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‘| Every junior was loaded. And the procession Wthh went back towards the
village bridge was an extraordinary one. -




A rousing story of the great rebellion at Moat Hollow School, in which
Nipper leads the rebels against Grimesby Creepe, the tyrannical Head, and
his worthy monitors, who for a long time past have kept the boys in rigid
subjection, crushing their spirit so as to use them as a cheap ferm of labour.
To the outside world, Creepe poses as a benevolent individual who lives
~ only for his school, but it would be nearer the truth to say that he lives on

his school and all that he can grind out of his scholars. St. Frank’s being
in the same neighbourhood as Moat Hollow, is keenly interested in the
rebellion, and, as the following story will show, the celebrated Fourth
Form takes an active part in helping to bring about the downfall of Grimesby

Creepe, THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER L - ¢ hadn’t even passed the first elementary ex-

AND SO THE POOR DOG HAD NONE! an‘;lr?gt;c{n. s el § .
” . ' ; Mrs. Hake knew from past experience
ATTY .L[TTLEEMOE tTllie.dFourtl% I"Dtrlm that his present attitude of studied in-
as St Frank’s, }Tﬁu L I.Ot i‘f difference was a certain indication of his
counter in Mrs. Make’s little tuck- | gnancial paucity. The jingling of a few odd
shop with a careless air.
beef

“Il have half-a-dozen of -these £OPPEls Was Al oud rick.

patties, Mrs. Hake,”” he said, jingling some As a matter of fact, all Fatty possessed
ioose money in his pocket. <““Oh, I don’t
know—muake it a dozen!”” he added lightly.
~Mrs. Hake «yed the fat junior sus-
piciously.

¢“ A dozen, Master Little?” she asked.

“That’s it! And a dozen doughnuts,
100,”” said Fatty.

He lolled against the counter, still jingling
his money. And the worthy Mrs. ‘Hake felt
even more suspicious. Fatty Little wag an
ingenuous youth. When it came to a
matter of guile, he was a mere infant—he

at the moment consisted of a bent penny,
an American cent, and a foreign copper
coin of such dilapidation that it’s origin
was unknown.

He watched eagerly as Mrs. Hake piaced
the patties and doughnuts in two bags. He
reached for them with a sigh of content-
ment, but Mrs. Hake held the bags well
out of reach.

¢“That'il be three .shilling Master
Little,” she said calmly. '

¢ Three shillingst”

7/



‘“The patties are twopence each,
doughnuts a penny each——"’

““I know the price of ’em,”
Fatty hastily. “ AN right, Mms. Hake.
Hand over the stuff! [l just count out |
the tin,” | '

Again he tried to get the bags.

““Three shillings, please, WIaater thtle 2
sald the tuch-nhop keeper,

Fatty flushed, and his distress was go
obvious that Mrs, Hake allowed herself to
smile a little grimly. Her first suspicions
were justified. She waited, her
coming ominous.

“Ooh, 1 say! What rot, you know!’? ex-
claimed Fatty desperately. ¢ I1—f don’t
seem——- “{ell, the fact is— You see
' ’3 o :

“Yes, Master Little?” said Mrs. Hake
sweetly. | _

‘“Look here!” said Fatty, becoming in-
dignant. ¢ What’s the idea, Mrs. Hake?

1—1 happen to be a bit short—titl Saturday.
Gimme those bags, and I'll gettle up—-
Hi! Hold on!” he casped, as Mrs,
doughnuts on their dishes. ¢ Ain’t you
egoing to iet me have ’em?”’

‘'Mrs. Hake shook her head reprovingly.

“ You know very well, Master Little, that

you can’t have anythmg unless you pay.
¢ And \II' Stokes has |’
no beys -are to be:

- for it,” she replied.
instructéd . me that
allowed credit—at least, boys “ho cai’t be
trusted.” .

Fatty DIustered | ,

“gCan't be trusted, <€h?” he roared.
“ Great pancakes! Look here, Mrs. Ilake,
that’s an insult! I'll' jolly well take my
custom ecomewhere else mow!’” he added
indignantly,  ‘‘That’s what you get for
veing so jolly tight with your old "rub”’

He stamped out of the tuck-shop with a
fine show of loftiness. But his heart was
heavy, and he gazed
hungrily. He was always “trying it on”’
with Mrs. Hake, and the fact that he never
sncceeded had no effect upon him,
say that ‘‘hope springs eternal
human - breast.” Fatty’s capacity for
Lhoping was phenomenal. |

““The old cat!” he muttered moodily. I
wouldn’t eat those patties and doughnuts if
she gave ’em to me now! They're beastly
thmas, anyhow!”

It was the case of the fox and the grapes
over again, and the fat junior told himself
that Mrs. Hake’s cooking was atrocious.
Then he caught sight of an elegant figure
emerging from the Ancient House,

It was a half-heoliday, and morning léssons
‘were only just over—Fatty, - indeed, had

made a bee-line for the tuck- bhop, his usual
custom. Whether he had money or not, the
tu%k shop always attracted him like a mag-
lie

in the

4 sav Archie!? puffed Fatty, hurrying
up., ‘‘Half a mo’!” :
““So  here we are, what?”? exclaimed

Archie Glenthorne, pausing,

«

and the .

interrupted

smile be-.

Hake
ecalmly proceeded to replace the patties and-

round the Triangle }

They -

1 Unless

:

L

1

o six hundred - bally toms to the

 say,

Fatty through his famous eye-glass. ¢ Good
gad! You look frightfully ﬁu»tered laddie!
The old countenance is positively mottled !’

‘““Be a sport, Archie—I’'m hungry!” said

Fatty Little eagerly. “I'm sbarving!
I have aOIIIEtl]II}U to eat, I shall go
| all famt”’ .

“Oddslife!”?

““} can feel it coming on now!’”’ went on
Fatty., <*I—1 buppooe you couldn’t lend
me five bob? Be a pal, Archie—you’ll save
mry giddy life!” :

¥ 1 mean to say, that’s dashed interest-

ing,” said@ Archie. “ Lives saved. at five
bob eaeh, what? [ mean, that’s bally
cheap, when you come to think of it. One
life, five bob! DI’m not so absolutely sure,
old gas bal]o&n, that your life is worth ii!
I mean

el 25 1 feelmg all weak at the knees!”
moaned Fatty,

Archie Glenthorne nodded

¢ What-he! That i3, I'm not at all sur-
prised, old porpoise,” he ohserved genially,
“T mean to say, those dashed knees of
yours have -~a  somewhat  frightfully
strenuous time of it, you know., No Knees
are actually constructed to withstand five
square

inch.”

Fatty became impatient

¢“Are you going to ilend me five .bob?:?
fe roared.

““Good gad! A somewhat lusty effort for
a chapple on the verge of death!”
ejaculated Archie, starting. ¢ However, we
won't argue. Life, as the poet bounders
i3 too poiast}nomly short. Take the
backshcesh, old sportsman, and kmd}y
stagger out of the old picture!”

Fatty Little grabbed the money almoar.
before Archie had counted it out. He seized
it with a cluteh that resembled the grasp
of a dying man.

¢'Phanks awfully !’ he gasped. *‘Pay you
back on Saturday.” . |
He rolled away towards the gates like

a- human tank in action, and Arch:e gazed
after him somewhat badly

“On Saturday. what?’ he murmured
doubtfuily. ¢ Perhaps! Or, to be more
exact, perhaps absolutely not!?®

 CHAPTER IL
WHAT FATTY LITTLE SAW. »
Got

6 4 flump:lintgs !
it ,
B Fatty Little sang

this song of
tnumph as he trotted down

the lane towards Bellton. -
The ground shook some-
what under his heavy footfall, and he

clutched the five shillings with a kind of
desperate glée,

“1 was an  ass, thoudh*” he went orr,
after he had travelled another hundred
yards. ‘“Great tomatces! I might have got

and inszpecting i ten hob if 1'd asked for it—or even a giddy
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quid! Archie’s always rolling in tin! He
carries fivers about by the dozen—and yet
be never goes to the tuck- shop!”?

Fatty pondered over this massive problem
as he continued on his way. It was omne he
could mever solve. IIow on earth any
rational human being could avoid the tuck-
shop when he was rolling in cash provided
Vatty with an e*.erlaatmﬂf puzzle. - His one
dream was {o possess untold weals h.

. He was gving to the village deliberately
—just to apltae Mrs. Hake!
an effort, for with food so near by, he had
heen compeued to gather all his qtrenwtb to
aive it a mis He decided to pttmmoe
Mr. Binks, wno presided - over the village
confectioner’s.

It was quite a showery March morning.
There had been a lot of rain during lessons,
but the sky was now fairly clear, and the
sl was even attempting to shine. He
appeared coyly at intervals from behind
the featiery clouds,

IFatty reached the bridge which spanned
the Stowe, and was about to cross it when
he ‘was attracted by an unusual sound. A
liundred yards away, on his left, stood Moat
tlollow—ihe grim eold building down Edge-
more Lane, facing the river.

Moat Hollow was not usually celebrated
for its noise.
from behind its high walls. Mr., Grimesby
Creepe’s bCleOl was considered to be quiet
and well-behaved.

Fatty Little was surprised, thorefore to
hear loud cheering.

- Hallo!”” he mulmured. “YWhat's up?2”

He walked back a few yards and
hesitated. is hunger was great, but his
curiosity was almost of equal greatness, It
was a toss-up which he should satisfy first,
Fatty Little was no Paul Pry, but he always
liked to bz fully acquainted with the latest
CI1I2W3,

And he had heard such a great deal ahout
Moat Hollow of late that any fresh develop-

~ment was full of interest. He knew that
Tommy Watison, late of the Fourth, was
A pupil in Mr., Creepe’s school, and there

was a hint of mystery about 'lornmy He
had been at Moat Hollow for seme weeks,
and yet he hadn’t been seen.

- The school, with its high walls, and its
air of forbidding secrecy, had been fully
commented upon in the junior <common-
rooms of St. Frank’s, and in the studies. In
the village, Mr. Creepe was regarded with
high favour—but the Fourth Form scoffingly
declared that it couldn’t be fooled. At St.
Frank's, Mr. Creepe was looked upon with
~suspicion, “

And the mmc-r», in this affair, were quite
shrewd—for Mr. Creepe was an utter hum-
bugz, and his school was a farce. Nobt that
ther2 was anything comic about it—the un-
fortunate pupils were drud«e:, completely
under the schoolmaster’s sway. At least,
they always had been. '

FFatty was therefore
the noisy cheers,

astonizhed to hear

It had cost him-

Hardly a sound ever <ame:

{ Handforth,

|

-and it was equally

"hat!
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He went down the iame, arrived opposite
the big gates, and found them locked. He
stood ‘there, listening. Confused sounds
came floating over the wall—shouts, cheers,

and yelis of laughter.
“Rummy!*” murmured Tatty. *“What
the dickens can they be up to?” :
He was more curious than ever, but 1t

seemed that he would not be satisfied, for
it was -impoessible to see over the high wall,
impossible for a junior
of his bulk to climb it. He moved away,
and remembered his original errand.
“Oh, well, it’s nothing to do with
anyhow,” The told himself. “ They
to bhe havirg a high old time——"".
He broke off as a thought struck him.
There was a high bank on the other side af
the laune, where the road rose towards the
bridge. He climbed up it, and stared back.
From this point of vantaﬂe he could see the
upper windows of the cechool and the whole
top of the building. In the summer-time
even this view was hidden, for the old house
was surrounded by trees. But in March the
branches were still stark and leafless.
““Great sizzling bloaters!”  ejaculated
Fatty, startled. '
“YWhat he saw was enough to surprise any-
body. There were two windows in view, and
at each of them a number of boys were
crowded. They were leaning out, waving,
and generally acting in a wildly excited con-

me,
seemr

dition. Not only this, but there were other
figcures on the roof—which in one portion
was flat.

The figures capering about—dancmg, ges-
ticulating, and behaving in a manner whwh
indicated either hmten or lunacy. The
figures were sllol,tmr' too, but Fattj Was
too far distant to hear what was being said.

“Jolly queer!” he murmured again.
¢ Looks like ftrouble to me! They can’t
have gone on &trike, but—— Looks jolly
iitke it, though!” he added excitedly. ¢ My

I shall have to tell the chaps about
this.”? :

e weut off, and visited Mr. Binks, Hys
five shillings lasted him a very short time,
and wiren he emerged from the tuck-shop he
wore a pleased, confented, dazed kind of
expression. Considering what he had eaten,
it was rathier surprising that Mr, Binks
nadn't found it necessary to summon theo
ambulance. ' '

‘For once Fatty's appetite was
He walked up the lane to St. Frank's at
peace with the world. He idly toyed with
the thought of dinner. The bell would- go
soon after he reached the school, and by
that tin.e, he assured himself,-his appetite
would be at the top of its form again.

“Hallo! Where have you been?’’ demanded
as Fatty reeled rather than
into the Triangle. “By George!
You've been "orgmg'a“am, you fat glutton!
Your giddy waistcoat’s nearly adrift !
“Ouly a snack,”” said Fatty comfortably:

satisfied.

walked



“ How about dinaer?
bell, isp’t it?”

. Rdward Oswald Handforth stared.

“ Dinner?’’ he repeated. “What you need,
my lad, s a fifteen days’ fast!

to be forcibly restrained. One of these

daya we sh.!' hear an awful explosion, and

you’ll be missing!’’
said Fatty Little. |

- “Qh, don’t rot !
say, heard the latest? There’s a row .of

some sort going on at Moat Hollow. Lots
of the chap; are. on the roof, dancing about
like mad
“What!”’ “&bDEd Handforth.
He clutched at Fatty, and his eyes leapt
with excitement.

e .

CHAPTER IIIL
UNEXPECTED NEWS.

BVIOUSLY, the leader
of Study D knew
something.

Fatty’s news had
tome special significance,
apparently, for Handforth

grabbed the fat junior, and

¢ held on grimiy

. stood near :by. jumped forward.
¢ “Chaps or the roof!”? said Handjorth
' tensely. S -
: 1] qu‘33 _ i . .
t o “Jumping ahout like -mad?>® repeated
;‘ Churck.,
- “Rather!”’ . & 5B
+ “At Moar dollow?’ asked MeClure
. excitedly.

“ Look here, what’s the game,”’ demanded

Fatty. “I'm blessed if I- can see Wh,'y you
chapb are getting so jolly excited—-

“Tell us emct]y what you saw!’’ inter-
rupted Edward Oswald. “Come on! Out

with it! Buck up, my lad, or I'll biff you!”
- Fatty, greatly surprised, went into fuller
details,  toa v

. ‘“Cheering, eh?”’ said Handforth, with a
;significant glance at his chums. * Capering
‘about on the giddy roof! Ay sons, it’s
‘happened! By George, it’s happened!®’

“Must have happened!’’ said Church and

McClure breathlessly.
“What’s happened?’’ roared Fiatt}, staring.
“ Never you mind—go and boil }ouraelf'”
said Handforth pohtely “YWhere's Reggie

Pitt? Where’s Tregellis-West? We’d better
tell ’em?!”?

They hurried towards the Ancient House,

leaving Fatty Little with his. curiosity re-
awakened. But just as Handforth & Co.
were about to enter the lobby, Reggie Pitt
and Jack Grey came hurrying out. The
cheerful junior skipper was looking unubua]}y
serious.

“Heard the latest?” he said quickly.

“ Heard the latest?’’ asked Handforth in
the same breath,

Nearly time for the]

You ought

“Don’t b:

Tevident!

Church and \ILClure, “’hf’;. ‘Hollow was closely allied to the escape of

“{the mill prisoner.

secret.

“old - miil on Banmnoton Moor.

school—had taxen Kirby’s

" The juniors looked at one another in
surprise.

“What, have you heard?’ inquired Refml

“Yes, rather!’ said Handforth. “Te
know .all ahout it. Who told you?”

“Tubbs!?’ | - _

“Tubbs?’? repeated Handforth, staring.
an ass! Tubbs is aﬁ the mill,
looking after that cad Kirby—- |

e Here hold on!’’ interrupted Reggie
quietly. “You haven’t heard at all, that's
Kirby has escaped!”’

“Escaped?’’ gasped Handforth.

“Yes: got clean away!’’ said the junior
captain. “It was Professor Tucker’s doing— .
he butted into the mill unexpectedly, and-
Tubbs lost his nerve. Anyhow, Kuhy
escaped. Goodness only knows what's
happening at Moat Hollow now,”’ he added.
“I expect the rebellion is squashed!”’

Handforth & Co. stared at the other
juniors blankly for a moment or two, and
then Handforth smiled. 1If was a slow,
knowing smile. He drew himself up as
though he held the key to the puzzle.

It had startled him at first to learn that
Kirby had escaped. But a moment’s thought
showed him that Fatty’s news about Moat

It was cause and effect.

A. seleet few in the Fourth were in the
Kirby, the brutal ‘head monitor of
Moat Hollow, had been seized by the Fourth
the previous evening and conveyed to the
And there

he had been kept a prisoner.

And Nipper—back once again among hib_
old - friends, although not dctually in the
place .in Moat
Hollow. Hi, object was to help the two
dozen wretched victims of Mr. Creepe. In
a word, he had gone down to stir the
drudges up into a rebellion—since this. was
the only certain way of exposing Grimeshy
Creepe for the tyrant and bully he was.

The actual revolt had been set for tea-
time. But Kirby’s escape had -apparently
made a great difference. Handforth’s brain
worked much more rapidly than usual, and
he made a shrewd guess at the truth. Kirby
had retarned une*:pecteuly during the morn-

ing, and Nipper had decided to strike "at
once. The revolt, in fact, was now in pro-
gresg! Fatty Little’s news virtually con-

ﬁrmed this theory.

“Oh"’ sai- Handforth slowly. “So that's
it, is "it?? '

“That’s what?’’ asked Pltt looking at him
curiously. :

“You haven’t “heard the real news, of
course!’? said. Handfarth with a condescend-
ing air. “ \Iy dear old son, the barring-out’s
in full swing! The Moat Hollow Chapa are

-in it up to their necks!”?

It 132
everything’s

said Jack Grey.
ruined!

“Dor’'t you beliey-
“In my opinion,
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Kirby’s escape must have taken Nipper un-
prepared——"’

“Unprepared or not, the rebellion's
actual fact,” interrupted Ilandforth,

“How do you know?”’

“Fatty ILittle brought the news, and I've
been putting two and two together,’’ replied
Handforth. *“Oh, rats! There goes the
dinner bell! I thought it would be a good
idea to hop down to Moat Hollow—>-""°
We can leave that until after dinner,”’
dnterrupted Reggie Pitt. “ By Jove! I hope
vou’re right, Handy—I hope that rebellion
is a fact!”’

By the time dinner waa over, Regzgie Pitt

an

[rom——— aal

Tourth hurried off to Moat Hollo“ to have
a look at ‘cnmr_,rs for themselves, and to find
out exact how the_ situation stood.
CHAPTER _IV.
1N THE EREBEL STRONGHOLD.
IPPER frowned.

Il
' “] hope they'll
calm down soon,
Tommy,” he aid

softly. “I can’t do anything
vith ’em at present—they'ra
too excited. As it happens,

MRS

there’s not much danger, because Creepe &
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was feeling convinced. One or two other
juniors had reported strange things about
Moat Hollow.. Something was evidently
amiss there.

And long before the Junior School left the
“dining-hall, a new rumour was floating ahout.
"Nipper had refurned. And, what was more,
Nipper was in full charge of the barring-out
at Moat Hollow!

There was general excitement in the
Fouirth, for hitherto only,, a few picked
fellows had shared the secret. Now it Dbe-

came public property. And the Fourth grew

very excited.
In fact, the first move was a sionificant

one. About seventy-five per cent of the

Co. have got all their work cut out to get
themselves dry. They twon’t bother us for

hours yet.”

Tommy Watson nodded.

“You think old Creepe’ll fight, then?’ he
asked. _

“He'll fight to the biftter end!’’ replied
Nipper grimly. “That's one reason .why I

want to get a few defences in full working
order. And we ought to get the news up to
St. Frank’s, too. Pitt and Handforth and
the rest think the rebellion’s coming off at

teatime, and it seems a pity that they
should be left in the dark. It's a half-
holiday to-day, arnd we may need 'em this

| afternoon.’’
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“ Jupposing I slip out and run up—>’
“Not ju:t yet, anyhow,” interrupted
Nipper. “Too risky. DBesides, we can’t

afford to chance one of cur best men. If
you were caught, Tommy, it would be a
disaster. No, we'll leave it over just now.”’
They were standing on the roof of Moat
Hollow, looking down over the parapet into
the neglected. garden. From this high
elevation Nipper and Watson could see well
heyond the walls, and they had a clear view
of part of. the lane.

“What’s th~ first thing to be done?? asked
Watson.

“Yood!’’ replied \Tipper promptly. “We
can’t do a thing without food—it’'s the most
important item of all. ‘No army can fight
without grub. So we’ll go down to the ;tore-
room and gsee about squhe 3 :

Tommy Watson looked d'LIb]Ol.l:.

“We shan't find much,’” e  said,

“Creepe’s ds mean-as a miser,; .and he never

kept much stock., I believe this is his week

for getting in fresh things, but they aren t‘

delivered. before Saturday.”
“That’s right—be-‘cheerful!’’ said Nipper.
He spoke llfrhtly, but- he felt that there
was a great deal in what his chum said.

But it was no géod 'worrying until the exact
The rebellion had.|

position. was made clear.
started, .and it would certainly be & hapeless
failure: unless food supphg: were amrlable
in large quantities. - = 4
’\Ioat Hollow was a chanrred phee
of the usual quietude, t.he sloomy old house
rang “with ~shouts and- cheers.
were running over the place. like rabbits in

af warren, They ran &111116:35]}«——]11:51} for the
mer: joy of liberty. .
Under Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s rule they

had heefl crushed down and -held “in. leash
day in and day out. They had- been his
slaves. For . this private school was no
ordmary “academy for -young gentlemen.”’

It appeahd to be so outwardly, -but Mr.
Creepe had always been at. ﬂreat pains to
ocive a -false imipression.’ Onlv those' within
the gates of Moat Hollow knew ‘the "true
nature of the place, and the true nature of
its owner.

"Put baldly,- Grimesby Creepe was a con-
temptible scoundrel. His school was a pre-
tence; he extracted fees from his boys’
parents and guardians and gave nothing in
return. Cn the contrary, he made his boy::
work like sermnta, thus :,zmnff b.,, money
O wages,

The Moat Hollow bou were 111 tmwht
badly clothed, and grossly underfed. - beerty
was a word without meaning to them, or
had been until to-day. They had never been

allowed a minute of freedom,-even within
the barred and bolted walls of the school
itself.

Marched from the school-room to the

dining-hzll; from the dining-hall to the
thchen aml scullery; from the kitehen and
scullery to the dormitory. Sometimes in

‘the viear regarded Mr.
I Hisz school was supposed to be a model from
Ins ead‘

~The boys.
Hollow!

days and days of fruitless effort,

batches, sometimes en masse; but always
under the watehful eyes of burly monitors.
This had been the lot of the two dozen
wretched hoys who made up Mr. Creepe’s
school. ,

There were six monitors in all—an extra-
ordinary number, considering the small size
of the school. But these monitors had acted
rather in th~ capacity of guards and slave-
drivers, It had' been their duty to crush
and kill any trace of spirit that a boy might

have revealed,

On the . top .of -all this drudgery the
martyrs hai suffered in other ways. T‘ae
slightest act of msubordmatwn—real
imaginary—hMr. Creepe had used methods of
sheer torture, A birch did not satisfy him;
he {frequently used a horsewhip. And on
exceptional oeccasions the schoolmaster had
suspended his viéctim by ropes from a beam
and had whipped him bareback. ' ;

Mr. €reepe was undoubtedly a ruffian. Bui
he managed to maintain an outward air of
kindly btnevolence He even performed his -
brutal tortule with & smile on his face, and
soft,” purring words on his lips. And Mr.
Creepe was clever in a cunning way. He
had managed to earn himself a good name

in the dl‘:tllct

«He was highly 1eapected in Bellton Even
Creepe with favour.

which all private schools could take example.
Little did the outsiders know what actually
went on behind the high walls of Moab

and after
_ he had
managed to eommunicate the truth to his
old chums of St. Frank’s. And Archie Glen-
thorne, of all fellows, had sent an urgent
lefter to Nipper—then .in London. And
Nipper had promptly come down to investi-

But Tommy Watson had known—

gate. These investigations had led to the
present rebellion. For Nipper had soon
found out . that something drastic was
necessary. -

To merely release the boys would have
been useless. For Mr. Creepe’s reputation
was so well built up that his word would be .
accepted by all. And the rebels would re-
ceive short shrift, and a total absence of..
sympathy from .everybody in the district.
The only way was to fight on—to have a
regular barring-out, and t0 keep Mr. Creepe
at bay |

CHAPTER V.
“ THE CUPBOARD WAS BARE.™

- HE defences, so far,
~were of a primitive
j nature.

The moat, of course,

Wwas an enormous help This
streteh of water entirely sur-
" rounded the house, and a _
sudden rush by the enemy was therefore im-
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possible.  Mr. Creepe had never realised,
when constructing the moat, that it would
¢ne day be used against him!

Its main object had been to keep the boys
in prison—to prevent any possibility of
escape. But the moeoat was just as uzeful
in another way. It prevented anybody from
enbering!

Mr. Creepe and his henchmen were outside
—beyond the moat—barred out. And as
they only numnbered seven, all told, there was
not much likelihood of an immediate attack.
Most of the boys, indeed, told themselves
that Mr. Creepe would throw up the sponge.
But Nipper held different views.

And a few preliminary defences were in
operation. -

There were three doors to Moat Hollow—
the main front door, a tradesman’s side door,
and a private back door. Two guards wer
placed on duty at each of these. Jevons and
White and Newton and one or two other of
the sturdier boys were told oft for this task.

Most of the others were still excitedly |

dashing about the school, working off some
of their exuberance. Nipper was content to
let them do so. They would be all the
better for it afterwards.

The windows offered no serious problewm,
for most of themr were barred; and needed po
other protection. But those in the school-

room had ne such bars, and so a boyv was |

phlaced on duty at each. |
- Later, of course, Nipper would organise
thoroughly, | | =

With Tommy Watson, he hurried from
the roof and went downstairs to tbe kitchen
guarters. There were no servanfs at Moat
Hollow, for the boys themselves hiad done
all the mnecessary household work—cleaning,
cooking, and even washing. Nipper was not
displeased, for the rebels had the place
entirely to themselves.

The kitchen was In a state of disorder.

The rebellion had come while three or
four of the boys had been engaged in the
task of preparing the mid-day meal. Alj
this had been abandoned, and everyvthing was
at sixes-and-sevens.

“« Stew again, of course!”’ grunted Watson.
as he sniffed at the stale air. * Always
stew-—always hashed-up junk! I can tell
vou, Nipper, I've got sick of it. The same
meals every day for weeks!”

“You'll bave a change pow,” said Nipper
drily.

“0ld Creepz was too mean to give us
proper grub—he used teo buy the eheapest
meat, and stew it up with vegetables,”

growled Watson. “Then he'd jaw about |

- nutrition and vitamines, and all that sort of
rot! Great Scott, the man’s the biggest

~ 1

humbug I ever came across!

They examined the kitchen cupboards with
anxious interest.

The first look was neot encouraging. A
pound or two of tea, a dozen or so tins of
condensed milk and some bread were the
only prizes. In one corner stood a sack of
potatoes. |
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He stood tnere, on thé edge of the
moat, addressing the crowded school-

| room windows.,
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““Enough to last about three meals here!”’
growled Nipper. ¢ Surely there’s a big store-
rcom somewhere, Tommy? Creepe wouldn’t
keep a miserable supply like this in the
place——"

“YWouldn’t he?” interrupted Watson. * The
stuff only came in by dribs and drabs. He
used to send the monitors out to buy
things—said he believed in dealing with the
village shopkeepers. Ii’s quite llkely he was
h:wmﬂ a big order delivered to-day--— BY
Jove! Now I come to remember it, I heard
Tarkington saying something about a van-
load of stuff coming this afternoon.”

Nipper made a grimace.

“That’s a lot of consolation to us!” he
replied. “When the van comes, Creepe’ll
naturally send it away—or have the stuff
. taken into the gymnasium. Anyhow, we
shan’t see it inside here,”

““« But what
foed!”

“We must!” agreed Nipper. “Don’t say
anything to the other chaps unless you’re
forced to. They're a weakly erowd, and 1
don’t trust them too much. I'm afrald they
‘haven’t got much staminma. Something’s got
to be done, Tommy—but we needn’t worry.
we'll find a way.”?

But Nipper was meore worried than he
wounld admit. - The barrenness of the Moat
Hollow store-cupboard had shocked him. He
had expected to find enough food to last a
week, at the least. DBut there wasn’t even
sufficient to last the rebels until the follow-
ing evening! Twenty-five hungry mouths re-
quire a large amount of foodstuff to keep
them supplied.

Dinner was soon on the go,

Nipper marshalled a gang of boys into the
kitchen, and set them to work. They toiled
away joyously. Under the old order of
things they worked no harder, and hated
it. But now they seemed {o revel in the
whole business, Being their own masters
made all the difference!

Dinner was a glorious meal.

The fare was not sumptuous, but for 0‘]{38
the boys had as much as they wanted.
Always, without exception, they had felt
bungry at the conclusion of a meal. But this
time they demolished the food at an amazing
speed.

Nmpper was content to see the food go
rapidly. After all, it was no good making
two bites at a cherry, and it was good to see
these half-starved boys thoroughly appeasing
their appetites. Fresh supplies of food would
be necessary at once, so it was all to the
good that the rebels should eat their fill
now. They would bhe able to last out better.

And Nipper and Tommy Watson naturally
kept together. Even Tommy felt thiat he
was a stranger amongst these others—he
had never chummed up with anybody except,
perhaps, Jevons.

“YWell, we’ve made a nice hole in the
grub!” remarked Watson. “ All the meat
gone, half the condensed milk, and piles of

shall we do—we must have ]

-'-'--.—-_—.
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potatoes. There’s not enough leit for cne
supper!’’

Nipper nodded slowly. )

“Don’t get the wind up,” he replied.
“There’s one thing we must bear in mind—
Reggie Pitt and Co. are expecting us to
start the rebellion at tea-time. And 1l
relying on the Fourth—blindly!"

Nipper’s faith was not unfounded.

CHAPTER VI.
THE WOLF AND THE LAMBS.

R.GRIMESBY

CREEPE paced up
and down, with his
bushy eyebrows
fiercely coniracted. His short,
stumpy . figure, his heavy-
jowled features, his untidy

hair—all indicated that Mr.
from being himself.

He was in the school gymnasium--a kind
of outbuilding beyond the limits of the broad
moat.

“We must move—we must do something!”
muttered Mr. Creepe grimly. “This 1in-
activity has gone far enough. Kirby!
Tarkington! @Go outside and walk entirely
round the house. Find out what the boys
are doing, and then come back and report.”’

Kirby and Tarkineton, Mr. Creepe’s chief
bullies, obeyed the order with alacrity. The
schoolmaster was in no mood to brook oppo-

Creepe was f{ar

sition. The monitors, indeed, were only too
glad fo get out.

Mr. Creepe continwed his pacing—a
arotesque, incongruous figure. He was

collarless, unshaven, and his <clothing was
rucked and creased in the most amazing
fashion.

The four other monitors
looking very much the same. The explana-
tion, of course, was simple. A few hours
earlier Mr. Creepe and his myrmidons had

with him were

been pitched headlong into the moat. The
rebels had dealt drastically with their
tormentors,

Taking refuge in the gymnasium—the only
bmlduw available—the ejected and soaked
t)rants had got a ‘fire going. And then, for
the space of an hour or two, they had drled
their clothing.

Until this minute they had been in no fit
condition to venture out into the open air.
But, dressed omee more, and bodily
dry, Mr. Grimesby Creepe was rccovering him-
self rapidly. He could feel the first signs of
a coming cold, but this was not at all sur-
prising. He resolved to send Kirby out for
a bottle of whisky as soon as the situation
was eased. _

The gymnasium was warm now—Ifor the
stove was mnearly red-hot. It was a fairly
big stove, of the * Tortoise variety—a
round, totally enclosed affair, which stood
}out-tin the room, and capable of enormous
]e& Y



There - 'we few home comforts in the place,
however.
Not a . _.air—mot a table. Only disused

cross-ba-rs_, vaulting-horses,
appertaining to a gyvm.

5, and other objects
Under Mr. Creepe’s

regime, these things had not been used.
There had been no time for his boys to

indulge in healthy exercises.

But Mr. Creepe was tinding the gymnasium
useful now. "1t provided him with a haven
of refuge. He had been expelled from his
own school-—-he was barred-out by his own
hoys—but, mercifully, he was still within
the high walls of the property.

The outside world knew nothing. In the
lanes, and in the village, the country people
were totally unaware of this catastrophe.
Aud Mr, Creepe was delermined to keep it
cecret as long as possible. He would have
been astonished if he had known that the
bulk of the St. Frank’s Fourth was éven
then on its way to join in the general “fun.”

But Mr. Creepe knew that speed was
essential. The longer this appalling state of
affairs lasted, the ureater was the danger of
publicity. Bx hook or by crook, he would
have to settle the rebellion at once.

And ag he paced up and down, he thought
deeply. .

“Please, sir——- '

“Go away! Don’t come :
Mr. Creepe paused. “Oh, it’s wvou, Kirby!
Well, what are the boys doing? Hurry up,
you idiot! Don’t stand there like a fool!”

Kirby and Tarkington flushed slightly.

““ All right, sir—give me a chance!’’ growled
Kirby., “As far as we can see, the bon have
quietened down. There’s hardly any noise,
and only one or two of the young brats can
he seen at the windows. We've been all the
way round, too.”

““H'm! I'm glad!” grunted Mr. Creepe.
* As long as they’re not noisy, the situation
iz to our advantage. Their food will not
last longer than to-night. To-morrow they
will be willing to capitulate. But I don’t
like the idea of waiting until then,” he
added, frowning. “I have a mind to——"
"He paused, his eyes glinting.

“ Yes, it’'ll be the best way!” he decided.

“ You're not thinking of trying to rush the
house, sir?” asked Tarkington. “ We'll never
do it, sir—even if we had a proper bridge.
There’s only seven of us, and we can’t fight
against two dozen——"’

“Hold your tongue,
rupted Mr. Cree pe tartlv “You need not be
afraid—I shall not ask you to risk your
miiserable skin! This revolt will be beaten
by diplomacy-—not by force!”

Mr. Creepe stalked out of the gymnasium,
and he walked resolutely towards the moat.
His figure, in the soiled and creased cloth-
mmg. was rather comic. There was nothing
whatever dignified ahout the schoolmaster—
nothing to instil the slightest respect into
his unruly pupils. :

A vell went up among the re
“0Old Creepe's coming!”’

17

interfering——"}

ER

Tarkington!”’ inter-

YHels, .

“My hat! Look at his bags!”

“Ha b, ha i

“Yal! liully!”

A yell of derision went up—a roar of
scornful contempt which nearly made Mr.
Creepe pause. He wasn’'t used to this sork

His boys had always cowed in hls
presence. MHe had been able to iustil {fear
at a single glance.

And Iilla note of contempt startled him.

of thing.

His task was going to be even more dil-
ficult than he had zultw:patmi. In spite of
being thrown into the mout, Mr. Crecepe

still clung to the hope that his bhoys teared
him.

“Come, come! What's thiz?” he shouted.
“Now, boy"”’

He stood therg, on the edze of the moat,

addressing the~ crowded school-room win-
dows. With an effort, he munaged to put

on a benevolent smile, and be laughed in
a genial kind of way. ) .
¢““ Well, have you got over it yct?” ne

asked calm!\ ¢ My dear bovs, what foolish-

ness! Don’t you realise that you have only
made yourselves very abu_nrd’ Come, fot
this farce end! Surely, it has gone far

enough !”

“Don’t take any notice of him!»” yelied
Jevons.

“No fear!”

“Booh! Booh!” :

Somebody started the booing., and the
next moment Mr. Creepe turned slightly
arcen. The hissing and booing became

tumultuous, increasing to a regular cyclone

of hatred and eontempt.
It was not a very promising start!

CHAPTER VIL
THE FOURTH ON THE SCENE,

66 ERE we are!”
“Good !
“Absolutely,

laddies!”

The Fourth had arrived at
Moat Hollow, One might
have been excused for as-
suming that an army corps had turned up.
judging by the noise. The lane outside the

gates of the school was packed.

““ Locked, of course,” said Reggie Pitt.
¢““But that’s a detail. Who's going to
help me to shin up the wall? Two hefty
volunteers wanted! Don’t all shout at
once! DMy kingdom for a couple of
soldiers !™

“Come on—we’ll hmst yvou up,’? said Jack

Grey promptly. “Lend a hand, Archie!”

Archie Glenthorne started.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated, gazine at
Reggie’s muddy boots. <1 meun to say,
am I to understand that there’s going to
be a dashed lot of climbing hucme:c‘? Ob,

well! Of course, under the circ':
“All right, Archie—I'll do it,” grinned
Alf Brent.
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““Laddie, the V.C. has been won for less!?®
sald- Archie gratefully. ¢ Dash it, I'm not
a particularly particular cove on occasions
of this dashed kind, but I mean OCh,
weil! You grasp the old trend, what?”? .

Archie was talking to the thin - air,
Reggie Pitt and his men had no time to
waste on- his vapourings. Others were get-
ting exceedingly busy, too.

Handforth, for example, was utterly
ruining Church and MeClure’s overceats. He
was climbing over his chums as though
they were inanimate logs. Again’ and
again he attempted to mount. And ut
last he succeeded in getting on to MeCle ‘6‘ 5
shoulders.

All along the wall juniors were c];mbuu,
ap. It was a stiff task, for the wall was
exceedingly high., = And ‘the juniors had
brought no specml climbing apparatus: with
them. Their one thought had been to get
to the scene. Such problems as climbing
the wall could be dealf with on the spot.

At all events, within- three or four
minutes no less than a dozen Fourth Formers
were straddling the top of the high wall—
- taking care to avoid the. iron splkes which
. were supposed to protect it, but which, as
a matter of faet, aﬁo.rded etcellert hand
gHp.- -

. Reggie Pitt was one of the first to see
over into the forbidden enclosure.. My,

-Grimesby Creepe was .in full view, ﬂanl«ed
on either side by a momtnr '}‘wo

or three other monitors were et.mdmn out-

‘side the gymnasium door. They all lof}kec.
exceedingly dilapidated.

‘““Hallo!” exclaimed - I\e*)per from the
school-room window. ‘Look out there, my
sons !? .

“Eh? Look out where?? asked Watson.

He stared across the grounds, and then
noticed the figures swarming at the top of
the wall. This was the first indication the
rebels had received of the- Fourth’s prox-
imity. The din within the schoolroom had
been so0 great ihat no outSIde sounds had
penetrated.

“My only hat"’ gaﬂ;ped \Vatcon # T he
chaps! Yes, can see Reggie——  And
there’s Handforth, as large as life!"

“Naturally!>> said Nipper drily.

“And old Montie, too!”’ roared Watzon
“ Hurrah! The Fourth’s come!»

‘THE

“And we didn’t expect ’‘em until to-
night!”’ said Nipper. “They must have
got, word, somehow—— Here, T say! We're

a couple of asses!’ he added as a thought
struck him, “erby"’ -

% Jrby 2

“0Of course!” sald Nipper. “Didn’t he
sscape? The fellows must have realised at
once that something was amiss and- here’s
the result in concrete form. Give ‘em a
cheer!” &

& Huarrah /!

“Good old St.
Hollow hoys.

‘““ Hurrah !#?

Frank’s !’ yelled the Moat
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‘help!

| themselves. : _ i
that the. rebels were not entirely friendless.

This {:me the cheer came from the Fourih. |

eyl Ty g

¢« Stick 1o it, you fellows !’ bellowed Hand-
forth.  “Keep it up! Don’t give in! We're
here !”

Mr,
as it were,

Creepe, caught between the two fires,
Iecened hiz first spasm of real
fright. The worst had happened! These
infernal St. Frank’s boys knew the truth!
This meant that the whole county would
know within a few hours! And Mr. Creepe
thought that the Fourth was about to in-
vade the stronghcid. Hence his sudden
fright.

- Get down “from that wall this instant!”
he thundered, rushing up. ‘Do you hear
me? How d(tre you ta}\e such Hberties? I
won’t have this hooliganism! Get dovm atb
once !*’

‘“ Being an expert on haohﬂamqm Mr.
Creepe, 1 don’t see why you should make
such a mistake!”” called Reggie Pitt sweetly.
““ Are we to understand that the first act
has begun? Has the curtain gene up?” .
i You impudent young a.;cal“-’ shouted
Mr. Creepe, thickly.
~ “Yes, thé first aet is in full’ swing !’ %111
Reggie. ‘The rebellion has begun, and this
is where we start doing a few things.”

“ Let’s rush the place * roared Handforth
exmtediy - “Come on! Let’s dash in and
rescue all the chaps! Old Creepe’s got ’em
hottled up in the school, and thej. need

fx - 2
“Fathead!” gasped Church
¢ Eh?» iy

“You’ve got it all monc*” said Chureh
impatiently. ¢ They’ve chuched Creepe out
—they want to be bottled up!”

“Qh, by George, yes!” said Handmrth
with  a start. “I'd forgotten' It’s -
barring-cut! Well, anyhow, we're going tn ;
do something! We haven’t come here just

to look on!” he added - aggressively. ¢ Not
likely I**~ .
CHAPTER VIII,
THE FOURTH GETS BUSY,.
IPPER looked very
; - pleased with him-
L self.
1

Lo Pl . “ This puts a dif-
iRl % ferent complexion on things,
"|| B 'L‘]Ja‘]m"l. my sons,” he said briskly.
UL «“We're  looking up! All
we’ve got to do is to sing out our require-
ments, and Reggie Pitt and his merry men
will dash off on the good work.”

“Food!” said Tommy Watson,

¢ Ewactly, my dear Watson—quite an ele-
mentary deduction,” said Nipper gravely.
“As you so succinctly put it—food! Or,
in sweeter terms, grub! Our kind friends of
the Fourth will now oblige.”?

Nipper was  feeling very cheerful. Mr.
Creepe, it bee‘méd‘ was about to receive a
nasty ~ shock." Lndouhtedly, he had  been
relying- on ‘the rebels’ inability to feed
But he was destined to {ind

Food was the ope thing needfel. A sup-
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ply of ammunition would come in handy, but
this was a secondary consideration. The
natural defences at Moat Hollow were so
excellent that a dangeroub attack was im-
possible. If Creepe &
they would sfand no earthly chance.
Nipper placed his hands to his mouth, and
took a deep breath.
- “Can you hear me?’’ he roared lustllv
“That you, Nipper?” came back Reggie

Pitt. ‘‘Yes, we can hear you! Everything
0.K.7? Any requirements? Shut up,
Handy!” he added quickly. “Dry up, you

chaps! Listen to Nipper!”

The Fourth-Formers on the wall listened.-

. ““Success!” came Nipper's reply. “We
hold the fort! But there’s no grub here!
Any chance of help?”

_ ““Hear that?” said Pltb grimly.
got no grub!”

“All rwht-—we 1l see to that, begad"’ ald
TI‘G"C”IH-WEat “I've got fifteen quid, an’
that'll help. Archie is simply rolin’ in cash
this week, too! Sing out that everythin’
1s all serene"’

But Handforth was already doing it.

“Hi!”’ he bellowed, his voice carrying
across the school grounds like a cyclone.
““You want grub? All right—we’'ll buy up
the giddy wllaﬂe, and brin the stuff back'
Look out for us in half an hour"’ S

The message was heard by all the rebeln

“Hurrah"’

“ Good old St Frank’s 1

Mr. Creepe, a mere spectator and hstener
stood in the centre of the two parties, as
helpless as one of the pebbles under his
feet. He was almost inarticulate with rage
and alarm. He used some very queqtlon
able language under his breath.

¢“I say, sir, this is a bit serious!” said
Kirby, huI'l‘}ll'lﬂ’ up.

“Y¥ool! Can’t you make a remark less in-
ane?” snarled Mr. Creepe. ‘Serious? By
Heaven! It'’s outrageous—it’s beyond all
endurance! Who am I, to be treated in
this way—to be flouted and ignored on my
own property??®’

“It’s no good talking like that, su',” said
Kirby truculently. ¢ You're prett3 helpless
in the matter. This may be your property,
but who takes any notice of that? You've
got to face the facts!”

There was more than inanity in Kirby’s
statement.

“Yes, Kirby—yes!”® muttered Mr. Creepe
‘thickly. ““Yes, yes! You are right—we've
got to face the facts.
pleasant to face, either! These boys—these
insufferable 3oung hounds! Is there nothing
we can- do to prevent this catastrophe?”

He turned upon the St. Frank’s fellows in
a fine fury, and then drew his
sharply. The high wall was
Fourth-Formers had completely disappeared.
Under Reggie Pitt's lead, they were- hurry-
ing into the village to buy up supplies.

‘Reggie Pitt was no believer in delay.
t-hirig
better.

¢ They've

had to be done, and the soomer the
Nipper had dsked for food—and food
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was going to be supplied. The Fourth took
a big personal interest in this rebellion.

They would have been on the side of
the rebels, in any case—but this one fact
that Nipper was in charge of it overwhelmed
all other considerations. To most members
of the Fourth, it was a startling surprise to
find Nipper on the spot at all. And their
enfhusiasm was unbounded. If Nipper had
ever wanted any indication of his popularity,
he had it here.

Mr. Creep was stunned for a few moments,

The disappearance of the St. Frank’s
iuniors was significant. It meant, of course,
that they had gone off to buy food. And
the rebels within Moat Hollow were yelling
themselves hoarse with triumph. -

“I'll stop this!”’ swore Mr. Creepe. “TI'll
go up to St. Frank’s, and tell Dr. Stafford
exactly what these young ruffians are doing!
Deliberately aiding and abetting this rebel-
lion—interfering in my affairs -

“Steady on, sir!” interrupted Xirhy.
“That won’t do any good. The Head of
St. Frank’s will hear all about it within an
hour or two, without you troubling. Be-
sides, if you went up there he might ask
some awkward questions,” added the
monitor unpleasantly. -

Mr. Creepe started.

‘“What do you mean, confound your im-
pudence?” he demanded.
sir, Dr. Stafford might want to
know why your boys have rebelled, and it
would -be a bit difficult to answer him,”
said Kirby, with studied insolence. “ And
there’s another thing. These St. Frank’s
juniors will probably collar you in the lane
and chuck you in the ditch!”

Mr. Grimesby Creepe turned pale. .

“Yes, yes!” he muttered, his flabby cheeks
shaking. ¢ Perhaps you are right, Kirby—
perhaps you are right!”

“Y] know I'm rmht ” gsaid Kirby coolly.

“We had better stay within these locked
walls,” went on the schoolmaster. *“We
will deal with this matter ourselves—quite
privately. There are several of us, and we
Eh, Kirby? Eh, Tarking-

ton?”
Kirby laughed.
«T am fed up with "the whole thmg," he
said carelessly. “And if you think we are
going- to ﬁrrht your b’ttﬂes for you, Mr.
Creepe, you’'ve made a jolly big mistake.
I’'m going to walk out this minute!”

. CHAPTER 1X.
THE PAITHFUGL SIX.

R. CREEPE started
‘back, - staring

blankly.
« "EEITHPY he
shouted, *“what do “you
. mean, you young rascal? Are
vou rebellmg against my

authority, too?”




can put it that way if you like—
“What do
to stay.

Is it

“You
piease yourself,” replied Kirby.
you say, Tark? Are you willing
here ‘and fight against these kids?
good enouwhf”

“No, it isn’t!” said Tarkmgton promptly.
" “Not likely!” added the othcr monitors,
who had come up. | :

Mr. Creepe was startled They. were all
standing near the gymnasium, and this was
the ﬁrst indication that the schoolmaster
‘had had that his monitors were perfectly
ready to turn against him. He had not
failed to observe the sudden dropping of
the deferential “sir.” . i

“No, it isn't half good enough!” went
on Klrby sneeringly. z The best thing you
can. do, Mr. Creep, is to admit yourbelf
whacked. Take my advice, and scoot.before"
the police get hold of you!” _

" Mr. Creepe nearly. went . purple.
“* You—you—you—-"
. “Words™ failed to come, and he uearly
¢hoked. That one excess of fury, however,
expended itself rapidly. The cunning of has
nature began to assert itself. He saw that
he would have to go warily. It was bad
enough -to have the boys turn against him,

but, it would be. fatal if the. monitors fol-

lowed their example. Then, Indeed he

would be a beaten man. .

“Dear,. dear!” he said, speakmﬁ calmly
w:th difficulty. “What’s all this, Kirby?
What’s- all this, Tarkington? Bosfbeboy.s.!
You. are talking very - strangely—very
stlauﬂ'ely jndeed! We. must pull together.
It .is foolish to talk of being beaten. Z

“You can’t get away. from the facts!”
growled Xirby.

“No, no, of course not,”® agreed Mr.
Creepe. “I am sorry you cannot see this

matter in the same light as myself. A

pity, Kirby—a thousand pities! Supposing
we enter the gymnasium, and  talk things
over- quietly ?”?
. They all went in. It had cost Mr;Creepe
much to talk so calmly. His cone desire was
to leap at Xirby and hurl him to the
ground. But this would have been an un-
pardonable blunder. Mr. Creepe was be-
ginning to realise ‘that his posifion was
becoming precarious in the extreme,.

“Now, boys what is all this trouble?” he

asked. :

“It’s all very well for you- to smooth 1t
over, but we’re not -having any,” said Kirby
aggresswely “We shouldn’{; have minded
having a shot at our own kids—we’d have
enjoyed that, for the mere sake of getting
our own back——but I’m hanged if Im going
to fight this St. Frank’s horde!”

““ Same here!” said Tarkington.
“We ~didn’t bargain for those
brats!” said Roberts.

“No, no, of course

Cleepe dlplomatlcailv
point of view. The position,

infernal

not!” agreed . Mr.
“I quite see your
of course is

However, we must get over it—

15

difficult.
we must use our wits—

“It’s easy enough to talk, but we’re
done!” interrupted K1rby, with more than
his usual truculence, “Look here, Mr.
Creepe, what’s ‘the good? There are two
dozen kids in the school, and we’re barred
out by the moat. There are well over two
dozen St. Frank’s fellows outside, obtaining

food for our lot. They’ll be  back

presently :
“Yes, yes, I know——-" '
“They’ll . be back plesently, repeated

Ktrby, “and the best thing we can do is
to clear out bhefore they shew up. Why,

can’t you see that we shan’t stand an
earthly? They’ll sweep in like a tide, and

I don’t wanf to be chucked into the moat
again! It isn’t worth it!”

“Rather not!” agreed the other monitors
promptly.

“Those St. Frank’s -kids aren’t like our
own,” added Kirby. “I’'ve had a taste.
Handforth and Pitt and Tregellis-West and
that crowd—they’re as strong as young
horses, and they can fight like young
Dempseys! It’s the bhack exit for us, Mr,
Creepe—and guick about it!”

Mr, Creepe trembled with anmety, but
tried naot -to show it.

““But, my boys, if you desert me it will
be trafrlc'" he whined. Alone, I am help-
less, .hut with you there is just a chance
that we may keep these infernal St. Frank’s
boys out! If only we ean ‘hold them at bay
this once, I will make fresh- arrangements.”

“Fresh arrangements?” asked Kuby sus-

piciously.
“Yes, yes, of course,” said the -schoo]-
master. “We musi{ have help; we must

hring men here—strong men who can sweep
into the house and quell the rebellion at one
stroke!”

‘The. monitors looked more interested.

- “@Good heavens!” went on Mr, Creepe,
seizing his advantage. “You don’t suppose
I.am content to let things stand still? But
I must-have time, boys—I must have time,
Don’t desert me like this!”

-“But we ecan’t hold them all back!”
ocrowled Kirby., “It’s a good idea to geb
some men here, I'll admit, but you can’t do
that until to- nwht, at the earliest. I don’t
fancy that moat again, I can tell you!” -

“Only this once!” urged Mr. Creepe. “I
will reward you for your loyalty,” he added
with an effort. “I admit the prospect is
uninviting, but if we ar: sufficiently deter-
mined we shall conquer.”

Kirby looked at the schoolmaster squarely.

““ About that re“ard‘?” he asked. “How
much?”

=8 Don t .be foohsh Klrb;y We will leave
likely!” interrupted the head
“I don’t know about these others,
give me a quid down, I’ll

“Not
monitor.
but if you'll
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chance it! T'll stay here and fight theﬂe “But Mr. Binks won't!”  murmured
St. Frank’s kids until tea-time!” Church, grinning. '
“We’ll all do it for a quid each!” said “Five pounds?” shouted Mr. Binks ex-
Tarkington promptly. citedly. “Why, Master Handforth,‘ you

Mr. Creepe simply . mouthed at his
monitors, who were holding a pistol to his
head so openly. The schoolmaster trembled
with inaward rage, but he managed to re-
main outwardly calm. This was beyvond elil
endurance—only, unfortunately, it had to
be endured. -

“I—I have no change,” said Mr. Creepe
thickly. “However, your demand is—is
reasonable. I cannot expect you to risk
your precious skins from a sense of loyalty
alone! 1 will pay you later.”

Kirby shrugged his cshoulders.

“Youw’ll pay us now, Mr. Creepe, or we’ll

walk out!” he retorted. ‘You've got ten
quid in your pocket;book—and I know it!
Pay up, er we go!”

And Mr. Creepe although his hand fzurly
shook, paid up. His monitors were indeed
a faithful sextette.

CHAPTER X.
BUYING UP THE VILLAGE.

ELLTON was con-
siderably startied.
It was the wquiet

noon——or, at least, it should
have been. It was the hour
when the modest shopkeepers
were in the habit of dozing behind their
counters. Neighbours would come in and
gossip idly about the crops, the weather,
and the general poorness of business.

But this afternoon everything was
different. :

The little High Street fairly throbbed, and
those shopkeepers - who - weren’t invadesd

came to their doors to see what all the
commotion was about. As far as they could
see, the better part of the Fourth I'orm at
St. Frank’s had gone mad.

Crowds of juniors were piling into dlﬁ'erent

shops. The biggest crowd invaded the
grocer’s, while Mr. Binks was nearly over-
whelmed, Even the butcher’s was filled up,
and -the little greengrocer’s and the fish-
shop were equally busy. '

Handforth was in charge of the tuck-shop
gang.

“>Afternoon, Mr. Binks!” he said gustily,
as ‘he marched into the shop. “We want to
buy your giddy stock! Everything you’ve
got—how much?”

“But, Master Handforth!”
confectioner. “I can’t tell you all in a
minute—— But you are joking, surely—-"

“How much?”’” roared Handforth, as
though he expected Mr. Binks to reckon up
the value of his stock in one breath. “ Look
here, Mr. Binks, we can’t wait., We’ll say
five quid!”

hour of the after-

protested the ‘

don’t seem to realise——"

“All right—we’ll collar the stuff, and you
can send your giddy bill in!” interrupted
Handforth gruffly. “We can’t hang about
here all the afternoon! Like your nerve
to expect it! You can trust the Fourth for
your niiserable account, I suppoqe?”

"Mr. Binks nearly collapsed He was a
peace-loving man, and he had often told
himself that Fate was hard to locate his
tuck-shop so ‘close to a big public school.

He was always having spasms of - heart
failure. But, as he philosophically reminded
himself, if it wasn’t for the school there

wouldn’t be any tuck-shop. He  couldn’t
have- it both ways. g
Mr. Binks was accusfomed to junior
“rags.,” The whole village was 1ndifferent
to them—they were so fregquent. Buf this
rag appeared to be a much bigger one than
usual.
Not that the shopkeepers grumbled. After
their first gasp of  dismay the3 found that
the boys were ready with the cash, ana
so, what had seemed like an attempted
wholesale burglary became an afternoon of
roaring frade. | =
All - the Fourth-Formers contributed,
although it must be confessed that the bulk
of the money came from Archie Glenthorne.
Tregellis-West, the Hon. Douglas Singleton,
and Hussi Ranjit Lal Khan—as these fou:
juniors generally had an unlimited supply
of cash. In this present affair they had
cheerfully “whacked out ” a tenner each.

Altogether over fifty pounds were spent
in the village shops during a hectic half-
hour. And the village was entertained by
the unusual sight of the St. Frank’s Fourth
carrying away the spoils.

Every type of hand-cart was req11151t10ned
the juniors, under Reggie Pitt’s instructions,
rr:'afu‘-m:arr all offers to have the goods * sent
up.’ I?‘verv junior was loaded. Those . who
had no hand-carts filled their arms. And
the procession which went back towards the
village bridge was an extraordinary one.

Willy & Co., of the Third, met the pro-
cession in the lane, and Willy & Co.
promptly fainted, promnth recovered, and

{ just as promptly joined in the good work

A few odd Tourth-Formers, who had caught
wind of the affair, had come scurrying doun
from the school, too.

Pitt & Co., irue to their promise, were
rallying round in the most handsome
manner. They were conveying enough food
to Moat Hollow to last the rebels at least
three days—and probably a week., It would
all depend wupon the way in which the
goods were used. And the juniors had taken
no particular care to spend the money in

| the most economical way.
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Pitt’s one great fear was that a master
would meet the procession en route. He

headed the throng, and kept his eyes keenly’
who was man--
fully struggling under a load of two biscuit-:
the.

open. Archie Glenthorne,
tins—a record for Archie—noticed
worried frown on Reggie’s brow.

“It appears, laddie, that the good old
grey - matter . is somewhat {frothy,”> he
observed.  “I mean to say, overtime for the
brain department, what? Dash it all,
absolufely haras:aed"’

“I'm looking out for masters!’’ said
Reggie Pitt bluntly -
“Good gad!” ,Jaculated Arehie “ Person-

ally, old sportsman, I’m not absolutely burst-
ing with anxiely to meet one of those fright-
ful chappies. 1 mean, what with these
- dashed biscuit tins—’ ‘

“T’'m not exactly anuous, either,”’ said
Reggie grimly. “If we’'re spotted we shall
be stopped, and then there’ll be an inquiry
on the spot, and we shall be sternly for-
bidden to deliver the goods. I hnow what
these masters are!’’

“I say, what a fuﬂ'htful aeheme‘” said-

Archie. . “ But  cheer up; old teacup! The
coast is absolutely clear, and there’s nothing
in sight except a brace 01; crows, S0 let’s
dash. onwards"’ -

A* d the l“o»ulth d‘a::hed

CHAPTER XL
UN LDOKED-FOR ASSIST 1\CE

T was idle for \Ir Cleepe to

" pretend that he wasn’t
racked with acute
“anxiety. He had. never
been so worried before. ~As
_he. paced up and down the

nearly desperate.

His whols future depended upon this
battle. ;

If only he could quell the rebelhon and
restore Moat Hollow to its usual condition,
no great harm would be done. The village
would talk; there would be a lot of gossip,
but it would be a comparatively easy matter
to explain everything plausibly away.’

lazted out and Mr. Creepe was defeated, his
future plana were ruined. If once the full
truth about Moat Hollow was fully known,
?lhelli would only be one way to aafet}——
1an

And Mr. Creepe was prepared to flee rather:

than face an inquiry. He was prepared to

NSWE] Rs
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you’re |

‘them,

- Moat Hollow grounds he felt
{ to distribute pound notes.

But if, on thg other hand, the rebellion | Spoqr s

abandon all hlb possessions—the very school

itself, which was his own freehold property.
Fo: an inquiry, once it became official,
wonld penetrate to the full depths of Mr.

‘Creepe’s -iniquity. This indeed was the
shrewdness of Nipper’s plan. Nipper had
- decided against a quick finish, His main

idea was to hold the fort for days—until
the barring-out became notorious; until, in-
deed, an official inquiry became imperative.

There: could be only one result of this—
disgrace and exposure for Mr. Grimesby
Creepe, and a term of hard labour, if not
penal servitude itseif. So it will be readily
understood that Mr. Creepe was fighting
for his very safety. If things became too,
hot, h: would flee; but while there was a

‘trace o hope he swore that he would remain.
'He was tco mean, too miserly, to abandon

his goods and his pr(}perbv without a fight.
Without question, Nipper’s plan was a deod
one. :

For the bhoys to merely walk out and
. roadcast their pitiful story would be worse
than useless. For nobody would believe
and they would be seized and
promptly returned to Mr. Creepe.. And with-
in a few days the affair would ha\e blown

OVer.
Mr. Creepe was infuriated, too; by the
attitude of his monitors. He had always

given them a great deal of rope; he ‘had let

| them do very much as they pleased, and this

was the way they repaid him!

But he realised that he had been com-
pelled to give them rope. Their very silence -
regarding the conditions at Moat Hoilow
depended upon the amount of freedom they
enjoyed. Xirby and his companions had
been quite content to carry on the ordinary
routine. But they were by no means pre-
pared to fight the St. Fraunk’s Fourth for
puare love of Mr. Creepe. -

And the schoolmaster had been obliged
It had hurt hirm
to the quick to part with money in this
fashion, and the thing still rankled. But
he manaeed to smile upon his monitors,
Even now they would turn against him lf he
dared to apeak his mind.

“The blachmaﬂmc young
muttered Mr. Creepe to Inmself “The
unprincipled young brutes! They
The:y ‘will

hounds!??

shall pay .dearly for this later!
not triumph in the long runt”’

He allowed his thoughts to dwell upon
more important matters. And he didn’t fool
himself. With such half-hearted supporters,
his position was precarious. Ineluding him-
self, there were seven. How could they
pessably hope to hold back the flood of
1 juniors ‘which - would presently invade the
grounds?. Mr. Creepe began to regret pay-
ing the ‘money. -‘The monitors wouid be use-
lePs, in any case. He had simply thrown
six pounds away. It was a thought which
did little to improve his temper,
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At this point of his. cogitations he came
to an abrupt halt and gwed at the school.
Scufflings and kickings could be heard, to
the accompaniment ‘of voices. The fence
was being climbed.

“Kirby! 1 Tarkington!’’ shouted Mr. Creepe
hurriedly. “Quick! They are back—they
are climbing the wall even now! Hurry
yourselves!>?

The prefects came up without enthusiasm.

“They’ve been jolly quick,”” said Kirby.
“Well, the best thing we can do
stand near the wall and chuck clods of

earth!”’

“An  excelleat idea!’”’ approved Mr.
- Creepe promptly. “Indeed, Kirby, a brilliant
suggastion. I will take active part in this
sffair!??

There was nothing dignified about the
man now, although on occasion he could
affect a fine air of dignity. When his very
school -depended upon keeping out
supply of food, he was prepared to go any
lengtr.

The rebels in the meantime were watching
eacerly and excitedly from the windows.

They were confident that the Fourth would |

There wasn’t any question about it.
against Mr. Creepe were over-

win.
The odds

whelming, and if he hadn’t been so duperate

‘he would ‘have realised it.

“It’s all right,” said Nipper ea_s-ﬂ};-*.
“There’s 'a lull now, but there’ll be plenty
of excitement soon. As the fight starts,
Creepe wiil find ‘himself alore. These
monitors will simply throw up the sponge
at the first exchange of blows.”

. “We needn’t worry about that mouldy
crew!”’ said Watson, with a sniff. .

- Mr. Creepe’s faith in Kirby & Co. was
apparently misplaced. The idea of throwing
clods of earth at the invaders attracted the
sehoolmaster. It was, indeed, about the
only thing to be done since there were no
other defensive methods on haund. It would
take time to prepare such defences.

And then a number of heads appeared
over the top of the wall
-“Be ready, boys—be ready!’’ Mr.
Creepe.

Kirby raised a clod of earth and prepared

urged

to hurl it at the nearest head. But he
checked himself, and the clod fell to the
ground. '

“These aren’t

“Hold on!’’ he ejaculated.
the

the St. Frank’s kids! That fellow is
blacksmith’s son!”’

“What on earth—"’ began DMr. Creepe,

“He’s well known,” went on Kirby. * They
call ‘him Lumpy Bill in the village; he’s an
awful brute! He and his gang hate the
St. Frank’s chaps like poison. They're always
getting into fights! And the whole crowd’s
here!’’ added Kirby, glancing at the arrav
of heads along the wall.

Mr. Grimesby Creepe caught his breath in,
and his eyes gleamed. .

“You -mean—-""7
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is to

this

All along the wall juniors were
~climbing up.

“Give 'em ten bob each, sir, and they'll
fight for hours!?’ said Kirby quickly. *They
won’t make inquiries, either; they’ll be too
jolly glad to fight against those St. Frank's
rotters! 1It’s your chance, sir!”’ %

CHAPTER XII.
THE BARGAIN.

UMPY BILL was very
interested. -
; = Dont seem to be

} much ’'ere,” he

observed, glancing along- the
the top of the wall at some
of his companions: “I thought
‘there was a reg’'lar rumpus goin’ on; but
it’s as quiet as anythink
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“Look at olc baggy trousers!” grinned
one of the other roughs. “Lummy! You’d
never think i1t was ole Creepe! The last
time I passed him was Sunday, and he was
dressed in black, with a ’igh topper an’ as
smart as you please!”’ |
Lumpy Bill. “Just take a squint at the
school. See them kids? There’s bin a
rumpus, arser ail—but we’re late! Just our
bloomin’ luck!’’

There were a dozen villagers altegether.

Most of them were hulking hobhledehoys
who only worked when they were forced;
useless louts who made as much mischief
as possible:on every occasion.

During the recent election in Bannington,

for example, Lumpy Bill & Co. had been
prominent, bringing sheer disgrace upon the
candidate they favoured by  their
hooliganism. Whenever there was a chance
of fighting Lumpy Bill & Co. were there.
" And the news that Moat Hollow was in
rehellion attracted them. Lumpy Bill, the
ringleader, had gathered his forces together,
and they had come along to see what was
“hup ?’ with their own eyes. ~

‘They could not have arrived at a more
opportune moment. - .. . g

“ One moment—one- moment!”’ .exclaimEfI
Mr. Creepe. hurrying: up to the wall with
quick strides.
men!?’ - . : -

“Keep your ‘air on, matel!” grinned
Lumpy. -“Getting -narsty . becos - we’{e
elimbing your wall, eh? Yah! We don’t
care for you, old scrubby chin! You can't
even look arter your own school kids!”’

Mr. Creepe winced. This was not a-happy

heginning. : : :
“yYou misunderstand "me,>> he ‘sa1d,
swallowing hard. “I am not complaining—
indeed, I want your help!”’ , ol
“Lummy, Bill, ’e¢ wants our ’elp! said
one of the others. -
The roughs laughed uproariously.
“ What’s the idea, ole gent?’

asked
Lumpy Bill. e

“We can’t ’elp you——"

«“Y will give. you ten shillings each—cash
down—if you will come in here and help
me te guard this wall against the St.
Frank’s boys,” . said Mr. Creepe tensely.
¥ They may be here at any minute!”’ -

A surprising change came over the roughs.

“Ten bob each!’’ echoed one.

“vyah, ’e’s kiddin’!’’

“'F won't give us no ten bob!’’

“Like ’is nerve—tryin’ to fool us;”

““Nothing o1 the kind!” shouted Mr.
Cicepe. “I am perfectly serious. Look
here!’’ . He pulled out his pocket-book and
waved -some notes. “Here is the money!
Ten shillings each if you will help me!”’

Lumpy Bill flushed with excitement.

“Ten bob each for ’elpin’ to keep them

“Never mind about the ole bloke,*’ said

“1 want to speak to you, my.
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St. Frank’s kids back?’’ he asked. “All
right, guv’nor; we’re on! Open the gates,
an’ we’ll join yer! We’re on your side, sir!’’

The roughs dropped down from the wall
recklessly. The prospect of receiving 1len
shillings each was alluring. Being idle, good-
for-nothing louts, they seldom handled any
bigger money than a shilling or two shillings.
My. Creepe’s offer was a magnificent one in
their eyes. |

And they wouid probably have agreed to
fisht without any payment at all. For they
hated Reggie Pitt & Co., and would have
been only too willing to throw clods of earth
at them. e ;.

The great gate was unlocked, opened, and
Lumpy - Bill and his cronies crowded in.
There weire fourtcen of them now.

The gate was closed and relocked.

“There’s bin some trouble, ain’t there,
sir?’? asked Lumpy Bill, with new found
respect. “They’re sayin’, down in the,
village, .that your boys ’ave chucked you
into the moat, an’ pinched the blinkin’
school!?? -

. Mr. Creepe scowled. :

“The village talks too much!” he snapped.
“ Good ‘heavens! The way such news gets
about  is startling—quite startling! Buét
never mind that now; we have other things
to-talk of.”’ _
“““Then it’s true, guv’nor?’ persisted
Lumpy. | k

“In a measure, yes,”’ admitted Mr. Creepe,
between his teeth. *“The boys have—er—
become somewhat unmanageable. This is
one result of my lenient policy,”” he added
sadly. “I have always treated my boys
with too much kindness. It is a mistake—a
grave mistake. as I now realise.”’

Lumpy Bill nodded.

“You can't tan these ’ere young brats too
mueh, s:r,”’ he agreed. ‘“The more you tans -
’em, the better! Treat ’em Kindly, aw’
they’ll turn round an’ bite yenr!” '

“Exactly!” agreed Mr. Creepe. “Very.
aptly put, young man! Quite so! Kindness,
I have found, is a curse! And this is the
result!” he added, waving towards t{he
school. “ My misguided boys have rebelled
against authority, and are being assisted
and egged on by those infernal young

.hooligans from St. Frank’s.”?
in

. The bargain was soon made. FEach village
fout received teu shillings, and for that sum
he was to fight with all his strength to resist
the St. Frank’s onslaught when it came.

Without & moment’s delay, the village

-youths commenced piling up clods of earth.

Spades and forks were brought, and work
went on at express speed. And Mr. Creepe
watched grimly. This unexpected help was
going to save him!-~ ;
-““Now,- you young fools,” he muttered,
‘““you can come—you can arrive as soon as
you like! But if you can spring a surprise
so ean I



CHAPTER XII1I.

THE WARNIXG.

(s O0KS bad!”’ grunted
Nipper, frowning.
““It looks jolly bad,
Tommy, And I

don’t quite see v.hat, we're
going to do.” ¢

"“hev were standing at one

e T

of the upper windows, gazing down upon the.

feverish activity below. There could be no
mistaking the nature of the work that was
being’ done.

“Just like Lumpy Bill to butt in,” said
Tommy Watson fiercely. * The mterfermff

cad! He’s always up to something rotten!
His whole .gang, too—fourteen qtronﬁ"”

~“I'm afraid Pitt and the rest .mll get a
surprise,” said Nipper.

Hé stood -there, looking out thoughtfully.
He was reckonmg up the chances. There
were fully thirty St. Frank’s juniors coming
alecng with the food—and there were twenty-
one defenders.

““0f course, the odds are in our fawur 22

said Watsop, whose thoughts were ev 1denth
following the sawne train. “I don’t think
there’s much to worry about, old son. Our
c¢haps are bound to win.”

But Nipper shook his head.

“] wish I could think =o0,”

-ccmntma old Creepe. The odds are mob in
our favour Fommy. Not by long chatks !’
t ¢ But there are over thirty coming with the

grub!”’
“I'm glad you've added the last bit—

coming with the grub!’ said Nipper signifi-

canth . _
< ““What ‘do yeu mezm?”

- “Think it out,” growled Nipper. * Twenty
defenders, armed with clods of earth, are
more than a match for thirty chaps ham-
pered with whacking
How do you think they re going to fight, with
our food supplies in their arms?”

© Watson whistled with sudden dismay.

. My hat, I'd forgotten the grub!” he said
blankly. < Of course, they can’t make any
rush at all, can they? - I say, this is
rotten!’’ .

“It’'s worse than rotten—lt
Nipper.
done. The commisariat department has got
to be warned. If only Reggie Pitt can be
told of this development, he’ll adopt new

vital!” replied

tactics. We can trust him to do somefhing }
smart. He’s brainy!” _

. _“Rather!” agreed Tommy Watson ex-
citedly, “1I say, T’'ll tell you what! I’ll nip

eut the back, cllmb over the wall, and run
for the nlIafre

“No, you won't!"” Iinterrupted Nipper.
““We’'re not going to lose one of our best men
like that! There are preecious few here ‘1
can absolutely rtely on! You'd look fine,
bheing copped before you got to the 13:111
wouldn't you? No, Tommy, we shall have to
think of somethmg else.”
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-junction of the two country
.corner. :
| one or two cottages at the beginning of the

he replied.
s Twenty of these bullies down here—without

t00. -
‘thing properly!

cgreat parcels of grub!

““ And there’s only one thing to be

—rrvh T
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The position was, indeed, urgent.

With such a strong defence force in
possession, Mr, Creepe’s helplessness had
completely vanished. He was now in =&

position of strength. Ie could look forward,
almost with certamtv to beating back the
proposed invasion of 11 ourth- Former~

And the food procession was even now on
its way!

“We'll go up on the roof!” said Nipper
abruptly. “1It’s higher there, and we can see
the chaps as they come along. I've got it!
I'll signal to them by semaphore!”

““Good ideal!’ said Watson quickly.

““Rush along and rig up a couple of flags,”
went on Nipper. ‘ Get Jevons to help you

—and be quick! We might be able to give
them a e¢lear warning in advance—and that's
the tuain thing.” _

He hurried up the attic stairs, and went
out on the flat roof of the school. From
this high vantage point he could see the
lanes at lhe
He could even see the bridge, and

village, on the other side of the river.

He frowned, The food-bringers would
naturally be excited, and it was qmte likely

 they wouldn’t see the semaphore signals at

all. Nipper shaded his hand agamst the -
sun, and caught his breath in. - The proces-
sion was Just coming into sight—a regular
army! Nipper could dmtmﬁu!ah hand-trucks,
The Fourth-Formers were doing the
“Why

“Bv jingo!”’ he murmured suddenlv

| not?"’

Another idea had occurred 1:0 hi.-, actwe
brain. With Nipper, to think was to act.
Without hesitating,” he dashed down, flew

 into the bath-room, and tore down a smuall

mirror from the wall. Then he raced up to
the roof again. o

Breathlessh but with a steady hand, he
poised the mirror and moved it with short
sharp strokes. The sun was reflected in its
face, and Nlpper was eundeavouring to catch
the eye of the procession.

He was, in fact, signailing in Morse code!

It was a far bebter idea than his original
one, since it enabled Reggie Pitt & Co. to
know the truth while they were still afar.
But would the signals be seen? Nipper perse-
vered—and the procession' still came on.

It reached the bridge, and started crossing.
Tommy Watson and Jevons came rushing
up with.a couple of hastily-made flags.

- “Hallo! . What the dickens——» began
Watson.

“ They've :to*wped‘” muttered I\ipper
tensely. “They’'ve seen the signal! Morse

code, Tomm‘.’ And I've muﬁht their eye!”
“Well, I'm blessed!” said Tommy Watson.

He and Jevons stood looking on with eager
interest as Nipper continued “to operate the
mirror. With long and short flashes, Nipper
sent his message across to the IFourth.

He could not know for certain that Pitt &
Co. understood, but the verv fact that the

2

&



procession was stopped hinted that all the
juniors were watching the signal flashes,
And when Nipper had finished he lowered
the mirror and gazed searchingly. _

‘He saw a dozen juniors raise their hands
—he could just distinguish the movement in
the distance. But it was enough. They had
seen and understood!

CHAPTER XIV.
THE ATTACK.

IRBY stared over the

wall eagerly,
“ By glory,” he
murmured, ‘“they’re
coming up in forcel” -
Along Edgemore ILane the
procession was marching and,

indeed, was within a hundred yards of the

Moat Hollow wall. There had been a delay
for some reason., Mr. Creepe and his de-
fenders had been ready for some time. And
now that the Fourth had arrived, the position
was more acute, : ' |

The longer the delay, the less chance of

success—for by this time Lumpy Bill & Co,
had prepared great piles of clods, and they
would have awmmunition encugh to last
throughout a long fight.
- Nipper and Watson and the Moat Hollow
boys, svatching anxiously from the school
windows, were -not a little puzzled. They
could hear the oncoming army—the shouts
and roars, and the general commotion,

Nipper and Watson glanced at one another.

“Looks as if they didn’t understand your
signal, after all,” muttered Tommy.

“But they must have understood,” said
Nipper, frowning. *They waved, and 1 was
sure—— Hallo! Here they come! By Jove,
Temmy, I believe there’s been some awful
misbake, after alll” :

Along the wall, in one small space, numbers
of juniors were climbing up into view,
attack was being made
area. But it was doomed to.instant failure.

Swish! Whizz! Swish! _

Handforth, Church, Jack Grey, and secveral
others, caught the chunks of soft earth with
~ full force, and they vanished from view.
Lumpy Bill & Co. roared with triumphant
lasrghter, And they kept up the fusillade
with tremendous energy.

“Go it, you chaps!” roared Kirby.
'em have it!”

“All right, mate—come an’ throw some
clods, an’ don’t talk so much!” bellowed
Lumpy Bill. “Got ’im! My! That was a
beauty that time! We'll teach these ’‘ere
school kids, we willl”’

“Rather!”

“Swipe ’em, the young varmints!”’

The Fourth, however, were by no means
disheartened. Heads kept popping up over
the top of the wall, and the defenders made
pot-shies at them continuously. Curiously
enough, however, none of the Fourth-Formers
row attempted to actually climb over.

¢ Let
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“They're whacked!” said Tommy Watson
gloomily. <1 don't wonder at it, either.
How can they expect to climb a wall like
that, with spikes all over the top, in face of
those giddy chunks of earth?” _

“J1t’3 a bit steep,” admitbted Nipper.

“They must -have misunderstood that
sigunal of yours,” said Jevons. ‘When they
waved, they must have meant that they were
coming straight on. They thought you were
telling them that everything was all clear.”

“That’s what it looks like,” admitted
Nipper again.  All the same, I don’t under-
stand this dodging business. They keep
popping up on purpose to be shied at—and
they make no attempt to climb over. By
Jove,. they’re simply drawing the enemy’s
fire.”

“Eh?” ,

“It’s a ruseto make Lumpy Bill & Co. ex-
haust their ammunition,” said Nipper, with
sudden interest. < Hang it all, Reggie Pitt’s
no foolt There’s something behind this
attack—something we don’t know of yet!”

“T say,” burst in Watson tensely,
send out a kind of sortie?
About a dozen of us, you know? Why nct
push the bridge across the moat and rush
out 2 s

“Too risky!”’ replied Nipper. “If anything
went wrong we should be dished. The sortie
might be cut off, and captured, and then
where should we be? This moat is a fine
defensive measure, but we want to keep on
this side of it! No, we’ll leave it to the
Fourth!”’

It really seemed as if the Fourth was a
broken reed to rely upon. |

The attemipts to climb the wall were half-
hearted—indeed, laughable. And Lumpy
Bill and his companions, assisted by Kirby &
Co., were thoroughly enjoying themselves.
The fight was going all in their favour. It
was miserably tame compared fo what they
had expected. : '

““Splendid !’ murmured Mr. Creepe, looking
on from a fairly safe distance. It was
foolish of me to get so alarmed. Indeed, I
believe my own boys could have dealt with
this attack themselves. There was no
necessity for these grasping village youths.
Hm ! Seven pounds! A lot of money—a
mere waste! Well, well, it can’t be heiped
now!”’

He

locked on at the fight with even
greater indifference. There was nothing in
it. On the face of it, tliese boys could
never get over the wall—and the idea of
them hoisting food over was ludicrous. Ar.
Creepe wondered why he had ever grown so
panic-stricken. | | '

“This i3 soft, sir,” grinned Kirby, coming
up.
“Quite s0, Kirby—aquite so!”’ agreed " Mr.
Creepe. “The. boys will soon grow tired,
and then we shall be rid of them. And a
failure of this kind will have a lasting efiect.
They will not dare to repeat their 2

Mr. Creepe paused, and started back with
a gasp.
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Cra-a-sh'!

A sudden stupendous crash had sounded--
unexpected and terrific. And the schoolmaster
was staggered to see the great double gates
burst inwards as though they had never been
locked at all. They swung open, and the real
invasion commenced.

““Tricked!” roared Mr. Creepe. By
Heaven! They were only fooling us, Kirby!
- This is. the real attack now!”

[

CHAPTER XV,
TOUCH AKND CO.

£ | URRAH !
**Come
Fourth !’

The IQDEI;, eager

on, the

hghtlng, but unable to parti-
cipate, velled themselves
hoarse as this new development was seen.
Tommy Watson nearly cracked his voice.

“I knew it!” he yelled excitedlyv. *“They
didn’t try to get over the wall at all—it
was only a piece of spoof to keep these
rotters engaged while the battering-ram was
being prepared.”’ v

“I knew we could trust Reggie Pitt,”
sald Nipper comfortably. ¢ That chap’s got

brains enough for a dozen’”
' ¢“ Hurrah !

The fighting in the grounds was now
intense. The whole front drive was swarm-
ing with fellows, and Lumpy Bill & Co.
and all the monitors were suddenly _dis-
covering that their task wasn’t such a soft
one, after all.

The invading force was formidable.

Led by HBandforth, it swept in like a
flood. And it didn’t sweep in empty-handed.
The juniors in the forefront had smashed
the lock with one terrific drive—using a
tree-trunk for the purpose. As a battering-
ram, that tree-trunk had served well.

And immediately behind came three hand-
trucks, packed jamb-full and overflowing
with boxes parcels, and sacks. They swept
in grimly, their own monmentum mrrvmg
them far up the drive.

““ Hurrah'! Stick it!” thundered Hand-
forth. “Come on, the Fourth! We've got
to get right through wit-h the stuff—no
holding back !’

“ The grub—the grub!” yelled the rebels.

¢ Hooray !”

Mr. Creepe urged his men on frantically.

¢“Stop them!” he shouted. ¢ Seize those
trucks—seize them before anything else! And
then drive this infernal rabble out! Go on
—ge on! What am 1 paying you for?”

“Keep your blooming ’air on!” howled
Lumpy Bill. “For two pins, mister, we’d
walk out! We didn’t bargain for no sich
game as this ‘ere!”

“Come on!” shouted Kirby.-
the money—so give the value!

“You took
We’'ll have

enouch to help in the actual ]

a clang
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these kids outside in five minutes, if you'll
put your backs into it!”
Thus encouraged, Lumpy Bil & Co.

entered into the fight energetically. It raged
round the trucks. The St. Frank's juniors,
however, were very elusive. Yor some reason
they didn’t want to engage in actual battle.
They dodged the conflict continucusly, bus
did not actually retfreat.

The battle resolved itself mto a kind of
dodging game, with the loaded hand-trucks
formmﬂ' the centre. Only Handforth showed
any real desire to actually fight

He sailed in with a will, qtmcking the
village louts with impartial generosity. Three
or four of them got him down at last, but
he was soon rescued by Church and McClure
and a crowd of others.

And after this came a breathing spetl.

Kirby & Co. and the roughs drew off,
and the Fourth-Formers waited.

‘““ Come on—we ain’t whacked yet!*’ roared
Handforth. ¢ We’'ve got this stuff in here,
and we mean to finish the job.”

“Rather!”

“We're not afraid of this beastly gang!?’

The ¢“beastly gang * swept to the attack ’
once more, urged by Mr. Creepe. And now
the battle became serious. For the St.
Frank’s fellows were being beaten slowly
but surely back.

¢ 0Oh, my hat!»” muttered Tommv W cttwﬂ

““They’re losing ground—Ilook, Nipper, old
man! [ say, this is frightful!” =
Nipper, however, had gone. Perhaps  he

was organising a reseue-party of his own.
It was obvious, at any rate, that something
would have to be done. The presence of
Lumpy Bill & Co., it seemed, lhad cpoilt the
whole programme.

“It’s awful!” groaned Jevons. “ What on
earth can we do? Look! - They’re being
pushed right outside—-"

He broke off with a gulp. For he was
witnessing a scene which nearly brought his
heart into his mouth. The Fourth-Formers,
resisting strongly until this moment, sud-
denly broke and fled.

It was a harrowing spectacle.

With Lumpy Bill & Co. in full pursuit,
the St. Frank’s Fourth fled helter-skelter out
of - the gateway. It was an ignominious
exit, and it was worse than an ordinary
defeat—for the food trucks were left in pos-
session of Mr. Creepe! It was a disaster
of the first magnitude.

“Don’t follow—don’t carrv the fight into
the road!” shouted Mr. Creepe urgently.
“We don’t want any more trouble! Close
the gates-—close the gaftes! Kirby! Tarking-

ton! Close the gates!”’ . .
Mr. Creepe was frantic with success and
excitement. The monitors, equally triumph-

ant, rushed the gates to with a clatter and
The fastenings were smashed~ but
this matter was soon remedied. Two of
the monitors ran up with stout wooden preps,
And these were jammed in position.
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‘“Splendid !’ muttered Mr. Creepe,
ping his ~ brow. ¢ Well done boys—well
done, indeed! At one time I thought we
should be beaten, but all is now well.”

“And we've got all this grub, sir!”
arintted Tarkington.

Mr. Creepe bmiied as
and sacks,

“The spoils of war, eh, Tarkington?’” he
said pleasantly. <“*Eh, Kirby? Yes, indeed—
the spoils of war! I shall certainly nov
“hesitate to seize these goods and retain
them for my own use.”

“’01d on, guv'nor, we want a share o’
that stuff !” said Lumpy Bill, wiping a smear
of blood from his mouth. *“We've earnt .t,

he eyed the boxes

tog
“Very well—-very well!” said Mr. Creepe,
groaning.

“You shall have vour share,” boy.
Lertamlv certainly ! -

From the school WI]]dO“b the rehe]s were
leoking on with anxious eyes and with heavy
hearts. The attack had failed—tle food sup-
plies had fallen into the hands of the enemy.

But lmd they? :

CHAPT}LR \\I
ALL SLRI}‘\E

he said calmly.
““There’s no need for -all this
hurry. More haste less speed,

~ my sons! The fight’s going
fine in the flont md the enemy subpects
nothmg.'?

Moat. Hollow, at the rear, was qmct and
de:,elted. At least Mr. Creepe supposed that
it was quiet and 'deserted. Being no artist
at warfare, Mr. Creepe had never even
considered the possibility of a subterfuge.
He had taken it for granted that the nmul
attack was the only one.

And vet, as a matter of fact, the smash-
ing down of the big gates, and the subse-
quent fight, was a mere blind. Handforth,
in charge of that big party, had had strict
orders to keep the battle going as long as
pessible, but to attempt no real invasion,

In the mecantuaane, the real work was pro-
ceeding. At the back of the Moat Hollow
grounds there was a heavy oaken door set

in the high wall. Mr. Creepe had had
this boarded up, but it sucecumbed with
e¢ase to the determined efforts of Pitt and
his merry men. The neoise had bheen
effectively drowned by the hubbub from the
other attack.

Outside -the rear wall, piled high, were

enormous masses of foodstulfs—cases, zacks,
parcels, and other packages galore. Without
a minute’s delay, they were started on,

mop-

EGI\T ALD PIT’I was
perfectly cool. ;
‘¢ Steady—steady.! X1
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‘lengthy conversations.
,off the scene,
‘pulled to—although
1t didn’t matter now.

3

stratagem.

done.

ning.

Tucky old son.

' pulied back,

In a steady and continuous procession a
dozen TFourth-Formers carried the goods
through into the enemy’s grounds. '-

The look-out on duty at the back had
spotted the move at once, arnd he had lost
no time in feteching Nipper. And Nipper,.
glowing with enthusiasm, was Nnow helpm\?_
with a will. He was filled with admiration
at the astute nature of Reggie Pitt’s

While the fake fight was proceeding in
front, the food was being delivered!

Without delay, the bridge was pushed
across the moat from the back door. A

number of the stronger rebels joined in the
carrying work. And with many hands- to

transfer the stuff, the whole job became
light.

Ler}thma was dumped down just nmde
the school—anywhere, so long as it-was
inside. There was no hitch. There was no
trouble of any kind. Ten minutes of highly
concentrated energy, and the thm«r was

Nipper 'gripped Reggie Pltb 3 hand w arnﬂy.
“Good man?’ he said simply. ¥
65 That_’s all right,” said Reggie, grin-
‘This is just the first move. Good
Rely on us right through.”
There was no time. for
Pitt hurried his men

and the door in. the wall was
not aetu*xll}, secured.-

They parted.

swift. in getting his.
The drawbridge  was.
the rear door was fastened.
and bolted again, and not a sigh remained
of the recent activity.
“That’s what I call

Nlpper was just as

own men indoors.

clever!” =aid Nip-

per, as he eyed the immense p;ieb of sup-
plies. . ““Reggie, old son, go up half ‘a
dozen !’ : :

But - Reggie was hurrying round to the-
front of the school wall, and he was just
in time to see Handforth & Co. 3swept:
out. All the Fourth-Formers-crowded in the
lane, muddy dishevelled, but happy

“0.K.?” asked Huanorth breathles

“ Everything's as happy as
bells ! grinned Pitt.

“Hurrah !
That lusty cheer

sly,
narriage

from ihe lane caused M,

Creepe to look up sharply. He couldn’t
quite understand it. He had hardly ex-
pected the defeated schoolboys to cheer over
their dizaster.

“ Remove this stuff into the g}'mnasium at
once'” commanded Mr. Creepe, turning fto
his monitors.  ““There may be another
attack—and now that the food is here, we
will keep it!”’

Kirby and Tavkington seized one box, and
L lifted it off the first truex.

“My hat!” gasped Tarkington, “It's like



lead! Hi! Look out—— Mind your toes!”
he roared desperately.

The case was too heavy for him.
crashed to the ground, and burst. And
Mr. Creepe and his supporfers were stag-
gered to see a pile of sodden earth burst
from the box.
~“1 say, ‘sir!® yelled Kirby.
there’s something queer .

“We’ve been tricked!” panted Tarking-
ton. ‘‘These boxes haven’t got food in them
at all—they’re fakes!” :

Lk

“There’s—

—— e

e ———
— ———

reccived

In short, Reggie Pitt had
Nipper’s signal in full, and he and his men

bish.

had worked feverishly in order
about this happy state of arfairs.

It had been quick work, without a
minute’s breathing space—but the juniors
felt amply rewarded. The famous Fourth
had acquitted itself with honours. They
had been appealed to for help, and they had
rendered it valuably.

Lumpy Bill & Co. were thorounghly dis-
gusted, and they went off in a huff, And

to bring

—
.-
—
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‘ They’ve stopped !’ muttered Nipper tensely. * They’ve seen the signal !
Viorse code, Tommy ! And I’ve caught their eye ! ?? |

“Ha, ha, ha!” ; :

It was a yell of laughter from the win-
dows. Mr. Creepe, turning round, saw the
rebels—flushed - with excitement and = joy.
Something had happened! Like a - physical
blow, it came to Mr. Creepe that some-
thing had gone-wrong! o &
“Open the rest of those boxes!” he
snarled. | PoER

But the boxes and sacks and parcels
proved disappointing. Without exception,
they contained nothing but earth and rub-

|

Mr. Grimesby Creepe and-his monitors re-
tired, beaten and subdued, into the gym-
pasium. And within Moat Hollow the rebels
celebrated. They had food enough to last
almost a week, and everythihg was rosy.
But Nipper shrewdly guessed that Mr.
Creepe would adopt new and more intensive
Jethods. ' |

As a matter of fact, the schoolmaster’s
cunning brain was even then getting to
work, hatching a new scheme of attack!

THE END,



(NOTE.—1f any readers care to write to me,

1 shall be pleased to comment upon any
remarks that are Ilikely to interest the
majority., 1f you have any grumbles—
make them to me. If you have any
suggestions—send them along! Remember,
my aim is to please as many of you as I
possibly  ecan. Al  letters should Dbe
addressed to me personally, <¢/0 The
Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. The
Fleetway  House, Tarringdon  Street,
London, E.C.4.—E.S.B.).

et — . —

" Letters received : Harold Doughty
(Chesterfield), W.E.ALC. (Maldon), J. H,
Wright (Broadstains), W. Houchin
(W 31n011d113m An Old Reader (Burghead),
Handforth's Admirer (Stourbridge), William
A Lester (Walsall), John L. Foote* (Walls-
end-on-Tyne-, J. Fdgar Rhead (Shrewsbury),
J. Fielding* (Walbon), Lilian Hurst (Stad-
hampton), 1larold Conian* {Rathcar),
Georze H. Butler (Walsall), Smith and Her-
bert Thompaon (Bradford). Thomas Brogan

(Pendleton), L. G. IFanthorpe (Ipsw Ich)
Gordon Butier (Belper), A Fickle Reader
(Hereford), Alice Anderson (Southsea),

Arthur Clive (Old ent Road), J. B. Caird
(Edinburgh), William George White (Nun-
eaton), A Professor Cyrus Zingrave Admirer

(Sheflield), Stanley Craig (Cleethorpes). Abp
Enthusiastic Reader (Untterne), W. J.
Barge, D. E. Barge, W. L. Norfon, A. Nor-
“ton, A. Lindon, B. Norton, S. C(Coles, A.

Lindon. J.
Wetherall

Millward, (B:rmmﬂnm) Ww.
(Great Yarmoutb)
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There are so many splendid letfers among
- the above <¢ollection that I am afraid I
cannot give an individual reply to all whao
deserve one. But 1 needn’t tell you how I
appreciate your chumimy,
all those dealing with matters of

: general
interest I will refer to presently.

* * E

But first of all I want to say a few word:
about the St. Frank's League—which, of
course, is still an unrealised dream. But
you mustn’t imagine that it will always be
just a myth, Both the Editor and myse!f
are paving the way to a real, living Teague

in the future, and we hope that it will be &
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any loager.

chatty letters, and
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But please remember, all
lot of

ol

the near future.
of+»vou, that there’s a tremendous
preparation to be done.

3 F ' =

of it now, I shall

If I go into the details
and then I shan’t

fitl wp my whole space,
have any room for other matters. But I'd
just like to say a few words to some of
you who have given in your names as
Organising Officers. For - example, Harold
Doughty, in a particularly chummy letter,
(thanks, Harold, old man, for your five en-
tertaining pages) is hoping that he will be
appointed. Well, Harold, you needn’t hope
Providing the l.eague becomes a

ARE appointed. And this
other good feliow, mascu-
whose services have been

reality, you
applies to every
tine and feminine,
offered.

*x * *

As I have menticned, once before, =il the
names of proposed Ornanlamg Ofﬁﬁﬁrs have
been placed in a special list, with full
addresses, and in this way we are getfing
a sturdy band of enfhusiastiec volunteers,
spread all over the couniry—and even in
the Colonies. 8o, you see, when the right
time arrives, we’ve only got to send you
the word, and you’ll be able to go ahead on
such business of the IL.eague as we indicate.
Now, everybody, please. I -shall take it as
a great favour if you’ll let the matter rest
az it is for the time being, and trust the
Editor to get a move-on at the earliest
moment he can. You may be sure that
either he or I will pass the word on to
vou the very instant we get something
seitled, In the meantime, of course, any
other enthusiasts who care to have their
names put doun for Organising Ofiicers, -
can drop me line and I’Jl see ‘th‘lt guch
names are inc‘uded in the list of volunteers.

* * *

['d like to give you quite a long reply,
Harold Doughty, for you certainly deserve
one, Your letter is full of interesting com-
ments and suggestions, and I congratulate
yOou upon jyour excellent composition. ['m
sure you’ll excuse m2 if I now hasten on to

other readers
s.: * *

Handforth’s Admirer wanis me to add
some more Houses to St. I'rank’'s. He

(Continued on page 30.)
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THREADS OF THE CASE,

Mr. Roger I.angford inventor of a machine generating powerful rays
that will melt the toughest steel, has been kidnapped, and his machine

stolen by Professor Zing

to get hold of this invention, makes a raid on the professor.

rave. Max Kerner, a German financier, anxious

Nelson Lee

- and Nipper arrive on the scene, and a battle royal takes place against Kerner

and his hirelings.

The latter flee;, and Nelson Lee turns his aitention to

rave. The professor sets the house on fire with the Langford machine
and while the detective rescues the inventor from the burring house,

ngrave makes his escape.

CHAPTER XXXVI. _
THE CHIEF INSPECTOR’S CHAGRIN.

IPPER gave a gasp of surprise.
“M} stars! It’s Mr. Lennard,
guv’nor—Chief Inspector Lennard of
the Yard!”’ he exclaimed, looking at
the newcomer keenly. “He seems to have
been through the mill with a vengeance!”

Nelson I...-e, staggering under the weight
of his burden. gzrunted assent.

“He looks in a bad way, young ’un!’’ he
agrz~d, as he gently lowered the police
oﬁlual to the ground.

Both Lee and Nipper had recognised the
chief inspeetor at once, and the detective
lost no time in whipping his brandy-flask
from his pocket, and in pouring a liberal
dose of its contents down Lennard’s throat.
There was plenty of iilumination, for the
whole scene was vividly lit up by the glare
from the fiercely burning cottage.

The Scotland Yard man, undoubtedly,
had received some very rough treatment.
He .was an unusually robust and healthy
individual, and hard as nails.

But unow he was completely knocked out
" of time. He was smothered in mud from
head to fcot, his hat was missing, and his

(Now read on.)

features were bieedmfJr fr(}m several rather
severe cuts.

The administration of the brandy, coupled
with vigorous chafing of the inspector’s
hands, scon ha. their effect, and within a
couple of minutes he showed every sign of -
returning activity. He gave vent to a
characterist ¢ grunt, shook himself slightly,
and then sat up.

“What the—— ©Oh! You’re there, Lee,
are youv:’’ he said, looking at the detective
a little dazedly. “I don’t seem to
remember-— What the thunder am I doing
down here, anyhow?’’

He broke off in a disgusted tone as he
realised that he was sitting upon the
ground, and he began scrambling to his f{eet
at once—steadied by Lee and Nipper.

“You'll scon 5: all right, old man,’’ said
the detective gently. “1I faney you collapsed
from szheer exhaustion——"?

“I’m as right as rain!” cut in Lennard,
with a snort. *“ Why the deuce I ecollapsed
beats me! Must be getting ready to go on
the retired list, by the look of things! But
what’s all the excitement about? Where
are the crooks—and what’s the meaning of
this fire?*’
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But the look on Nelson Lee’s face told him

at once that something was
“You don’t
went on the chief inspector quickly.
grave hasr’t slipped away again?”’

“I’m afraid there’s no doubt about it,’’
said Nelson Lee, with a nod. “The cunning
scoundrel arranged +things in a very clever
manner——->7""

“Great Scott!’? ejaculated Lennard, in an
angry tone. ‘““This is all on account of a
confounded accident in Fulham Road! A
runaway lor-y crashed into the leading polics
car, and smashed it to smithereens! The
second car, which was following close behind,
was una to steer clear, and that was
wrecked, too!”

“Good heavens!’’ exclaimed ‘\Ifapppr
that’'s why you were delayed, eh?”’

“Delayed:’’ repeated Lennard. 3
wonder that any of us are alive, fo say
nothing of delayed! You never saw such a
gh‘lstl} mess in ‘all your life. ~Three of my
men are in hospital, but the others insisted
on coming along with us—in a car we
commandeered. They're round at the other
side of the house, I expect, awaiting orders.”
I . came along to see what was hdpneslin
and I must have
—like a juggins!’’.

Nelson Lee explained e 184 th‘t't had
occurred, and the chief inspector, a3 he
listened, grew more annoyed fthan- ever.
Clearly, he and his men could have made a
very excellent haul but for the uniortunate
accident in Fulham Road;
worrying now, as Lee poiuted otut.

“The whole thing was most regrettable,
said Nelson Lee; *but it is
for us to make a search for Professor
Zingrave and ‘his companion now, Lennard,
They made their escape while we were

wrong.
mean to say I'm too late?”’
“ din-

\.r
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attending to the-rescue of Mr. Langford, and
by this time they are a good distanee away. t

Moreover, - they  have taken Langford’s
machine mth them!”’ -

The chief inspector snorted.

“0Of course! he said. “But I don’t

blame you in the least, Lee. ODbviously you
couldn’t leave Mr. Langford to perish while
vou looked after the crooks! It's a dashed
nuisance, all the same. But for our heing
delayed we could have made a clean sweep
of the lot—Zingrave and his Mephistopheles
fellow, and Kerner and his gang into the
bargain! And now we’re dished again.”’

Lennard was inclined to be pessimistic,
and nobody could blame him.

The trio walked over to the spot where{

Harry Langford was still attending to his
father, and they were pleased to find that
the scientist was looking little the worse for
his trying experiences.

He explained, in reply to questions, exactly
how he had been Kkidnapped from his
Iaboratory, saying that the black-hearded

s .ﬁ&tix

come over faint, I ‘:"ppose

but it - wa3z no use }

-

quite U.SBJ.QSS .
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mau and the red-cloaked man were respon-
sible for the outrage, just as his housekeeper
had stated. They had brought him to this
housc in order to force him $o0 explain the
working of his apparatus, a thmﬂ he had
refused to do.

“But the black-bearded crimmal soOn
mastered the machine,”” he concluded. * He
must be a scientist of no mean ability, Mr.
Lee, for he seemed fo have no trouble what-
ever in maniputating the apparatus. It is
L appalling to think that my machine is being
"used for such diabolical outrages as com-
mittine robberies, and I am grieved beyond
measure. I wish to Heaven that I had
never perfected ift——"’

“ Nonsense, dad!’’ cut in Harry. *Mr. Lee
and the chiel inspector will soon he able to
L run these criminals to earth, and then youw’ll
kave nothing further to worry about. Your
machine wiil be returned to you——"’ _

“I hope you’re right, my boy—I sincerely
hope vou're right!”’ said Mr. Langford
fervently. “In one way I'm glad that
Kerner hasn’t got the apparatus, for he
would undoubtedly have taken it out of the
-eountry -without the least delay. So long-as
Zingrave retains it there is every hope of its
recovery.” - _ .

“Exactly !’ nodded Nelson Lee. “And you
' can rest assured. Mr. Langford, that we shail
do everything possible to apprehend the
| profezsor bhefore he can do much more harm
with your machine. He’s a  slippery
customer, I know, but he’ll trip sooner or
iater, -and then we 'shall get our_
opportunity.”’

Nelson Lee spoke in a gmm tone, and 1t
was evident that he was fully determined
to hound down Professor erus Zmﬂrme-
with relentless energy.

For the moment he was free; but such a
condition of affairs would he 1mp0531ble with
the famous detective so keenly upon his
trail. :

e

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
NELSON LEE IS MOODY.

HIEF DETECTIVE.
INSPECTOR
C - LENNARD gave a

dubious grunt,
- “I'm not so sure that Zin-
grave will trip, Lee,’” he said,
with a shake of the head.
 “He knows now that you're on his frack,
and he’ll be more on his guard than ever.
That confounded accident in Fulham Road
L is little short of a catastrophe, and I'm
afraid we'll never get such an opportunity of
Fcapturing him as the one we've just lost-—”
[ % The pl(.!feﬂor is not working alone,
- Lennard,”” cut in Lee Lkeenly. “He is
asaociated with a partner in his present
activities. and I don't think the position i3




o

..‘

quite so bac as you imagine. Once we have
established the identity of  Mephistopheles,’
we ought to.be near the end of the case.”
“That’s ail very well,”” said the chief
inspector, “but how the deuce are you going
to do it, Lee? There's no hope of discover-
ing the perb{)nahty of that red-cioaked fiend

untll we get Zingrave, and goodness knows
when that will be!”’ _ ”
Lennard, obvicusly, was thinking of the

professor’s past record, and of hla amazing
eriminal successes. Then of course, he had

been the head of a great organization; but
1t was an undoubted fact that he had
managed to. keep himself immune {rom

arrest for many months. :

“There was nothing further to be done
bere at the moment, and the whole party
-prepared to take their departure. Lennard’s
men were watching the fiercely roaring flames
as they licked round the doomed cottage,
and a counle of fire-engines were just com-

mencing to pump .water into the burning
mass of wreckage. They had been
summoned by a policeman, who had seen

the fire from his beat, and the brigade had
acted with all the:r customary promgtneas

Lennard went off with his plain-clothes
men in their commandeered car, while Lee
and Nipper accompanied Mr. Langford and
his son down Putney Hill towards -the
station.
drove off to the scientist’s house Cambridge
Terrace, - Regent’s Park,

bpon arrwa,l both Harry and his. father
again EkaEbSEd their extreme gratitude to
Lee and Nipper, and complimented them
highly upon their achievements. Mr. Lang-
ford urged the detective to persist In his
efforts to recover the machine, and to
capture the two audacious criminals who
had taken possession of it for their own
base uses.

Lee promised to do . everything possible,

and a little later he and Nipper left for theu:

own home in Gray’s Inn Road.

When at last they reached their cosy con-
sulting-room, they were both tired and
hungry, -and they lost no time in setting to
work upon the meal which the thounhtful
Mrs. Jones had provided for them.

At its conclusion Nelson Lee sat down In
- his favourite chair and lit his pipe, and
Nipper seemed to Lknow instinetively that
hiz master was about to relapse into one of
his ““black ” moods. His expression was one
of thoughful concentration, and Nipper anti-
¢ipated trouble when he mmade an attempt at
conversation.

“ That accident whzch dela}ed the In%pector
was dashed unfortunate, guv’nor,” he said.
“If he’d come as »a_rranged, we could have
rounded up-the whole bunch of crooks to-
gether——>

“ But he didn't come, ‘@Jpper and therefore
we lost the opportnmty"’ cut in Lee; a little
irritably. ¢ What is the use of gomg over all
that ground again? We must make a fresh

start, that’a alt!”?

@l[ THE NELSON LEE llBRA ]{3’

Here they procured a.taxicab, and

Nipper grunted.
“ Easy, isn’t it,

_ “ Kerner
is sure to have the wind up after what

sir?* he "asked.

has occurred; and the professor will be
doubly on his guard. I'm hanged if 1 see
where you’re going to make a fresh start!
We're up against a blank wall!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

- ““Not exactly, young ’un,” he returned.
“You are forgetting the gentleman who has
chosen to impersonate the Monarch of Hades!
I faney our best pelicy will be to devote 2
little attention to himn——

“But you don’t know where to find him,
guv'nor!” said Nipper.
- ““I may have an idea!” said Nelson Lee
quietly.-

Nipper stared. ‘

‘“Great guns! Do you mean that }ou
know his 1dently, sir?”” he asked in d‘:‘tOnlSh

ment.

“I may have an idea!” :,ald Lee again,
with exasperating calmness “ It 15 never
wise to be. too sure of an}thma in - this
world, Nipper—but it is quite permissible to
form one’s own conclusions cencemmg cer-
tain points. This ‘ Mephistopheles,” in my
opinion, can only be one possible individual,
and I mean to verify my t.heory at. the first

| opportunity.”

“What 1s this ‘theory, 11,,,11\7‘1101"?'” asked
Nipper eagerly. *“ Who do ycu thlnk the red-
cloaked merchant is?? -

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“.There would be no point, in dleUSSlnq the
subject now,” he said. < The whole case is
distinctly comphca‘ted, and I want to sift
the various - aspects of ‘it in my own mind
before taking any further action. You  had
better get off to bed, young ‘un!”- ‘

\I1pper looked a little crestfallen. _

“Hang it all, a)r*that’b not fair!” he
protested, ** After all we’ve been through
to-night, it’s only right that 1 should be in
the know. and to remam with you! Are you
going out again?? ;

“Perhaps!” said \Ielaon Lee.

- “Where to?” persisted Nipper.

*“Merely to make a little investigation on
my own - account!”’ . replied the detective
blandly. “I have a fancy to put a certain
theory to the test, as I intimated just now.”

“Then why can’t I come, guv’nor?”
pleaded Nipper.

‘“Because I prefer to go alone!’ said
Nelson Lee, in a tone of finality. “Now run
off to bed, Nipper, and leave me in peace!”

Nipper shrugged his shoulders helplessly,
for he knew that it would be no iuse arguing
with the detective when once his mind was
made up—as it obviously was now. Now
and again Lee acted in this manner, and no
ﬁmount of pemlaalon had any effect upon

im.

And so0 \1pper went off to bed—disap-
pointed, hut resigned. And after he was un-
dressed and about to slip between the
sheets, he heard his master leave the house
and set out upon his noecturnal expedition.

Where was Nelson Lee bound {for?



"CHAPTER XXXVIIL

LENNARD BRINGS SOME NEWS.
(41 O0D ~ MORNING,
guv'nor!”’ greeted
Nipper, entermfr the
room and casting a
keen glance at Nelson Lee.

“Thank goodness :}-'gu’re look-
ing bright and chirpy once

more !
you spent-a few profitable hours last night!"’
+ It was just after five o’clock, and KNipper
had only jnst made his appearance in the

breakfast-rcom. He had slept like a ftop
after his strenuous adventures the previous
night, and he was vastly relieved to cbserve
that his master was looking normal-.again.

His thoughful, econcentrated air had com
pletely vanished. |
The detective smiled at hiz assistant's

words, and turrned a reproving face towards
the voungster.

“You lazy young beggar!” he said, with
mock sternness < What time do vou cali
this to crawl dcm-n to breakfast, eh?  1've a
good mind to make you go without——"

“Oh! Come off it, guv'nor!’’ said Nipper,
with a grin. ““I want to hear the biz news!
Did you ‘succeed in verifying your tbeorx,
whatever that happened to be?”

. &k 1‘:’8” 8

““ Good!” said Nipper. sittiny down at the
table and helping himself to an ege from the
stand. *“I euppose you're going to take
me info your confidence now, aren't you?
No need for all this mystery, sir, that 1 can
see Oh, dash!” :

Nipper's sudden exclamation was caused
b\ 5 thunderous knock upon the street door
below, and he lcoked across at Nelson Lee
interrogatively. It was evident that the
same thought had occurred to them both
simultancously, for in some subtle manner

they both recognised the imperative, im-
patient knock of the caller.
“¢I'll bet that’s Lennard, guv'nor!™ said

Nipper quickly, *“There’s no mistaking the
way -in which he sloshes on the door! He’s
in a prett‘ good paddy, too, by the sound of
lt!!’,

Nipper was right, for a few seconds later
the chief m«peotnr came hurrying into the

‘Judging by appearances, I gather that.

a

room, wearing a dejected expression and an:

angry frown—to say nothing of a few strips
of plaster over the cuts and scratenes he had
received in his motor accident.

He flopped himself down inta a chair
heavily., and looked at Nelson “Lee dis-
gustedly, :

¢ More trouble!” he announced shortly. |
“The professor and his pal have been at it
again!”’

Nipper jumped.

“You mean that they've committed

another crime—as soon as this?” he asked
incredalously.

““Yes—a terrific burglary
the Piccadilly jewellers!”
Jaspector, with a snort .

at Lexingion’'s,
sald the chief
“Wuat do jot

-this - sort of thing indeﬁnitely,

ton’s

iy

the burglary

think of it, Lee?
for anything!”’

The detective smiled. :

“I'm not at all surprised, my dear fellow!”
he said quietly. “As a matter of fact, I
fully anticipated that you’d have had some
such news as this for us this morning!”

Lennard stared at Nelson Lee fixedly.

“ You—you anticipated it?” he repeated.

«“« Exactiy!” was the reply. “Zingrave and
his companijon are obviously engaged in a
carefully prepared campaign, and they have
equipped themselves avith Mr, Langford’s
machine in order to make their ftask as
simple as possible. No doubt they have
planned a series of robberies—the second of
which was booked to take place last night.
There was nothing to prevent it that I can
see—so it went forward just as originally
arranged!’”’

The chief inspector jumped to his feet with
a concerned exclamation.

“Good heavens!” 11e e;aculat»ed “Do you
mean to say that we’ve got to put up with
Lee? Have
we got to stand calmly by, and allow the
prf:;fe sor and his partner to ransack the

They’ve got nerve enough

“No duubt. that is what it would amount
to if we allowed Zingrave to remain at
large!” cut in Nelson Lee crisply. *“Bub
there is no need for vou to become alarmed,
Lennard! The professor will not have every-
thing his own way, I can assure you!"

The Scofland Yard man gave another
grunt. |
““ Perhaps not,” he said. “ But he had it

alli right last night, confound him! Lexing-
is a sight for sore "eyves, I can fell
you! The window has been half-emptied of
ite contents, the safe has been opened in
just the same way as Barlow’s, and the
crooks even left their signature behind them
paper with ‘Satan’s Fang!® serawled
it! No other clues whatever—but
that's qun:e sufficient! Mr. Lexington, the
proprietor, is nearly insane with rage, and
he’s been raving at the police for azllcn;r.rmfT
to occur! A few more aﬂ’airs
and my hair will go snowy

upon

of this sort,
white, Lee!”
The chief inspector was decidedly cut up
anout what had occurred, and Nelson Lee
patted him upon the arm reassuringly.

“Don’'t worry, oldman,” he said quietly.
“ Things are not quite so bad as- you
imagine——-" .

“ Aren't they, by thunder!” interrupted

Lennard, with a snort. “I can’t see how
they -can possibly be worse! The Yard’s
helpless, Lee—we haven’t. got the remotest
idea where to lay our handa upon Zingrave.

He'’s doing premsel\ as he pleases, and he's

making a laughing-stock of law and
authority. It s—it's mtolemhle'”

Nelson Lee smiled indulgently. ]

“ Impatient, as usual!” he exclaimed.

“Why will you persist in looking upon the
blackest side of everything, Lennard? The

-
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position, bhad as it appeara, is not by any
means hopeless ”

“How do you make that out-?” demanded
the Yard man. “Tell-me where I can lay
my hands upon Professor Zingrave!”

“Certainly—all in good time,” said the
detective.

Lennard grabbed Nelson Lee’s arm in 2
firm grip.

“What?” he

almost yelled.

THE NELSON

“Do you
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mean to say that you know where to find
him?”

“I fancy that I shall know—very soon,”
said Lee. *“ But surely there is no necessity
for you to deafem me, Lennard, nor to at-
tempt the breaking of my arm7”

The police ofﬁcml took the hint, and
loosened his grip at once.

“Sorry!” he muttered.

‘ . i “But you sur-
prised me considerahly,

old man! 1 can’t
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e ———
e
—— s
——
-
—

-

NI RA G

i S

=
= =

2.4

voice sounded in his ears!

Nipper suddenly felt his blood run cold. For at that moment a heavy hand
descended upon his shoulder in the most unexpected manner, and a hlssmg '




believe that
actually telling
Zingrave is?"
“No!” said fthe detective. with a shake
of the head. “I'm merely telling you that
I shall know very shortly. It is my inten-
tion to lay a little trap for our friend the
professor, and to cateh him red-handed.”
Lennard grinned.

you're erious! Are you
me that you kaow where

“Sounds good—but a -bit indefinite!” he
exclaimed. “When do you propose to bring.

about this miracle, may I ask?”
“To-night,” said Nelson Lece.

CHAPTER XXXIX,
NIPPER RESUMES AN OLD DUTY,

O-NIGHT?”  echoed
the chief inspector,
with another blank
stare.

“ Exactly,”: returned ILee
with a nod. “I think it will
be a comparatively simple
matter to apprehend Zingrave to-night, Len-
nard. In addition, we %hall also h'n‘-‘* the
pleasure of capturing his red-cloaked friend.”

¥or a few moments the Scotland Yard man |
remained silent, looking at Lee in a queer
manner. He could see plainly enough that
the detective was by no means “f)ullinﬂ his
leg,” and he found himself ﬁondermn ;ust
how these astonishing results had Dee
brought about.

“Well, I’'m jiggered!” he exclaimed at
last, “You're a sly dog, if ever there was
one, Lee! According to what jyou say,
you've whacked the Yard completely, but
you haven’t explained how you propose to
accomplish all this.”

“You’ll know all in good %time,” said the
detective, with another of his quiet smiles.
“XI have been somewhat busy since the
events which took place last night. and I
have formed several very definite. con-
clusions. 1 can promise yvou that develop-
ments will take place very soon now, but
bevond that I shall sav nothing. I have
still a good deal to do before we can take
any decisive action, but you can rely upon
my enlisting your co-operation at the
possible moment.”

Nipper chuckled and glanced at Lennard.

“Just like the guv’nor—exasperating as
usual!” he commented. “It’'s no use, in-
spector; you won't get another word out
of him until he’s ready to talk,. as you
ought to know well enough. I’ll bet he’s
got the whole facts of the case at his finger-
tips, but he won’t say a word until he’s
verified every point.”

“That's very likely,” growled Lenunard
irritably. “ But there’s one thing I want to
know, at all events, Lee. Have you
fathomed the identity of the Mephistopheles
fellow ?”

¢

earliest.

i

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Oh, yes!” he admitted. “I've Lknown
that for guite a while.”
“The deuce you have!”, ejaculated the
chief inspector. *“ Well, who is he?” -
“You’ll know—to- mﬂfht'" chuckled Lee.

“It would serve no good purpose to tell you

anything now, Lennard, because it is im-
possible for us to do anything whatever
until the right moment arrives. Just be

and hold yourself in readiness to
bring off the coup when the time’s ripe.”

Lennard shrugged his shoulders, and
emitted another of his characteristic grunts
—evidently realising that it was a hope-
[ess task to get anything further out of
his unofficial colleague,

He knew Nelson Lee well enough fo take
him at his word, and he did not deny that
he was eagerly looking forward to the
coming of night, with its promise of rapid
developments. He had not the least idea
how the detective had achieved such amaz-
ing results, but the chief inspector had an
almost child-like faith in Lee’s abilities, and
he knew from past experience that the
detective never, under any COHdltIOHS made
a misleading statement,

“Well, if you won’t speak—you wont 2 |
suppose,” he said resignedly, as he prepared
{ to take his departure. “I’'m just going
aiong to Lexington's again, and I thought
mu’d probably like to have a look round
yourself. Y've got a taxi outside.”

Nelson Lee was silent for a moment, and
then nodded.

“Yes, I think Nipper and I will accept
vour invitation,” he said at last. “I haven’t
much hope of learning a great deal from an
inspection of the scene, but there’s always
a chance, Lennard. Zingrave and his col-
league are very experienced hands in the
art of committing crime, and they are not
very likely to have left many traces behind
them. The paper inscribed ¢ Satan’s Fang’
is a distinctiy curious feature, .and one that
I confess is puzzling. I don’t think it was
left as a frade mark, as you- suggested, but
rather as a message -to some particular
individual.”

The chief inspector shook his head.

“That’s out of the question, surely?” he
asked. “Remember that the same sort -of
thinz occurred at Barlow’s, Lee. If it was
a message to some particular individual, it
couldn’t apply in both cases.” 5

“YWhy not?” asked the detective. *“1t is
possible that the two words have a great
significance for more than one in-
dlvmuql———

“But Professor merave is engineering the
robberies, guv’nor,” “cut in \Tlpper “It’
not like him  to leave a message of that

patient,

sort. He used to leave his ¢ Green Triangle’

cards all over the place—but this is

different.” :
“It is. voung ’‘un—very different,” said

Nelson Lee. ¢ So different that it has set



me wondering deeply. But there is rno
need to go into that question just now.

X fancy we shall receive a perfectly feasible.

explanation of everything to-night. and as

that is the case, we may as well dismiss

the matter until then.”

It was quite evident that Nelson Lese,
whatever his reasons, was firmly convinced
that the coming night was destined to bring
forth the desired results;

detective .did not wish to enter into minute
details at this stage of the proceedings.

Therefore, they did not press any further
questions upon Nelson Lee as they drove
towards Piceadilly in the chief inspector’s
taxi, but confined the comnversation to the
audacious robbery at Lexington’s. Lennard
gave all the details during the journey, tell-
ing how - the robbery had been discovered,
how he had been sent for, and how he had
seen the putty-like substance which had once
been the steel door of the safe.

“When I saw that,. Lee, I knew at once
that Mr. - Langford’s. machine was re-
sponsible,” he concluded. “The Satan’s
Fang paper confirmed it, but I needed no
telling that it was Zingrave’s work before
I found that. There’s no regular watchman
at Lexington’s, which is a lucky thing fer
him. He’d have been paralysed just :the
same as poor Ben Logan was if he’d ‘been
on duty at the time of the robbery. Lex-
ington’s rely chiefly upen police protection,
but they employ a watchman who makes- a
visit to their premises about every ninety
minutes. The man looks after several other
business premises, and visits each in turn
throughout the night. When he got to
Lexington’s upon his second round he found
the place ransacked.”

“ Just so,” said Lee with a nod.
the result of careful plamrning on the part
of the criminals, Lennard. There is every

indication that months have been spent in.

making the arrangements to commit these
crimes, and it is not very surprising that
such a thorough job has been made of
them.” g

When the cab arrived at Lexington’s,
Lee and Nipper accompanied the chief in-
spector into the jeweller’s premises, and
made an examination. But it was all o
no purpose; there were nc clues of any
sort. ‘

A little later the detective discovered an
untenanted room 1in a Dbuilding on. the
opposite side of the road, and -a brief search
of this resulted in his finding traces of the
tripod which supported Mr. Langford’s
apparatus. Lee looked for these signs
merely to make assurance doubly sure, and
he was perfectly satisfied, despite the fact
that he found nothing else whatever.

“We can do nothing more here, young
‘un,” he murmured to Nipper. “Zingrave
has been very careful to leave no ftraces
behind him, but he will receive a little sur-

and it was also:
obvious to Lennard and Nipper that the

ce Merely L’

I

| I have several little
things to attend to now, and I think you
had better devote your attention to the wily

;‘sl‘r. Max Kerner once more. I have an
idea that he is up to another of his subtle
schemes.” : :

prise very zhortly.

““ Right-ho, guv’nor!” said Nipper readily.
“I’'ll buzz off to. Wigmore Street at once,
and keep my eye on the blighter—that is,
if he’s still at home. Perhaps he’s taken
alarm after last night and bunked!”

“You’ll find him there all right—never
fear!” said Lee. ‘“Kerner is determined to
seize Mr. Langford’s apparatus, unless I'm
greatly mistaken.”

Nipper nodded, and a few minutes later he
was on his way to resume his old duty of .
shadowing the International financier.

CHAPTER XL,
THE SHADOWER SHADOWED.
HE time seemed to
| - pass with monotonous
sluggishness. |
B For  hours and
}murs Nipper:had been wait-
ing outside Mr. Max Kerner’s
house in Wigmore Street, and
he was -thoroughly sick of the inactivity.
B_utt he had no-thought of abandoning his’
post. - - - ' S s
- He had taken up his position just at the
entrance of a narrow lane almost opposite
to the financier’s dwelling, and from here
he could command a- good view of Kerner’s
premises, without appearing in any way
conspicuous: - - i * B -
Nelson Lee, he knew, would not have sent
him to shadow this man without a very
good <cause, and Nipper intended to do his
utmost to take back a favourable revort to
his. master. - g & = - '
S0 far he had drawn a complete blank.
Darkness had now fallen thickly over the
metropolis, and ever since Nipper’s arrival
he had seen no sign whatever of the man
for whom he was watching. It looked as
though Xerner had < skipped,” after all,
and this conviction began to take a firm
_lﬁold on Nipper after-the passage of another
our.
. But he was mistaken.
- For, just as he had begun to lose hope,
he saw the figure of the financier striding
plong the street towards his ‘house with -
guick, nervous strides, and Nipper became
alert upon the instant. . |
. He waited until Kerner had admitted him-
self with his Jatchkey before emerging from
his plaee of concealment, and then Nipper
quickly skipped across the road, entered
the .gateway of Kerner’s premises, and
dodged towards the fence which divided the
front garden from the back.
(Ceontinued on page it of cover.)
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THE NELSON

(Continued from page 22.)

‘doesn’t  think two are enough.
course, most Public schools have a lot more

Well, of
than two, I know, and 1've been rather
wondering if it wouldn’t be a good idea
to make a change at St. Frank’s..
for the suggestion, Handiorth’'s Admirer.
The mecessary alterations could be made
during the summer vacation, and thus, in
the autumn, we
different St. Frank’s, with one, or perhaps
two, new Houses. Then Nelson Lee could
be a Housemaster again, and Nipper could
be the skipper of the juniors in that House,
Pitt  the  skipper .in - another, Boots in
another, and Christine, say, in the fourth
House. This is only jll::‘t} a passing idea, of
course. Iow *doeb it atrlke 30117'

No, J. Edgar Rhead, I'm afraid it w;souldn t
be possible to take the St. Frank’s fellows to
Mars, or any of the other planets, for the
summer holidays. You’re mnot the only
~one, by the way, who ~has mooted this
scheme. I once wrote a story of this type
(“*In Trackless Space ”’—perhaps some of
you remember it?) but the aerial party con-
sisted of just five or six’ It wouldn’t be
feasible to take half the TFourth on a ftrip
like that! s 3 ey " -

Hallo! What’s this?
think yow’ll get a reply? Well, Lilian
Hurst, I'm giving you a little paragraph,
just to prove that your friend is all wrong.
I've done this once or twice beafore, in con-
nection with other readers, and I think it’s
about time these sceptics changed their
minds. Don’t you? X B Sl

% ;

So  you've mdwed your twin-brother to
write to me, Smith- Thompaon? Thanks, old
son, for' your photograph.
fit when I saw it, because you’re so hand-
some, -Thab drawm‘r of yours, which-you
sent me some time ago, doesn’t do -you
justice at all.
Herbert.
Smith’s

But, I say. Are
twin-brother? _
* E2 =
You’ll get into trouble, Fickle Reader, i
you let ever)body else know that you want
the Magazine dropped altogether. When the
Ionger St. Frank’s varns start—in a week or
rtwo now—the Editor will have to carve a
tew chunks out of the poor old Mag, but I
think he’ll leave the most popular items in,
So if everybody isn't pleased, everybody
ought to be.* )
=

Really, Mrs. Anderson, 1 can’t posslbb
give you the long paraﬂraph I'd like to,
enswer to your chatty, interesting 1ett~er
Your vivid descriptior of your vivarium,
with the fat toad, Blunderbuss, and Romeo
-and Juliet, the .fI'OU::, and all the other
creatures, interested me enormously. 1
think I shall have to make Willy find a
friendly toad, and christen him Blunder-
buss! T wonder if you’d mind? As for the

you really

Thanks 1

should have a sli.ghtl} .

Your friend doesn’t

1 near‘y had a

Thanks for your few ‘lines,

LEE LIBRARY |7

summer series, 1 shall certainly bring old
Archie and Paipps to the fore in one or two
of the stories, and I only hope that I shall
keep up to the standard you evidently look
for!- Your letter, and many others of the
same type, undoubtedly help me and en-
courage me to write with an inspired pen.
I'll do my very best to please everybody,
and I can’t say more than- that, can 1Y
As for not reading your letter through,
please don’t think that I ever skip ANY
iettens, I welcome them all—and the longer
they are, the better I like them. Please
give my love to Babe and Ken. '

¥ * *

Sorry, Professor Zingrave Admirer, : but
I'm afraid your hero is pushed rather [into
the background. -There is an overwhelming
majority in favour of the long school btor},
50 it seems that old Professor Z. won't have
rmauch of a look in. But it’s quite possible
that he’ll be revived again, together with
a fully organised Leaﬂue of the Green
Triangle, one of these fine days. You can
never tell? | | | '

. ¥ % %
(I'm talking to
I can’t possibly give you a

. Here, cheese it, old son!
8. Craig).

- | long reply, as you ask for, and with regard

to the planets, yvou’ll find your answer some-
where ‘above, if you haven’t read it already.
I'm referrmg to the paragraph I devoted to
J. Edgar Rhead. I should judge your sur-
name to be Scotck. But what’s the idea?
‘Are you trying to have me omn a piece of
.toaat or Is xt Just a riddle?

What an e\traordmary amount of budding
artists there are knccking abont, and hidll]ﬁ'
their lights ~beneath bushels! Those
sketches of yours, Enthusiastic Reader, are
simply ripping. But I must whisper, just
between ourselves, that the two originals
are not quite so good as the copy. Never-
theless, they do you great credit. Some
‘more fourpenny books from my pen, eh?
I’m afraid you’re very hard- hearted—-—you
don’t want to give me any rest. But there's
one being printed now, I think—or being gob
ready for printing, anyhow And here’s
another whisper (don’t tell anybody else),
I've just completed a yarn about "Hal
Brewster and Co, of the River House School,
and I don’t suppose it’ll be long in fOI]OWillg
the ofher one.

b %

Your letter was particularly pally, Wil-
liam A. Lester, and just the kind 1 like to
get. You wrote to me in a friendly, con-
fidential manner, as one chum to another.
That’s the idea! And the more of these

| letters I get, the befter I like them. We

don’t want to be formal, do we? The whole
idea is to write to me as if you've known
me for years. That’s how I try to make my
replies, anyhow. Hallo! No more space
left! I shall have to cut off the gas until
next week. My hat! Isn't it a re]:ef to

Lall you long-suffering readers?
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.
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NO.-QQ. SAFFRON WALDEN SCHOGQGL.
-"Cne -of the oldest schools in the country,

Saffron: Walden dates
1317

well fitted wup. The

Public school education is- given

back to the year

The school is healthily situated and

highest tone of a
at very

mederate fees, Physical training and hox-

ing are compulsory, and music holds a Aish
place in the scheme of training.

The school has several societies and two
t magazines, “The Yeilow Book”
t “ Fourth Form Magazine.”?

and
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Editorial Office,
Study E,

' St. Frank’s.
My dear Chums,
At time of writing these notes, lively

seenes are being enacted at Moat Hollow
Schtiool, and as the rebellion against Grimesby
Creepe is being widely discussed here at
St. Frank’s, I feel called upon to make
some reference to it.

THE CASE AGAINST GRIMESBY CREEPE.

If the grievances endured for so long by
the boys of Moat MHollow could be put right
by any other method than the exceedingly
drastic one they have adopted, no right-
thinking person would sympathise with them
in the revolt against authority. Discipline
is an essential part of wall school training,
and it must be upheld. In the rebellion
against Grimesby Creepe there is not the
slightest shadow of doubt that the boys
of Moat Hollow have been driven to it.
They were badly treated, kept “prisoners
within the school walls, and exploited as a
cheap form of labour to enrich this bogus
schoolmaster. IHow long this +treatment
would continue depended on the boys them-

selves: Thanks to Nipper, they have at
last Tealised the necessity for immediate
action.

SEEING !IT THROUGH WI!TH NIPPER.

Were it not for the supreme confidence
Nipper has instilled into the boys, who,
under his leadership, have risen up against
their persecutors, a rebellion at Moat Hollow
would have been out of the guestion. The
rebels are now in possession of the upper
floor of Moat Hollow. Their position is none
too secure against a siege, unless they can
obtain heip from outside. And that is
where we ¢ome in. By hook or by crook, we
will have to smuggle in food supplies to
Nipper and his supporters.

] WHGO’'S WHO OF THE THIRD.

At last I have been able to publish the
beginning of the new series of “Who's
Who » and Portrait Gallery representing the
Third. Form. 1 hope you will not be dis-
appointed because 1 have omitted giving
height and weight figures. I{ is through
trying to get these particulars that this
feature has been delayved so long.  The
trouble with the Third is, that what they

1lack in inches and avoirdupois they possess

in unlimited cheek and fertile imaginations.
Naturally, they want to be thought heavier
and taller than they really are, and now
they know we are up to their little game,
the young bounders refuse to submit to all
our persuasions to be measured or weighed.
But as they do not vary very much in size,
it does not really matter if we do leave
out their measutements. '

GLIDERS, KITES, AND MODEL
AEROPLANES.

Those of my chums who, from Willie

Handforth upwards, are interested in the

science of flying, should not miss the

inspiring series of articles on this subject
Dick Goodwin is writing for us in our
columns, beginning this week. Some of you
who are ambitious to become one day air-
mechanics or even aeroplane pilots should
take this opportunity of learning the rudi-
ments of flving. And you cannot do better
than begin by making model gliders, model
-aeroplanes, and kites, if you want to gain
some real practical experience .of the pro-
blems wappertaining to the conquest of the
air. The making and flying of model gliders
will not only teach you a great deal about
the first laws governing aeroplane-filying, but
it can .also provide entertaining contests
among your f{riends as to who can design
and make a glider to fly the furthest. In
next week’s article Goodwin will deseribe
how fto make various kinds of kites.
Your sincere chum,

REGGIE PITT.



IN CASE YOU’VE FORGOTTEN.

“Mr. Theophilus Twiddle has incurred the
. enmity of the notorious Mah-Jongg-Tong,
and Trackett Grim and Splinter are protect-

ing him valiantly from his enemies. All
three. have been captured by the Tong,
and shoved aboard a Chinese junk in the
Thames. They are off to China, and things
arg looking pretty rocky for old Twiddle.
The idea is to sacrifice him to Tin-Kan,
the hideous Chinese idol of the Tong men.
Now.you can go ahead. |

CHAPTER IX.
IN THE CHINA SEAS,

: HE day was hot and blistering, and
the sun shone down with terrific
heat. Trackett Grim and Splinter
fairly panted for breath as they

lay in their bunks, prisoners in the hands

~.of the Mah-Jongg-Tong.

On the opposite side of the cabin was 3Mr.
‘Theophilus Twiddle, their client. They were
all chained down, and had been chained like
this ever since leaving London, over a week

.ago. The junk had done the journey in
record time, and was even now nearing
China. With all sails sef, the vessel was

whizzing over the calm sea, the wind shoving
her along in fine style. - -

“What is to be done, Mr. Grim?” moaned
Mr. Twiddle.

‘“ Have no fear!” exclaimed Trackett Grim.
“Leave everything to me, I have sworn to
protect you, Mr. Twiddle, and you’re in no
danger. I may appear to be helpless at
the moment, but that's nothing., These
rotten Chinks haven’t got an earthly chance
against me!?
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Our Exeiting, Thrilling, and Startling
New Yarn of Trackett Grim and his
Assistant, Splinter.

By EDWARD CSWALD HANDFORTH

They were bold words, coming appro-
priately from a bhold man, but even Trackett
Grim’s lion heart was thumping like the
very dickens, At any moment he expected

‘to be hauled on deck, and slung across the

jibboom. These Chinese pirates are a pretty
rummy crowd. |

But Trackett Grim was nobt in such a
beastly hole as he seemed to be. With a
sudden movement he yanked off his chains
and leapt to the floor. Ever since the firs}
minute of the voyage he had been cutting
at his manacles with a nail file, and at last
he had succeeded in getting free.

- “Guv’nor!” gasped Splinter, with a sob of
jovy.

“Shut up, fathead!” hissed Trackett Grim.
“Do you want the whole giddy gang down
on us¥?”

At this moment the cabin door opened
and a Chinaman entered. With one swoop,

Trackett Grim was upon him, and they both

crashed to the ground.

CHAPTER X.
JUNK AGAINST JUNK.

HE fight was soon over.
- Splinter, watching with gaping
eyes and staring breath, saw his

amazing master biff the Chinaman
right and left until he was a kind of pulp.
Then Trackett Grim pushed him into his
bunk and chained him up.

“Allee samee, sullender!” wailed the
Chinee. “Me givee in!” ‘

“Now see how you like being chained up
like a dog in a kennel!” snorted Trackett
Grim indignantly. “I’'m jolly well going to
seize this ship and take her back to
London!”

(Continued on page 8.)



2 | OUR [
/N3l PORTRAIT GALLERY |

' ,

W
(f

SERIES 2

No. 1. WIELY HANDFORTH.

The recognised. leader of the Third,
and a great fighter. He is a smaller
edition ~of Edward Oswald, but less
aggressive in appearance. He generally
wears an innocenl, naive expression,
and is somehow irresistibly attractive.
For his age, Willy is unusually
capable, and his supply of cool
assurance is  colossal. -, Cheerfu,
generous, and sunny-tempered, he is
a general favourite. But he always’
has his own way, and possesses an
iron determination. Woe Detide any
fags who refuse to do his bidding!

. WILLY
HANDFORTH.

‘No. 2. FREDDY MASON.

One of the lesser lights of ‘the .
Third, but always weady for mischief.
Rather plump, with pleasant, chubby
featlures. ¥reddy thinks he is a car-'
penter, and he spends much of his
time at the bench. Nearly all his |
pocket-money goes on wood and tools,
and such like articles. Unfortunately,
his skill is less than his confidence,
and long before he bhas finished one
article, he throws it aside, and begins
on another., Bu®¥ as it probably
pleases him, and nobody else suffers,
he is allowed to have his own sweet
way.

FREDDY MASON.

-
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No. 3. JACK OWEN (Owen Minor).

One of Willy’s righi-hand men—the
third memher of the Co., Chubby i
Heath being the second. He occupies |
the same study as Willy and Chubby, |
and is very useful to his leader, being §
cheerful, good-natured, and always §
ready for a scrap. Owen Minor is a®
pert, -cheeky young customer, and is
particularly keen on sports. But his
. _ main recreation is quarrelling. He

- fights anybody at a moment’s notice,
- nol: beeause he dislikes them, but &
merely as a matter of enjoyment. His |\
scraps are generally over after a'few
exchanges, ;

JACK CWEN
(Gwen Minor):

No. 4. PERCY RYDER,

Rather a handsome youngster, put
inclined to bhe a bit sly. 'Stands well
in. the ¥orm, but owes this to the
fact that he 1is generally cribbing.
Has the reputation of being mean,
and when he gets his weekly pockei-

- money, he spends it all on himsell,
- and never stands treat. . If,- by a
:miracle, another fag borrows money
from him, his life is made a misery
until he repays the sum. Not at all
popular in the Third. -

NOTE.—The ages of Third Form boys
vary between twelve and fourteen.
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W FOR THE HANDY BOY = hmere—t I
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Readers who wish to ask questions or make suggestions regarding these
articles are invited to write to Dick Qoodwin, ¢/o0 The Editor, The Nelson
Lee Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Stireet,; London, E.C.4.
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PAPER GLIDERS .
~ HOW TO MAKE AND FLY THEM.

| HERE 18 a lot

of fascination

in making

paper gliders
that will glide long
distances through the
air, and a considera-
ble amount of valua-
ble information can
% be gained from noting
the
each particular form
- ) and shape which
can be utilised in designing
planes. The main points to be considered in
making gliders are stability, gliding angle, and
straightness of flight. It should be possible to
- obtain a gliding angle of 1 in 10—that i, a
glider should fall 1 ft. in travelling a distance
of 10 ft. Several considerations are involved in
obtaining this result, the principal onc being
balance, this will mean some amount of experi-

menting, as it is impossible to give exact dimen- -

sions, as so much depends on the weight of the
paper, the formation of the shape, and the
method of flying them.

A SIMPLE QLIDER.

The simples{ form of glider can be made from

stiff glazed notepaper or foolscap, but it should
not be of a heavy make. A convenient size and
shape is shown at Fig. 1, the front edge being
folded over about ¥ in. A small blob of sealing-

‘ax should be dropped on the centre of the
front edge, as indicated at C. The method of
holding the glider is.shown at Fig, 2, it is as

peculiarities of |

model aero- |

releasc the paper quickly, but it shouid not be
propelled in any way, just allowed fo glide
away. If the fall is abrupt, it is probable that
there is too much weight on the front, The
effect of bending the planes should now be noted,
holding the glider as at Tig. 3, a further experi-
ment can be made by pinning the paper to a
thin piece of bamboo, or a long paper spill, but
it will be necessary to fit on a tail plane, as at
Fig. 4, to give the required stability,

CURVED QLIDERS.

Further experiments can be made with a
shaped glider cut out as shown at Fig, 5, and
then slightly bent at
the back. The neces-
sary weight in front
can be given by
folding  the - paper

.

s and - inserting, i
77 necessary, a  short
_ length of fine wire in
- Z e 4 the fold. This model
T 2 will give good results
: s if the sides are bént
Frg.j. - slightly upwards, as

_ ; at Fig. 6.

Another form of making gliders is to pin the
planes to a long stick, either of bamboo orpaper,
as at Fig. 7. A suitable paper cylinder can be
formed by wrapping some gummed paper
round a long thin round rod, as at Fig. 8. ‘It
the paper is wrapped round several times, it
can be cut in halves along the length, as at

- Fig. 9, and the plane pinned, as shown:. There

is room for considerable experiment in this

well to hold it fairly high. The fingers should i direction.



BI-PLANE QLIDERS. |

A bi-plane glider forms an interesting object,
a simple form is shown at Fig, 10~ This ¢lider
can be made in several sizes, a suitable pro-

portion is suggested at Fig. 11. The paper |
should be as stiff as - ' T '
possible, two - sheet ' et
Bristol board will do {! h
for the Ilarge size L 2 ; ?;}

given in the diagram.
For a smaller size,
say a total length of
6 1n,, foolscap sized
and varnished will
provide a stiff ma-
terial. The com-
parison of the straight
bi-plane glider with
one of similar size,
but with the under-plane curved as at Fig, 12,
1s useful for model aeroplane design. The shape
can ke cut as at Fig. 13, but care shouid be taken

to make the dimensions as closely alike as

possible,

BOX FORM GLIDERS. -

A combination of the box kite shape forins a
reliable form of glider, and when the plancs are
arranged .:as- a$ ‘Fig.
14, it is° surprising
what good flights can
" be obtained. It -will

be found that. the
weight of one of
these gliders is. con-
1 siderably more than
| the ordinary bi-plane
i form but the pecu~
liar shape of the
i-compartments ena-
i bles the .glider, when
~_ | correctly adjusted, to
travel good distances. The tail should be at-
tached with bamboo strips or paper eylinders,
wire can be used, but it adds too much to the
weight to make it worth while. ' :

IMIiTATING BIRD SHAPES.

~ Particularly interesting gliders can be made
by following the general shape of birds when
cutting out the form A good shape to com-
‘mence with is shown atv Fig. 15, the paper can
‘be folded in the centre and cut out as at Fig. 16,
but it is generally better to cut out the shape on
an odd piece of paper first and then to mark it
on the paper from which the glider is to be
formed. The planes
or wings should be §
inclined and also %

-4 -particular form .and
1 S1ze, @

‘petitors to provide their own model,

_from__ the

T Gliders for out-

as at Fig. 17, hair- -
pins  fornr- excellent 2
material for this por- :
tion of the glider.
With the informa-
tion gained in one

larger one
should be made, exact
in every detail, and
the  differences - in
flight - should be care- -
fully noted. It will ..
generally be found L -
that although two gliders of the same shape
but different -sizes are made, the weight or
balance wiil have to be adjustéed to get the
same gliding -angle. | -

{ GLIDER COMPETITIONS.

Some excellent competitions can be arranged
by glider flights. One method is to pro-
. vide competitors with

paper and given di~
mensions of a simple
iorm, as at Fig. 5,
3, allow them to cut
= and bend the paper,
and then fly their
model irom the same
spotinaroom. The
winuer is the one who
is able to get the
® Jongest flight in time
= and distance, An-
other way is for com-
giving
certain limitations as regards size, and then'to
start off at a given spot. The result should be
regarded from time and distance. In this con-
nection it shouid be noted that straight flights
are the result of careful workmanship, for it is

possible to obtain long flights in a spiral flight

and yet travel only
a short distance
starting
oint.

door flying should
be made larger and
stronger, and it is
advisable to use
spiit bamboo frame-
work covered with
silk, the latter ean
be vroofed with . O
rubber solution sl SN
diluted with petrol, or a speecial solution can be
purchased for proofing the silk,

W

curved, and experi-
ments should be
carried on until a
really effective glider.

Fig 10

i \3;4_:.:1.—- --,

has been made. The | i3 ,
best form of balanc- w . RN fig it
ing weight is formed |- - - -6~ - - - 3.
by three lengths of R
fine wire soldered ¢ g

together at the iront, . —t —

| ALL ABOUT THEM.

NEXT WEEK!
KITES AND

———



(Continued from page 3.)
“Mr. urim!” pleaded the helpless client.
“I'm starving! I haven’t eaten a thing
since Tuesday week!”

“Can’t bother about grub now!” said
- Trackett Grim curtly. “ Besides, you
wouldn’'t eat it, anvhﬁ'ﬁ This shop-suey
stuft 1is awful, and you can’t eat ‘birds’

nests and rice.and all that tosh. Wait tlll
we get home, and you can go mto Lyons’
and have a good feed.”

A sudden thoufrht struck the famous
detective, and he released Splinter. But
beforc he could start on Mr. Theophilus
Twiddle a  terrific explosion rent the air
into a million pleces

Bash!

It was like a cannon, and the cabin shook
so much that Trackett Grim and Splinter
wobbled like half-set -jellies, Then, with
one accord, they dashed up on deck and
gazed merhoard

Coming up on the port quarter, and just
behind the starboard bow, was a huge
Chinese junk, and all its guns were biazmn
away like Old Hdrr) -

CHAPTER XI.
, THE CHINN-WAGG-TONG,
N the nick of time, Trackett Grim
dragged Splinter aside. | e
He had seen a shell coming, and it

shot past Splinter’s ear, droning like
a hornet. It crashed into the charthouse,

bmed through into the pilot-cabin, and went
-oft like a rocket.

The battle was at its height, and Tmci\ctt
Splinter were not even noticed
Their

Grim and

in the general excitement. arch-

kind of idol.

the Yellow
about on the bridge, giving

was dancing
orders for all
he was worth. Machine-guns were splutters
ing away, and artillery was booming.

But it was no good. The other junk
came alongside, and they both biffed. The
next moment swarms of yellow-faced enemies

enemy, Terror,

came rushing on board. And a great cry
went up. -
“Helpee! The Chinn-Wagg-Tong!” wailed

the Mah-Jongg men.
your giddy lives!”
And the Chinamen dropped overboard in
thousands, preferring to battle with the
sharks, rather than face their deadly enemy,
the rival Tong. The Yellow Terror himself
grabbed a broken spar and jumped for it.
Trackett Grim and Splinter, staring at
the fight, were startled. : ‘
“Quick!” rapped out Grim. ¢ Our client!”
“Great pip! I'd forgotten all about him!”
gasped Splinter. . -
They rushed below, and when they got
into the cabin they both had a shock. For
Mr. Theophilus Twiddle was no longer there.
He had been captured by the agents of the
Chinn-Wagg-Tong! -

“ Allee up! Fly for

CHAPTER XII.
AT THE MERCY OF THE SEA!

RACKETT GRIM was staggered for
a moment, but then, in a flash, he
recovered all his marvellous self-
possession. .
He pounced upon something which lay on
the floor. 1t was a little ivory image—a
And upon it, as plamlv as
anything, were some wrubby finger-prints.
“A clue!” cried Trackett Grim trium-
- phantly. “A clue,
Splinter! We shall be
able to track down the
crooks!” _
“Yes, sir!” gasped
qphnter “But the
boat’s Sinking!” \
“Pshaw! A trifle!”
scoffed Grim.
we to be stopped by a
mere shipwreck? Mr,
Twiddle  has been
grabbed by the Chinn-
Waggers, because he
entered one of their
temples  and kept
silent all the time. All
the men of the Chinn-
Wagg-Tong must
always address their
ido] when entering the
temple. But old
Twiddle didn’t do it,

Coming up on the port quarter, and just behind the star-
board bow, was a huge Chinese junk, and all its guns were

blazing away like Old Harry.

| and so they’re going to
take their revenge!’’

(Continued on page i

e s

of cover.)

“Are -
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LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply

(NOTE.—Readers of THE
on this page. But don’t expect an answer
for several weeks—perhaps five. or six.
Address your letters or -postcards-  to
E. O. HANDFORTH, c¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LiBRiRY, the Fleetway

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

E.0.H.).

WILLIAM A K. (Bideford): As you think:

my serials are far-fetched, and that ’m
a dotty chump, I'in blessed if I'm going
to answer you at. all! ‘

HANDFORTH’S' ADMIRER (Norbury): Yours
is such a niee letter that 1'd like to give
you a long reply. But Reggie’s pinched

- -one of my columns this week.

LEN G. WATERMAN (S. Chingford); 1f
you call Willy and Ena blessings, you
must be off your onion! No, Bustfer
Boots is not an American.

ARCHIBALD AUGUSTUS D’ARCH (E.C.):

What’s the idea of sealing your letter

withh a blot of blood? And why am 1

“lucrative ’? You're off your rocker!

BOBBED-HAIRED TOMBOY (Luton):

Mind you keep your promise to pay us a

visit in the summer! Yes, please DQ

write again, as I want to give you a

~ long reply. .

VIOLET (Burton-on-Trent): Castor oil, twice
a day, for warts, isp’t mnuch good. 1f_ 1
could only remember it, I could tell you
a much better cure. Next time! s g

ADA M. WOODS (Nottingham): It was
about time you dried up, afte€r all those
insults, and it serves you right I've oniy
got room for this short answer: -

THE TWO I'S (llkeston): So I look like a
squashed piece of dough with whiskers
at the top! You silly fatheads, you’ve
‘been looking at the wrong photo! .

TRACKEM GRIM (Nottingham): No, it’s not

true that 1} have “an —— ears.” Bug
why the dickens couldn’t you put the
word instead of the dash? Coward!

W. JOHNSON (Folkestone): All right, I'll

come over and keep goal for the Milk Tin

_—

R )

Correspondence Answered by
Edward Oswald Handforth

AR R SR T A TR R T A

Dribblers first chance I get. But you
might find a better name for it!
SIRRAH (Nottingham): There isn’t room
enough now in the Mag. for the best
stuft, let alone the girls contributing.

. Why, I get half of mine back!

JACK MAHONEY (Melbourne): The best
cure for swelled heads is to school your-
self to be modest. If I didn’t do that

1 should get boastful in no time. .

INKYOIKS (S. Australia): Although . you

. don’t deserve it, I've given -everybody
your messages. But I haven’t delivered
that one to myself. Not likely!

D. E. M. (Adelaide): . What. State does Jerry
Dodd come from? He comes from
Bathurst, and he said it was in a jolly
nice state the last time he saw it. .

CLEO MATHEWS .. (Freemantle, W.

~Australia): For your first letter, you’ve
written me a peach! And that piece of
poetry is not so bad, but it ecreaks in:the
joimts. : _ S Hody

MIFFY (Boilton): What’s all this rot about
me being centre-forward? You know
jolly well I play goalie, which is better.

- No centre-forward can pass ME. .

BERNARD BRENNER (Shoreditch): How do

- I know how old Nelson Lee is? Do you
think I ean go and find him, and ask him
personal gquestions like that?

A. J. PARKINSON (Grimsby): That chap
who wrote about Indians in the Mag., and
said he could teach me something about
redskins is mincemeat already!

LOYAL READER (Teddington): If my
foolish ways are amusing, iy son, per-
haps you’ll be amused when I'm fool
enough to ignore your fatheaded letter!

AN OLD FRIEND (Liverpool): It’s the first
time 1 knew -that an oild friend started
his letter, *“My Dear Fathead !

PETER PAN (Southport): First you say you
don’t like your age at all, and then you
say that when people are your age they
have a lovely time. What next?

JACK (Hulme): In your P.S. you say you're

- sorry I’'m an ass. Oh, are you? Well,
vou’re a blithering idiot, and if you think

- I'm sorry, you’re wrong! |

BUMPER BILL (Arnold): I haven’t got the
brains of a donkey, eh? I should jolly
well hope not! I’ve got the brains that
you’d like to have!

TOM MOGGY (East Finchley): I think your
Darents arc very thoughtless. TFancy call-

S.
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you Tom,

wlien. your surname was
A bit thick, eh?

ing
. Mogzy!
CYNTHIA (Griveserd): No woender you

wondered if I would wade through your
letter. But you called it tosh mur«elf
so don’t blame me!

ARC (Tilehurst): I dor’t know whether you
call that stuff writing on thé piece of
paper you sent me, but, if so, send the
key to decipher it.

SYLVIA (Liverpool): 1f Irene had her hair
shingled 1 should have a fit. "And your
hope that I don’t object to you Cdllil’l"
me Ned is all in vain. I do!

INTERESTED (Peckham): So jyou bad to

close your letter because the guv'nor

came up? I hope he copped vou ab it
and gave you the sack!

VERY COURIOUS READER (Shepton

Mallet) : My hat! It’s the first time I've

known a chap to be so candid! You're

not merely curious—you're a freak!

CHARLES F. ONGLEY (Maritzburg): Your
handwriting isn’t so bad, in spite of your
sore finger. I think Are, just above,

- has got all his fingers sore. -

LYNN ONGLEY (Maritzburg): What's the
@ood of asking me if I'm going to show

s

the Third Form? 1In the Gallery, vou
mean? If it’s left to me-—-No!
DUMKINS & LUFFEY (Brackley): You're

lumped together, see? This is what you
get for sending me pins, and telling me
to sit on them!

J. PRANGLE (Arundel): Yes, if I ever come
to Arundel, please have that ambulance
ready. Bub when it drives to hospital
you’'ll be the one inside! _

GEORGE RUDGE (Plymouth): What do you
mean, telling me to wash myseli? Do
you think 1’ like you, all over ml{?
Anyhow, that letter of yours is!

SUSAN JANE (Edinburgh): After reading a

. page of your letter, I had awiul pains,
and gobt billious, and chucked the rest
of it in the fire. Spoofer!

M. F. A. (Glasgow): You sign yourself
M.IF.A. and then ask me to put your full
name—3atthew Fox Anderson. Sorry,
old man—there’s no space left!

C. T. MITCHELL (Leyton): Of course 1 cant
tell your character by your handwriting.
But what’s the use? 1It's a uice letter,
and we don’t want to quarrel, do we?

GEORGE KLOSS (Bethnal Gréen): I've read

- your letter twice, and can't find anyvthing
to answer. Oh, wait a minute! Don’t
call me Obwald‘

ARTHUR, AUB & BILL (Earlsfield): I told
Pitt that you called him a feeBle-minded
rabbit, and the ass didn't mind a bit!
Just laughed! I believe you're right! -

A YORKE & C. THORPE (Willesden): Try-
ing to wangle two separate replies, eh?
We]l, it hasn’t v.orlxed my beauties! And §
if you thin% you're f‘ngged what about

MY _ADVENTURES WITH
HIPPOPOTAMI

By LORD DORRIMORE

e S——

3.—A PERILOUS ADVENTURE.
Y third adventure with hlppoa

M - was very exciting. It was in

the Congo district, a part of

Africa where these monsters
abound. During a day's steaming on
this river and its tributaries one may

| see several hundreds, often in herds, but
now and then a single one may be met
with. And my advice to would-be hippo

hunters is: Ge for a herd, and let 101’191}
individuals severely alone.

For days I had watched a big bull, and
1 determined to get him. As we ap-
proached him something startled him,
and he faced about to meet us. I got
in a shot, and in a rage he charged us,
and would have trampled on me but for
a sccond shot, which checked him. One
of my native bearers, scared to death,
lost all power to move, and fell down
in front of the big buli. The hippo
opened its cavern of a mouth gripped
the “boy,” and plunged into the river.
I put two mere shots into its carcase as
1t disappeared under the water, taking
the native with it.

When we reached the spot the water
was red with blood, but there was no
sign of boy or beast. After a while,
however, the hippo came up. near the
bank for air, and received another
cartridge as it again dived. -

Rather downcast, I sought the camnp.
The first thing I saw was the missing
| boy, as happy as ever he had been, and
appalently enjoying my embarrassment.
t He told me that the brute got hold of
him by the coat, which was an old one
and gave way, thus releasing him, and
he was carried off by the swilt current
out of. danger. To his great delight, I
 gave him a good coat of my own, and he

I

scemed to regard it as more than suffi-
cient compensation for his perilous
adventure.

" This bull was a five-tonner, and its

tusks were nearly a yard long There
L was great rejoicing among the natives
over the death of this monster, and

me?
TED,

music and dancing—and drmking—were
kept up all night ‘and into the next day.
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“THE INVISIBLE GRIP'”

(Continued from page 29.)

Scrambling over this with the silence and
speed of a cat, he rapidly made his way
to the library window, which he knew over-
-looked the lawn at the rear. And, once
arrived there, he took up the position he
had occupied on his former visit, and applied
his eyes to the aperture beneath the blind.

As he had anticipated, Kerner was within
the apartmment, pacing the carpet in a rest-
less manner, and continually pausing {to
listens alertly. As Nipper observed these
tactics, he grinned to himself contentedly,
for he guessed that Kerner was momentarily
expecting a visitor.

Neither was he mistaken, for within sevan
or ‘eicht minutes a second man jeined the
finanecier in the library. Nipper recognised
him at once as one of Kerner's henchmen
—a fellow named Berger—and he faced

LEE LIBRARY | ‘

ws@_ 28
Kerner with an eager, satisfied expression
on his face. s

“It’s all right, boss, F’'ve located Professor
Zingrave and h].:: mysterious pal!” he ex-
claimed quickly. “I had a deuce of a job,
but I ran them to earth at last.”

Kerner rubbed his hands together with
pleasure. :

“@Good!” he exclaimed. “Very geod in-
deed, Berger. You have done exceedingly
well! Where are this precious pair hiding,
may I ask 2

‘~E1ppe1 in the act of peering beneath the
blind, and listening intently, suddenly feld
his biood run cold.

For at that moment a heavy hand

de-

scended upon his shoulder in the most unex-

pected manner, and a hissing veice sounded
in his ears.

Nipper twirled round upon the instant,’
and found himself gazing at a

sinister-
looking Chinaman! -

(To be caniiﬂ_ued.)

“THE YELLOW TERROR!”

(Continued from page 8.)

“But where’s he gone to su*”’ asked

.8plinter breathlessly. ' T

]‘I‘Imckett Grim gazed at -the lltﬂB 81‘0‘1‘?
ido

“To a place called Zam-Buk-Too, in the
heart of China!” he said tensely. - < This
idol has got the name of the Shopheeper
on the babe of it. We can’t go wroag,
Splinter! Come!” '

They were only just in time. for the junk
sank beneath their feet as they reached the
¢eck. They were too late to get on the

‘staring with horror.

other vessel, for it was already steaming
away at fuh speed. Our
left alone In the Chinese Ocean
mercy of the sharks!

at the

and

And suddenly Sphinter gave a we]l
vanished beneath’ ‘the surface. ‘lrachptt'
Grim eame to a standstill, and stood there

What was at that had

dmwed Sphntel down? .

— - p—

Next week Trackett Grim gets fairly on
the trail, and if you want tc read socme veal
detective stuff, with toms of thrilis, ovder
your copy in a'-ig;;ance.n-E. 0. H.

i e S e g ¢

! LOOK QUT NEXT
WEEK FOR

“THE SIEGE OF
MOAT HOLLOW!™

Being another Exciting Long Story

~of the Great Rebellion, led by

NIPPER at Moat Hollow: School.

Introduces the famous Boys of
| St. Frank’s.

Long Instalment of _Poweriu' New
Nelson Lee Serial :(—

“THE INVISIBLE GRIP!”
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JUNO CYCLE CcC., ¢§
168 & 248, Bishopsgate, [
]| Loendon,; E.C.2. B
NR Propiietors . — Metropolilen |
A 13 Machinists Co., Ld.

CHOOSE 40 RARE STAMPS, 6d4., or
100 1)~ fromn pcki. of 500 sent on receipt
of post. Fine stamps in this lot.—B." L,
CORYN. 10. Wave Crest, Whilxtable. Kent.

famous pair were."
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