move !

Kirby looked on dully, What was coming
now?

—

CIHAPTER X.
KIRBY THE SECOND.

IPPER had thought
of the prison cell
idea. Or, to be more

exact, he hud bor-
rowed it. He vividly remem-
bered that Nelson I.ee had
been imprisoned in a similar
kind of cage some months earlier.

And it struck him that the old miil would
provide a splendid prison for the Moat
Hollow monitor. The mill was isolated,
and at this time of the year nobody ever
came near jt. A more desolate spot could
noet be imagined,.

To keep Kirby under lock and key con-
tinuousiy was a problem. If he had been
locked in the top floor of the mill in the
crdinary way, the position would have been
awkward. There was only a trap-door, and
Kirby could have held a dozen fellows at

bay with ease. _
And every time he was visited a whole
crowd would have been forced to attend

—otherwise the prisoner would have
excaped. And as it was impossible to keep
him bound or chained, this simple plan of
construeting a wooden barrier had been
adopted.

[t had the enormous advantage of keeping
Kirby a prisoner, with only one *warder
to look after him. And in his own portion
of the room he had his liberty. A week or
ten days in this place would be tedious,
no doubt, but it was all in a good cause,

The gre‘lt'ewt difficulty was the prmndmg
of a constant guard. The Fourth Formers

lmd undertwhnn this work. Irom tea-time
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onwards every day untﬂ breakfast-time the
next morning the juniors would take spells
of watching. This would necessitate break-
ing bounds, but there was nothing else for
it.

And during the day—from breakfast-time
till tea-time—a staunch ally had been
obtained in Tubbs, the page-boy of the
Ancient lousze, IHe would stick to his duty
like glue, and could be trusted to ]-:ef.fp
the whole affair strictly to himself. Reggie
Pitt had learned that Tubbs had a fort-
night's holiday, and the Fourth Form cap-
tain had grabbed the chance.

Tubbs didn’t mind a bit—particularly as
he was being paid handsomely for his ser-
.CE"-

But why was Kirby being kcpb a prisoner?
The monitor himselt was dumbfounded—he
couldn't think of any possible reason. But
he was not left long in doubt.

A new activity began on the other side
of his prison bars. There were seéven or
¢ight juniors there, and that part of the
room was rather crowded. Nipper produced
a suit-case and unlocked it. Then he gazed
thoughtfully at Kirby,

“I might as weli tell you the idea at
once,” he said. “‘It'll save a lot of trouble.
While you're being kept a prisoner here,
Kirby, I'm going to Moat Hollow in your
place.”

Kirby stared.

“You're mad!” he said. ¢“How the
thunder can you go back in my place? Do
vou think Mr, (reepe will let you in?”

““0f course he'il let me in—he’'ll think I'm
you,” said Nipper. *“ We're just about the
same size, and my plan is to impersonate
you—I'm going to make myself up to
resemble your handsome features.”

Kirby looked blank for a moment, and
then roared with harsh laughter.

“Why, vou blockhead!”’” he -<shouted,
“you can't do a thing like that! You
couldn’t even imitate my voice.”’

Nipper's eves flashed.

“Why, you blockhead,”
tones that absolutely
own, ¢“I couldn't imitate your wvoice,
couldn't I? How's that?”

“My hat!” breathed Pitt.
lous!”

“Kirby to a T!" grinned Willy.

he roared, in
duplicated Kirby's

¢ Marvel-

“] don’t wart any back answers from
5‘011!” snarledn Nipper, turning on the
juniors. “I'll show you who's master, you

voung cubs! Another word, and I'll reporb
you to Mr. Creepe!”

Kirby gaped. Although it was diflicult for
Lim to judgze his own voice when attempted
by another, he was startled. There could
be no mistaking the tones that Nipper wus
now adopting. He was Kirby to the life.

B reorge!’’ .said Handforth. o |
couldn't do it better myself!”

Nipper grinned.

¢ Weil, time's zetting on,’”” he said in his



patural voice. “1 shall h:we to trouble you
for your clothes, Kirby.”

“My clothes!” repeated the monitor,
with a start.

“Your suit, your "boots, and your ovex-
coat—you needn’t trouble about anything
else,” said Nipper. “But those are essen-
tial. There’'s a tweed suit on the bed for
yon—waiting, Will you change?”

Kirby went purple with rage. -

‘“ No, confound you, I won't!’® he roared
defiantly,

Nipper sighed.

‘““In that case, we shall have to tear your
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I'll make you
)

this one day! By thunder!
get

smart! I'll go to the police when I
frce! This is a criminal offence!”

The Fourth-Formers roared. For Kirby's
words, of course, were absurd. "The whole
affair was nothing more than an elaborate
practical joke, but Kirby regarded it with
a somewhat jaundiced eye.

He changed, and Nipper quickly donncd his
discarded clothing.

And then, watched by the juniors with
interest, Nipper commenced the most difli-
cult part of all—the transforimatictr of his

| g

e s S— —

And then, watched by the juniors with interest, Mipper cummenced the most
difficult part of all—the transformation of his face.

things ol by  force,” he said resignedly.
**It'll be quite an ordeal, Kirby, and you
might even get a black eye or two in the

process. DBetween the nine of us, I don't
think there'll be much doubt as fo the
result. Be sensible, my lad! Calm down,

and realise -that you're only in a position
to take orders—not to give them!”

Kirby did calm down—and although he
fairly writhed, he realised that he would be
wise to obey. Resistance would be mere

foolishness.
“All right! I'll change!” he muttered
thickly., “But I'll make you suffer for

CHAPTELR XI.
THE GREAT ADVENTURE.

T EGINALD PITT
ﬁ £ back,
22 gleaming,

bis

1 can’t believe it

—it's marvellous!” he ex-

_ clained breathlessly. “I've

‘ . never seen :nything so abso-

Iutnleyr btartlmg”’

“ By George!” breathed Handforth.

—it’s uncanny !”

steced
CYCs

e A
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“PBy gum, you're right, lad,” mufttered
Dick Goodwin, staring.

u Wm‘th quids to see!” said Willy Hang-
forth. **1 can only rake up eighteen-pense,
but, all the same, it's worth quids!”

Nipper had finished.

For nearly an hour the juniors had
watched, entranced, forgeit'ng all about time
and their surroundimngs. Nelson  Lee's

famons assistant was a master of his eraft
—and he had just proved it.

Pitt, clever as he was at disguise, felt a
liopeless novice as he gazed at the result
of Nipper's handiwork. Kirby was standing
Lehind the bars of his unique prison—but
Kirby was standing with the juniors, too.

The impersonation was amazingly clever.

It must be admitted, of course, that
Kirby's features lent themselves readily to
this sort of thing. His face and Nipper's
were about the same size, but whereas
Nipper's was refined, Kirby's features were
coarze. His nose was wide, and Nipper had
changed the appearance of his own by the
simple insertion of cunning little metal
transformers into his nostrils, It was an old
trick. They were rather uncomfortable at
first, but Nipper had worn themn on many
an occasion.

Kirby's brows were bushy—so Nipper's be-
came bushy. Kirby possessed a scar on his
richt cheek, and the secar was accurately
duplicated. There was a wart on the left
sige. of his chin, so Nipper rapidly grew:a

wart.
difficulty about the hair,

There was no
Nipper's was just a shade lighter, but this
By dressing it

was hardly worth noticing.
in exactly the same style as Kirby—parted

in the middle—Nipper had done all that
Was necessary., '
And now he walked about with an un-

imitation of Kirby's truculent man-
ner. Nipper seemed to become bigger and
his figure was hulking, He glared round
him with an aggressive eye.

“Well, 1 suppose I shall have to be get-
ting back to the old rabbit-hutch!” he
growled. “Jf I don’t. Creepe will start
kicking up the dust! I shall need to cuff
some of those confounded kids about, too!’’

The jumiors could hardly believe that it
was Nipper talking. Iis voice and man-
ner, coupled with the likeness, rendered the
impersonation startling, There was prac-
tically no fear of discovery.

For, as Nipper had poiuted out -ecarlier,
even if he made a blunder here and there—
and a mistake or two would be inevitable—
neither Mr. Crecpe nor the others would
suspect. They would take the second Kirby
for pgranted. Not having the slightest
cause to suspect a chunge. any altemt:on
in Kirby's appearance or manner would be
set down to an individual idiosyncrasy.

“You've only to think a bit, and you'll
realise that I'm right,” Nipper had said.
“Why, haven’t you often noticed a’change
in a chnp? One morning he won't be like
himself at all—he'll talk different—he’ll act

canny
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even look different. It's all
He may feel in-

different—he’i!
to do with personality.
wardly excited about something that he
knows of, and must keep a secret. So -he
changes. If I'm not exactly the same as
Kirby, Crecpe will simply take it for granted
that I'm not quite myself—or, to be exact,
that Kirby isn't quite himself. And he
won't be himself, either!”

Nipper had weighed all the chances care-
fully before entering upon this escapade.
On the face of it, it seemed rather fau-
tastic, but in actual practice it would prob-
ably prove quite simple. It is amazing how
ordinarily astute people can be deceived.

The juniors were overjoyed at Nipper's
performance,

“It couldr’t be bhetter!”” declared Pitt.
“You're Kirby to the life, and if yeu're un-
masked it’il be a miracle!”

“ What's the exact programme, Nipper?”
asked Tregellis-West cagerly.

“I wish 1 could tell you, but 1 can't,”
replied Nipper. “I'm going to Moat Hol-
low now, and if everyvthing goes well, 1
shall take the first step to-night. But
gon't]expeet anything big for two or three
ays.”

“ But what about the rebellion?”’ asked
Handforth.

“1 think it'll come, but we mustn't be
in a hurry,” replied Nipper. “1've got to
work thosze chaps up to the right piteh.
But I want you fellows to be ready for in-
stant action when the call comes.”

“AWe'll be ready,” said the
promptly. :

“] mayv need assistance at a moment's
notice,” went on Nipper. “Yon see, when
the great moment arrives, we shall want
reinforcements—we shall want, food, am-
munition, and goodness knows what else.
But until I give the signal, don't breathe a
word. I rely on you fellows to keep abso-
lutely mum.’

“You ecan trust us to the last giddv
diteh !’  declared Handforth. “And the
sooner vou stir up that rebellion the better!
I don't believe in wasting time!”?

The matter had to be left thus—for Nipper
could give no details. Until he arrived at
Moat Hollow and got to work, he couldn’t
cay how the affair would proceed. It was
even on the cards that he would be un-
masked during the first hour or =so,
although he wasn't anticipating this.

He bade the juniors cco:d-bye, and hurried
away. A kind of partiticn had been placed
in front of the platform, screcning it from
Kirby's view, so that he couldn’t see how
visitors made their entrance or exit,

After Nipper had gone, the Fourth-
Former: felt rather lost. Even Reggie Pitt,
the recognised leader of the Fourth, failed
to instil his companions with the same con-
Tidence whicli Nipper had invoked.

The return of Nipper had had a great

effect ameng those fellows who were in the
know, and thev were heping against hope

juniors
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that his unexpected arrival would lead to a,
permanent return.

Kirby, of course, was completely in the
dark. He didn't know who Nipper was,
having never seen him before. But he real-
ised that Nipper was a most remarkable
young gentleman, and quite capable of
carrying the deception throegh to victory.

As far as Kirby was concerned, he was
now out of the picture—and it seemed that
he wonld remain out cf it for good! For,
if things went right, he would not be re-
leased until Mr. Grimesby Creepe and Moat
Hollow were memories of the past!

CHAPTER XII.
WITHIN TIHE ENEMY’'S GATES. _
R. GRIMESBY
CREEPE  glanced at
his watch - im-
patiently.
- “Ypu'd better go out and

search through the - village,

. Tarkington,” he said. *1I
can't understand why the young idiot
hasn't returned! - Nearly eight o’clock!

Upon my word! 1It's disgraceful!” .

‘““Perhaps he was detained by somebody,
sir,” said Tarkington. *‘It isn’t . usual: for
Kirby to keep aut all this time—"

‘““He’s been gone over two hours,” inter-
rupted Mr. Creepe angrily. “If he can give
no satisfactory explanatiqn, I -shall have
something very strong to say to him! This
sort of thing is too outrageous to be en-
dured! Am I the master, or is he? It is
nothing more or less than rank insubordi-
nation! Go at once, Tarkington!”

ot Yog, siply ' § =

“Wait—wait!”? spapped Mr. Creepe.
“Good heavens, boy, can’t you wait? Don't
"be longer than twenty minutes! If you
can’t find out anything immediately, come
straight back. 1 wun’[g have you, missing,
too!” -

“ Al right, sir, I'll waste no time.”

- Tarkington went out, making an insult-
ing grimace as soon as he closed the door.
He donned his cap and overcoat, and went
through into the hall. The school was In
bed—for the Moat Hollow boys were packed
off into the dormitory at a very early hour.

“The silly old idiot!” muttered Tarking-
ton impatiently. ‘He gets the wind up
over nothing! How the thunder can I
find Kirby? I expect he's gone into Ban-
nington——"? S .
. The door opened at. this moment, and
Kirby walked in.

““ Hallo, Tark!” he said ecrisply.
the old boy? A bit
been out so long?”
Tarkington glared.

“ How's
peeved because I've

‘“You seem pretty pleased with yoar:
self 1 he said sourly. “ What's the idea
of staying out until this hour? You know

as well as T do that the Head always gets
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wild if you keep him waiting for his stamps!

He was going to send those circulars off

to-night—and now the post’s gone! He's

in a fine old paddy!” -
Kirby clumsily removed his overcoat, and

scratched his head.

‘- Stamps?’’ he repeated. ¢ What stamps?®

“What stamps?”” echoed Tarkington.
“Haven't you got 'em? Didn't the ilead
tell you. to get ten shilling’s-worth of half-
penny stammps?  What's the matter with
you, Kirhy?”

He lcoked at the other monitor closely—
for he had, in faet, detected a certain
subtle ditference in XKirby's voice and mane

ner. Being in close daily contact, Tarking-
ton was -certain to notice the slightest
change.

Nipper waited, realising that if he passed
this test he would be comparatively sale,
Kirby and Tarkington had always been ine

separable. If anybody in Moat Hollow saw
through the deception, it would be Tarking-
ton. .

“There’s mnothing the matter with me,
old man,” . said Nipper, with a Jlaugh.
“The faet is, I met somebody—went for a
long walk—but as it's private, I'm afraid I
can’'t explain,”? :

He had decided that this would be the
best !line - to take. Not only would he be
explaining the long absence, but by hinting
at a personal secret, he would give a
plausible explanation of his changed manner.

“1 don’t want you to explain,” =aid
Tarkington tartly. “I1'm blessed if I know
what’s the matter with you You'’d better
go along and see the Head! He'll be
furious when he finds you haven't got those
stamps !

“Who cares?”
truculent shrug.

He hung his overcoat up,
along to Mr. Creepe’s study. He knew the
school inside and out. Even recently he
had frequently been inside—in the person-
ality of The Phantom Protector.

‘“Ah, at last!” exclaimed Mr. Creepe, as
Nipper entered. ¢ Indeed, sir! And what
bave you got to =ay for yourself? What
explanation ha¥e you to offer? Where have
you bheen all this while?”

“Can’t I stay out for an hour or two
if T want to?”” asked the supposed monitor,
in a sullen voice. “I met somebody, and
went for a walk. I'm not very late, sir—"

“You met somebody?” interrupted. Mr,
Creepe. “Whom did you meet?’?

“0Oh, somebody I used to know, sir.” ve.
plied Nipper, with perfect truth. “It’s all"-
right—you - needn’t worry—he's oune of my
sort. Knows all about you, and everything.?

Mr. Creepe frowned heavily. -

“You are very strange to-night, Kirby,”?
he said, glaring. ¢“1 don’t like this secrecy—:

arowled Nipper, with &

and paszeld

| I don’t like this preposterous air of mys-

tery! I demand to know whom you met!*
Nipper looked at Mr. Creepée. squarely.

“Then I'm sorry, sir, I can’t tell you'?"
he replied. “And I didn't get your stamps,



I'm
entcred my head.
along to bed——»

cither. sorry, sir—but they never

I think I'll be gettinyg

‘““One moment,
shouted Mr. Creepe.
-you can treat the

Kirby—one moment!"
““ Do not imagine thatv
matter in this loose
fashion. Good gracious! Am I to be brow-
beaten and bullied by my own monitors?
Unless you glve me an instant explanatioa

of your secrelive behaviour, I shall be
compelled to adopt drastic measures!
Understand me, sir—drastic measures!”

Nipper gave a perfect imitation of Kirby's
unpleasant laugh.

“You can use that tone to the kids, sir-—
but there's no reason why you should try it
on me!” he sneered. “I won't give you any
‘explanation, and that's final! Ycu can’t bully
me, Mr, Creepe!”’

The two glared at one another,

“ This is not the first time that you have
dared to pit your will against mine, Kirby!"
satd Mr. Creepe thickly. < Very well, sir—
very well! I am aware that you know too
much! But I shall make you suffer for this,
Kirby—make no mistake! I shall make you
suffer! Get out of this roomn!"” )

Nigper gave a sneering grin, and departed
—leaving Mr. Creepe fairly pufling with rage.
The second test had been passed with flying
colours! Even Mr. Creepe had suspected
nothing.

Nipper had used the right note—arrozance.
By so doing he had dismissed the subject of
Lis long absence, and it would probably be
wllowed to rest. As for having earned Mr.
('reepe's displeasure, he didn't care a jot.

He was in Moat Hollow—and nobody
guessed the truth!

CHAPTER XIIL.
IN THE NIGHT WATCIH.

LATION was Nipper's
strongest - emotion
when he retired to

bed. :
He had spent an hour in
the monitors’ room before

4

this, and his acting had been
so perfect that none of the other monitors
suspected. Both Tarkington uand Fryer
thought, vaguely, that Kirby wasn’'t quite
the same as usual, but to suspect that he
was a totally different person never occurred
to them. Indeed, if such a suggestion had
been put to them, they would have scouted
it with derision.

And Nipper had learned a good deal during
that hour !

Most important of all, Le knew that he
was booked for a spell of night duty from
two o'clock till four—and no spell could have
suited him Dbetter. By two o'clock Mr.
Creepe would be soundly off for the night,
and the other monitors would be equally deep
in slumber.

The monitor on duty before Nipper would
be Fryer, and he would naturally be sleepy

(T THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

at two o'clock, and would be only too glad
to tumble into bed. So, during the quictest
part of the night, Nipper would have the un-
fortunate martyrs of Moat Hollow entirely
to himseif.

Alld t]li-'_:
stratagem.

By impersonatinge Kirby, he would have
two hours every night in which to talk to the
boys—to stir them up—to instil them with
some rebellious spirit against the atrocious
round of drudgery and slavery and tyranny.
Nipper was convinced that the majority of
these unfortunates contained a good propor-
tion of the right stuff.

At one time Iryer had been looked upon
as a possible helper. Tommy Watson had
practically saved his life by extinguishing a
sudden fire, FIryer had expressed his desire
to help—for he was as sick of Mr. Creepe
as any of the other pupils—but he was a
weakling. He wag afraid to toke the
slightest step. He was a broken reed. -

And Nipper, learning this, had decided to
enter Moat Hollow in the character of Kirby.

When he went to bed he did not sleep.
He had a great deal to exercise his mind.
He didn't even get undressed, hut lay on his
bed with the gquilt drawn over him in the
dark. - -

He dccided to let Fryer go to bed when
he relieved him—for Fryer was an uncertain
quantity. - Being such an arrant funk, he
might go to Mr. Creepe with the story of
what was going on. For, being a monitor, he
could approach Mr. Creepe as he liked. It
would be better to leave him out.

There was another point to be considered.
Should Nipper tell the twenty-four pupils
his real identity, or should he let them be-
lievo he was Kirby? He decided upon the
latter course as being the safer., It would be
fabi{ll if Mr. Creepc heard a word of the real
Tuth.

And then, as he lay on the bed, ne started,
and n slow chiuckle escaped his lipz.

“A  brain-wave!" he murmured. By

was the whole point of his

Jove! And it had escaped me until this
mi)'ment! It's the one idea—the best of
all !’

Wouldn't it be far hetter to appear before
the boys as neither Kirby nor himself—but a3
the Phantom Protector? The boys had seen
this elusive Hzgure on several occasions, and
they looked upon the Phantoin Protector
with a kind of reverence and awe.

They would be more likely to heed hia
persuasive tongue than the supposed Kirby's,
for they had long since grown to distrust
the chief monitor. By appearing before the
boys as Kirby, Nipper would have a great
handicap to overcome. He would have to
fight down the distruzt, and make Kirby
appear in a character totally foreign to his
own. Whereas, in the role of the Phantom
Protector he would have the school's ear
during the first minute.

“Yes, by jingo, it's the absolute Idea!
Nipper told himself keenly., *Thank good-
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ness I brought the things! It only shows
that it’s always as well to be prepared.”

At the last minute Nipper had stuffed the
black hood and cloak into his—or, rather,
Kirby’'s—overcoat-pockets. 1t had occurred
to him that certain circumstances might arise
where it would be necessary for him to
appear as the Hooded Unknown. Me had
certainly not imagined, at that time, that he
w_ovil]léi want the things on the very first
night.

He wondered, now, how it was that he
could have missed such an obvious opening
as this. It had everything in its favour.
sven to Mr., Creepe the Phantom Unknown
was i figure of mystery.

And there was another powerful advantage
to this decision. In case of a sudden, unex-
pected surprise, no harm would be done.
Mr. Creepe, bursting in, would merely find
the Phantomn Protector addressing his boys!
And if Nipper couldn’t slip away, and quickly
return as Kirby, it would be a pity!

Nipper, indeed, felt quite excited, and he
waited anxiously for two o'clock to come.
And when that hour finally approached, he
was more alert and keen-brained than ever.

He tose quietly fromn the bed at five
minutes to two, lit a candle, and took a look
at _himself in the mirror. He rufiled his
hair a bit, rubbed his eyes to make them red,
and then blew the candle out.

He entered the dormitory yawning loudly.

“Well, I'm hanged!” growled Iryer, pull-
ing himself out of the easy-chair and
throwing his blanket aside. “ What's come
over you, Kirby? This is the first time on
record that you've been a minute before

time!”

“Don’t be funny!” snapped Nipper
irritably. " You'd hetter have a look at your
watch—it may be slow!  Everything all
right?”

“Yes,” yawned Fryer. “They’re all asleep.
Young Smithson’s been crying, poor kid—
pining about that ten-bob note, I expect.”

“Confound the young idiot!”" snapped
Nipper. ‘“He'd better cry while I'm here—
that's all! It won't take me long to
tickle him up!”

Fryer went off, rufiling his hair and yawn-
ing He closed the door, and Nipper felt a
thrill pass through him. At last the moment
had come! He was alone and ul:~.u-pected

with the future rtcbels!

—— s

CHAPTER X1V,
THE FIRST STEP.

IPPER seated himself
in the easy-chair, and
deliberately waited
for five minutes. He

was impatient and eager to

/ begin his programme, but

S common precaution warned
bim not to be too precipitate.
The dormitory was still and quiet. A single
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Jamp burned on a little table—an insigni-
ficant, smelly oil-lamp. The dorinitory was
not heated—for Mr. Creepe had barred all oil.
stoves in future—and the atmosphere of the
long room was chilly.

But the monitor on duty was allowed a
couple of blankets, so that he could sit in
his chair with a fair amount of comiort.
This night duty was a feature of Moat
Hollow.

Mr. Creepe declared that the monitor was
present in case any unfortunate boy became
ill during the hours of the night. In rcal
truth, the monitor was kept there to prevent
any attempted escape. He was, in fact, a
Kind of warder.

After five mwinutes, Nipper rose and went
to the door. He opened it, looked outside,
and listened., Everything was deathly stiil,
except for the mcan and howl of the wind
outside. Moat Hollow was a gloomy place
indeed.

Nipper closed the door ag.un took a little
picce of wood from his pocket and care-
fully wedged it between the door and the
frame. .This would slightly delay any pessibie
intruder, and might give him a ¢hauce to
prepare himself—not that he expected any
such interruption.

Softly, he crossed the floor, and went {romn
hed to bed, glancing down at the faces of
the s!eepm" boys. At last he halted, and his
expression Softencd. He was standing over
Tommy Watson,

1Ie took Tommy
gently shook him.
quickly, and raised himself on his ¢lbow.
blinked as he looked up into Nipper's face.

“What—what's wrong?’* he muttered,
“YWhat are you waking me up for? Can't
[ sleep peacefully now?” he added bitterly.
“It isn't time to get up yet——>°

“Not so loud, old son,” whispered Nippcp
softly. “ Don't you know me?”’

Watson stared, and his face flushed.

“I—I don't understand!” he breathed.
“You're Kirby! And yet—and yet your voice
sounds—-"

“I'm not Kirby—I'm Nipper!” whispered
the other. *“It’s all right, Tommy, old mnan
—just one of my little dodges. 1've fooled
old Creepe, and 1've fooled Tarkington and
the rest. But I bhaven’t got the hecart to
keep you in the dark. I'm here to make
things hum!”

Tommy Watson falrly shook with excite-
ment.

“But—but

by the shoulder, and
Nipper’s old chum u-uII;e
e

it’s impossible!” he panted.
““Oh, Nipper! I—I never hoped for any-
thing like this I don’t believe it!"” he
added, with a sudden catch in his voice, as
he looked at Nipper's disguised face. “ You're
fooling me, you cur! You're Kirby! I know
you're Kirby!”’

This was a compliment, indeed, and Nipper
felt more secure than ever in his disguise.
But he grabbed Tommy’s hand, and then




tulked to

objects—such as a watch, and a pocket-knife
—to identify himself. And Tommy was at
Iast convinced.

“You're here!” he muttered.
rizht in Moat Hollow—disguised!
Nipper! 1
thought you were up in London,
Lee!
mght

*The guv'nor's in Vienna—and I had no-
thing to do, so 1 came down here,” explained
Nipper softly. ‘“ Now, there's not much time
—but what there is I want to utilise to the
full, -I'm going to alip that hood and mask
on, and appear as the Phantom Protector—
then I'm going to have a chat with the whole
crowd of you! 1f I don’t wake the gang up,
I'm a Dutchman!”’

Watzon's eyve gleamed, and his heart beat
faster as I"HDDE'I‘ briefly outlined the pro-
gr.unme Watson'’s only doubt was that Mr.

Creepe’s pupils would not gather up suﬂiment
pluck to rebel.

But Nipper was more confident. Tn any
case, he would feel the pulses of the boys at
once. And while Watson lay back in bed,
Nipper cros:zed softly to the corner of the
room and made his preparations. He ap-
peared again in two minutes.

It was impossible to wear his close-fitting
black garments, but in the dim light of the
dormitory this was hardly necessary. The
cloak round his shoulders, the hood over his

“You're
Good old
don’t understand even now—I
with Mr.
I only saw you for a minute the other

head, and the whole mask which covered his
face, were ample. He stood there—the
Phantom Protector.

“Ay hat! 1t's wonderiful!” murmured
Watson excitedly.

Nipper went from bed to bed. He shook
slhinulder after shoulder, and within two or

three minutes the dormitorv was awake. The
boys were sitting up. rubbing their eves and
staring. One or two of the weakest were
frichtened, and were even whimpering.

“PDon't be afraid—I'm your friend!”
claimed Nipper, his voice clear but soft, 1
am here to help vou—to protect you! Listen
to me, all of you! Who do you think I am?
Why do you think I have heen guarding vou
and “ntchmg over you during these last
weeks?  What do you think is to be the end
of this affair?”

The boys listened, more awed than ever.
They were all awake by now, sitting up in
bed. and looking at the hooded figure with
wide eyes. Some were hugging their knees
under che bedclothes, others were breath-
ing ‘hard, as though with fright. But ali
gave Nipper their full attention. ‘

“Remember, your schoolmaster's tyranny
cannot go on for -ever!”’ exclaimed Nipper

eX-

grimly. “And it rests with yon to end it
all,  You have only to choose, and Mr.
Grimesby Creepe will be beaten. It is in

your powe: to free yourself {rom his slavery
and to earn your liberty!”’ :

him steadily for three minutes.
He even showed him one or two trifling.

|

THE DAWN OF HOPE.
HT. Moat Hoillow boys
They had grown to
lIook upon the
mythical figure who came to
deliver them from harm. And
night had had an enormous effect.

“There are twenty-four of you,”’ went on
and your enemies number seven—Mr. (‘rﬂ'p:
and his six monitors. Are you willing to
An swer me!  What is your decision?”’

“We—we caa’'t do am'tluncr'” muttered

CHAPTER XV.
listened breathlessly.
Phantom Protector as.a
his dramati: appearance in the dead of
Nipper tensely. “There are two dozen—
remain the slaves of this minority for ever?
Jevons., “I'd try, if there was a chance—

but there isn't! They’'ve 'got us down, and
they keep us down!"’
“They Kkeep you down because vyvou're

afraid to use your strength!’’ replied Nipper
quickly. *“It is only a.question of making
up your minds. Once vou rebel against this
oppression yout will win. Mr. Creepe is the
kind of man who can be easily defeated.”’
“We daren’t—we daren’t!”’
“He'd starve us if we dared to rebel!”
“He'd flg us all—he’d half kill us!”’
“Not if you held the upper hand!’’ replied
the Phantom Protector, his voice rising
slightly. * Listen to me. What have vou
to look forward to? Work! Constant,
grinding slavery! Do you have holidays?

No. Are you aliowed to walk about individu-
ally? No. You are slaves—you are the
drudges of this scoundrel!”’

“Oh!™

“He—he might come——""

“Let him come!’’ said Nipper grimly.

“What harm can he do you if you stand to-
gether? Haven't you ever realised that?
If he takes you singly, he ecan victimise
vou as he pleaqes But if once you showed
him that vou were more powerful than he
the end would be swift.”

“We'll do it!’? exclaimed Watson tensely.
“The Protector’'s right! Why don’t you
back me up, you chaps? Haven't I tried to
speak to you before? ¥f we start a rebellion
we're bound to win!’’

“ A rebellion!”

The word went round in frightened
whisgpers.
“That's the spirit!"’ exclaimed Nipper,

glad of Watsoa's suppert. “There’s one of
you with piuck. And you've all got pluck—
if you only knew it. But it's been stifled:
it’s been beaten down. TForgel your fears,
boys. Prepare yourselves for a mutiny—a
barrinz-out! TRemember, I shall be here to
help vou to viectory!®’

“Why not start the rebellion now--to-

3 Right?” paated Watson excitedly.
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“I'm game!” said Jevons. worked up.
“TIl join in, if all the others will!”’

*So will 1!»?

“1 don’t mind—anything’'s better than

this slavery!”’
“Let's rebel—let’s throw old Creepe out!”’?

Nipper stood there, listening, grimly
<atisfied. Even in such a short space of
time as this six or seven boys were express-
ing their willingness to fight. It was a good

sign, The majority were sijent, still
“rightened and meek.
“We wmust go steady; we must take

“We mnstn't

J i} :[,{I

f
l
i

things calmly!*? said Nipper.

1
i

1'
|

Ot
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“Nes, Mr. Creepe is afraid of me!’' hLe
repeated. *Why is he afraid of me? 1’11
tell you. Because I am in the right, because
he knows that he is a bully, a tyrant, a
slave-driver. And Mr. Creepe would bhe
afraid of you, too, if you showed him that
you were strong. There's nothing to keep
you here, amid this drudgery, except your
own weakness!”?
There were many excited huzzes.

“It'll be all over in one bhurst!” exclaimed
Tommy Watson tensely. *“Why should we
siffer like this? Before the Phantom Pro-

| tectur came we had to—we conldn't fight.

i
iR

Nipper went from bed to bed.

He shook shoulder after shoulder, and
within two or three minutes the dormitory was awakae,

|

start this rebellion to-night; you must pre-

pare. But to-morrow, perhaps, or the next
day. Get yonrselves ready for the great
hour. There is nothing to fear, and every-

thing to gain!”?

“Who—who are you?” whispered one of
the boys wonderingly,

“Who am IV A friend—a helper!®? replied
Nipper. “One day you will know more.
Have I not proved my friendship? Have I
not appeared time after time when I was
most needed?’?

“Yes, yest™?

“And Mr. Creepe'’s afraid of vou, toc!??

Nipper scized upen the last remark,

|

T

But he’s with us; he's on our side. -And
he'll see that Mr, Creepe gets his deserts!’?
“I'm with you, Watson; I'll fight!** said
Jevons shrilly.
“Thanks, old man, but we must have the

lot; we must be united,”’ said Watson.
“Mustn't we?’ he added, appealing to
Nipper. '

“Yes, every one of you must join in,**
replied Nipper promptly. * There is safety
in numbers, and disaster in a divided force.
I've come here to-night to speak to you
calmly. Do veu doubt my power? Do yon
guestion my abjlity to lead you to vietory$®?
' NC‘."



THE NELSON

Y

LEE LIBRARY |7

“We believe you!™?

“Where is Kirbhy?’' went on Nipper
ccoflingly. “I'll tell you where Kirhy is.
He’s helpless; and when this affair is over
to-night he'll say nothing. My power is
such that even Kirby will show nothing of
what has hdppfned'”

The- boys listened with wonder and amaze-
ment,

“Knowing my ability to win this trinmph,
why do you hold back?? went on Nipper.
1 have come here to gain your liberty. But
I can do nothing if you refuse to help me.

iive me your support, and freedom will he
yoursi”’

—— = e

CHAPTER XVI.
BEGINNING OF THE MTUTINY,

OMMY WATSON was
overjoyed, He knew
that Nipper's powers

of leadership were
great, but he had never
expected to see what he was
seeing now. These poor, down-
trodden boys were gaining spirit with every
second. t

Their eyes were shining, their faces were
flushed, and the
was leaving their faces.
and stronger on account
Even little Smithson was
ment, .

“It is your right to have freedom,”’ u.ent
on Nipper, following up his advantage
without loss of time. * Up the road there is
4 big school—St., Frank's. The bhoys play
sports—football, cricket, tennis, fives, They
can go out when they please during certain
hm:rs; they can come fo the village and
visit friends. When lessons are over thml
time is their own—they are free!”

There was a tense silence as
paused, |

“But you?’’ he went on scornfully.
“What liberty do you enjoy? You cannot
go out; you have no time of your own. You
get up in the morning, you work and eat,
and go to bed again. Week in and week
out, it is the same round of drudgery. Are
you willing to continue?’’

**No! We'll revolt!”’

“We'll strike against it!”?

“Yes, yes!"’

“ Even when you get letters from home you
are farbidden to take them in your own
hands,’” went on Nipper softly. “You can-
not write unless you leave your lctters open
for Mr. Creepe to destroy at will. Convicts
in a prison are better off than you are!”

“That’s what Watson told wus,”” szid
Jevons.

“And Watson was right,”’ lepllcd Nipper.
“This place is worse than a reformatory;
and yet ycu are all honest hoys, and your

THE

They looked bigger
of the change.
wild with ewitu-

Nipper

meek, hunted expression

St. Frank’s feilows, too!

parents or guardians
you to be here,

Are
This man,

paying fees for
Grimesby Creepe,
is a Dblack-hearted scoundrel—a callous,
cunning brute  He daren’t let you leave
the school grounds for fear of giving him
away. That is why you are always hemmed
in! That is why you are always kept under
Jock and key!™

“We Eknow it!”? said Smithson
“We’ve always known it;
anything-—-"?

“Can’t!”?  interrupted Nipper
“You're wrong there! You can!
you only make np your minds. The time
has come for action, and I will help you
over this stile. The Fourth Form at St.
Frank’s will help you; they have promised.
Do you realise that once you start this
rebellion the St. Frank’s boys will- support
you to the bitter end? They are eager to
help; they are only waiting for the signnl!”

“Oh!”? muttered Jevons, *We—we didn't
know that!*’

holdly.
but we can't do

sharply.
You can, if

“We dida't ﬂnnk we should get any
help!??

“It may not te true—-"?

“Do you think I would mislead you?®’

asked Nipper sternly. “I tell you the St.
Frank’s boys are only waiting for the signal,
and that mgml 1 shall give at the r:"hL
moment. But I cannot attempt it until I
have your united support. Not twenty-two
of you, not twenty-three, but the whole two
dn?en" There muvst be no single weakling!”’

‘Watson jumped up on his bed.

**You hear?” he panted. “Not only will
the Phantom Protector help us, but the
You’re not going
to hold back now? We may not get another
chance, and that’il mean more drudgery and

slavery——"?

“We'll do it!"" said Jevons, his voice
rising. . ;

“Yes, we'll all join!’?

‘“Every one of us!”’

Nipper was astonished at the general
assent. He haa not expected any such

suecess as this on his very first night. But
the eloquence of his appeal had gone right
home to these unfortunate drudges. The
very thougiat of freedom stirred them as
nothing else could.

“Wait!’? said Nipper quietly. “Every
hoy who will support me must raise his
hand. And there must be no backing out—
no funking. If you promise your support

now, 1 shall expect it when the time comes.”’

Every hand in the room went up. One or
two were perhaps hesitating, but there was
not a single exception. And Nipper could
hardly believe :t. He could have danced
with triumph. But he kept calm and sedate.

“ Splemhd'" he exclaimed. *“I’'m proud of
}rou all'; you’ve proved that you’ve got the
right ﬂpmt in you after all, I'm going now,
but I shall return when you least expe::t-
me.,”?
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“The

rebellion canuot happen  to-night;
there is much (o be prepared,”” went on
Nipper quietly. *“DBut I have heard ¢nough
to convince me that success will be certain.

I'ry to get to sleep again, and work to- |
morrow in the usual way. The hour will |
soon be here, and then yvour freedom will
come!’’

ITe backed silently to the door, opened it,
and passed out. And the instant he
vanished the boys fell to talking excitediy
and almost hysterically. It was Watson
who calmed them down.

“Better be quiet!”’ he warned. “XKirby's

bound to come soon. The Phantom Pro-
teetor must have done something to him——"

The door opened and Kirby came in. At

least, all the beys thoueht he was Kirby.
He was yawning, and seemed .in no way
excited. But he frowned as he looked round
the room.

“Who's awake here?’
“What's all this noise?

he  growled.
Get to sieep, you

vounz cubs!  Another sound and I'll come
round with a birch!”’

The dormitory  fell into silence. Bt
Nipper sank down in his chair. For the
moment tonere would be a delay. But
Nipper was inwardly rejoicing. The Moat

Hollow mutiny had started. For-all these
boys were determined to fight against the
drudegery of their drab lives, -

On tte morrow, Nipper deeided, the actual
rebeliion ‘would start., Mr. Grimeshy Creepe
was hooked for the biggest shock of all
his worthless existence.

THE END,

“THE

A Stirring Account of the Great Rebellion at Moat |
will appear next week in

HOLLOW MUTINY!”
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Netu Sena/ o/ Ne/sozz Lee and sz,ber
introducing Professor Cyrus Zingrave

OUTLINE OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS

A daring safe robbery has occurred in the City. Nelson Lee investigates
and discovers that the thieves are armed with a new and powerful instru-

ment of destruction.

Lee suspects Professor Zingr

ave of the crime, and

this is confirmed by enquiries made into the kidnapping of Mr, Roger
Langford and the t.heft of his wonderful invention, which in the hands of

criminals would prove a highly dangerous means of destruction,

Max

Kerner, a financier, is believed to be implicated in the crime, and his house

is watched by Nipper.

Now Read on.

CHAPTER XXVII (continued)

Harry nodded.

‘““ You think the note was sent with the
consent of the pater’s captors?” he queried.

““That is self-evident,” said Nelson Lee.
1 don’t suppose Mr. Langford has the re-
motest idea where he is being held a
prisoner, and the lack of any sort of in-
formation in the mnote is clear proof that
he wrote it under the eyes of his kid-
nappers. Its sole purpose is to ease your
anxiety—and it surely ought to accom-
plish that.”

‘“Well, yes—it certainly has,” admitted
Harry. ““But I was hoping that it would
help you to locate my father—”

“I’'m afraid you're doomed to disappoint-
ment in that hope,”” cut in Lee, with a
shake of the head. ‘It would be a mere
waste of time for us to attempt anything
of the sort, Langford. The letter was
posted in the City—miles away from the
spot where your father i3 being held a
prisoner, But there is no need for you to
despair; even at this moment Nipper is
keeping his eye upon a man who wil in
all probability provide uvs with a direct
clue to the criminals we are after.” %

Nelson Lee spoke in a cheery manner, and
Harry was visibly impressed. Until now

he had seen very little evidence tiat any
progress was being made—but the detec-
tive's assurance was certainly a step in
the right direction.

Lee, perhapa, was taking a gnod deal for
ﬂmnted "in  this particular instance, but
his theories were 3con to be proved correct
in the most startling manner,

CHAPTER XXVIII.
MR. MAX KERNER'S ACTIVITY!

IPPER was enjoying
nimself hugely.
Whenever a

“ghadowing” job
was given to him he was in
his element—for there were
very few people who could
heat XNelson Lee’s astute joung assistant
when it came to tracking.

He had had a long and varied experience
in this branch of detective work, and he
was, therefore, entitled to be called an
éxpert. None knew better than his master
exactly how cute Nipper could be at this
highly-skilled work, and the-detective could
always rely upon the most satisfactory
results. Nipper, of course, was not infalli-
ble—but he very seldom failed in his duty.
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This was partly because he loved the
work with a whole-hearted affection, and

partly because he hated to be bested by
any member of the criminal fraternity.
Finally, it was not his way to ‘let down ”

his- master in any eshape or form if it
could be avoided, and for these reasons
Nipper usually managed to come up
trumps.

To-nicht he had been told to keep hisz eye
upon Mr, Max Kerner, and within a very
few minutes of parting frem Nelson Lee,
Nipper was worming his way towards th«e
back garden of the financier's house.

The visit he had just paid to Kerner'.
library served him in good stead now, for
he knew that the apartment was situated
at the rear of the house—a position which
was much better for his purpose than the
front of the premises would have been.

Nipper, as silently as a cat, scaled the
high fence which connected Kerner's house
to its neighbour, and within a fow eeconds
he was erouchmg beside the window-sill of
the financier’'s library. A bright light was
streaming out of the cnsement, and Nipper
found tlmt- he ¢ould, by standing on tip-toe,

peer into the apartment through the
fringe of the blind.
Ilis first look told him that hcrner was

still within the room-—staring in front of
him with a thoughtfu! look on his face, and
apparently waiting for something to hap-
pen. The financier was making no attempt
to read, or even to smoke, nnd his attitude
conunced Nipper that he was impatient and
restless,

Now and again he glanced at the clock,
and frowned in a manner which plainly in-
dicated annoyance. Obviously he was quite

unsuspicious that he was being watched
so closely by Nipper's keen eves, for he
never once cast his  gaze towards the
windew.

After fifteen minutes had passed, duoring
which no change took place in the situa-
tion, Nipper began to devoutly wish for
atation—;md his wish was very spcedily ful-
filled.

Kerner's manservant appeared in the
library, spoke a few words to hiz muaster,
and withdrew, And a few seconds later
another man appeared—a dark-skinned,
ruflianly-looking individual of  foreign
aspect. He held his cap in his hand as he
approached the financier, and his expres-
gion bore evident traces of subdued ez-.ctte-
ment.

Kerner looked at tie newcomer quickly;

and then rapped out a single, sharply-
spoken word.
“Well?” he asked, not without a trace

of eagerness in his tone.

“JI've located the whereabouts of Lang-
ford, boss!” said the other, with a grin of
pride.  ¢“He’s a prisoner in a little house
fsn I'utney Heath!”

- Good!”, said Kerner,

with a nod of
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cover the identity of his kidnappers?”

approval. Berger! Did you dis-

excited at what he
listened eagerly for

Nipper, now rrrf_-tth
lhiad already learned.
what was to follow, He was prepared for
almost anything—but he almost gave a
cry of surprise as he heard Berger's reply
to Kerner's question.

¢“Yes, boss—lI discovered it b} recog-
nising him!” said the man. “There are
fwo men in the game—but the one I mean
is Professor Cyrus Zingrave, the Chief of
the League of the Green Triangle! Ie
escaped from Portmoor a little while back,
and . he's working this Langford business
with a partner!”

Kerner nodded again.

“Zingrave, eh?' he muttered.
formidable head of the Green Triangle!
Well, I don't think we have any cause
to fear hiw, Berger. We will zo ahead with
our plans just as arranged, and ‘I want
you to have the others in readiness for in-
stant action when I give the word. Do you
understand?’’

“We'll be ready,

“The once

boss—never fear,”’ said

the other. *“But when are you goinz fto
give the word—-"’ '
“Not until after I've paid a visit to

Putney, and ascertained the lie of the land,”
cut in Kerncr. “Zingrave has no suspicions

that bhis lair has been discovered, I
suppose '’
“He thinks he's as safe as the Bank of

‘“He
was

England!’’ said Berger, with a grin.

hasn't got the least notion that I

prowling about outside the house.”
Nipper, outside the library window, had

heard ever: word, and he was almost
hugging himself with delight. Nelson Lee

had shown very sound judgment in sending
his assistant here, and he also had made no

| mistake in assuming that Professor Cyrus

Zinarave was taking a very active part ig
the * Mephistopheles *’ mystery. f“.i*
The dJdetective, in fact, had hlb the righ
nail upon the head from the very commences
ment, as Nipper had now proved in a- strik-
ing manner. All along, Lee had detected
Zingrave’'s master touch, and Berger’s state-
ments had verified this beyond all doubt.
Nipper waited eagerly to overhear more
of the man’s conversation, but beyond a few
details concerning the locality of Zingrave's
lair, there was nothing more to be learned.

He saw Berger dismissed by Kerner, and
a few moments later the financier himself
left. the library, after ringing for his man-
servant and ordering his car to be brought
round at once.

Nipped waited for no moré, but mage htq
way as quickly as possible to the front" of
the house. Ilere, in the dim shadows of the"
roadway, he considered the position.

Kerner, obviously, was about to sct oft
on his trip to the Putney headquarters of
Zingrave, and XNipper had every intention
of accompanying him, or following him. He



could, of course, hire a taxi and direct the
driver to keep Kerner's vehicle in sight,
but Nipper - dismissed this plan as being
too risky. The financier would undoubtedly
< bserve the following taxi, and would become
alarmed.

No. A better method would be for Nipper
to travel at the rear of Kerner's private
car—a ““stunt ’’ he had executed on many
an occasion during the course of his detec-
tive work. Most private cars were possesscd
of luggage-grids, and Nipper gave a sigh of
relief as he observed that the financier’s
caloon vehicle was so fitted. -

The car came out of a near-by garage,

driven by a smart chauffeur, and pulled up
outside the house. A moment later Kerner
took his place upon the luxurious cushions,
and as the car started off, Nipper darted
from his place of concealment, and hopped
nimbly upon the back,

CHAPTER XXIX,
THE DASH TO PUTNEY.

66 0O far, so good!"” mut-
tered Nipper to him-
self, as the car
gathered speed.

“ The guv'nor's told me to

keep this merchant in sight,

and I'm doing it!” .

Nipper told himself that he was acting in
the only possible manner, and he knew that
his .master would approve. He would have
liked to telephone Lee before starting -on

this adventure, but there had been no
opportunity. ' -
Accordirg to what Kerner had said to

Berger, he was merely making this trip to
Putney for the purpose of discovering the
lie of the land, and if that was the case,
Nipper would hav» plenty of time to inform
Nelson Lee of what was in the wind upon
his return.

Upon the other hand, if the financier had
any other plans in mind, Nipper would—by
adopting his present methods—be able to
keep a very close watch upon all Kerner’s
movements. -

And Nipper, as he considered the matter
in this Jight, was perfectly contented in
mind.

The car was a very fast one, and it
covered the ground between Wigmore Street
and Putney in -a surprisingly short time.
Near the top of Putney Hill, in a dimly-lit
portion of road, Kerner ordered the chaufifeur
to stop, and Nipper, guessing the financier’s
intentions, dropped from the vehicle.

In .a few moments -he saw his quarry

emerge. from the saloon, speak a few words

to the driver, and then commence walking
towards the wide stretch of heath at the
top of the hill. Nipper waited for a brief
space, and then set off after Kerner like a
gilent shadow. '

Five minutes .ater he saw the financier
pause near a small house which stood in an
isolated position at tlie edge of the heath,

and then approach it stealthily. For some
litt:e time he prowled about the place, peer-
ing in at a window here and there, bhut
never going direetly up to the building.

Nipper would dearly have liked to make
an investigation on his own account, but-
such a thing was impossible with Kerner on
the spot., And so the youthful detective
had to content himself with just keeping
his gnarry in view, and remaining otherwise
inactive.

The financier, after circling the house
twice, seemied :0 he satisfied, for he com-
menced the return walk to the motor-car
without more ado. Upon reaching it, he
at once entered the vehicle and curtly
ordered the chaufleur to return home as
quickly as possible.

Nipper, as_ before, took his place upon
the rear of the car, and crouched there until
the saloon was about to come {o a halt in
Wigmore Street once more., Then he
dropped off, and hobbled somewhat stifily
into the shadows opposite the financier’'s
houze, The jolting he had received had
made him ache more than a little, but he
kaew that the effects of the ride would soon
pass off.

- He watched Kerner unlock the door of
his house with his latchkey and disappear
inside; the car meanwhile gliding off to-
wards the garage. And Nipper, with a little
grunt of satisfaction, prepared to take up
his forme= position outside the Ilibrary
window at the rear of the house. 8
. Once arrived there, Nipper peered through
the pane below the blind and saw. Kerner
with the telephone receiver held to his ear,
evidently waiting to be connected to ‘his
number. A -moment later he spoke jerkily
into the instrument, and Nipper listéned
intently to catch his words.

“That you, Berger?’’ asked the financier,
“Right! I've just paid a visit to Putney,
and 1 think we may as well act at once.
Are the men all ready? They are, eh?
Good! I'll he tiere within a few minutes,
and we’'ll get off right away!”’

He hung up the receiver as he uttered the
last ‘word, and Nipper's eyes gleamed
excitedly. He knew that the time had come
for him to hurry to Gray’s Inn Road, and
to tell Nelson Lee of his discoveries. There
was not a moment to lose, and Nipper left
the lib ary window and clambered over the
fence with the agility of a monkey. i

Once in Wigmore Street, he pelted down
the road with the speed of a hare, dashed
through Cavendish Square, and was soon in
Regent Street. Here he chartered the first
empty taxi he caught sight of, and told the
driver to take him to Gray's Inn Road as
fast as the engine would “buzz.”

The journey, via Oxford Street and
Holborp, only occupied a few minutes, and
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Nipper, after paying tne cabman liberally

to walt, lost no time in
door of Nelson Lee's
up the stairs to the

and telling him
opening the front
house and pelting
consulting-room. |

He burst into the apartment like a young
harricane, and found his master there in
company with Iarry Langford—who had
just shown the detective the note from his
father. They looked at the excited Nipper

curiously, and TIlarry gave veut to an
exclamation of surprise.

“What the thunder is the matter,
Nipper?” he asked. *“You seem to be
bubbling over——*

“Rather! I should think I am!” said

Nipper, turning to his master with shining
eves. “You were on the right track all the
time, guv'nor! Professor Am"raw is mixed
up in this business, just as you suspected!”

Nelson Lee's eyes gleamed.

“How do you know h

“I know more than that!" cut in Nipper,
ql}enl\m" with a rush. ¢ Mr. Max }u_rnel
is planning to make a raid on a littie house
in Putney now—for the purpose of obtain-
ing Mr., Langford's apparatus &

* Good heavens!" said Harry tensely.
“That means that you know where it is,
Nipper!”

“Yes, I do,” said Nipper. “Cowme on,
auy nor—thorc not a moment to lose!
Kerner and his g‘mg will forestall us if we

don't look slippy! He’s actually on the
way there now!”

Butt Nelson Lee, instead of being
enthusiastic, as Nipper bhad anticipated,

frown

the

stood regnrdmg him with a hean
upon his brow.
What could be the
detective's displeasure?
CHAPTER XXX.
A SHOT FROM THE DAREKNESS.

“ 3> ERNER!” repeated
Nelson Lee, look-
ing at Nipper with

a queer e¢xpression

meaninz of

in his eyes. “ Surely you
_,lust be mistaken, young
'un? - 1 was unde the

mmreasmn that Kerner was working hand-
in-glove with the kidnappers of Mr. Lang-
ford—hut possibly I am wrong——""

“You must be, guv’'nor!” said Nipper.

N Kerner, _according to what TI've just
iearned, is up against Zingrave in this
affair, ana he's just starting out 4o turn

the tables on the professor!”

Lee nodded.

“VYery interesting!” he commented. “ You
had belter explam everything fully, voung
'un, so that we know precisely where we
stand. I have been labouring under a
glight misunderstanding, by all appearances,
and I'm very anxious to get on the right
track. What have you learned, Nipper?”

¢« A terrific lot., guv'nor, conaldc-rm" the
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short time I've been busy!” said Nipper
guickly. “Listen, and I'll explain every-
thing in about a couple of licks!”

He lost no time in doing so—telling his
master and Harry everything which had
laken place since he had first taken up his
stand outside the library window of
Kerner's house. He omitted nothing, but
rclated the whole of the facts in crisp,
tense sentences.

He told of the conversation he had over-
heard between Kerner and Berger, and how
the latter had spoken of Professor Zin-
arave's part in the affair. And Nipper con-
cluded with an account of his trip to
Putney, and of what he had learned upon
his return to Wigmore Street.

“ Kerner told his men to be ready at

cnce, guv’'nor,” he concluded, *so there’s
n;::t- a second to waste 1f we're to be in
time! That rotten German is after Mr.

Langford's machine i ;

“YPhat is  obvious—now!” said Lee
keenly. “1 was wrong in thinking that
Kerner was an wcmnp]:ce of ]m-rr"uc’s for
it now appears that they are oppmed to
one” another. I think my best plan will be
to telephene to Chief Detective-Inspector
Lennard at Scotland Yard, and get him to
nurry off to Putney, and to meet us there.”

Nelson Lee suited the action to the word,,
and grasped the telephone as he spoke. In
a very few minutes he was put through to

the headquarters of the police, and was
soon in earnest conversation with the Chief
Inspector.

Lennard was  greatly astonished—but
revertheless delichtea—at Lee's news, and
he promised to collect a “bunch ™ of plain-
ciothes men at once, and to bring them

;’;l{;ng to Putney Heath without a moment’s
elay

“You can rely upon us being there almost
as soon as you are, Lee,” he said eagerly.
“[ wouldn’t lose this chance of recapturing
Zingrave for a pension. So-long—see you
later!”

He rang off, and Lee and Nipper and
Harry Langford prepared for their own
departure. The young man would not hear
of being left out of this adventure, and the
detective saw no objection to his coming.

“This is great!” he exclaimed, as he
reached for his hat. “Thanks to Nipper,
there's a chance of finding the pater almost
at once, Mr, Lee! 1 can scarcely realise
the gcood news, and I'm as excited as a
schoolkid !"

In a2 very few moments {ha ftrio were
ready, and they left tne consulting-roomn
and descended to the hall. Nipper ran out
to the waiting taxi, closely followed by
Harry Langford, while Nelson Lee brought
up the rear,

The famous detective was in the act of
closing the front door, when a startling
thing occurred.

Without the slightest warning a revolver-
shot rang out, and Nipper and Harry
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round - -
alarm, wondering what ez
was the matter. =

twirled

As they did so,

Nipper gave vent to

an agonised cry of dis- ~
may, for he was just

in time to see his be-

loved master collapse

upon the doorstep!

Nelson Lee had heen
shot!

CHAPTER XXXI,
THE HOUSE ON PUTNEY
HEATH.
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heavens !
panted Nip-
per, aghast,

“The—the  guv’'nor's

fallen!

must

him

That shot
have caught

Nipper, with a lump
in his thoat, ran for-
ward dazedly towards c
the fallen delective,
and Harry Langford
mechanically followed.

The incident hail
occurred with  such
dramatic suddencss
that the young man
gsearcely realised what
had happened. He
was not used to start-
ling diversions of this
kind, and he dashed g
after Nipper towards (A B
the front door of lhe
house with a mingled 1
sensation of  excite- f o
ment and consterna- - (
tion stirring within
him.

Nipper reached his
master’s side, and
bent down quickly—
expecting to find the
deteetive  badly in-

N
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jured, and . perhaps
killed. The shot, by
the sound of it, had

upon the doorstep.

Nipper was just in time to see his beloved master collapse

Nelson Leo had been shot !

been fired at pretiy

close qgnarters, and it

scemed impossible that it could have missed
its mark.

All thoughts of the - proposed dash to
Putney had flown from Nipper’s mind, and
he was now solely concerned with Nelson
Lce's condition, -

“Guv’'nor!” he breathed anxiously, as he
pcered into the detective's face. ** Are—are

you hurt——-"
‘“Sssssh!”  was  the surprising reply—
nitered in a soft undertone. *“ No, young

‘un—fortunately, the shot missed me com-

pletely. The .man who fired it is standing
on the 100f of the house opposite, and I
happened to cateh sight of him as I elosed
the front door., If I had not dropped a3
I did he would probably have fired a secoad
time—with perhaps disastrous results, Ah,
he has dizappeared now!”

Nelson Lee, while he was speaking, had
also been gazing at the house across the
road, and he observed the would-be mur-
derer’s movements out of the corner of his

(Continued on page 30)
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{(Nore.—If any readers care to write to me,
I shall be pleased to comment upon any
remarks that are likely to interest thc
majority. If you have any grumbles--make
themn to me. If you have any suggestions—
send them along. Remember, my aim 15 to
pleas? as many of you as I possibly can,
All letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor,
TUE NELSON LEE LiBrARY, The Fleetway
}I{gtl%ﬁ, [Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.—
%.8.8.).

Letters received: A Nelson Lee Fan
(Halesowen), A Girl Reader (Bristol), J.
Nash (Dublin), Bryan Slater (Christchurch),
-Ena Howell* (Plymouth), S. Sirrah (Notting-
ham), Peter Setford* (East Ham), Sydney J.

Ward (Bluntisham), Margery Brook®*
(Wolverhampton), Basil Titchbourne (Pim-
lico), B. W Messem (Forest Gate), F.

Coomber* (Kentish Town), K. Willott* (Isle-
worth), E. Carter (Sydney, Australia), A. P.
Marnitz (Johannesburg), E. C. Maidment
(Ll’ermondsey), L. Penny (Southampton), W,
Johnson (lrolkestone), Wyn and Dorrie*
(Halilax), S. A. Mole (Northwood), H. G.
Slatford (Brentford), A Regular Reader
(FF'orest Gate), Smith Thompson (Bradford),
. P, Curpentfr (East Ham). .
]

Sorry, Nelson Lee Fan, that Tom Burton
is “only among the crowd.” Dut, you see,
it's quite impossible for me to feature the
less prominent characters, when I have to
deal with so many. 1 do my best to give
them a turn now and again, so perhaps the
Bo'sun will be in the hmthght azain one of
these days. You needn't ask me to forgive
you. What do you think I put that notice
at the head of this page for?

* ¥ L

Just a word with you, J. Nash. (By the

way, I can’t tell whether you're a boy or a

girl, you know, unless you give me your
Christian name. Other readers, please note).
You say you'll write to me again later on,

when your answer is in the list. All right,
I'll wait for your next letter, and if vou
don’t make it longer than your first one 1
shall be LliSEl[lDOi“tﬁd jn you.

Yes, of course, 8. Sirrah, all the school
will appear in the Portrait Gallery. Not
every fag and every senior, of course, but all
the prominent ones. I'm not so sure about
the Moor View girls, though. In any case,
they wouldn’t come in until all the St.
Frank’s characters have been given a show,

®
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And that'll take a long time yet. I suppose
vou want to sec most of the chaps, don’t
vou? You ask me to put more Third Form
characters in my stories. So you like Willy
& Co., eh? In that case, you’'ll possibly he
interested to know that I've just finished a
special long story of the St. Frank's fags—
not for publication in the Old Paper, but
elsewhere. Now say I don't work hard?
Kcep your eyes open for ¢ The Fighting Fags
of St. Frank’s.” It may be somne weeks be-
fore you see anything of it, but it’s written
—and that's the main thing.
. * L]

Sorry 1 was only able to answer you in a
crowd last time, Peter Setford. And you
send me such beautifullyv written letters, too.
Too bad, isn't it? In fact, it’s worse than
that, because I don't forget that you hold
the distinction of being the first reader to
write me a letter in connection with this
feature., I am afraid I shall have a lot of
difficulty in getting copies of Nos. 1 and 2
for you—they're pretty scarce nowadays.
But if I do come across them, you shall cer-
tainly have them. You needn’t worry—I
shan't forget you. By the way, I hope you've
got over the shock of losing that ten shillings
by now!

& L 3 ]
You'll have to wake them up in
Pluntisham, Sydney J. Ward! But perhaps

yeur village is only a very small one? I'm
very glad you like Reggie Pitt better than
Nipper as skipper, and your hope that he will
remain captain when Nipper gets back will
be realised. YWait a minute. 1 rather fancy
I can hear a storm of protests from other
readers. But why? It'll be a lot hetter for
Nipper to retain his freedom when he returns
to the Fourth, sp that he will be able to help
Nelson Lee in detective work, without having
the responsibilities of the captmm} on his
shhoulders. And Reggie is a pretty decent
skipper, isn't lle? thatr do }'gu sy, Syd?

So yvou're a chap who likes plenty of sports
interest, B. W. Messem? Well, after Eazter,
vou’il probably be interested in my yarns,
I'm writing a special series about cricket—
although, needless to say, there’ll he other
interestzs as well. The Fourth already has a
ceyveling elub—but 1'm afraid their adventures
wouldn't be quite exciting enough for most
of you,

» & %

Do you mean it, K, Willott? If so, yvou're

Excuse me for doubtfing you, but it
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sounds tvo good to be true. You tell me
that you have a good excess of pocket-money,
and that you are quite willing to spend it on
the proposed League, if necessary. That's
the right spirit, and no mistake! 1 hope, one
day, that you'll have the opportunity. What’s
that you say about the newsagents in your
district? They don’t obtain enough copies
10 go round? And you can’'t get one on
Thursday? Well, old man, there’s one certain
remedy—and that is, to order your copy in
advance. Sometimes the Editor urges you to
place a standing order, and I believe a lot
of you think this is just a stunt. But it
isn’t. And if yon buy the paper regularly,
you might just as well order your copy, and
be absolutely certain of it. It not only
makes you safe, but it helps the newsagent,
~and it helps the publisher.

* * -

Here, steady on, I.. Penny! 7You're a bit
“fresh,” as the Americans say, aren’t youn?
You calmly tell me that I ought to be Kicked
for taking Nelson I.ee and Nipper out of the
school yarns! I know I asked you to be
candid, but still—— I expect some of the
other readers will be telling me that 1 ought
to be kicked for bringing them back before
long. What a wangle it is to please every-
body! Every time I look in the mirror 1
expect to see some grey hairs
out, .

= » +

Those two caricatures of yours, 8. A.
Mole, are extraordinarily good, if you want
my candid criticism. But there’s one thing
1I'd like to be certain abozt. Are they copies
from sketches you have seen somewhere, or
are they absolutely original? If they are
copies, then, of course, it’s no good sending
them to me for criticism. Just let me know
about this, will you? And then I shall be
able to give you a much better answer. If
I can help you in any way, you can count
on me.

» L *

Hallo, Smithy, you’ve been at it again, I
see. Yes, Smith Thompson—you’re the chap
I’m talking to. So that thing on the postcard
is your face, is it? Are you really as good-
looking as this? And look here, my lad, if
you think I'm going to introduce you into
my stcvies as a new character at St. Frank’s,
you've got off at the wrong station! As I
told you before, it simply can’t be done.
I1t’s very nice of you to be so enthusiastic,
but—well, I mean to say——

% o #

I say, Ena Howell, it’s very nice of you to
show such interest in my yarns, but your
chorthand Is a lot more important, really.
Perhaps Eugene Ellmore's articles are a bhit
brainy—but, then, you see, he’'s a brainy sort
of fellow. I am sorry you don’t like *“[acts
Let Loose.”” If you'd only read them, you'd
find all manner of everyday facts which are
not usually known—and which all help vour
general store of knowledge. You can't mean
to tell me you don’t like learning things!

sprouting

‘beginning of these pages.
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Well, you see, I \havcn’t chucked your letter
aside after reading the first few lines.

» L £

Now and again one or two of you—I'm
talking to everybody now-—ask me to reply
m “mext week’s issue.” Now, you culprits,
you ought to know better than that! It
deesn’t matter how interesting your letters
are, or how important, I really can’t
guarantee any replies until four weeks, at
least, Better say six weeks, and be on the
safe side. Colonial readers, of course, a
great deal longer even than that. At the
present moment I've got a whole batch of
letters in hand to answer, and they’ll have
to be held over till next week, because 1've
got no more space. And always remember
that the Old Paper goes to press two or
three weeks in advance. And a publication

of this kind, with its wide circulation, cannot,

he produced and distributed in no time. So
please be patient, and then we'll all be
satisfied.
& ] L
Well, that’s all for this week. I've got

ncthing more to write about at the moment,
and I expect you're all getting a bit tired of
my ramblings. So the best thing I ¢an do is
to dry up, and give you a rest until next

-week.

L L L

Wait a minute, though! You're not going
to get that rest yet, after all!
W b &

The Editor has just told me that he wants
another page filled up, so I've got to start all
over again. But, remember, the Editor is to
blame, and not me. Still, I've got a good
pile of letters to answer, so I'll fill up the
next paragraph by acknowledging a few of

them,
[ ] = L ]

F.G.N. W. (West Croydon), Ernest E.
Dunckley (Chiswick), S. R. Finn (Gosforth),
J. L. Rodgers, Junior* (Oldham), Kathl!een
(Bath), H. Morgan (Liverpool), P.B.B.T.
(Glasgow), Lionel Moxem (Rochdale), H. C.
Daniels (South Lambeth), Eveline Stephenson
(Derby), Charles Price (Leeds), An Art
Student (Dalston), J. L. Higson (Clitheroe),
Henry Victor Newman (Leyton), Claude
Leverton (Plymouth), 8. McClellan (Totten-
ham),

* L] L L

First of all, just a word with you,
F.G.N.W. I tihink there are two of you,
rcally, but I can't quite be certain. In any
case, please have a look at that note at the
You will see that
I ask for suggestions and grumbles. But you
are quite mistaken if you think you ecan
dictate to me and give me your orders with
impunity. You say that you have influence
over a good few readers, and use this as a
kind of threat. I'm always ready to give
careful consideration to all thoughtful sug-
¢estions, and if you have any faults to find

with my stories, I'd like to know what they

are. But don’t give me your orders,
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The next letter before me is of a
different nature. In fact, Ernest Dunckley,
yvou are distinctly one of the richt sort. It
was good of you to send the Old Paper
every week to your friend in Reading. You

say he is now a constant reader, and has
gained many new readers in Reading.
Thanks for your chatty letter, and your
splendid enthusmqm .
[ 1]
Now, look here H. Morgan, what's the
idea? Are you tr'f ing to have a gentle little

pull at mny leg, or what? You say that you

- have earned the nickname of “ Bunter,” and

you ask me to reply in these pages, and tell

you the reason. You surely know that

“ Bunter ”’ is a celebrated character in Mr,

Frank Richards’ storiei of Greyfriars School?
& »

. With regard to your suggestion, P.B.B.T.,
you really ought to write to the Editor, and
not me, He deals with competitions, and
everything of that sort. 1've got all m)
work cut out m writing the stories

]

A few words with you, Eveline Stephen-
son, will be rather apt at this point, I
think—after my remarks in the previous
paragraph. Ior you address me as “ Dear
Editor, Mr. Brooks.” I've mentioned this
matter once bhefore, hut I can sce I'll have to
mention it again. I am NOT the Editor,
That gentleman has complete control of the
general poliey of the Old Paper, the competti-
tions, thg Magazine, and so forth. I'm only
the fellow who writes the stories. S0,
Eveline, and all the rest of you, please don’t
mix us up. I thought it was exceedingly
nice of you to send me No. 145, because you
saw that F. W. Dickenson was askmg for it.
I have sent it on to him, and I'd like to
express my appreciation of your . kindly,
generous spirit. To go to the trouble of
sending me an old back number for the
benefit of a perfect stranger was indeed nice
of you.

» * [ ]

I'm afraid yvou don't hold the record, by
any means, H. C. Daniels, You needn't
wonder if any cther readers have read the
Old Paper for six years, as you have. My
dear chap, I have heaps of letters from
readers who have read the Old Paper from
No. 1 onwards—nearly ten years. All the
same, you are one of the right sort, I can
see, and I'm sorry to hear that you were
ill in bed at the time of writing. Hope you're
0.K. now.

% ®
As you are hoping to be mentioned, J. L.
Higson, here goes, And you deserve recogni-
tion, for the excellent drawings you sent me.
One 'of these days you'll be a great artist if
you go on at this rate. Your Portrait Gallery
is gquite good on the whole, although in one
or two instances I think you have got the
proportions a bit ¢ squiffy.” But, with
practice, you ought to do wonders. I hope
vour Dad wasn't wild because I referred to
you as ‘“Higgie’” the other week. DBut it

was your own fault, remember,

Very

H the
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THE INVISIBLE GRIP

(Continuved from page 27)

eye. The man, in all probahility, was under
the impression that he had accomplished his
purpose, and was now taking his depar-
ture.

Nipper looked at the house indicated by
the detective, but he saw mnothing of the
assassin,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he exclaimed, in a
tone of great relief. *“Of all the blessed
cheek, guv'nor! It's a dashed good thing
that he missed you. But who the dickens
could he have been?”

Nelson Lee rose to his feet and shrugged
his shoulders.

“Either a henchman of our friend, the
professor, or else one of Mr. Max Kerner's
delightful associates!"” he replied. *“It was

| one or the other, Nipper, and the incident

proves that we are fighting a very deter-
mined and unscrupulous force—-"

“A gang of murderous ruffians seems to
he a more fitting name for ‘'em, sir!"” said
Nipper, with a snort. “ But what about the
chap who tried to plug you? Hadn't we
better collar him—"

“It would be a hopeless task to hunt for
him, Nipper—quite hopeless,” said the detec-
tive. “ By this time he has descended from
 the roof, and is making his escape across
the back gardens. Besides, we have been
hindered quite sufficiently already, and we
cannot afford the time to bother with the
fellow.”

Nelson Lee was right. The shooting jn-
cident, although it had only occupied
comparatively few seconds, had unduul;lﬂllv
hindered their departure, and every moment
was of importance.

And so the trio hurried znto the waiting
taxi, and started off for Putney, Lece tellmfr
the driver to make all possible haste. Now
that Nipper had obtained such an abundance
of definite information, the detective was
keenly anxious to act upon it, and Harry
Langford, needless to say, was bmrmrurrrr
over with impatience to see his father
rescued from his kidnappers.

Lennard, at

Chief Detective-Inspector
Scotland Yard, had been exceedingly active
since he had received Nelson Lee's sur-
prising message, and, with really commend-
able promptness, he ordered a couple ot
official cars to be got ready.

At the same time, he issted instructions
for a dozen of his best men to prepare for
instant departure, and well within five
minutes the two police cars set out on theu‘
journey.

And, during this time, the occupants of
little house on Putney MHeath were
sublimely unconseious of all the prepara-
tions which were being made for their un-
doing.

(To be cont s'.«merz.)
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Editorial Office,
Study E,
St. Frank's.

My Dear Chuns,

Another week has gone by and once again
it is time for me to write my notes. 1
wonder il you realised how difficult it some-
times is to find anvthing to say or any
time to write ‘L down. Just now, for in-
stance, my spare time is pretty well
occupied.

The doinzs at Moat Hollow School are
cnough to keep anyone occupied. The very
fact that Nipper has so unexpectedly come
back is cnough to take my mind completely
oft the Mag., I almost think of asking him
to take over the job again.

RBut Nipper's hands are full enough with-
out that. He has set himself a stiff task
in tryving to raise a revolt at Moat Hollow.
But I have nn doubt under his inspiring
leadership it will end in success. Good luck
to him.

HANDY'S NEW SERIAL.

So at last the new masterpicce is ready.
How many sheets of paper, how many
hottles of ink it has cost Handy I do not
know. Nor hcwv many punches on the jaw
and black eyes it has cost Church and Me-
Clure. Handy is not the easiest chap to
live with when he is busy—or, at least, so
I am told.

But I know he enjoys writing for the Mag,
Trackett Grim and Splinter are favourite
characters of his. There i3 something about
them that makes a strong appeal to their
celebrated author.

I wure say it
CieVverness.

OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY.

I expect many of vou will have noticed
that there are nc portraits in this week's

is their modesty and

FMag.
| week,

‘2

And also that there were none last
They will
number, We
dealine with
Unfortunately
azes, weight,

appear as usual in our next
shall then start a new series
members of the Third Form.
the details concerning their
cte. have not been very easy
to collect. The information is now however
complete, and 1 can promise you these
populer juniors will be ready for you next
week.

RUNNING A MAGAZINE.
The secon:! article in this splendid series

appearz this week.

1 hope you. have all been abhle to follow
the directicoz given by Dick Goodwin. It
is a pity that we have to reduce the dia-
grams to such a small size. PBut if we
made them bigger, there would be no

space to devote to the article.

OQur pages in the Magazine are rather
limited, and we have to cut down our articles
to a pnge cr two, Therefore it is necessary
to keep the sketches as small as possible

ADVENTUR: ARTICLES.
You will sce that with this issue we start

a new seriex of adventure sketches hyv tiat
popular character and sportsman, Lord
Dorrimore.

I think ali of you will be interested to
read about kLis thrilling duels with those
areat river beasts, the hippos. They are
certainly a sgplendid brand of creature to
hunt.

And now I have come to the end of my
space for another week.

So I will claose with one litile request.
Let's hear how yvou fike Handy’'s new serial.

|

H Your old pal,

REGGIE PITT.
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MY ADVENTURES WITH

HIPPOPOTAMI
| By LORD DORRIMORE

e o —

A :

UNTING hippos 1is not generally
supposced to be exciting or danger-
ous. But I have proved that it
can be both. On the Victoria

H

Nyanza I had a most thrilling experience

with one o1 these beasts. The hippopotamus,
by-the-by, is found only in Africa, where it
haunts the rivers, Hippos are of two
kinds, the sordinary species, and the pigmy
variety. This latter is no bigger than one
of our full-grown pigs. But the larger
specimen is a monster, a bull standing
nearly five feet high at the shoulders, and
sometimes weighing over five tons. Its
mouth is a \erable cavern, filled with
teeth and tusks, the latter frequently being
three feet long. To look into that mouth
is to get a frignt.

I wes out to shoot anything, but par-
ticularly crocodiles, which I detest. How-
ever, a bull hippo lifted himself out of the
water, and my men urged me to shoot him,
‘as the natives were short of food owing to
a meagre harvest. And five tons of edible
flesh mears something. So I fired when
the hippo got nearer, aiming at the brain,
but only wounding the brute. He made
for the canoe, opening and shutting his
huge cavern of & mouth as if in anticipa-
tion of the meal he was going to make of
one of us. The boys paddled away in terror,
nor would they hced my. orders to stop till
the hippo dived. We waited, as he couldn’t
stay under for more than three minutes,
and when he came up, with a mighty roar
I fired again. But again I failed to Kkill,
owing to my arm being knocked. Again he
made for us, and again the crew paddled
away for dear life. When the hippo came
to the surface he only showed his nose, and
before I could thre he was gone again.

I waited in the canoe, and to my surprise
was pitched headlong into the river with-
out warning. The hippo had attacked the
canoe, and turning round as I swam to land
I saw him tearing the canoe to pieces in his
rage. Gun, glasses, compass, the canoe and
its contents, all lost, and I was fifty pounds
out of pocket. The monster was found
dead next morning, and for a long time the
natives gorged themselves on hippo steak
which they dearly love.

HE first impulse of an Englishman,

I especially if he is a farmer or a
gardener, when he sees a wild bird,
1s to kill it. He could not do a
more foolish or suicidal thing. Wild birds
are his best friends. For they lively mainly
on insects, which are destructive pests to
fruit and corn crops. The Balance of
Nature is a curious and delicate thing, and
to upset it i to court disaster. A wise
Providence designed that birds should be
naturally appointed instruments for keep-
ing down insects. And it is the simple
truth, tha% if all birds were destroyed, we
could grow nothing at all; our food supplies
would cease, and the huraan race would be
conquered by insects. So vitally important
are these apparently insignificant ecreatures.
All over rura: England this senseless war
against wild birds has been carried on ruth-
lessly. What are the consequences? Cater-
pillars and weevils and other insect pests
swarm. In fighting them, the fruit-grower
has to spend from £6 to £8 an acre to
“‘dress > his orchards; liming or spraying
the trees with lime, later using nicotine
and all sorts of patent insecticides; putting
grease-bands round his trees to keep the
caterpillars from climbing up them, and so
on. These elaborate precautions were not
necessary years ago. Why? Decause the
birds were there, and they can do the work
far better than man, with all his science.
Many a farmer and horticulturist now
rcalises what fools he and his like have

been. They would give much to have the
wild insectivorous birds back again., Who
wouid not rather see the feathered insect

eaters flying about his fields and orchards
and gardens, even if they do take some toll
of the crops, than see trees and plants
covered and blighted by loathsome cater-
pillars and destructive insects—especially

} as it is so much cheaper?



Handforth’s Colossal New Serial !
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THE YELLOW TERROR

Our Exciting, Thrilling, and Startling New Yarn of Trackett
Grim and his Assistant, Splinter.

By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
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CIIAPTER 1.
A CLIENT AT LAST!

RACKETT GRIM, the most
celebrated incriminator in  the
world, paced up and down Lis cou-

sulting-room in Baker's Inn Road.
There was a frown on his brow, and he
pulled fiercely at his cold and empty pipe.

Suddenly he paused, and stared at
Splinter, his faithful assistant.

“ Spiinter,” he said tensely, “you are
hungry!”

Splinter made a noize like an empty
barrel.

‘““You know everyvthing, sir!” he ex-
claimed, in stupefied amazement. *“It's

staggering, sir! llow did you make that
marvelious deduction?”

‘““ Elementary, my dear Splinter—element-
Aary!” said Trackett Grim carelessly. “ We
are broke, and you have had no .foud for
three datys. Deduction—hunger!"’

“It all comes clear when you explain it,
sir,” said Splinter in an awed voice. *It's
all the fault of these clients. They don't
seem to come in much nowallavs,. We
haven't had a case since last Shrove Tues-
day, when we had to track down those
stolen pancakes.”

Trackett Grim sighed.

“Ah, if only we could track down some

stolen pancakes to-day, Splinter!” he said,
licking his lips. I am afraid our client
would mnever recover his property! DBut
what is this? Hark! Somebody's coming
up the stairs!”

“The landlord, sir,”” said Splinter..
“le's been up three times already, and

- he said he was going to bring a gun——""
The door burst open, and a client stag-
gered in. Trackett Grim could tell he was
- a client by the hunted look in his eyes.
“Mr. Grim!” he croaked. A thnusantl
pounds if you will save me from a great and

terrible peril! Will you accept my cise?”
Trackett Grim leapt at the client, and

Splinter put his back against the door.
*“(Give me ten bob on account, and I'm

yours!” said Trackett Grim crispiy.

CITAPTER II.
THE MAN WITH THE YELLOW BRAND!

HE client gave a sob of relief as ho
heard Trackcett Grim’s grateful and
comforting  words. He looked
round for an easy chair to sink

into, but not seeing one, he sat down on
a soap box.

“My mname 13 Theophilug Twiddle,”
gasped the client, who was a short, plump,
prosperous-looking old boy. “I am being
hunted down by two Chinese Tongs.”

““Ah a pair of tongs!” said Trackett
Grim, nodding. * Very serious!”

‘““ And this morning, Mr. Grim, I was
branded with a poker!” said Mr. Twiddls
hoarsely. ““These dreadful Chinese secret
societies are terrible! KEach one is the big-
gest criminal organisation in the world!
There is a terrible Chief, and he is known
as The Yellow Terror. See! This is his
handiwork!”

Mr. Theophilus Twiddle pushed back his
sleeve and revealed a huge yellow brand
on his arm. It was a Kkind of Chinese
dragon, and Splinter looked at it with great
admiration.

“ 1 say,
approvingly.

“That brand means that I am doomed to
die!’” said Mr. Twiddle, leaning back in hia
chair, and falling heudlon.g off the soap
box before he discovered it had no back.

“IHave no fcar—I will protect you'” said
Trackett Grim. “If you will give me a
small sub. to be going on with—

that's ripping!’” he remarked



moment there was. a terrific

At this
scuftie in and two huge

the chimney,
fireplace. They

Chinamen Jlanded in the
leapt out, and before Trackett Grim and
Splinter c¢ould interfere, Mr. Theophilus
Twiddle had been pushed up the chimney,

amd was gone!
I “ They’ve gone!” he roared.
“They’'ve pinched our client! And
he didn't even whack out that ten bob on
account! Quick, Splinter—after 'em! Up the
¢himney, you fathead!”
+ Splinter, ever ready to obey his famous
master, dashed to the chimney and leapt
upwards. ' - ' '

The situation was serious. Mr. Theophilus
Twiddle had vanished—captured by agents
of the terrible Chinese Secret Society! And
he was~the first client who had come in for
weeks! The only thing was to tear after
him, and drag him back.

So, while Splinter climbed up the chimney,
Trackett Grim dived out of the window,
grabhed the nearest water-pipe, and swarmed
up to the roof. Crowds of people in Baker's
Inn Road thought he was the Cat-burglar,
but he didn’t care. He wanted to get to the
chimney before the yellow miscreants,

lle arrived in the nick of time.

Three black objects emerged from the
chimney, and one of them gave a despairing
howl.

“Save me, Mr. Grim!"’ he yelled.

“ All right, keep your hair on!” shouted
Trackett Grim. “When I get on the track, I
stick on it until I trivmph! No man has
ever got the better of Trackett Grim!”

While -he was3 speaking, a loud buzzing
sonnded, and an aeroplane swooped down
from the clear blue of the heavens. A rope-
ladder was hanging from it, and the two
Chinamen grabbed it, and took their victim
with them. The next moment they were
being swept away into the misty murk.

CHAPTER IIL,
A DESPERATE CHASE.

only for half a tick.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE CLUE OF THE SOOTY FOOT.

PLINTER failed to rescue Mr. Twiddle

as he was being carried off into the

‘ heavens. And the brave lad, gnashing

his teeth with mortification, stood on

the roof with Trackett Grim, watching the

aeroplane grow into a speck in the distance.

““ Dished!” moaned Splinter. ¢ What’s to

he' done now, sir?” ;

But Trackett Grim didn't reply. He was

in one of his most terrible moods. He always

hated to see a client wrenched out *of his

cluteches before he could touch him for a pre-
liminary fee.

RACKETT GRIM was stupefied, but {

The famous pair reached thelr consulting-.
room, .and Trackett Grim paced up and
down, with =2 black frown on his brow.
Splinter looked black, too, but he couldn't
help it, He was just going off to the bath-
room, when. Trackett Grim uttered a cry of
triumph. :

“A quid!”’ he exclaimed. " My only hat!
Old Twiddle must have dropped it out of his
giddy pocket! We're saved, Splinter! Buzz
off to the tuck-shop, and get some sausage-
rolls!"

It was true enough. A soverelgn had been
lying on the floor, and the sight of gold made
Splinter leap. He grabbed the Treasury
note, rushed off, and returned with a supply
of grub. .

““ And now we can get on the track again!”
said Grim, as he finished the last mouthful.
‘“By to-night, Splinter, Mr. Theophilus
Twiddle will be saved! 1 never fail!’’ :

“ But how shall we track him down, sir??

“We must go to Limehouse at once!” re-
torted Trackett Grim briskly. *“ All China-
men live in Limehouse—and we'll search
every opium den in the place until we tind
old Twiddle!”’

They started off at once, and they hadn't
been in Limehouse for more than five minutes
when Trackett Grim came to a halt, and
stared up a narrow, inky passage. 1t was
dark now, and everything was piteh black.
And there, on the ground, clearly visible,
were the marks of a sooty foot! ;

“I knew it!” breathed Trackett Grim.
“There's an opium den down this passage,
Splinter, and it’s the headquarters of the
Yellow Terror! We are about to meet the
head of the gang!”

Like shadows, they crept up the alley, ripe
for adventure.

———

(Have no fear! Trackett Grim gets on
the trail next week, and although Reggie
Pitt says the first instalment is rotten,
he’ll jolly well go dotty when he sees
next week’s! Church and MecClure both
fainted with excitement after the first
page, and- it took me ten minutes to
bring 'em round!—AUTHOR).

HOW TO RUN A
SCHOOL MAGAZINE!

Part 3 of this interesﬁ_ﬂg
Series will appear Next
Week and will describe: J
How to Illustrate and
Decorate the Pages , =

L : . -



PRACTICAL
FOR THE HANDY BOY

By Dick Goodwin
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Readers who wish to ask questions or make suggestions regarding

ADVICE

these

articles are invited to write to Dick Qoodwin, ¢/o The Editor, The Nelson

Lee Library,

HOW

TO RUN A SCHOOL

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

MAGAZINE

(The First Article in this Splendid Series appeared
last week.) ‘

AST week I explained the method of
duplicating pages by means of «
hectograph, which will produce clear

copics up to fifty, and sometimes
more. This week I am deseribing a method
of duplicating which can be used in either
handwriting or typewriting, and will give, with
carceful nse, several hundreds of copies, very
much clearer than is possible with the best of
hectographs.

The apparatus is' known by several names,
generally as a cyclostyle, and consists of a
waxed sheet which is written on with a special
pen or typed on, a special plate for writing on,
a frame to hold the waxed sheet, which becomes
a stencil, and an inking block and roller, the
two latter parts being jillustrated in Fig. 1.

MAKINGQ THE APPARATUS.

In making the duplicating apparatus the
first thing to make is the base, as at Fig. 2.
This is composed of a hottom piece 16 ins. by
12 ins. by § in., as at A, with a picce I, 13 ins.
by 0 ins. by % in., glued to it.

This picce should be of plywood if possible,
but if not, must be
in the opposite way
of the grain to the
underpiece, and

13 ins.

It is important to
have the surfaces
quite true and the
cages square. The
next thing to make
is the hinged frame,
as at IFig, 9 this

u L]
Uy

measure 9 ins, by

' has an inside

1

mea-
surement of 13 ins.
by ¢ ins., and is
composed of 12 in.
by in. wood.
The corners are
joined with the
halt  lapped joint
as at I'ig. 4, pre-
pared with tenon
saw and chisel.

Special care
should be taken
with the planing
of the wood to make it the exact size, and then
with the marking and sawing, because the
frame must be accurately made. The corners
arc glued as well as screwed, but for those who
are skilled enough a wmitre joint with a thin
piece of wood glued inside it will be quite as
strong and look neater.

The two hinges are made from ! in. brass to
the shape shown at C; the top lenuth is 2} in.,
the width % in., and the projection 3} in. each
way. Three serew holes are drilled along the
1t;'rm, and another in the centre of the projec-

ion,

MAKING THE FRAME.

The next stage is somewhat difficult, and
consists of making an % in. or 3-16 in. frame
from round or square rod, and cutting a groove
for it to fit in, as at Fig. 5.

The frame is shown at D, the groove at E,
and the wire frame to fit in the grooves at ¥,
The metal work should be done first, and the
frame made to an outside measurement of
14 ins. by 10 ins.; this will mean a soldered

1
o
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joint, which must be strongly made. If square
seetion metal is used, all four corners must be
soldered, but rcund wire can be bent to a sharp
cnough curve,

When the wire frame has been made it is
placed on the weoden frame amnd marked ;
gauge lines are now cut to the same depth as
the diameter of the metal, and the surplus cut
out with a gouge for the round metal, as at G,
and a chisel tor the square section. The grooves

can be a trifle
larger, as they
have to receive a
thickness of paper
as  well as  the
metal, '

The next thing is
to make the brass
buttons, as at H :
these are cut from
4 in. brass to a
Iength of 1 in, and

taper from § in. dia-
meter at the large
end to about § in. at the small end.

The Irame is now completed with two buttons
cach side, but these should be removed and the
whole of the woodwork carcfully glass-papered,
sized and varnished, and the picces of brass
lacquered ; this is done by first polishing them
with fine cmery cloth, warming them and then
coating with shellac
varnish, the latter
being quite suitable
lor coating the
weodwork as well,

THE INKING
BLOCK AND
RCLLER.

The inking block,
as at Fig, 6, is
made  preferably
irom a piece of
thiick plywood with
a picce of slate let in, as at J and K. An ordinary
biece of slate as sold in a frame will do, but the
edges should be sawn square with an old tenon
saw. The actual dimensions of the block do
not. matter very much, but it woulkl be con-
venient if the slate were about 10 ins, by 7 ins.,
and the wooid about 14 ins. by 11 ins. by ? in.
_. The recess for the slate should be level, and
11 the slate fits tightly there will be no nced to
cement it in.  The roller generally used is
made of rubber or composition, and can be

4,
b

purchascd quite
reasonably, but
it 18 quite

possible to make an
effective roller in the
same way as shown
last week, but the
wood should be
covered with a piece

2 tubing, or two or

three thicknesses of
inner tube from a
eycle tyre,

of large size rubber

THE WRITING
PAD AND PEN.

The writing pad
can be in the form
‘of a zine sheet and
nsed in connection
with a wheel pen,
the Jatter beiny
somewhat, expen-
give, or in the form
of a block of wood
with a finely scored
steel let in as at
Fig. 7. The stecl
can be a portion of a fine worn flat file. as at
L, a suitable groove being cut, as at M.

The surface of the file must not be too sharp,
but sufficiently serrated to give a bite when the
finger is passed over it.  The pen is a style as
at N, an<d must be of hardened steel wire or
rod fitting in a wooden handle. A suitable
shape for the end of the style is shrown in the
enlarged section at O.

The ink is specially prepared for the work,
and can be purchased in tubes ready for use
from mozt large stationers or stores.

HOW THE PRINTING IS DONE.

The method of procedure is to first write on
the waxed sheet (these
are also obtainable
from stationers and
stores), pressiug the
style on the steel and
moving the sheet so
that the writing can
be done on the same
place, In using a
typewriter, remove
the ribbon, place a [
sheet of thin tissue
paper in front of the
waxed sheet and a .
piece of silk behind, and proceed in the usual
way. b

The waxed sheet containing the writing is
now placed on the frame under the metal
frame and clipped down, as at Fig. 8; it
should be quite stretched. The frame is now
lifted up, as at Fig. 9, a piece of blotting paper
placed on the base, and then a sheet of slightly
porous duplicating paper.

The frame is let
down, some ink
spread on the block
spread with theroller,
and then the latter
rubbed over the sur-
Base fo hold face of the waxed
sheet. The result
will be that the ink
from the roller ill
work through the
holes made by the
style or typewriter,
: and give a copy on
the paper underneath. This can be repeated
until the waxed sheet wears out.

gl rome wilh
RN axed sheel

e T B S

(Next week methods of maling illustrations will
be described.)
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Correspondence Answered by
Edward Oswald Handforth
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(NOTE.—Readers

L

on this page.

NELSON LEn

THE
IBRARY can write to me and I will reply

of

But don’t expect an answ:r

CYNTHIA

Church and McClure take care I don't
miss any.

(Gravesend): Many thanks for
that jolly little Christmas card you sent
me. But you shouldn't have sent your
love on it. Willy's just collared the
card, and buzzed off with it to glorify
his scrap-book. You know what a young
beggar he is! He won't keep Yyour

for several weeks-—-perhaps five or =siIx, gsecret, and I shall never hear the last
Address your letters or postcards to of it!

E. 0. HANDFORTH, ec¢/o The Editor,|T. W. BEARD (Derby): It’s about time you
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY, The Fleetway toed the line, my lad, and admitted that

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
—E.0.H.).

the ‘“ Nelly Lee ” was the best 2d. worth
on the market. As you DO realise thia

IVY STELLA GREY (Quambatook, Victoria, at last, I won't grumble at you this
Australia): How old are you, Ivy? 1 time. But I must say you’ve got a fine
suppose Quamby, where you shop, is cheek to write to me only because you've

next time, Ivy, and TI'll answer you words, and your sketch of me is a
fully. proper dud! You can’t be Irish, to
J. B. (Newmarket, New Zealand): Haven't slander the dear old Emerald Isle like
you got any schools over there? Youa that! And you can think yourself jolly
can think yourself jolly lucky, my lad, lucky to get this nice reply!
that you've got me over here to correct | REBECCA FORMAN (Johannesburg): If yon
you. Your spelling and punctuation are knew Willy as well as T do you wouldn't
terrible—quite insulting to that fine think he is ““the darlingest brother any-
typewriter. Try again, sonny! Yes; one would be proud to own!” What
Yung Ching’s still here. with his insects and his animals and
A. C. Albany, (W. Australia): Take my ad- his continued borrowing, he's just a.
vice and don't start writing detective giddy affliction! You love us BECAUSE
stories! It's the most difficult fiction of our faults, and not in spite of them:
of any, and cnly the very cleverest suc- | DOROTHY CHALCROFT (Tonbridge): So yon
ceed at it. You’d never believe what think I would make a bhetter skipper
an uphill elimb it was before I reached than either Reggie Pitt or Dick Hamil-
the top. So what a fine chance you'd ton? Well. Dolly, you're quite right. I
stand ! should! When it enmes to leader:hip,
LBRAINY (Melbourne): You careless chump! they don’t stand an earthly against me!
Fancy calling my Trackett Grim stories You know how I'd make all the fatheads
pilie from beginning to end, and sign- sit up and take notice, don't you?
yourself BRAINY! 1It's a good job for | F. C. F. C. (Camberwell): Putting the In-
you I spotted at once that you’d got initials of TIoolish Correspondent twice
mixed up and transposed the words. over isn't a nom de plume, you fathead!
Now you'll bhe looking for your reply And you're all wrong about me being
-under PIFFLE, and will get sucked in! the half-bred son of an acrobat, he-
HAROLD JONES (Goulburn, N.S.W.): Are cause my father’'s a baronet. Victoria
von dottv, or what? First you say it’s is the London railway station for Bell-
bitterlv cold there in November, and ton. Every fecol knows that, except vou.
then that you have it unbearably hot at | A. S. (Nottingham): How could the worst
Christmas-time! Explain yourself, fighter in your =school lick me to saw-
Harold! And what do you mean by dust? I'm full of heans—not wond! Be-

short for Quumbatook? And I'd like
to hear more about that school of yours
at Barraport. Your letter isn’t nearly
long enough. Send me all the news

saying I didn’'t answer your last letter?

LE

got “nothing better to do!”?

APING ELEPHANT (Ireland): You're na
rotten writer, you can’t spell properlry,
the competition of yours is too silly for

sides, even the best fighter among your
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I'm answering you at all.

o)

VB St Franks Fagazine

schoolmates wouldn’t stand the ghost of

a chance with me! Why, even Lawrence,

here, would think twice about it before
taking me on! '
ARDENT ADMIRER OF TRACEETT

GRIM (Dublin): It’s only because you've
given yourscli sueh a nice title that
Besides, 1
must keep my promise to answer every-

body.  You Irish fatheads never mean
what you say, so I'm going to take
your insults as compliments. They're

not from the heart.

KENNETH H. ELSEY (Downham Market):

THE UNKNOWN

WILLIAM RILEY (Ikstock):

- of the village to have a go?

If I gave Willy a hiding every time he
did something to annoy me, I should he
always at it, and there wouldn’'t be any-
thing left of the poor little bounder by
now. So, like all other great philoso-
phers, I just make the best of it. It’sa
case of have to.

. (Kensington): Why the
dickens do you ask me for my London
address, when it’'s at the top of this
page every week as plain as a pike-
staff? Use your eyes! I'm glad you
realise I'm an ideal fellow to take
after. I don’t often even get that mite
of eredit. It’s a hard world, isn't it?

It’s not my
fault, you silly josser, if you’re the only
one in lkstock who writes to me! Why
don’t you persuade all the other lads
It’s your
own fault if you missed No. 482. 1t
came out all right. But -it was in
;r_i’n. '4'80 (not 481) where I punched the
ion !

SMITH THOMPSON (Bradford): So you’ve

C.

bobbed up again,

Y [ Smithy, have you?
Good egg!

Always pleased to see your

scrawly pifie. Why don’t you keep your |

‘ I'm sur-
telling such

word about coming over here?
prised at you, Smithy,

“wheppers! Yes, I was good in that panto-

mime, wasn’t I? So glad you neticed 1t

T. NONSNITAP (Walthamstow): Don’t
vou worry, old son—Church and MeClure
will get their full share of biffs this
year. They’d be as miserable as any-
thing if I didn’t keep them well sup-
plied with tuppeny ones. As long as
yon keep your resolution to read ail
my T. G. tales, the other five resolves
don’t matter.

CURLY (Lincoln): I've a good mind to tell

A.

you off in about six words, and cut
vour reply down to a couple of lines.
What do you mean by apologising for
your horrible pencilled scrawl, and that
make-shift lump of paper you used, and
then saying they're good enough for me!
1 won’t answer you at all!

B. C. D. E. F. G. H, (Lambeth): You're
worse than CURLY. Do you think I'm
going to stand being addressed as ‘ Dear
0ld Snubnose ”’? Where's your manners,

-

BEAVER (Epsom): All

GEORGE

. that make you feel a great chap?

you potty third of the alphabet? And
if you hadn’t a turnip in place of a
head you wouldn’t say 1'm like a {ool
becau:e my nose resembles a carrot.

L. J. T. (Bungay): If my brains were buck-

shot they WOULDN'T rattle in a
thimble—they'd have to be in a barrel to
do that. As for yours, well, you Ilike
my Trackett Grim tales, so you've got
more than your fair share. [ couldn't -
tell you my favourite filin actor without
boasting—a thing I never do.

right, whiskers, as
you've apologised I'll let you off for all
those insulting things you said to me
last time, 1 agree with you about
“IN QUEST OF GOLD ”—it was a
great story, wasn’t it? But just you
wait till my Pirate Serial starts! When
that happens you will know what rap-
ture means!

COECKS (Antwerp): Bravo,
George! I believe you've got the dis-
tinetion of being the first to correspond
with me from Belgium. Now, :loe.:n‘g
i
you must try not to be overwhelmed by
such an honour. Just treat it off-
handedly, as if it was something of no
consequence.

r_JL READER (Sevenoaks): So my contribu-

tions to the Mag, are ‘“dribble,” are
they? You tear them out and give them
to baby, and even baby thinks they’re so
rotten that she eats them! Why, you
silly ehump, if they’re good enough to
eat, what more do you want? Give
that baby a kiss for me!

1
A COLONIAL (CHUM (Beckenham, Chirst-

chureh, N.Z.): All right! I'll excusze
the typewriting this once. But don't
do it again! I suppose you sent your
tirst lesson to me for safe preservation!
We!l, I'll tell Church to frame it, and
hang it up in Study D a3z a horrid
example! The First and Second Fqrms
are hardly ever mentioned bhecause thev

don’t count—they're c¢nly a lot of .
cackling kids_!
H. SINCLAIR (Scarborough): 1It's too

bad of you, Jimmy, to aecuse me of
blushing when I see Irene. You know
jolly well I don’t do that—unless, of
course, she catches me doinq, something
I know she doesn’t like. That’s different.
How can a fellow control himself when
he’s surprised in thay way? Don’t make
me out to be a shy noodle when I'm
nothing of the kind. I can say “Boo!”
all right—and to a flock of geese, too!
I’ve got quite enough to put up with
as it iz, without you trying to show me
up like this before all the readers!
“THE RIDDLE OF DEVIL’'S GAP ” was
No. 383 of the Old Paper, dated Novem-
ber 11th, 1922,
TED,
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CASUAL CONVERSATIONS. '

Imagined by Charlie Talmadge.

¥ LISTENING-IN.
e P S e S I S P S I P S S T T R

I.
IN MR. PAGETT'S STUDY.

MR. PAGETT (Removing earphones): Some
more of that rubishly comic stufi! Too
much of it altogether, in my opinion,
Mr. Crowell. I'm afraid the B.B.C.
panders to the frivoleus taste.

MR. CROWELL: Yes, it is a pity. What is
this? A kind of concert party, or some-
thing of that sort? Dull and wearisome,
of course—a sheer waste of time listening
to it. However (consulting a newspaper),
I see that a celebrated scientist is to
broadcast «a lecture on the Atom in
twenty minutes’ time. We must not
miss that, Mr. Pagett.

MR. PAGETT: No, indeed! I'm particularly
interested in that lecture, and if you
care to remain there are an extra pair
of earphones. The reception is particu-
larly good to-night, and we ought to
hear every word. As far as I can see,
the Atom—— (They discourse learnedly
upon the Atom.)

1L
IN MORROW’S STUDY.

WILSON: What’s the matter with your set,
Morrow? I never heard such an infernal
din in all my life. There must be some-
thing up with your loud-speaker, old
man |

MORROW (Glaring): You ass! I can't help
the atmospherics, can I? That loud-
speaker is a jolly good one—cost five
quid, anyhow! A present from my
pater, you Kknow.

WILSON: Lucky beggar! 1 had to spend
my own money. And my loud-speaker’s
twice a% good as this, although it only

~cost two-ten. What’s all this rot they're

. talking? Who ever heard such drivel?

MORROW: It's a good thing you can't be

] heard. Thal’s a lecture on the Atom,
delivered by one of the most famous
scientists of the day. If you want to
improve your stock of knowledge—

WILSON: It sounds like gibberish to me!

MORROW: You ought to have been here
half an hour ago, old son, A concert-
party, you know—some of the funniest
stuffi I've heard. But it's all right,

]

they're broadcasting

before long. . -
WILSON: Good! I'll listen-in; but if you

don’t mind. I'll go to my own study.

Thi, thing of yours sounds like a croco-

dile wit* the influenza.

(Strolls nut, leaving Morrow speechless.)

another ~ spasm

111,
IN STUDY D.

HANDFORTH: There you are, my sons!
Just listen to that. That's what 1 call
music!

CHURCH: Then I'm sorry for you! I call
1t a ghastly din.-My dear ass, it sounds
more like a dog-fight than a musical
comedy selection. My hat! It’s getting
worse all the time!

McCLURE: Cut it off, for goodness sake!

HANDFORTH: Those orchestras are pretty
awful, aren't they? Still we can’t help
that; we’ve got to have what they give
us. Is that violin out of tune, or—

CHURCH: The orchestra’s all right, Handy;
it's your giddy receiving set! You're
using the wrong kind of valve, or you
haven't tuned in right. That grating
noise isn't in the programme at all. I
think you want to turn one of those

knobs a bhit.
She's tuned

HANDFORTH :
perfectly

McCLURE (Fiddling about with the knobs):
There you are! Hdw’'s that? All that
fearful din's gone now, although the
music is pretly rotten at best.

HANDFORTH: That's funny! They must
havc done something at the broadcast-
ing station just as you touched the thing,
Clurey. But why waste time on this fat-
headed music? I thought there was
going to be a concert party to-night? -

CHURCH: We had that an hour ago, old
man.

HANDFORTH (With disgust): This wire-
less isn't as good as it’s cracked up to
be. They always broadcast the very
thing yo.. want to hear when you're too
busy to &ear it. And when you’ve
got plenty of time they send out a whole-
heap of imitation music and fatheaded
lectures! Why can’t they have concert
parties every evening? :

2ats! in
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Here, lads—-—]cok' This 1s the biggest thing in the story line

®° for years. It's a yarn that you'll read and never forget. Written

by ROBERT MURRAY that famous author of sporting yarns,

it 1s called :

‘“THE SCAPEGRAGE FOOTBALLER}!”

- In 1t you'll meet Dick Hazel, a cheery youngster who .was a
footballer 1n a thousand. More than that, he was—or, rather, he
became—a British Tommy, wearing his khaki with the best of "em.

But how did he become a soldier? Well, it happened under

very curious circumstances—and you must certainly read all

about 1t in the first chapters of this ternific story in this week’s

2> BOYS’ REALM 2~

This ripping number, which 1s now on sale, contains no less than
five other stories, giving you easily the biggest and best twopenny-
worth on the market. There 1s another footer story, a tale of
Cup and League, called

“ THE FOOTBALL BANKRUPTS!”

And there 1s an amazing yarn by that popular auther John
Hunter, introducing boxing and pigeon-racing. Also, a whopping

tale of the Western lumber camps, and TWO Long Complete

Yarns. And you mustn’t miss the

"CROSS-WORD PUZZLE

Five money prizes are offered for correct solutions of this
puzzle. TWO other competitions are also 1included 1n this amazmg
twopennyworth.  You must certainly sce about this quickly,
or 1t will be sold out.

SEE ABOUT IT NOW!!

L.._.._..__.._..,._.._.._..

it

SMASHING STORY SUGCESS!

LII_II_II—I'I_II_II—II-II_II_II_II_III
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In 30 Days. Course.
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