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A shot rang cut on the maorning air, and Nipper jerked violently sideways,
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Crack !




You read last week how the
siege at Moat Hpllow School
ended in a victory for Mr. Creepe
and his monitors by the capture
of Nipper, who was le a
rebellion against the tyranny of
Creepe, and later, how Nipper
was rescued from his captors by
Archie Glenthorne. Back at St.
Frank’s, Nipper plans a fresh
attack on Moat Hollow, but this
time he is supported by the
famous Fourth Formers of St.
Frank's, This week’s splendid

varn describes the final overthrow of Creepe by Nipper and his chums at

St. Frank’s, and so bring

s to an end the sti

tirring Moat Hollow series.

Next week will begin the new St. Frank’s stories greatly increased in

length.

) THE EDITOR.

—

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
THE TEN-THIRTY RELIEF MAN,

DWARD OSWALD HANDIFORTH sat

up in bed with a jerk.
“Hallo!
past,” he murmured.
to get a move on!”

He hopped out of bed and groped for his
clothes. It wasn’t late—only ten-fifteen, to
be exact, and the prefect on duty hadn't
been gone more than a few minutes after
seeing lights out. But most of the Fourth-
Yormers in the Ancient House dormitory

wore asleep.
it!” said Handforth

Just chiming the gquarter-
“1 shall have

“1 shall
crisply.

“You'll have to look sharp,” came the
voice of Reginald Pitt, from further down
the room. *“You're relieving Archie, you

know—his hour was from nine-fiftcen to ten-
thirty.”

just do

i

“His what?” asked Handforth, staring.

“Rather a stretched hour, I know, but
we couldn’t wangle it any other way,” said
the captain of the Fourth. *“It’s bed-time
at nine-thirty, you see, so Archie had to get
down to Moat Hollow in time to let De
Valerie get back by half-past. That tired
watchman is now sleeping the sleep of the
just. If you listen carefully, you can hear
his baszs note on the still air.”

“What's the good of Archie as a sentry?”
growled Handforth, as he felt for his
trousers. “1 shall probably find the fat-
head sound asleep! 1t’s a pity you couldn't
find some other chap——"

“Patience, rash one—patience!” inter-
rupted Reggie gently. *“ Archie was chosen
because he sleeps alone, in his own bed-
room. He doesn't suffer from the annoyance
of having prefects dodging in and out in
the neighbourhood of ten o’glock, putting
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minor fights,
Archie’s life is generally a life of peace.”

lights out, and suppressing

“A life of laziness, more like it!’? re-

torted the leader of Study D

“ Anyhow, he's on the job 'now," said Pitt.

“He won't be missed, and he ecan slip
indoors at about a quarter to eleven without
anybody spotting him. So all's well I
shall relieve you, Handy, at eleven-thirty.”

Handforth went on dressing. He sat down
on McClure’s bed, mistaking the hump near
his elbow for one of McClure’s knees. He
cave it a jab—a most unreasonable thing
to do; considering that he had no actual
right on the bed at all.

“Move your giddy knee out of it!” he
said tartly.

The bed heaved, and McClure'’s
to the surface,

he howled.

“ Fathead!”
hbrained me!™

“Eh? Was that your head I biffed?”

*Yes, it was!”

““Serves you right!”

“Look here, Handy—

“Only lunatics sleep with their heads half-
way down the giddy bed!” said Handforth
judicially. **What's the idea, anyhow? 1
thought that lump was one of your silly
knees!t”

v Well, it wasn't!” growled MeClure, rub-
hing his head tenderly. *“ My hat! I shall
have a Iump there like an ostrich's egg!
What did you hit me with—a erowbar?”

“Get up—and don’'t talk so much!” re-
torted Handforth.

“What do you mean—get u

head came

“You nearly

' Wadd

“What I say!” snapped Handforth., “I'm
nearly ~dressed, and you haven't even
«iarted! Great pip! And there’s Church

sound asleep, snoring likc a fog-horn! I'l]

soon shake him up!”

Church had just dropped off into a peace-
ful slumber. He was certainly snoring, but
only faintly—Handforth always exaggerated.
He lay in bed with his mouth open, and with
a reposeful expression on his cheery face.

Crash!

A crépe-soled shoe struck him on the nose
with much vim, for Edward Oswald’s "aim
was generally excellent. Church sat up,

hewildered, He seemed to think that a
fiszht of some kind was in progress. He
erabbed the shoe, whirled it round, and

hurled it across the dormitory. A wail from
the far end announced that Church had un-
wittingly scored a bhullseye.

‘“You chump!”? roared Handforth.
“That's my shge!”

i Eh?"

“You've chucked my shoe away—" ‘

“Sorry!” pgasped Church, blinking. *I
thought it was a clod of earth. I was.

dreanming-that we were fighting against oid |

and—- 1 say!

Creepe and his gang,
It ‘H‘Ilrf*s

What's happened to my nose?
like anything!”

|

|

i

Handforth didn't think it necessary o
explain,

“Are you idiots going to get up or not?”
he asked grimly.

““ Pardon the intrusion, old son, but may I
be allowed to insert a remark at tihis
interesting point?” asked Reggie Pitt gently,

"What' the idea?” asked Handforth.

“You've taken the very words off my
lips,” said Reggie. “ What IS the idea? 1s
it really necessary to turn the whole dormi-
tory upside down like this? When you go
out on a solitary expedition, is it essential
to arouse everybody and biff people about?”

“Who's bifling people about?”

“Well, I don’t think Church and MeClure
are exactly unbiffed,” said Pitt. “And
where do they come in, anyhow? This isn’t
their act at all. You seem to have for-

gotten that you take the stage alone. It’s
a solo, my son.”

Handforth started.

“By George!” he ejaculated. “Well, I'm

blessed! I've got to go down to Moat
Hollow by myself, haven't 12"

“That, I believe, was the scheme.”

“ And Church and McClure don't come at
all?” asked Handforth.

“They don’t appear on the fixture list,
anyhow,” said Reggie.

*“Oh, well, that’s different—they can go
to slcep again,” said the leader of Study D.
“The asses! Why couldn't they explain?
I wouldn’t take ’em with me even if they
begged to come!”

Church and McClure breathed a sigh of re-
lief. There wasn’t much chance of their
begging to go, and they turned over in bed
and settled themselves for sleep with the
grateful, comforting thought that Hand-

forth would soon be well out of harm’s
way. '

CHAPTER II.
TROUBLE STARTS EARLY.

EGINALD PITT
watched the depar-
ture of Handforth

with some misgiving.

“He’'ll probably run Tslap
into Mr. Stokes in the cor-
ridor, or harge into the Head
in the Triaugle, but I've got to let him
2o!” he decided. “If I tried to stop him,
there’d he a second battle of Waterloo!”

Handforth had firmly insisted upon taking
his turn at night watch duty. And whan
Handforth firmly insisted there was nothing
else to do but let him go ahead—unless, of
course, one was prepared to engage in gory
combat.

Handforth had a curious idea that he was
an expert at datective work, and anything
in the nature of to-night's special pro-
cramme appealed to him strongly. But he
was only really useful when plem‘y of noise
was required, and when a desperate scrap
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was in progress. On such occasions, the
redoubtable Edward Oswald was a host in
himself.

He went down the corridor on tiptoe, and,
by great good fortune, met nobody. It was
still a minute or two from ten-thirty, and
the school, naturally, was far from ;1:1L-e]_~,._
None of the masters had retired, and on¢
or two prefects were knocking about,

Handforth descended the stairs as silently
as a shadow. At least, he thought he did.
He failed to take into account the stair he
missed half-way down—resulting in a serivs
of thuds that shook the whole house. And
it was a matter of no consequence to him
when he nearly knocked the umbrella stand
over in the lobby. He had .met nobody,
and he passed unchallenged, and nothing
else really mattered.

He crept down the Fourth Form passage,
went into Study D, and closed the door so
quietly that the crash was only heard about
two hundred yards away, Then he went to

the window, opened it with an_ absolute
shriek of unoiled pulleys, and charged out
into the Triangle.

But it was evidently Handforth's lucky

night. For all these disturbances had drawn
forth no response from the powers that
were. The leader of Study D passed on hi"
way without let or hindrance.

~ The fact that he was breaking bounds
after lights-out did not worry him. Never-
theless, it was a somewhat gruesome busi-
ness,

In most of our great Public schools the
punishment for breaking out of the school
at night is swift and sudden—in a word,
the sack., There ar¢ no two ways ahout it

But at St, Frank's they were not quite
so hard and fast. If a boy, dizcovered in
the act of breaking bounds, could give a
rcasonable explanation for his conduct, the
punishment might bhe nothinz worse than a
swishing, or possibly the docking of two
or three half-holidays.

Handforth, however, appeared to think he

was in no danger at all. He marched
across the Triangle boldly, and Reggie Pilt,
watching from the dormitory window, felt
his hLart sink within him.
- “It's little better than suicide!” ﬂroaned
Pitt. *“The poor simpleton is absolutely
velling for trouble. He might just as well
stand on the top of the fountain and start
singing! He's bound to he dropped on!”

Handforth vanished behind the shrubbery,

and Pitt breathed a little more frecly. By
some miracle, the leader of Study D had
escaped detection. His star of fortune was

evidently shining very brightly to-night.

And then suddenly it grew dim and went
out. At least, Handforth thought so. Yor
he had hardly taken a couple of steps be-
vond the shrubbery before he caught sizht
of a lurking form. The lurking form was
standing quite still, and waiting. Hand-
forth halted, holding his breath,

“All right, Ted!” came a whisper. < Doun't
get the wind up—it's only me!”
“By George!” Dbreathed Handforth.

Wiyt

“The one and only!” said Handforth
minor, ereeping up. “I say, are you tryviang
a new game, or something?”

“A new game?”

“Because, if so, you'll probably be very
successful,” continued Willy. “The iden, I
supnose, is to attract as many masters as
youn can?”

“You younz ass—-—

“1 heard you coming hours ago!” said
Willyv., “You crossed the Triangle like a
traction-engine, and, as for pushing through
the shrubbery Well, my hat! Anybody
might have thought that a tornado was
loose!”

“Look here, you cheeky young fag!” said
Handrorth hotly. “Are you looking for a
thick ear? I'll-I'll

“Oh, my goodness!”
““Don’t yell like that!
masters on us! Lel's
quick. Come on, we've only
over the wall—"

“What are you
manded Handforth.

“If it comes to that, what are you doing

ut here?”

“1'm just off to Moat Hollow to take my
spell of sentry-go!”

“Two minds with but a single thought!”
said Willv. “It must be a kind of tele-
pathy, 1 didn't know I'd put the 'Huence
on so hard.”

Handiorth stood there, glaring.

"

groaned Willy.
You'll have a dozen
et out of this
got to nip
here%" de-

doing out

“Do you think yvu're going down to
Moat Hollow?” he demanded grimly.

‘INO'II

“What's that?”

“1 don’t think anything about it—I
know it,” said Willy emly “Now, look
here, Ted—don't start any of your silly

rot Cave!” he added, in a hiss,
¢“Eh?" gasped his major.
“Who is that?” came
voice from behind the trees.
at once! Who is that, I say!"™
Handforth and his minor stood rigid.
The moment was a tense one. Standing
near the fringe of the shrubbery was Mr.
Horace Pyeratt, the master of the Modera

Fourth!

a 1hin, nervous
“Come out

CHAPTER III.
A DRAMATIC MEETING.

R. PYCRAFT was on
the warpath.
A mean, un-

pleasant sort of
man, he was subject to petty
prejudices and had an exag-
cerated 1idea of his own
At the same time, he was nob

importance,



renowned for his pluck. And he

attempt to investigate the shrubbery.

“Who is there?” he demanded peremp-
torilly. “Come out at once! Do you hear
me? I command it!"”

A hand clutched Edward Oswald’s sleeve.

*“*Not a word!" Dbreathed Willy. ‘“He's
as nervous as a frog—he’ll never come in
‘here!  Let him jabber!”

FFor once, Handforth revealed genius. He
remained perfectly still, and didn't even
whisper a reply. And Mr. Pycraft moved
uneasily away from the immediate vicinity.
tle didn’t like the tense silence.

The Form-master had been going back to
his own quarters after a most unpleasant
game of chess with Mr. Pagett, of the
Fifth, Mr. Pagett had not only won, but
he had fairly wiped Mr, Pycraft off the
board—leaving that gentleman o 1ere
wreek amid the ruins of his shattered army.
The fact that Mr. Pycraft’s queen
abdicated early in the game—owing lo a
master-stroke of Mr. Pagett’s — had
affected him deeply.

Mr. Pycraft was retiring in disorder, and
he was that type of man who cannot accept
defeat—even in a game of chess—without
getting irritable and bad-tempered. - Sounds
of human presence from the shrubbery had
momentarily cheered him. The thought of
dropping on some youthful evil-doers had
bucked Mr. Pycraft up considerably. But
he didn’t like the look of that shrubbery.

“Come out at once!” he repeated, his
voice losing some of its authoritative com-
mand. “Must 1 come in and drag you out
by force?” '

Dead silence.

. “Very well!” said Mr. Pycraft nastily.
“Oh, very well! We will see about this!”
e sped off towards the Modern House—

his intention being to feteh a light, and,

if possible, one or two assistants in the
shape of prefects. It was a weak admission
of failure. Handforth and his minor nipped
away, and were in the lane before JMr.
Pycraft ‘had even entered the House.

When, live minutes later, the Form-
master reappeared, dragging Reynolds and
Carlile with him, the shrubbery was
naturally empty. The two Modern House
prefects—pulled forcibly away from an im-
..promptu fox-trot, the music for which had
heen supplied by the Savoy Havana Band,
via - Reynolds’ four-valve wireless set—were
by no means overjoyed.

-They made a thorough search, found
nothing, and mentally concluded that Mr.
Pyeraft was several kinds of an ass. And
Mr, Pycraft himself retired in confusion
and in a-worse temper than ever.

In the meantime, Handforth and his
minor had paused in the lane to settle a
little argument. Willy was quite prepared
to fight the thing out on the spot,  bat
" Edward Oswald maintained that his age
. barred ' him from touching his younger
prother,

made no )

had .
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“Don't let that stop you!” said Willy
fartly. ‘*Size isn't everything! Yow’ve got
a bigger head. than mine—but, if it comes
to that, so have all idiots!”

“Look here, you cheeky young rotter!”
hissed Handforth. " Are you going back to
bed, or are you not?”

“ And a sweet little voice whispered, ‘ Not
likely,” > renlied Willy.

“You—you—-" _

“It’s no good, Ted—you'll only bhurst a
blood-vessel if you gzo on like that,” inter-
rupted Willy., *On second thoughts, you’'re
more likely to burst a few buttons, or a

seam or two. Why not accept the inevit-
able, and he resigned? You ought to be

jolly pleased that I'm willing to keep yom
company!”

* Pleased!” snorted IMandforth., “I'm
quivering with joy!” . !
“Good!” said Willy. *Those Moat
Hollow chaps need assistance—they need
somebody near by, in caze of trouble. They

are holding a ripping barring-ont, and Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe and his beauty chorus
have got the bird.” ’

“I know all this—*

“0f course you do,” said Willy sooth-
ingly. “But even the best 1wemory is
liable to misfire at times. There are those
Moat flollow fellows, trinmphauntly holding
the fort. And therc’s Archie Glenthorne,
on senitry-go, waiting for us-to relieve him,
We're late already.”

“Look here——"

“Jave you no heart?” asked Willy
scornfully. “ Have jyou no soul? Are we
to leave Archie waiting in vain—like Sister
Ann at the garden gate? Our duty is clear
—we've got to whiz to Moat Hollow. Long
live the rebellion! Three cheers for the
barring-out! And may Grimesby Creepe lLe
withered into a dried mummy!” ,

Having thus unburdened himself, Willy
marched down the road. And Handforth
was compelled to foilow—since the idea of
letting his minor take the job out of his
hands was unthinkable,

Willy had a way with him that could not
he denied. The things which Handforth
gained by sheer force and obstinacy, Willy
secured by coolness, imperturbability and
cheek. |

And the situation was not one that could
be dealt with lightly.

The boys of Moat Iollow—twenty-four in
number—with Nipper in full command, were

in rebellion against the tyranny of Mr.
Grimeshy Creepe. There had heen stirring
scenes that day, and Mr. Creepe had

retired, beaten, after several attempts to
dislodge the mutineers,

Nipper had’taken advantage of the fact
that Nelson Lee was abroad to come down
and help. Ile was no longer a shining light
of the St. Frank's Fourth, but his very
presence in this erisis was encouraging to
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all concerned.
fellows were

Many
builtdiag
Nipper would return for good at the begin-
ning of the summer term—that iz, after the
Easter holidays, which were ¢ven now loom-

ing ahead. Nipper had hinted at such a
thing, but could say nothing definite until
he saw his beloved * guv'nor,”

Pitt & Co. had taken a prominent part in
the Moat Ilollow doings, but there was no
need for any drastic action now, . The
rebels were in a comfortable position, and
all was quiet for the night. Pitt had
organised a system of sentries, so that the
alarm could be given in case of a surprise
atiack.
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COAPTER IV.
THE SIORY OF THE DISASTER.
{ ALLEN!" echoed
F Handforth blankly.
“ Crashed, laddie;
absolutely
crashed!"” said Archie Glen-
thorne. ¢ (Creepe and Hhis
frightful gang are in posses-
sion of the good old school, and the out-
look is becoming murky !”
“You're rotting!” put in Willy, staring.
“0Oh, I say, really!" protested Archie.
“I mean, 1 wouldn't rot on such a dashed
serious sub, old tulip! I don't wish to be

- —
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But the latest report, brought by Cecil
De Valerie, had. been to the effect that
evervthing was calia and peaceful,

It was a dramatic surprise, therefore,
when Edward Oswald and Willy came face
to face with Nipper and Archie Glenthorne.
They were coming up the lane at a trot,
and with obvious urgency.

“Hallot” said  Handforth, stopping.
“My hat! What are you doing out here,
Nipper? I was just going down to relieve
Archie "

“It's a good thing we met!” interrupted
Nipper crisply. “Old Creepe’s made a coup,
and the garrison has fallen!”

|

- pessimistie, but the whole frightful position

1: frightful!”

“(reepe’s in  possession again!™ ejacu-
lated Handforth. “Well, I'm blessed!
Didn’t 1 say all along that I ought to have
been in charge? How did it happen? De
Valerie told us that everything was quiet
an hour ago——-"

“So it was,” interrupted Nipper.

“Then what's wrong now?”

“Everythinz!” went on Nipper. *It
started by Creepe cutting off the water
supply. We didn't Kknow it at first, but

there’s a kind of drain running from the
scutlery to a pit in the grounds—it goos
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right under the moat. All the drains and
water-pipes at Moat Hollow are modern,
Old William K. Smith—you remember him—
had everything done.”

“Yes, but I don’t see—-"

“You will in a minute, it you'll only
listen,” said Nipper. “We don’t want to
be standing here, e¢ither—let’'s walk on.

We're going up to the school for help,”” he
g?.dfi’ed. “This is where the TFourth comes
in.

“To say nothing of the Third!” remarked
Willy. “In case you don’t know it, 1'm
the Third. The- others don't count!”

“But what about this awful disaster?”
asked Handforth,

“Creepe cut the water off, and it was a
serious thing,” replicd Nipper., “I spotted
a Jloose ' flagstone 1n the scullery, and
Tommy Watson and I pulled it up. Then
1 went down to investigate. Mind you, I'd
no idea there was a tunnel arrangement,
and I crawled along to see where the pipe
was cut off.  Naturally, Creepe and his
monitors were investigating that tunnel at
the same time. Things always happen like
that., I ran slap into ‘em,” added Nipper
simply.

“And got caught?”

“ Naturally !”

“Then what are you doing out here?”

“There,” said Archie, “hangs a tale. Dut
1 won't dream of interrupting the old flow.
Carry on, Nipper, old cherry! Proceed vith
the foul story!”

“There’'s nothing much to tell)” said
Nipper grimly. “1 was chucked down in
the gymnasium cellar, and Creepe and his
ganz got into the school, and took the
rebels by surprise. Within five minutes
they were whacked.” .
“Miserable weaklings!”
forth. .

“Yon can't blame them for that,” said
Nipper quietly. “They’'ve been kept down
for so long that their spirit was hroken,
It only revived because I had the lead.
And without me, they erumpled up in no
time—although I expect Tommy Watson
did his best. I'm not boasting. but i1U’s an
abzolute fact that I held thoze chaps to-
gether and made ’em fight. I take no
areditr for that—becanse 1 was never brow-
heaten like they’ve been.”

“Put how did you get free?” asked Willy,

“That was where Archie came in,” said
Nipper, as they approached §St. Frank’s.
“He scented that something was wrong,
and hopped over the wall to investigate.
Allow. me to introduce our Dark lHorse—
onr Fighting Firebrand—-"

“Here, I say, dash it——" began Archies

“He found I'ryer on duty—Fryer, a moni-
tor- about twice his size!” said Nipper.
“What did Archie do? What didn’t he do?
By the. time he'd finished with Fryer, the
poor chap was a mere mangled heap on
the floor. You didn’t know that Archie was
England’s White Hope, did you?”

grunted Hand-
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‘ “XNipper, dash it,”’ said Archie frigidly,
"yYow’re &n ahsolute jackass!”

"You're too modest, old son,” grinned
Nipper.,  “Anyhow, Handy, he came and
released me, and we put Fryer back in the
cellar.  And now we're dashing to the
Fourth for assistance. I don’t think we
shall appeal to Reggie Pitt and his merry
men in vain, Already, « vision is taking .
shape hefore nie.” |
“ A vision?” said Handforth,
“Where?”

“My dear ass—just a figure of speech,”
sald Nipper. *“1I can see Creepe & Co. being
hooted out within the hour. 1t merely

staring.

requires one swift, lightning attack, and
the garrison will be in charge again, We've

simply got to make a determined raid, and
the thinz will be domne.”

“Absolutely!” said Archie.

“That’s the talk!”” put in Willy, with a
nod. *“There's nothing like determination.
Are we going to let Creepe and his bullies
oget, the hest of us now? Not likely!?’

“By George, no!”" snorted Handforth.
“Why, it's—it’'s an insult against the
Fourth! We've promised to back those
Moat Hollow. chaps up, and if we fail in a
crisis like this, we shan't be worth our salt!”’?

“It jer’t salt we want just now, old man,”’
said Willy, *“1t's pepper--mustard--ginger!
I'll tell you what. T'll go and rout out the
Third, if you like. All hands to tne
pumps—-"

“Let the Third rest in peace.”’ interrupted
Nipper. *“You can come, if you like Willy,
but it’ll be at your own risk.”

“Oh, all rfght!?”’ said Willy. “You know

best!”’

“All hands to the pumps!"" mused Nipper
thoughtfully., “I’'m! That's given me an
idea. Yesz, by Jove—an idea!”’

[ —

CHAPTER V.
PLENTY OF VOLUNTEERS.

LEVEN o’cloc¢k was
striking as the little
group dropped over
the school wall into

the Triangle. A few lights

were showing from the various
windows, but everything was

quict.

“1 expect old Pyeraft’s gone to bed with
the hump!” murmured Handforth. * Any-
how. there’s no sign of him now. 1 suppose
we'd better go straight in, Nipper?
no time to waste, you know &

“I think you’d better stay out here, old
man,”” said Nipper -diplomatically. “ Keep
your eyes open,, and_ if any masters appear
get thc warning o us somehow. Is that
settled 7*? ;

. “No, it izn't!?” retorted Handforth. “T'm
nr:lt.] g:}i{:g to he left out here in the
CoI——""

re
There's vy,

I

il
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“All right—ceomeeaionz in!'' interrupted
Nipper. “1In fact, it'll be tie bhest way.
This watching business docsn't matter 3

“Oh, docsn't it!"’ interrupted Hand{orth
gruffly. “It's jolly important; and now I

coe to think of it, I'm the best man for |’

tiie job., I'll stay here while you go in and
rout the Fourth out. And look sharp, or
I'll come along and touch you up a bit.”
Nipper grinned in the darkness.
“Good old Handy!"' he maurmured. " Al
rizlit, we'll soon be back.”

*{
o

/

the lobby, it seemed to him that he hada’t
been away for a day.

“There's something about the old nlace,
you LKknow,”” he murmured.

“What-ho!"’ breathed Archie. * Absolutely!
That i3 to say, rather! Something about
it, what? A f{rightful dusthole in many
respects, laddie, but you bally well can'd
heat it!"

“1've

a gond mind to come back n2xt

|

term!"’ whicpered Nipper.

ol

Buster Boots, lead

er of the Vlodern Fourth, blinked at the figure by his bed
The rest of the dormitory was quiet and undisturbed.

—

|

stole off towards the
Wiliy  elected to remain
behind with his major—to keep him in
order.  He omitted to mentinon this
important point, however.
could never sce things in the right light,
anvhow.

1t was with a slight thril! that Nipper
entered the window of Study D and then
crept down the Wourth Form passage. These
surronndings were very familiar to Lim,
although for more than a term he had not
trod this ground. But as he glided into

e and Archie
Ancient Iouse.

1

all- !
Fdward Oswald |

“Never,”” said Archie, “spoil a good mind.
But here we are at the top of the old
stairs, and a brooding silence on our part
deems to be indicated. 1 mean, the less
chatter the hetter. Some of these dashed
maste1s have a somewhat ripe metliod of
ooziitg out of the offing!”’

But they reached the Fourth Form dormi-
tory without mishap, and Nipper took a
deep hreath as he entered the long, familiad
rooin.  The walls were only distempered,
and the floor was covered with cold linoleum,

- hut the lengthy apartment with its rows ot



beds brought many memories back to the.

ex-Fourth-Former.

“It all depends on
breathed,

nE_h?’!

“ Nothing, Archie, I was only—="’

“Who's that?” came a voice out of the
darkness. ‘“Have you come back already,
Archie?”’

““ Absolutely!’’ said Archie.

“Then Handy must have shot down to
Moat Hollow pretty quick ’e

“Reggie, old grcengage, dirty work has
been committed,’’ interrupted Archie. “ The
Creepe reptile has absolutely pounced. A
somewhat ghastly situation i3 confronting
us, and—-"’

“What on earth are you talking about?’’
interrupted Pitt, sitting up in bed. “De
Valerie reperted all was guniet, and there
hasn’t bheen time--— Hallo! Who's that
with you?”

“1t’s me!’’ whispered Nipper.

“Why, what the dickens—— 1Is that yon,
Nipper?’? ejaculated Pitt, jumping out of

the guv’nor,’”” he

bed. * But—but what—-— I say! Then
something HAS happened?’ he added
breathlessly.

He wa- startled to see Nipper there, and |

lie was ever more startled when Nipper
briefly related the facts. And after he had
heard all, hjs face glowed, and his cyes
gleamed.

“Yes, something’s got to be done,’”’ he
said. “ Az fax as I can see, the best thing
we can do is to shake up all the reliable
chaps, and sneak quietly out. No neced to
arousc tie whole Fourth.”?

“There’'s no help for it,” replied Nipper.
“You’'ll never keep them all quiet, and the
others are bound to wake up. Besides, it’ll
take too much time to go round singly.
Speed’'s what we want,”’?

“All right—I suppose you know best,”’
said Reggie promptly. “1 think somebody
cught to go across to the Modern House,
though. Buster Boots and his lot were
awful'y cvt up hecause they didn't take
part in the scrap this afternoon. Theyll
he usefil, too. There are plenty of hefty
~warriors over in the Modern House.”’

Five minutes later McClure was dressed
and on his way to the dormitory of the
Modern Fourth, on the other side of the
Triangle. And the Ancient Fourth was
awake to a man, eager, tense, and excited.

“For goodness’ sake keep quiet, you
fellows!”” urged Pitt anxiously. “It lsn't
very late yet, and if a prefect hears any-
thing suspicious he’ll be in here in a brace
of shakes.”’

“Who cares
Armstrong.

“Let 'em co:ne!” ;

“We're going to Moat Hollow, whatever
happens!”’

* Hear, hearl®’ .

for prefects?’ demanded

i

“Wait a minat2!’ hissed Reggie,*Is this
our rebellior or is it Moat Hollow’s? By
the way you fatheads talk anybody might
think tha* the IFourth was in revolt. If
we're caught sncaking out it'll mean a jolly
stiff gating and probably a public flogging.”?

These words had a calming effect, and even
Armstrong cooled down. Armstrong was a
bold, aggre-give fellow when he had lots
of others with him. Alone, he was greatly
deficient in stuffing.

Nipper watched anxiously and approvingly.
Pitt was handling his men well, and in a
short time all the volunteers were ready.
The other Fourth-Formers sat in bed, looking
on, excited enongh, but pretending to bhe
indiffercnt.

Slowly and silently the procession left the
dormitary,

e ——t

CHAPTER VL
PREPARING FOR THE FRAY.

OHN BUSTERFIELD
J BOOTS sat up, rubbing
his eyes.

“Hallo! Who'’s
that??? he mumbled. * What
the dickens——-"

“Don’t make a song—I'm

MceClure!”’?

Buster Boots, the leader of the Modern
Fourth, blinked at the dim shadow which
stood beside his bed. The rest of the
dormitory was quiet and undisturbed.

“McClure!”” repeated Boots, staring.
“What on earth are you doing in this
show? What’s up? Look here, if this is a
roid—"?

“Don’t be o silly ass!” interrupted
McClure impatiently. “If we were on a
raid, do you think we'd wake you up and
warn you about it? Reggie Pitt asked me
to came over—he thought you fellows would
be cut up if yon were left out.”’

“Left ont? Left out of what?”

“The rescue party.”’

“What rescue party?’?

“We're going down to Moat Hollow—"’

“Moat IHollow!”’

“0h, my hat!’’ groaned McClure. “What’s
this—a giddy game? T'd better wait a
minute unti! you're fully awake, You're

like a giddy parrot!”
Buster’'s mind cleared rapidly.
“Moat Hollow!’’ he muttered.
(eorge!

“Yes, by

t

VWe're game for anything like that.:'e¢

Jolly decent of Reg to remember us,”’ hell-

added warmly. *“But what’s

the exact!l¥

game? What's this 1.3cue party, anyhow?’

While the energetic Boots slipped out of

bed, McClure put him in possession of the
main faets. And J.B.B. clapped him on the
back with enthnsiasm,

“Jolly good!”” he exclaimed briskly.
“You Ancient House chaps might have
turned the tables down at Moat Hollow, but



tn order to wmake the thing
certain you came to us, eh?”’ |

“Rats!” said McClure. “We don’t nced
you at all!”’

“Ahem!’”’ coughed Boots. “ Well, anyhow,
our gang will make assurancc doubly sure.
Shake up Bray and Denny, and Crooks and
that crowd. The more the merrier, 1f
they start objecting, lug all the bedclothes

1) P

Not wishing to start a riot, McClure
refrained fromm this drastic method. He
went from bed to bed cautiously, DBoots was

doing the same thing, but he emploved all
his usual energetic bustle. Bob Christine,
finding himsclf deprived of his pillow and

holster wondered what on carth had
happened.
Others were served in the same wayv—

Yorke, Talmadge, Clapson, Oldficld. Within
a couple of minutes the entire dormitory
was humming and buzzing like a disturbed
wasps' nest.

But the Modern House juniors were Aas
Lkeen as mustard on the expedition. A few
weaklings were dubious ahout taking risks,
and they were allowed to remain in bed.
Only volunteers were required. And there
were plenty of these.

Ry the time they crept downstairs .out

“into the dark Triaugle, Reginald Pitt
and his men were gathering behind the
shrubbery. And by now the initial excite-

ment had died down, and the juniors were |

tensely quict.

Breaking bounds after lights-out was a
serious  business.  There was a certaln
amount of safety in numbers, of course, for
if this gecneral exodus wus epotted and
brought to the Head’s knowledge, he could
hardly flog the best part of the Fourth.
But even a gating was to be avoided if
possible,  The juuiors didn't fanecy having
their hali-holidays docked for the rest of
the term.

Complete suceess crowned the adventure so
far.

No alarm had been given, and there was
now little chance of one. The juniors would
have been somcwhat startled if they could

have glanced behind the curtains of one
of the upper windows. Two figures were

stunding there pceering out into the night.

“Over half the Fourth, 1 should imagine,”’
murmured one fizure.

“Look herc, we can’'t stand idly by—"’

“We're  asleep!” interrupted  Fenton
calmly. “We're both sound asleep, Arthur,
and we don’t know a thing about this little
alfair. Understand? This s one of those
rare occasions when we can wink with a
clear conscience.’’

It was like Edgar Fenton, the popular
captain of St. ¥rank's, to take this broad-
minded view. He was one of the greatest
sticklers for discipline the school had ever

known, but he never forgot the all-important |

fact that he had once been a junior him-

absolutely |

:

scif, and he knew that there is an exceptlion
Lo every rule.

This was one of those exceptions.

“But, I say!”’ protested Morrow. *‘Break:
ing bovrnds like this, you know. Why, il’s
disgraceful! 1 sympathise with the chaps,
of course—they’re doing it all in a good
cause—-"’

“Then we can go to bed peacefully,” inter
rupted Ienton. “Young Hamilton is ta
charge of this affair—you know, Nipper.
He'll sece that the juniors get back to bed
quietly, Arthur. There must be some very

special reason for the whole business, or
Nipper wouldn’t be here.”
The two prefects watched for a few

minutes longer, and then prepared for bed.
Both Edgar Fenton and Arthur Morrow kneiw
the facts concerning Mr. Grimesby Creepe’s
unfortunate pupils—and all their sympathies
were with the rebellious boys. They fielb
that they could afford to close their eyes to
this escapade. _
And the Fourth, in the meantime, con-
centruted in the playing fields. The twe
contingents joined forces, and both Reggie
Pitt and Buster Boots placed themseclves un-
reservedly under Nipper's command.
“You're in charge of this game, old man,”
declared Pitt. “Trot out the orders, and
we'll pass 'em along to the troops!”
“That's the idea,” agreed Buster promptly.
And Nipper procecded to trot out the
orders:.

. =

CHAPTER VIIL
MAKING CLRTAIN.

1 IRE-ESCAPER" said
F Nipper thought-
fully.
“Ehm
“Hose-pipes—"
“What?”

' - “They're the things we
need just now,” went on Nipper. * Fire-

cscapes and hosc-pipes, 1f this raid's going
to be a success, we want to get into Moat
Hollow at the first rush. And unless we
take the proper means, we shall be driven
hack.” .

“That’s what I'm thinkiug,” said Reggie.
“When the rebels were in command of Moat
Hollow they declared that they could hold
o:f any attack. What with the mwoat, and
the battlements, a comparatively small force
can hold the place. Fven Creepe and his six
monitors arc a pretty formidable garrison.”

“And they've got tons of ammunition,
too,” added Buster Boots. “The roof is
piled with the stufl, isn't it?”

Nipper nodded.

“Yes, we had everything ready,” he replied.
“ Bags of soot, clods of carth, pails of water,
and goodness knows.-what. Old Creepe made
such a coup that he's grabbed everything
intact.”

“Good gad!" said Archie. < Then the
dashed inscct can absolutely use your am-



munition agaip:t us? T say, that’s some-
what overripe, if you grasp what I mcan!

Dashed near the ragged edge, what?”

“It all depends, Archie,”” replied Nipper.
“1f we surround the school, and try to
¢ross the moat, and break through the barri-
cades Weil, with all our numbers, we
shouldn’t win. Tommy Watson and I super-
intended the manufacture of those barri-
cades, and I can give you my word they're
strong.  We're in a rummy position.”

“*Huh! I should think we are!” growled
Handforth. ¢« You go aud build barricades,
prepare tons of fighting material, and old
Creepe collars the lot! It simply means that
we've got to fight against our own defences!
That's a fine thing, ain't ity”

“My dear chap, it’s no good@ ~rumbling,™

said Nipper patienily., * The only thing
i1s to face the fact—and I think we can over-
come the difliculty in one swoop. Don’t
forget what I just <aid about the fire-
escapes, If we can open the shed, we shall
be all right.”

“My hat!” :aid Pitt.
St. Frank’s Fire Brigade?”

* Exactly,” replied Nipper. * Fellows have
always =aid that the fire brigade was a mere
farce and a waste of good time. The Fifth
and Sixth have grumbled enough, anyhow.”

“They would!” said Boots. * They're the
fircmen!”?

“And they've had to put in a regular
weekly practice,” chuckled Nipper. *I ex-
pect it becomes a bit irksome in the long

“You wmecan the

run. But we wan't bother the seniors, we’ll
quietly pinch the fire-engine and the two
escapes, and  trot them down 1o Moat
Hollow.””

“ Hear, Licir'”

“Jolly good idea!™

“ Abzolutely !”’

Nipper's sclienme was approved unanimously,
v offered a simple method of defeating the

enemy.  Reggie Pitt pictured the coming
scene. The alarm, the invaders swarming

round the school, the defenders hurling their
ammunition. And then the fire-hose woulld
get busy, and the escapes would be rushed
imto position. The prospect was an exciting
one.

Breaking iufo the shed was no
irouble. -

The place was locked up, of course, but
to a erowd of determined juniors this draw-
back was o detail. The shed was situated
just at the rear of the Modern Ifouse, con-
veniently screened by trees and bushes., A
spade froin the tool-shed did the trick.

With one heave, Nipper forced the door
open, smashing the lock. And five minutes
later the entire fire-fighting apparvatus was
oulside-—on its way across the damp grass
of the playing fields.

The juniors were entering into the spirit
of the thing with encrgy. There were a
dozen fellows to each five-escape, and another
dozen pushing and pulling the hand-operated
firc-engine. ,

o —
arcat

xeept for the rattle of a wheel or an
upnguarded shout, no noise was made. And
so far there had been no alarm, The

masters obviously kunew nothing whatever
about this night escapade.

By the time the fire apparatus was on the
other side of the playing fields, the juniors
felt secure. They were well on the job

-now, and all fear of detection had passed.

One after another, the wagons were pushed
through a gateway into the lane. And then,
fecling that noise didn't matter now, the
entire rescue party raced down tRe lanc at a
dangerous speed, to the accompaniment ‘of
gasps, shouts, and crunching wheels.

With a fine sweep, ithe noisy procession
rounded the bend and pulled up with much
commotion in front of the big gates of Moat
Dollow, Nipper had already pointed out.
that it would be useless to attempt secrcey.
The only method was to smash into the
sclidol grounds in one swoop.

;'ult]d the rescue party took Nipper at his
word.

Handforth was in charge of the leading
firc-escape. It . was a heavy, lumbering
wagon, and the dozen fellows in cbarge of it
were pushing vigorously.

“Don’t stop, you asses!” roared Mand-
forth, as the firc-escape slowed down,
Charge the gates! It's the only way—
smash straight through! We can’t mness
about en a jobh like this!” '

Less excited, the juniors might have hesi-
tated. But the fever of the attack was
upon them, and with renewed efforts thoy
sent the wagon charging fuil tilt into the
heavy double gates.

Crash!

With a ferrific noise, the gates were burst
asunder at the first blow. They swept open,
and the fire-escape was rushed through. And
that sound sent a ihrill of hope through
the defeated rebels within,

=

CHAPTER VIII.
THE GREAT RAID!

R. GRIMESHhY
M CREEPE suflfered a
double shock,

That crash, echo-
ing through the night, told
of significant doings without.
There could be ounly one cx-

And all the schoolmaster’s air of
gloating triumph vanished.

Barely two minutes carlier, the first blow
had been delivered.

And TI'ryer, the monitor, was the one wlhn
had dealt it, Fryer had bheen lJeft a
prisoner in the cellar, having been thrust
down into the depths by Nipper and Archie,

They had left him securely bound and
nelpless, But Kirby, the chief monitor,
ventured outside aiter Mr. Creepe had ecot
the scheool under control. Kirby .was feeling
cxuherant,

Everytbhing bad gone bheaautirully.

planation.

Nipper



Brio -

was a prisoner in the gymnasium cellar, and
all the Moat Hollow boys were again under
Mr. Creepe’s sway. The rebellion, in fact,
was over. The affair had fizzled out like a
damp squib. The barring-out was a frost.

So Kirby, entering the gym. with a springy
step, was somewhat astonished when he
fuiled to hear any response to his call. The
¢rmnasium appeared to be deserted.

. “Fryer!” called Kirby sharply. “Huh!

Where's the fool pone to? The Head
tirctly told him to stay here——"

Kirby reached the cellar door, and flung it
open.

“You down there, Fryer?”
staring into the darkness.

A muffled kind of sound answered him, and
Kirby jumped. Then he realised that the
sound must have been caused by Nipper—
who, of course, was bound up and gagged.
Still, he’d go down and have a look, just to
make sure.

lHe went down.
one of the walls, he found Fryer.
was in no sweet temper.

“What the deuce——"" began Kirby, pulling
olf the other's muffler.

““They bunked!” gasped Fryer thickly.

“ They?”

“ Yes, Nipper, and—and—— Oh, I don’t
know!” panted Fryer. * There was another
chap. He attacked me from behind,  and
hewled me over before I could do anything,”
lie added lyingly.

“Well, I'm hanged!" said Kirby.

I'ryer gave him a dreadfully untruthful
account of the occurrence. He tailed to
explain that Archie Glenthorne had fought
him face to face, and had beaten him in a
clean scrap. Fryer's account of the affair was
that a hulking brute of a fellow had
stwashed him from the rear,

“ It doesn't matter about that—the thing's
over mnow!' interrupted Kirby harshly,
“ Nipper's gone—and you can bet your boots
thut he’s getting help of some kind. Ten
to one, he's gone to that infernal school!™

“What are we going to do?” muttered
I'ryer, as he dropped his bonds. “ How’s
evervthing indoors? Did Mr. Creepe 4

“ All the kids are under control again,”
broke in Kirby curtly. “ We're in full com-
mand——  But, look here, we can’t stop
here talking. I'd better rush in and tell
Mr. (Creepe what’s happened. He'll go blue
and green in the face when he hears this!
Yeu confounded fool! What's the good of
leaving you in charge of anything?”

“ How on earth could I help——"

But Kirby wouldn't listen. He rushed
indoors, leaving Fryer to follow at his
leisure. But Fryer was only just behind, for
the gloomy surroundings were not to his
liking. There was something sinister and
forbidding about the Moat Hollow grounds
at dead of night.

Mr. Creepe received the news with an evil
frown.

The schoolmaster had been triumphant.
His loose, flabby face was alight with un-

he asked,

There, propped against
And Fryer
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pleasant joy--until Kirby broke the news.
The twenty-four Moat Hollow boys, crouch-
ing in their seats in the cold schoolroom,
sat listening with awed attention. And one
heart, at least, gave a wild leap. Tommy
Watson was thrilled.

I knew it! he muttered feverishly. < 0ld
Nipper’s got away! Good egg! I knew he'd

do the trick!"
“Silence!” thundered Mr. Creepe, as the

slc_lmol, buzzed. ~“What's this you said,
Kirby? What's this? That infernal boy has
gorie? How? When? How did he get away?

Where's I'ryer? Where's that fool--— Oh,
there you are!” added Mr. Creepe, seeing
Fryer in the doorway. |

“It wasn't my fault!" growled Fryer. <1
was attacked—-"

“ Nonsense!' shouted Mr. Creepe.
deliberately-—’

And at this point Mr. Creepe paused. His
colour faded somewhat, and his face grew
slightly more flabby, He stood tense and

“ Yon

rigid.

“Anything wrong, sir?” asked Kirby
curiously,

“Keep vour mouth shut!” snarled Mr.
Creepe. *“ Listen! Listen!”’

The schoolroom became deadly silent. No
boy dared to move. There was not even the
shufie of a foot, or the creak of a form.
And on the night air came a curious, far-
away uproar. There could be no mistaking
the sound—or, to be exact, conglomeration
of sounds.

The crunch of wheels, the shouts of mauy.
voices, the clatter of feet on the stony
road.

“Do breathed Mr.
huskily.

“It's those St. Frank's chaps,
tered Kirby. “1 knew that Nipper would
go for them They’'re here already! We
shall have to look alive if we're going to
defend ourselves ”

Crash!

The sound came with startling distinet-
ness—a dull, splintering roar. And then,
immediately afterwards, the loud crunch of
wheels, the shouts of many boys, and
kindred sounds.

‘“ Keep order here!” roared Mr. Creepe.
¢ Keep order, I say!”

He rushed out, mounted the stuairs
heavily, and rushed across to the first land-
ing window. Flinging it up, he gazed out.
The grounds of Moat Hollow were literally
swarming with invaders!

you hear?? Creepe

sir,” mut-

CHAPTER IX.
THE ASSAULT.

ANDFORTH danced
about excitedly, '
““ Now then—up

with the ladder!”
he roared. ¢‘‘Come on, you
slackers! Everything de-

pends on speed!?
Church and McClure obeyed orders with
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alacrity, and nearly a dozen others were
cqually eager. The big firc-escape was
swung round, and the extending ledEl’:a
were raised hlghm and higher,

** Hurrah!»

“*Go it, you chaps!”

“We'll soon be In !

At another angle of the building the
second fire-escape was Dbeing erected, in
charge of Buster Boots and a crowd of
Modern House fellows. And Reggie ritt
was superintending the fire-engine, Nipper
stood by, watching. He preferred to leave
everything to the Fourth. This was their
pienie. .

The supply hose was dropped into the
moat, and the pump handles were manned
by Jack Grey, De Valerie, Archie Glen-
thorne, Armstrong, Trotwood, and a number
of others.

** Now then—all together!” yelled Pitt.

The pumpers started work in earnest. A
moment later the hose in Pitt’s hand
spouted forth a solid stream of water. Pitt
swung the nozzle round, and his eyes
gleamed.

Mr. Grimesby Creepe was still sf‘mmhg
at the open landing window. The school-
nmaster was staggered by the sheer deter-
mination of this attack. 1t was something
he had never bargained for. And he stood
at the window, stunned by the immensity
nf the disaster. Just when he had won
an overwhelming victory, too! Obviously,
Mr. Creepe had indulged in that popular
pastime of counting his chickens before
they were hatched. .

Reggie Pitt swung the hose round, and
bhis aim was steady.

Swooo00ssh !

The stream out of the ho~:e struck "\Ir
Creepe in the midriff, so to speak—a full-
bodied, full-flavoured dose of muddy moat
water. The schoolmaster gracefully van-
ished. As a matter of fact, the force of
the - water was so great that he was
knocked over backwards into the middle of
the corridor. He picked himseif up, drenched
to the skin. And his enthusiasm for fight-
ing had been greatly dampened.

~ He picked himself up, and fled. Not that

this was really necessary, for the stream
of water ceased, Pitt having diverted it
elsewhere.

“ That’s one for his nob!” he grinned.
“« All right, you fellows—you can case off a
bit. By the way things are going we may
not need the hose at all.
well to have it in working order.”

In the meantime, the fire-escapes were in
position. Moat Hollow was not such a very
high building, and there was no delicate
adjusting to:. be done. The Iladders were
reared up, and rested against the parapet.
of the flat section of the roof.

Nipper now came into action.

.He eclimbed up the nearest ladder, fol-
lowing a number of Fourth-Formers, and
with more Fourth-Formers behind him, At

But it's just as |
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the same time a stream of juniors poured
up the ladder,

*“ Hurrah !

‘““Come on, you chaps—we’'ve won!”

Out with the tyrants!”

Mr. Creepe, inside, was suffering tortures.
He hud really and truly believed himself
to be master of the situation, and his
short-lived triumph was galling in the ex-
treme.

He rushed down, leaving a trail of muddy
water in his rear, shouting at the top of
his voice.

& l{irby i bellowed.

he “Tarkington!

Fryer! wberts! To the roof—to the
ruuf‘ These cursed boys are swarming in
“Let ‘em  swarm!®  said Kirby rebel-
liously., *“I'm fed up with it! No more

fighting for me!”

** Same here!” growled Tarkington.

““Do you dare to disobey me?” shrieked
Mr. Crecpe.

“You're beaten, so why can’t you realise
it?”? shouted Kirby furiously. I knew it
all atong—I knew we couldn’t hold the
place! And if you think we’'re going to
fig_h:; illis, confounded horde, you've made a
mistake!’

Words utterly [failed the schoolmaster.
He had been half afraid that his monitors
would turn against him in a erisis, and
it was obvious that his fears were only too
well founded.

A tumnltuous noise- from upstairs an-
nounced the fact that the rescuers were in.

‘They came pouring downstairs in a flood.

Nipper was well in the lead, anxious to
take the brunt of any fighting that might
be on the boards. Handforth was with
him.
The
directions.

invaders swept over the school in all
And Mr. Creepe, looking about
him wildly, sought for some method to
escape., He had vivid recollections of being
thrown into the moat, and he had no desire
to undergo that experience again.

Escape was imperative—and every second
was of importance. Yet it seemed that
escape would be difficult, for the moat had
to be crossed, and a door had to be
opened as a preliminary. And all the dccrs
and windows were barricaded!

Mr. Grimesby Creepe and his monitors
were caught like rats in a trap. In the
schoolmaster's  egotistical way, he had
omitted 1o pave the road for escape!

CHAPTER X.
THE ORDER OF THE BOOT!

HE tumult increased
as the invading flood
swept down from the

: upper floors.

In the schoolroom, the
Moat Hollow hoys were ex-
cited and awed. They be-

the tables were to be turned

lieved that
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again, but the uncertainty of the whole
position left them helpless.

Mr. Creepe and his monftors had gone,
leaving the school-room deserted. This fact
in itself was signiticant. But most of the
boys wgre reluctant to vemture out.

¢ It’sFall right—they're whacked!” shouted
Tommy Watson. *‘Nipper's done the trici
somehow—he's brought the St. Frank’s chaps
Bere! Come on, you duffers! Let’s rush
out and join the fun!”

But only Jevons and two or three others
joined Tommy Watson as he made for the
door. In the meantime, Mr. Creepe was
rapidly making up his mind, assisted in
this process by his clamouring monitors.

““We've got to clear out!” panted Kirby.
“They'll be on us in a minute, and then
we shall be chucked in that moat again!
I knew what would happen if we tried this
game on.”

“We all knew!” snapped Tarkington. “It
was a fool's idea!”

- Mr. Creepe quiveted.

““ Hold your tongue!” he snarled, *‘There
is timo yet—there is still hope! If only
vou boys will show some strength, we may
vet drive these young hooligans out! We
must not give in——*

“You’'d better fhink again!” interrupted

Kirby roughly. We're not going to fight
tiiis mob, so don’'t you believe it! Come
ot, Tarky—all the rest of you, too! We'vo

cot to slide out pretty quick!”

““ Hark !”” muttered ¥Fryer. ¢ They're nearly
on us!”

The noise and confusion in the upper
part of the housc was tremendous,

‘“ Are you mad?” shouted DMr.
‘“We arc trapped! There
We must fight, 1 tell you!
are barricaded, and all
barred-————r

“Yes, but there's the drain under the
scullery floor!’”” interrupted Kirby sharply.
“We came in that way, and we can leave
by the same route!” I'm not going to
wait until I'm grabbed =y these mad young
idiots 1

All the other monitors agreed, and there
was a general movement towards the scul-
lery. And Mr. Crecpe, deserted by uis en-
tire bodyguard, had no alternative but to
follow. In spite of .i3 rage, he realised
that he could do nothing single-handed.

But a check awaited the fleeing garrison,

The scullery was reached, but it was .ot
such an easy matter to get down the shaft
into the drainage tunnel. The big flag-
stone refused to come up at the first pull.
It had somehow got stuck. It frequently
bhappens on such occasions that these delays
occur. And before the fugitives could mal?ce
stnlseccnd attempt, the cnemy swarmed upon

iem.

Creepe.
ia no escape!
All the doors
the windows: are

Nipper an¢ Handforth led the rush, but
Nipper pulled up short. '
‘“Hold on, you fellows!” he shouted.

€ They're all here—we've cot thom trapped!
No nced for fighting unless they start it.”
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“* Look L.re——"" began Handforth hotly.

But Nipper silenced him with a quick
glance. Then he turned to Mr. Grifiesby
Creepe, who was standing in the centre of
the scullery, pale, grim, and with rather
a wild expression in his eyes« The monitors
were further away, having retreated into a
corner,

_ Well, Mr. Creepe, the aftair’s over,” said
Nipper. “You gut. thg upper hand for a
brief hour, but shall now require von to
leave. 1 hate violence, so if you care to
go (quietly——"

“You hate violence!” shouted alr, Crecpe
thickly. “You have the audacity to tell
me that, after breaking into my property

like a set of hired ruffians! By heavens!
You shall pay for this——?" B
““Under ordinary circumstances, M,

Creepe, our action - uld be insupportable,”
interrupted Nipper quietly. “But we are
dealing with a tyrant. You had better leave
here as soon as possible.”

¢“¥ou infernal young hound————-">

‘““You won't improve matters by .abusing
me!” said Nipper. ¢‘I took charge of this
rebellion to defeat you, Mr. Creepe, and
I'm going through with it. The longer you
stay here, the greater your peril. can't
answer for these St. Frank's chaps—and !
think they're fairly itching to get thelr
fingers on you.”

Mr. Creepe took a deep breath.

“I will go!” He said, with a gulp. i
will take my monitors, and leave the build-
ing,. But remcember—"

Nipper took-no notice of his threats. In.
stead, he requested some of the juniors to
remove the barricades from the rear door,
and put the little bridge across the moat.

This was soon accomplished, and then the
beaten garrison was escortcd to the rear
door, and allowed to depart unmolested.
Handforth watchied Mr. Creepe and his moni-
tors go away with many regrets. He wasg
disgusted. He had becen hoping for better
things.

“Here's a  jolly tame finish,” he e&ald
sourly. “We haven’t even had the pleasure
of chucking the rotters into the moat!
You're a fine lcader, Nipper!” he added wilh
scorn,

Nipper chuckled.

“Therc's nothing heroic in taking advan.
fage of eur strength, Handy,” he replied.
“Our only object was to recover the
position, and we've done it. Creepe & OCno.
are back in their old place, and Moat Hol-
low is once again in the hands of the

rebels. What more do we want?”
“Nipper's right!"” said Reggie Pith. * We
don't want fo do anything too drastic. And

now that the affair’s over, we'd better slide
back to our dormitories as soon as possible.”

“What rot!” saild Handforth glumly,

But it was the only wise course. Having
finished their job, the Fourth-Formers had
no objeet in remaining. Nipper was con-
fident that there would be no more mis-



adventures. Mr. Creepe would never be

able to trick the rebels again,

So the St. Frank’s contingent,
s0 wcll, set off back to the schoui,
the fire-fighting apparatus with then.

having done
taking
Upon

the whole, they were feeling thoroughly
satisfied with the night’'s work,
And Moat Hellow assumed ils former

calm.

CHAPTER XI.
THE LAST STRAW.
GRIMESBY
M CREEPE was moody
‘and morose,
He sat in the
gymnasium on the edge of a
box, with the heat from the
big stove radiating round
him, The schoolmaster made a sirange
picture in the ruddy glow from the fire,

His clothing had dried on him, and, With
his unshaven chin, bhis unnaturally . burning
eyes, and his untu]y condition, he presented
a picture of hopeless misery. Hc plied his

quill toothpick subconsciously, and a brood-

ing silence hung over the gym..

,Kirby and the other monitors were stand-
ing apart, in a group. They were talking
in low voices, and discussing the situation..
They were tired of the whole business, and
were, in fact, making plans to desert their
chief as soon as the morning -came.

“It's no good staying here—Creepe’s
beaten!” muttered Kirby, for the tenth
time. “He doesn’t scem to realise it, the

old fool, but he is. We'd better clear out
before there are any close inquirics.”
“Clear out?” repcated Fryer. ‘*‘Where
to?”
“Home!"” said Kirby briefly.
“I haven't got a home,” muttcrcd Fryer,
“That’s unlucky for you, then,” said
Kirby. *“In any case, we can’t be bothered
wilh your troubles. My idea is to take
the first train in the morning and get well
out of this before the crash comes.”
“That's my idea, too,” exclaimed 'l.uk-
ington. “I don't expect my people will be
. oyverjoyed to see e, but they'd rather
do that than have me mixed up in this
- rotten scandal. With old Creepe whacked
to the wide, all the facts'll come out, and
we’'re liable to get it in the neck.”
. “Yes, we'll all clear out by the
'Lr’uu.” saild Roberts.
Mi. Creepe turned his head.
. “Can’t you keep quiet?’ he snapped,
glowcring., “You do nothing but talk, talk,
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first

gneered.

talk! What 2are
you scheming?
be bound! “You
your weakness,
trouble as this!”

“We're fed
aggressively.

Mr. Creepe rose to his fcet. He advanced
towards the monitors with a sirange look in

What are you plotling?
sonie infernal treachery, I'll

But for
such

miscrable curs!
there would be no

up!” retorted  Kirby

his burning eyes. Knowing him as they
did, the monitors rccognised the danger
signal. But Kirby was reckless—he had dc-

cided to burn his boats, and availed him-
self of the opportunity to speak with per-
fcet frankness.

“So you are fed up?”’ repeated Mr. Creepe,
bringing his heavy frame to a standstill and
claring at the monitors. "I have hcard
that before, Kirby—I am {ired of hearing
it. You are a fool-—you understand? But
I was a bigger fool ever to trust you!” ne
added bitterly.

1 am glad you Kknow your own name!

said 1\.111}}{.

“By Heaven! You had better be care-
ful, boy!” execlaimed the schoolmaster, his
voice thick and shaky. ‘“You'd better Le
careful! Don’t goad me too far, Kirby!
I am in no mood for your insolence!”

Kirby laughed tauntingly.

“Who cares for your paltry threats?” he
*Without us you couldn’t have
carried on this school at all! School, ¢h?
It’s been nething clse but a prison—a rotien
sweat shop, where all the chaps worked at
vour filthy monov-makmg schemes! 1t's a
good thing you're whacked! And you'll end
up in prison——-"

“Go casy!”
nervously.

Mr. Creepe was indeed looking dangerous,

“ Listecn to me!” he snarled. *“If you
boys bad stood by me at the very begin-
ning there would have been no rebellion
at all! If you had helped me wholcheartedly
this trouble would never have come upon
us. I have suffered enough at your hands,
and I am not prepared to listen to these
insults! Be silent, or I shall not be answer-
able for what I do!”

Kirby laughed in his face.

“Do you think we’re afraid of you?” he
roared. *“ And you’ve bcen telling lies, too!
We did stand by you at the beginning—we
did the best we could! But how thc blazcs
¢an we fight against a great crowd—-"

“Keep silent!” shouted Mr., Creepe
fiercely.

“I won't, you old swindler!” yelled Kirby,
now thoroughly furious. * We've kept your
rotten sccrets till we're sick of ’cin! We've
gone about  the village painting you white,
and all the time you're as black as pitch!
A common bhurglar is a gentleman compared
to you—-"

“You—you——-"

Mr. Crecpe could utter no words., His
control smnapped., A dcep, alarming flush
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gifused his face, all the
more extraordinary after
Iiis recent pallor. With
a  sideways bound he
crabbed up an exercising
club—a dangerous veapon
in the hands of an angry

rpan. The light glistened
on  the polished, var-
nished wood  as Mr.
Creepe swungz the clab
rovnd.

“TLook out!” gasped
Tarkington hoarsely.

“Don’t be a fool!”
snapped Kirby. “1'm
not afraid of him!"”

All the  same, he
dodged, but  his move-
anent was too slow. The

clul, swung round in Mr.
Creepe's grip, and there
was a sickening thud s
- the weapon struck Kirby
on the head. But for his
timely dodging moye-
ment, the monitor would
have been  brained Iy
that blow,

As it was, he fell to
the ground in an inert
heap, without a  sound.
Mr, Creepe bent over
him, and flung the clabh
away,

“You insolent
whelp!” snarleql the
schoolmaster, bevond all
control. “I'll show you!
'l teach you'! Take
hat—"

He delivered a kick 1In
the unconsclous monitor':
ribs which brought forth

Voinis

%

I
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s
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n  terrifying grunt, He
Kicked again, this time
with the other foot, and
the blow was even more

¢“ What the deuce——'' began Kirby, pulling off the !
other’s muffler.
¢“They’'ve bunked ! '"'" nasped Fryer thickly.

deadly, for it caught

Kirby in the head.
“ Stop!” panted

“You'll kill him!"

Tarkinaton wildly.,

CHAPTER XL

IS OWN MEDICINE,

LL the monitors were
seared out of their
wits.

They had scen Mr.

Grimesby Creepe  In many

bad tempers, but tiey had

never seen him i such a

miud, uncontrollable rape as this, Tt was

The sehoolmaster was
the

appalling to witness,
literally  foaming  at

o
Ty,

“Stop?” he shouted, with a wild move-
ment, “Who'll tell me to stop? I'in going
to make this young fool shrick for mercy!
Am 1 fto be defied and insulted with -
punity "

He whirled round again, and prepared {o
deliver another kick. His heavy boot, in
fact, was drawn back in readiness to dec-
liver a smashing drive into Kirby's very
face—n blow which would have battered the
unconscious bully's features into pulp.

1y

“Stop hin!™ yelled Tarkington madiy,

He rushed forward, and flung BMr. Creepe
off his balanre. The kick went wild, and
the schooimaster reeled aside. He flung
nimseli at Tarkington like a madwman,



“« Help!” gasped Tarkington,

The other monitors were readv enough
now. This fighting had overcome their

initial scruples. They hurled themselves at
Mr. Creepe with all the fury of long-pent-up
hatred. Their true feclings were released in
a flood. They literally vounced.

And Mr. Creepe burned all his boats by
cursing, swearing, screaming, and threaten-

inz. He did everything to goad the
monitors on to further excesses. A com-
plete collapze might have saved him. M

only he had admitted himself beaten, the
monitors would have calmed down, But
Mr. Creepe was like a wild man, and
struggled ceaselessly.

“Rope him up!” yelled Roberts.  “Rope
him up the same way as he roped up the
kids!” |

“Yes, by Jove!” panted Tarkington,
*“That’s the idea! We'll strip him, tie him
up, and give him some of his own medicine!
iz own horsewhip’s up the corner!”

“Yes, that's the idea!” chorused the
others,

They were thoroughly arouscd, and reck-
less to a degree. They didn't eare what
they did now. All their animal instincts
were to the fore. Coarse bullies at the
best, they gave full rein to their natural
bent.

In next to no time, Mr. Grimesby Creepe
‘was stripped to the waist. Ropes were
fastened round his wrists, and he was hauled
“tip. He had ceased to scream and shout
- now, for his voice had cracked. He merely
panted, but continued his vile abuse and
foul language.

The ends of the ropes were swung over
the bheams overhead, and Mr. Creepe was
hauled clear of the floor. In just the same
way as he had treated his own victims, ne

was being treated by his monitors. It was
truly a case of poetic justice,
“Let—me—whip—him!”
The enraged monitors turned, and saw

Kirby strugzgling up into a sitting position.
The head monitor had recovered during the
scrap, and for a time he had watched with
dull, unsceing eyes. But now he grasped
the full significance of the preparations.

~ “Thank goodnesz you ain't killed!”
muttered Tarkington.

Kirby staggered to his feet unceriainly.
He winced, and a spasm of pain shot over
his face. There was a dull ache in his ribs,
and his head felt twice its normal size. The
hlow from the eclub, and the subsequent
kick, had left him more than dazed.

", And he was dangerous. MHis one desire
was - to attack this birute who had made
Chim . suffer so much. The other monitors

would have b&n wcll advised to thrust
Kirby back. But they had always Jooked
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to him for the lead—and they left the lead
to him now. :

‘““Give me the whip!” croaked Kirby
between his teeth,

He swayed as he took the wicked-looking
horsewhip. And Mr. Grimesby Creepe
uttered a2 gurgling cry of terror. He could
seec the insane look in Kirby's eye, and
his hecart nearly stopped beating.

“Stop!” he panted. “You are
Don’t touch me——~"

“Yes, I'm mad!” panted Kirby, slashing
the whip round., * Take that, you cu:!
You'd kick me, would you? You'd smash
into me with a ¢lub? By glory! I'll make
you suffer! I'll make you smart!”

Hiss! |

The whip sang through the air viciously,
and the next sccond Mr. Grimesby Creene
uttered a wild, despairing screech. Across
his back lay a red, burning weal. And the
agony of. it made the schoolmaster con-
tort himself grotesquely as he hung there
from the ropcs.

mad!

Slash! Slash! Slash!

The whip performed its deadly work,
Kirby was recovering his strength with
¢very thrust, and his blows were deadly.

Within a few moments Mr, Creepe’s back
was a ghastly, sickening sight. It wauas
strange indeced that his punishment should
be meted out by his own monitors.

And, foul though this punishment was, it
could not bhe denied that it was well
deserved. For the man was being treated
in exactly the same way as he had treated
too many of his helpless victims. He was
suffering the sa:ne tortures; he was learning

a lesson that would burn itself into the
brain for all time.

“Ease up!’”’ said Fryer nervously,
“You'll kill him, Kirby!”

“Yes, go ecasy, old man!”’ panted
Tarkington.

Slash! Slash! Slash! .

Kirby went on with insane, relentless
force. And Tarkington was the ftirst onec to

notice that Mr. Crecepe had become limp.
He ccased to jeik as the whip coiled round

him. He hung there, inert and awful. His
jaw had dropped, and his eyes were half
open.

“Nau fool!?’? screamed

Tarkington.
“You've killed him!*?

He and the other monitors f{lung theme
selves en Kirby, and forced himn away. The
whip was wrenched out of his hand. Only

for a moment did he struggle. Then he fell
back, staring at the result of his handiwork
with wild, frightened cyes.
“I—I didn’t mean to—-"’
huskily.
Then he shuddered, and fell into a limp
heap, scared out of his wits.

he hegan



CIIAPTER XIII.
THE FLIGHT.

OR a full
nobhody moved.
The situation was
too dreadful. In the
heat of the moment, this
awful thing had been done,
and now that it was too
the full realisation came wupon the
Mr. Creepe, his squat, hunched
was a terrifying
afraid to

minutc

late,
nionitors.
body hanging so limply,
spectacle. The monitors were

look at him—horrified to even glance at his 1

back.
Tarkington was the first to speak.
““ We—we'd -better clear out!'’ he muttercd

nervous.y. “We can’t walt until the morn-
ing; we must go now! They'll arrest
us 2

“Don’t be a fool!” snaried Kirby, pulling
himself together., “We must cut him
down—-"’ .

“*No, no!”’ paated I'ryer, while to the lips.
“Don’ touch it!”?

“You siilly idiot—he's not dead!" said
Kirby, taking a grip on himself. * He's only
Iainted—just the same as he's made the
kids faint. Don't be such cowards; lielp me
to cut him down.”’

The  other monitors  were  slightly
cncouraged, and although they were &till
scared stiff, they helped Kirby to cut the
ropes, and lower Mr. Creepe to the floor.

“What did I tell you?'’ said Kirby, as an
unconseious groan cacaped tbhe schoolmaster.
“He's alive! He'll be conscious again in
twenty minutes! Shove him on thut pile
oi sacks in the corner!"”

Mr. Creepe was carried over acd deposited
on the sacks. But even Kirby didn't dare
to make any close examination. He reeled
away from the corner without any delay.

“We'd better get out of this!"’ he said

thickly,
“How?’? asked Tarkington, in a panic.
“Where can we go to? There aren’t any

trains—it’s no good walking $

“Wait a minute; we've got to think!”
interrupted Kirby. “I'm all wzed;, my
fhiead’s throbbing like thunder. 1 Wwant some
fresh air. Let's get out of here, anyway!”

They werz only too glad to leave the
gymnasium. Outside, the night was cool

and breezy. Stars were shining in a fairly
ciear sky, aud everything was now quiet and
peaceful.

The schoo. building lavy dark and for-
bidding on the other side of the moat. But
az  the monitors moved away from the
gyvmnasium they caught sight of one or two
fizures on the roof, outlined against the sky.

The rebels were on the watch azain.
¥verything was now in itz former state.
The sentries were at their posts, and a
strict wateh was being kept, The St.
I'rank's contingent by this time had retired
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to ttheir dormitories for some well-carned
rest.

“That's better!”’ said Kirby softly.

The cool air helped him a great deal. The
confusion left his brain, and he was able
to think more clearly. His ribs still ached,
and his heas was racked with pain. He had
no remorseful thoughts; he was glad that
he had given Mr. Grimesby Creepe a taste
of Lis own medicine. For months Kirby
had | aged tor this houyr. '

But he had sense ehough to realise that
the penalty would be severe. It would be
no good waiting till the morning—departure
must be at once. And Tarkington and the
others were just as cager to get away as he
was.

They were etiil convinced that Mr. Creepe
was either dead or dyimg, and they were
scared out of their wits. Their one desire
was fo put as many miles between them and
Moat Hollow as possible.
~ Kirby had done the actual flogging, but
they had al' helped. In fact, the very
flogging itself had been their own idea—
Kirby had only joined in after dMr. Crecepe
had been tied up and stripped. So it was
necessary for tlhie whole six to make them- -

selves scarce.

“What can we do?” asked Tarkington
gruffly. * My hat! Things are in a fine
mess now. We shall huve the police here
in the moraning—-"?

“Shut up!?”’ interrupted Kirby harshly.
“They can't prove anything; there’ll he
nothing to show who did the flogging——"'

“But we shall be gone, and they're bound
to suspect us,”’ said Roberts,

“They can suspeet us, yes, but that’'s ail
it’l! amounrt to,”” replied Kirby. *“ They
won't be ahle to prove that we did the
thinz. In any case, we shall be miles away
—in London, I hope.”

“We can’t get to London, you fool!’’ said
Tarkington impatiently. * Therc's no train
until ncarly breakfast time——"’

“But there's a car,’’ interrupted Kirhy.

“A car?” |

“Creene's two-seater.”’

“You don’t mean—-"’

“Yes, I do,” said Kirby. “3Why shouldn't
we take it? 4 can drive, and everything's
ready. 1 filled the petrol-tank up only
vesterday, in caze old Creepe should want
to bolt. There'll be room for the six of us
in it if we squash up a bit, and we'll be in
London by ecight o'clock.”’

“By Jove! You've hit it!”’
“Yes, let’s take the car!”’
“Couldn't do better!”’

Kirby's idea attracted the other monitoms.
It afforded .a quick way out of the trouble,
and the prospect of being in Loandon by
breakfast time appealed to the fugitives,

Like shadows, they went to the garage, a
small outbuilding just within the big gates.
They didn't much care whether they were



heard or not, but they took every precau-

tion., The car was pushed out, and then,
at the last moment, the heavy gates were
swung back. After being smashed open they
had Leen temporarily fastened, so there were
no difficulties here,

Once in the road the engine was started.
The monitors piled themselves into the
little car, and the flight commenced,

———

CHAPTER XI1V,
STARTLING NEWS.

¢ NYTHING to
report ?? asked
Nipper crisply.

He had just
appeared on the roof, and
Tommy Watson and Jevons
turned from the parapet. It
wag ear ¥y morning, and full daylight., The
sun was shining with real spring warinth,

““No, there’'s nothing doing yet,”’ said
Tommy Watson. *“Can't make it out,
either. I thought old Creepe would have
showed himself beforc now. There's no
sign of the monitors—-"

“I expect they’re all asleep,’’ said Jevous.

“That’s about the size of it,’? agreed
Nipper. “I've got an idea, though, that
Creepe has gone. Remember how we heard
the car during the night? I think he's
throwr up the sponge and cleared off.’?

“If he has, how do.we stand?’’ asked
Jevons.

Nipper leaned against the parapet, look-
ing thoughtful.

“1 doir’t quile know,”” he replicd slowly.
“I1f Creepe’s gone, the fight's naturally over.
But I don't quite see—"’

“ A< it bappens, the problem was not one
that needed any attention. For it was
heing solved by other methods. Nipper
paused in the middle of his sentence as he
saw the big gates shaking.

“Hallo! Old Creepe’s coming back, hy
the look of it,” said Watson quickly. *‘By
Jove! I wonder if he's brought a gang of
roughs with him?’?

“Perhaps he's been to Banningion to
fetch help!’® suggested Jevons,

Their doubts, however, were set at rest a
moment late:r. For the gates were thrust
open and some unexpected figures marched
into the school grounds. First and foremost
came the uniformed fignre of Inspector
Jameson, of the Bannington police. Bchind
him were two constables carrying a
tretcher, and then three or four gentlemen
of grave aspect who Ilooked like public
officials of some kind. One, apparently, was
a doctor, since he carried a small valise,.

Through the open gate the surprised
juniors caught- sight of {wo motor-cars.
One was covered, and a red cross could be
seen on the side of it.

“An  ambulance!’’ ecjaculated Nipper.
“What on earth—-*?

“They’re a bit late, aren’t they?”’
grunted Watson. ““They must have heard
something about the scrap, and thought
we needed help. 1 say, what rot! Just

like old Jameson to butt in when he’s not
wanted!”?
Other juniors were looking over the parapetl
now. The advent of these visitors bad
quickly got round, and there were faces
at all the front windows. The situation
was rather difficult, ;
“Hey!” shouted the police-inspector.
“Who's in charge here?”?
“How

“I am,’’ replicd Nipper promptly.
Haven't scen you for

ar¢ you, inspector?
months!’?

“Bless my scoul]! 1t's Mr. Nelson Lee's
young lad!’’ exelaimed Inspector Jameson,
“1'd no idea You’d better come down,
young man, and open the door. We want
to get in.”?

Nipper became suspicious.

“Sorry, inspector, but there's nothing
doing in that line,’’ he replied smoothly.
“We're holding this place against all
invader:, and wc¢ can’t evcn allow you
to___-ll

“Now then! Now then!”’ interrupted the
inspcctor angrily, *“That won’t do, Muster
Nipper. You can't defy the law like this.
Mr. Creepe’s either dead or dying, and we've
brought an ambulance—-"?

“Dead or dying!”? gasped Nipper.
“You've bheen fooled, inspector. We didn't
touch him—we let him go unmolested!”’

By this time +the whole school was
huzzing, and the Moat Hollow boys were
keenly interested in the scene. The gentle-
men with Inspector Jameson were growing
more and more impatient,

“I'm not accusing you of any violence,”’
called up the inspector. *Six bhoys were
caught in a motor-car at Helmford early
this morning. They wer¢e wmonitors of this
school—=7?

“Oh! So it was; Kirby & Co. who left in
the middle of the night?”

“Yes, after nearly murdering their
master,”’ retorted Jameson. *“ Now will you
come down and open the door? This foolish-
ness is over—we've come here to make a
full investigation.”’

For a moment Nipper hesitated. Apparently
some startling things had been going on
without his knowledge. To learn that the

‘monitors were in the hands of the police,

and that Mr. Creepe was half murdered
were indeed startling items of news.

“ All right—I'll come straight down,’’ said
Nipper crisply.

As he moved away from the parapet he
paused again. His attention had been
attracted by a strange figure behind the
cymnasium.  He had caught sight of it at
the corner, and he stood there, staring.



Mr. Grimesby Creepe was apparently very
much alive, for it was he who emerged
from behind the gym. Ite was a wild, dis-
hevelled figure—a figure with only a rough
hlanket over his shoulders, with his hair
tangled, and his face distortied with agony
and hatred.

He ran out, swaying.

““ You!” he croaked, pointing up at Nip-

per. “1've got to thank you for this! Curse
vou! You've brought all this ruia upon
me!”

. The police officers and the others turned,
startled. They made a move towards the !
frenzied schoolmaster. But at the same |
moment Mr. Creepe wrenched something

from one of his pockets, and levelled it.
¢ But I'll be even!” he screamed. *“1'll
he even!"

Crack!

‘A shot rang out on the morning air like
a snap of a whip. A film of smoke hovered
near Mr. Creepe, and Nipper jerked violently
sideways, lost his balance, and toppled head-
long over the parapet.

CHAPTER XV.
FREED FROM RONDAGE.
PLASH!
Nipper fell into the
s moat like a stone, and
instantly a babel of
voices broke loose. The in-

spector and his men rushed
up to Mr. Creepe, and seized
as he was swaying over. The
slipped, revealing the maddened

just
blanket
schoolmaster’s bare back.

““Good heavens!” muttered the inspector,

him

with a shudder. “Quick! That stretcher!
Strap him in if necessary——»

‘“ He’'s shot Nipper!” came a shout from
the parapet.

Tommy Watson was leaning perilously
over—until, indeed, it seemed that he would
plunge into the moat, too.

‘““Nipper!” he shouted despairingly. ¢ Ch,
guick—qguick! He was shot—-"

“It's all right—I'm not hurt!" gaspad
Nipper, as he struck out for the bank.

“Lend a hand, there! Thanks!”

He was hauled out, dripping.

“1 lost my balance—that's all!" he
panted. “I heard the bullet sing past my
ear, and I started pretty badlv. I must
have slipped, or something. It's all right—
I can soon change.”

‘““Thank poodness vou're not hurt, lad!”
said the police doctor.

““ Hurrali !

A wild kind of cheer went up from the
Moat Hollow boys. Tommy Watson was so
relieved -that he hardly knew what to do
for a moment. Many others were rushing
downstairs to tear away the barricades, and
to get the main bridge across.

realised that
the police in

The most dull-witted boy

the siege was over. With
possession, and Mr. Creepe under arrest,
there could be no further rebellion. With-
out a doubt the schoolmaster was at the
end of his tether, and a charge of attempted
murder against him was a certain sequel to
this early morning scene.

The barricades were soon down, and the
bridge was pushed across. The police ani
the other ofhicials took charge. Nipper hur-
ried in to change into some dry clothes,
and Tommy Watson accompanied him.

“What's happened?” panted Watson ex:
citealy.

“I had a few words with one of those
men, and it looks pretty bad,”” replied
Nipper, as he dragged off his wet clothes.
= l.’E!h! That moat's as muddy as a ditch

“You had an awfully
saild Tommy gravely,

“I've had narrower,” replied Nipper.
“Never mind that now. I was having a
word with one of those men, and it seems
that Kirby and his crowd tried to escane
in Creepe’s motor-car. They bashed into a
lamp-post in Helmford, I understand, and
they were all taken to the lock-up.”

“ My goodness!”’

“The Helmford police thought they were
drunk at first, but Kirby, who was driving,
was only a bit dizzy—he'd had a nasty bash
on the head—"'

“Yes, but how-—"

“Kirby tried to make out that evervthing

narrow escape!”

was all right, but the other monitors lost
their nerve, and blurted out the whole
story."

““ What story?"

““Why, there was a fearful bust-up here in
the night,”” said Nipper, removing his shorts.
“My hat! I'm absolutely muddy. I'd bet-
ter slip into the bath—it doesn't matter
about cold water. About that bust-up.
Kirby horsewhipped Creepe until he fainted

1)

“That's good hearing,
Wafson approvingly,

““Yes, but I think Kirby overdid it.” said
Nipper. “The fellow had some excuse—he
was clubbed by that brute, and then kicked
on .the head afterwards. Anyhow, Tommy,
we've won! It's all over bar shouting!”

" “You think so?” asked Watson dubiously.

“It's a cert?’ said Nipper. * There's
going to be an official inquiry, and the whole
truth'll come out—just what we’'ve been
aiming for all the time. Creepe'll be lucky
if he gets off with less than penal servitude.
Az for all the chaps, they'll be sent homn»
as soon as possible. We've done the triek,
Tommy!" ‘

““(Good egg!” said Watson fervently,

But even now he couldn't quite realise
it. When he and Nipper went down twenty.
minutes later, they found the preliminary
inquiry over., The investigators had seen
and heard quite sufficient to convince them

anyhow!"" said
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‘hat this school had hbeen a disgrace to the
vountryside,

The Moat Hollow hoys were ordered to get
themselves ready—tiiey were to be taken
straight into Ramnington and placed in the
care of the local educational authorities—
antil further inquiries could he made, and
till they could be sent home. Their period
of bondage was over—they were free! !

Watson was ineluded in the order, but
Yipper intervened. fe mentioned that he
and Tommy were old friends, and that they
would be the guests of Dr. Staflond for a
day or two—{or XNipper was quite certain
that the Headmaster of St. I'rank’s would
welecome tiem, as they were both Oll Boys.
¢ilhd Boys wcere always cordially received at
St. Irauk’s. And in the case of Nipper and
Tommy Watson the Head’s hospitality
would be more than usually warm.

An hour later—and it was even then only
jist about breakfast-time—>Moat Mollow was
a deserted, dereliet spot. It had’ enly one
vunardian—a  solitary policeman on Jdaty in
the hall, _

Mr, Creepe liad been removed to haspital,
and the only prospect in front of him was
a trial at the loeal assizes. IHis liberated
victims were cnjoying the fire{-fruits of their
freedom,

And Nipper and Tommy Watson marehed
guatly to St. Frank’s,

S S

CHAPTER XV,
THE EESf NEWS OF ALL,

DWARD OGSWALD
HANDTUTVY O RBRTII
glanced al his

waton,
" “There's plenty of time,”
he declared, as lie Jeoked up
at the school elork, “ Hallo!
The clock’s three minuntes slow 1%

“It isu't your watch that's fast, by any
chanee?” asked Chureh.

“My watch never gocs fast—it's reliable
o a second,” replied Handiorth eurtly.
*“Anyhow, we've got plenty of time to get
flown to AMoat I{ollow and bacxk before les-
sons. I want to sec whatl's going on—"

“We'd betier see Pitt about it first,”
saild MeClare,

The chums of Study D were just near the
fountain in the Triangle. It was such a
glorious morning, indced, that most of the
fellows were out and about.  School would
start all too soon—and, someliow, school
always secmied more irksome  when the
weather was sunny.

“Well, I'm bhlessed!®” ejaculaied Chureh
abruptly.

He was staring at {he gateway. Tammy
Watson and Nipper had just arrived, arm in
arm. They were smiling, c¢heerful. and
apparently in the gayvest of epirits, They
strode up Lriskly,
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, said
“We've come here to
stay for a day or two—guests of the Head.”

“Mallo!  Good-morning !” Nipper,

with a cheerful grin,

‘“Guests of the Head!” s=aid IHandforth
blankly.

*““lie hasn't exactly invited ns yet, but he
will do as soon as he knows the faets,”
replied Nipper sweetly, “But why the
dead fish expression? TI've mever seen you
look s0 much Jike a cold cod!”

ITandforth & Co. recovered their voices,
“But—but what about the rebellion at

Moat Iollow?” yelied IHandforth.

“It’s over!”

“Over?”

“A thing of the past-—a reliec of a bygone
age!” said Nipper calmly. “(Creepe has
not only heen horsewhipped, but he’sin hos-

pital, and when he comes out he’ll go in
the dock! His monitors are also in the
hands of the police—although I expect

they'll soon get freed. Anyhow, we’'ve won
the day!”?

‘““ Are you roiting?”
grimly,

“I may sometimes joke, and I may ocea-

dernanded Handforth

sionally jest, but™ I never rot!”’ replied
Nipper, with a smile, “Hallo, Reggie!
Morning, Archie! HHow goes it, Buster?

Here, 1 say—— Whoa!”

Handforth & Co. were not allowed to have
Nipper and Watzon to themselves, A whole
crowd of fellows came ruzhing excitedlv
round. And before twenty minutes had
elapsed the entire school was excitedly talk-
iniz about the recent happenings at Moat
Hollow. R

The I'ourth eould hardly believe that the
excitement was all over. But they patted

themselves on the back with some force—

realising that their night escapade had pro-
vided the crucial turning-point. It was the
St. Frank’s T'ourth, after all, which had
brought about the defeat of the tyrant.

And then came the hest news of all.

It didn't arrive immediately, but some
little time after the mid-morning interval,
when the fellows had gone hack to their
lessons. Nipper had fully explained the situa-
tion to the Head, and the Head, as antieci-
pated, had invited the pair to stgy under his
roof for a day or two.

Watson was too happy for words. As he
strolled in the Triangle with Nipper, he felt
that only one thing more could add te his
joy. He had been freed from Moat Hollow,
but his future was as uncertain as ever.

“It's all the worse now, too,” remarked
Watson., “I mean, there's some talk of yon
coming back next term, Nipper. Well, 1
shall be shoved off to some other rotten
school—="

And then the miracle happened.

A car drove into the Triangle, and out of
it stepped no less a person than Mr. Ben-
Iamin Watson. Tommy ztond staring for a



moment  with startled
eves, and then  he
s hed forward,

“ Unele Ben!” he
shouted gladly.

+ S0 here you are!”
caid Uncle Ben c¢heer-
fuily. “I went to
Mont, Hollow for you—
and was sent np here
by a policeman! What
on earth——>"

“'There’'s been ga bhit
of excitement, sir,”
said  Nipper. “Moat
Hollow 15 closed—and
Mr. Grimesby  Creepe
bas brought his career
4% a schoolmaster to a
sudden finizh.”

““This is amazing,”
said Mr., Watson, <1
came to see you, Tom
—I've hrought good
NEOWS——"’

‘““ About—about dad?”
asked Watson Dbreath-
lessly,

“Yes, the best of all
news,” replied Uncle
Ben, “J had a c¢able
yvesterday from  your
father, and although I
don't need to go into
any details, T ean tell
you that his Australian
properties  have sud-

denly inereased in
value. “Valnahle mineral
discoveries, I
believe-—??

CAnd — and are

mother and father
coming back?” asked
Watson eagerly,
“They’'re on the way
now—and they ougat

- - - e te e e

Hiss !

- The whip sang through the air viciously, and the next
second V. Grimesby Creepe uttered a wild, despairing

screech,

e

(o he in London within a fortnight,” replied | St. Frank's!” he breathed, with a little gulp
I'nele Ben, smiling, ¢ They couldn’t turn uwp | in his throat. ‘“Oh, Uncle Ben——*"
.ut a better ‘tlme—rlnht in the mzddle of the “TIt's all right, Tom—you'll certainly be

Easter holidays.”

Watson looked round dazedly, his

<hining.

at St. Frank’s when the summer term
eves | starts,” smiled Uncle Ben.

“ And I shouldn’t be surprised if I'm here,

“Perhaps T shall be able to come Lack to ' too,” murmured Nipper softly.

T[IE END.

NEXT WEEK!—

The Popular St. Frank’s
new series beginning with a laughable April 1st story, entitled :—

| “FOOLING THE SCHOOL ;

or, The Biggest Jape on Record!” ,i
Introduces A GREAT NEW CHARACTER!?

Story will be much longer, the
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Important Notice to Readers !

Next week’s St. Frank's story, *Fooling the School,”
will be several thousands of words longer than usual,
as the result of numerous requests by readers. This
new length will be maintained every week afterwards.

The *“ St. Frank's Magazine™ is being absorbed
into the * Nelson Lee Library,” the features retained
being published every alternate week.

A thrilling new adventure serial, *“ The Lost Opal,”
by William Murray, will start next week. No reader,
interested in the mystic East, should miss the opening
instalment of this fine yarn about India.
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THE GHEATEST SGHOOL STORY EVER WRITTEN'

Commencing in the Grand Boat Race Number of

“THE BOYS’' FRIEND”

Now on Sale, Get a copy right away!
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CHAPTER XLVI.
THE SECOND TRAP.

6 PLENDID!” :aid Nelson Lce, in a
tone of satisfaction. “Couldn’t have
been better, Lennard! Slip the
handeuffs upon him quickly, and

we'll give him into the charge of Mr, Langford

and his son!”’

The chief inspector nodded.

“1'Il handeuff him all right!” he grinned,
sniting the action to the word. * By glory,
this is a coup, if you like! I'm anxious to
sce the fellow’s fcatures——>

“Plenty of time for that!” cut in Nelson
Lee briskly. *“ Dou’t forget the second part
of the programme, Lennard! That, if any-
thiivz, is more important than this!”’

“ Yes, rather- so it is!” agreed the ellicial,
“I wonder whether those chaps of mine have
got the professor all right? I don’t think
1_;th bungled the business Ah, here he
jat'

Two of the plain-clothes men came hurrying
up to the window at that moment, and
Lennard saw that they were hali-carrying a
prisoner between them. 1le was the black-
bearded companion of “red mask,” and he,
too, was now securely manacled.

“We got him all right, sir!” said one of
the policeman, addressing Lennard. “He
was taken completely by surprise, and we got
the bracelets on him before he knew what
was up!’’. |

“ Good, sergeant!” said the chief inspector
gleefully, *“ Bring him in here! I want you
to attend to him and this other beauty while
Mr. Lee and T sce to things outside. Mr.
Langford and his son will help you to guard
them!”

The scrgeant nodded, and at once lifted
the prisoner through the wide-open library
window, followed by his companmion. Then
the pair of them grasped a prisoner apiece
and keot a tight grip vpon them.

1al of Nelson Lee and Nippe:
mtroducing Professor Cyrus Lingrave

i

Nelson Lee walked up to the black-
whiskered man and quickly raised his hand.

“ Excuse”me, professor!” he said, jerking
the black beard from Zingrave’s chin., 1 re-
quire this disguise for mmy own personal use,
and 1 am quite sure that you will not be
sorry to discard it! My, Lennard and myself
have quite a lot to attend to outside!”

The one-time Chicf of the Lecague of the
Green Triangle scowled evilly, but made no
reply. He was feeling tremendously angry at
the turn event: had taken, for he had been
priding himself upon the absolute secrecy
of his arrangements.

Now, like a bolt from the blue, he found
himself in the hands of the police—handcuffed
like a common cracksman! The degradation
was too terrible for words, and the professor
preserved a sullen silence.

Nelson Lee, who had long since discarded
his Chineze disguise, now attached Zingrave’s
beard to his own chin, and vaulted out of the
window, followed by the chief inspector. They
hurried across the drive to +where the
criminals’ motor-car was standing, and here.
they found several of the plain-clothes men
waiting for further instructions.

“Any sign of Kerner and his gang?” asked
Lennard briskly, addressing one of the men.

“Not yet, sir,” was the znswer.

“Good!”’ said the chief inspector. < You
men had better conceal yourselves again, and
wait for the next signal! Get busy as soon
as you hear it, and don’t let a single man
make his escape!”

The plain-clothes policemen disappeared as
if by magic, lcaving Nelson Lee and Lennard
standing by the side of the car. The detec-
tive was looking thoughtfully along the
gloomy road, and there was a frown upon his
forehead. -

“I hope there has been no hitceh in Nipper’s
arrangements,” he said, with an anxious
note in his voice. “It’s quite evident that
the voungster has carried -out his part,
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they had finished their task at the Lodge,
he urged the chauffeur of his car to

And as the vehicle drew near to its destina-

ot

4 I A et el ik i S WU
Lennard—otherwise we should have had
Kerner and his ruen herc some time ago.” and

“Yes, that's clear enough,” agreed | make all possible haste.
Lennard.  “But I shouldn't worry, Lee.

Nipper isn’t the sort of fellow to get him-
self into hot water, 1 know! He must have
accomplished wonders to delay Kerner as heﬂ
has done, but he worked the trick all right!
He's welcome to make his appearance at any
time he likes now; we're ready for him!”

Lee nodded absently, and coutinued to
vaze along the dark road. He had instructed
Nipper to delay Kerner and his men as long
as possible without exciting their suspicions—4
in order to gain suflicient time to effect the
arrest of Zingrave and his companion.

This had been successfully accomplished,
and it now remained to rope the rascally
tinancier into the net., Nelson Lee was hoping
to do this with comparatively little trouble, |
and he knew that it would be possible if
only Kerner arrived within the rext few
minutes.

Nipper's non-<appearance was causing the de- |
tective no little anxiety, but as he looked
into the darkness he saw a minute point of
light rapidly hurrying towards Liim. It was
a single glimmer, and Lee coacluded that it
heralded & cyclist.

He was right; for a fcw seeonds later the
rider came dasfting up to Pine Lodge, and
almost fell freom his. mmachine as he caught
sicht of Nelson Lee and the chief inspector.
The cyclist was Nipper, and he was almost
out of breath from his streauous efforts.

He recognised his master at once, in spite |
of the beard, and he gasped out his news,

““Ierner and his gang will be here in a
couple of ticks, guv'nor!" he panted. <1
managed to make a gash in one of the tyres
of their car, and I doctored the valve of the
spare wheel-tyre so that thev couldn't use
it! They've been patching up the tube for
the last twenty miinutes; but they've done:
now! I waited until I saw them getting
ready to re-enter tlie car, and then hurried on
here to give you the tip!"”

Nelson Lee patfed Lis assistant upon the,
back heartily,

“You have done exccedingly well, young
‘un,” he exclaimed. ¢ Zingrave and his com-
panion have been arrested, and we'rc only
waiting for Kerner's arrival to complete the
night's work!"

Nipper was ‘delighted to liecar the news,
and he and the chief inspector, at a word
from Nelson Lee, went into thie grounds of
the Lodge—Nipper dragging his bicycle after
him. Here they concealed themselves
amongst the etvergreens, while tlie famous
detective took wup his pesition behind the
Langford machine,

Mecanwhile, Mr. Max Kerner—aimost foam-
ing at the mouth on account of the delays
he had experienced—was hurrying along to-
wards Pine Lodge, intent upon seizingz the
wonderful apparatus whicli he coveted so
earnestly,

His one fear was that be would be too late
to intercept Zingrave and his partner before

arave

tion Kerner gave vent to an exclamation of

satisfaction, for his keen e¢yes plainly dis-

cerned tlie figure of @ black-bearded mun in

the act of operating the Langiord machine!
He was in time, after all!

CHAPTER XLVII.
THE IDENTITY OF “ MEPHISTOPHELES.”

6 TOD!"
‘ S The sharply hissed

order smote upon the

ears of Kerner's
chauffeur abruptly, and he
brought the financier's car to
a standstill. .

“Come along, Berger!" said Max Kerner,
alighting from the car, and addressing his
henchman brusquely., *f Get your men ready!
By the look of things, we shall be just in
timme to carry out our purpose! It's a lucky
lthin;.i for us that Zingrave has been here so
ong!’

The scoundrelly financicr, of course, was
under the mpression that Professor Zingrave
was cven now engaged in the task of com-
mitting the burglary at Pine Lodze—and this
was  precisely  what  Nelson Lee had
arranged.

By adopting this mecasure, the detective had
reckoned to dispose of Zingrave and the red-
cloaked man before Kerner put in an appear-
ance; and his plans—thanks to Nipper's
activitics—had gone through without 1he
slightest hitels.

It was not often that Nelson Lee had such
a completely trimmmphant fulfilment of his
arrangements, and the detective was highly
elated. KEven as lhec stood upon the pro-
fcssor's motor-car, apparcently working the
Langford apparatus, he was quite aware of
the approach of Kerner and his men, but
lhe took care to show no sign that he had
observed their presence.

And the financier was completely deccived.

Stealthily and silently, he and and his men
drew ncarer to Pine Lodgze, and when they
had reached a spot about ten vards distant,
Kerner himseli gave the order to take de-
cisive action.

“ Now!" he exclaimed tensely. ““(Grab Zine.
first, and then get hold of the
wachine!™

Berger, who was leading the raiding party,
suddenly made a dive for Nelson Lee, aud
he received the suarprise of his life when he
unexpectedly found Limself staring down the
barrel of a revolver. The weapon was held
in a rock-steady grip, and a calm voice
scunded nncommpnly determined as it smote
upon Berger’s astonished cars, .

“You have made a little amistake on this
occasion, Bergee!" said Nelson Lece calmly,
recognising the man as the one he had seen
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fn Kerner’s library. “I know that you ex-
pected to see Professor Zingrave here—but he
is under arrest!”

Berger's mouth opened and closed help-
lesslv, and before he could bring himself to
the point of articulation, he was roughly
seized and handeuffed by Lennard’s men.

At the same instant Kerner himseclf was
grasped by the burly chief inspector, while
the other members of the financier’s little
gang were effectively dealt with by the rest
of the policemen. The tables had been
turncd in the most complete manner possible,
and every one of the criminals was captured
without the least sizn of trouble.

1t had been so rapid that there had been
no time for fighting; the police bad simply
stepped out from their places of conceal-
ment, and bhad overpowered Kerrer and his

+)
.

gang before they knew what was happening.

“ Very necat, eh, Mr. Kerner?” asked
Lennard, as he. snapped the bracelets upon
the financier’s wrists. ““You're under arrest
upon a charge of conspiracy and attempted
murder—to say nothing of attempted rob-
bery! By glory, we caught you completely
unayares, and I fancy it’ll take you zome
cousiderable time to get over your surprise!”

The financier could do nothing but gasp
impotently, and it was cvident that Len-
nard’'s words were correct. Kerner's surprise
and consternation were complete, and he was
absolutely flabbergasted.

Just at the moment of his triumph, he
Smnul him:elf arrested—just as Zingrave had

one'! .

And, like the wily professor, Kerner Te-
mained silent and allowed himself to be
marshalled towards the police car in com-
pany with his men, Lennard directed a
sergeant and the majority of the plain-
clothes men to take the prisoners away at
once, for there was no point in delaying
their removal to the police-station.

The chief inspector rubbed his hands to-
gether as they went off, and turned a
amiling face to Nelson Lee.

“ A nice little bunch!” he commented.
“Thank goodness the stunt came off all
right, Lee! Strictly specaking, we've got
young Nipper to thank for our success, and
'm the first to admit t! Congratulations,
young ‘un!”

Nipper ¢rinned.

“Don’t thank me, Mr. Lennard!"} he ex-
claimed. “1 only carried out  the
guv'nor’s orders! But I seem to have been
missing all the fun, by the look of things!
What about Zingrave and that red-cloaked
merchant—where are they?”

“In the library of the I;odgc!" said
Lennard. *We're just going in to unmask

the man and have a look at his face!”

By the time they re-entered the library they
fcund that Mr. Jasper Hemming had come
downstairs again, and was awaiting an ex-
planation of all that had occcurred. He was

gazing at the wrecked safe in wonderment |}

and awe, and he approached XNelson Lee

with an angry glitter in his eycs.

1
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“What is the meaning of this, Mr. Lee?”
he asked. “ You distinctly told me that my
property would remain untouched——"’

“The contents of the safe are quite in-
tact, Mr. Hemming,” said Lee quietly.
“The door of the safe was damaged before
we could prevent it, But that is a mere
detail—-"’

“ Detail be hanged!” exploded Hemming
violently. “The loss will have to be made
good! I won't be the loser——»

“I fancy you are scarcely the man to talk
about loss, Mr. Hemming!” cut in Nelson
Lee crisply. “1I have an ider that you have
been responsible for a good deal of what
another individual has lcst!?”?

My, Hemming turned purple.

*“What—what do you mean, Mr. Lee?”
he demanded angrily. ¢ Are you accusing
me of being a robber, or what?”

“I am not accusing vou at all,” answered
the detective. ““That, I think, can be
safely left to another! | merely suggested
that it was scarcely fitting for you, at a
time like this, to mention the paltry damage
whieh has been done to your safe!”?

Hemming pursed his lips, and remaified
silent, and the other occupants of the
library looked at him in astonishment. This
little altercation between him and Nelson
Lee had been quite unlooked for, and they
wondered what 1t could mean.

But they were soon to learn,

Professor Zingrave and his red-cloaked
companion were standing between two of
the plain-clothes men, securely handcuffed,
and Nelson Lee-walked towards them with
a little smile upon his clear-cut features.
He had removed the black beard, and was
himself again, _

“I fancy that you are abont to meet a
very old friend of yours, Mr. Langford,” he
said, turning to the scientist. *““You, I
believe, are in a position to know our friend
‘ Mephistopheles ' better than anyone else
who is present, and I shall be surprised if
von fail to recognise him!”

Mr., Langford was taken aback, and he
‘looked at the detective in unfeigned sur-
prise.

“71 reeoguise him, Mr. Lee?” he exclaimed
incredulously., *That, surely, is out of the
question! I have never had any dealings
with criminals in all my life—-" 4

“Not knowingly, of course,” cut in Lee,
with a chuckle. **Nevertheless, I think you
will admit that you know this man quite
intimately!” _

As he =spoke. the [amous ecriminologist
pulled the red rubber  mask from the face
of the red-cloaked man, and revealed his
fecatures to the startled gaze of those in
the library, _

A pgreat gasp of astonishment came from
between the lips of Mr. Roger Langford as
he recognised the man, and he stepped back
as if he had been struck. -

Then he stood staring at the unmasked
scoundrel. his lips wide open, and his eyes
almost starting from his head. -
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CIHIAPTER XLVIIL
NELSON LEE ELUCIDATES.

(44 R. GREGORY MOR-
, TON!" gasped Mr.
Langford, at last.

“Dr. (Gregory Mor-
ton—the man I thought was
my staunchest friend! Good

: hLd\Eﬂ:"

'Ihe scientist's surprize was equaliy shared
by his son Harry, who could wcarcely belleve
the evidenee of his eyves. He had had no
suspicion that Morton could possibly have
bheen implicated in this business, and he
looked from his father te Morton, and {from
Morton to Lee.

¢ Great Scott! This s amazing!”
muttered. ¢ Dr. Morton a thief!
scarcely credit such a ‘thing!"”

The surprise in the llbI‘I‘H‘V scemed to be
geueral, and <¢ven Nipper was forced to
admit the unexpectedvess of this denoue-
ment.

e turned fo hLis master with a puzzled
frown.

“PDo you mean to say that you guessed
that Dr. Morton was at the hotiom of all
this, guv'nor?" he askhed. “Did you know
that he was the red-cloaked umuf"

Nelson Lee nodded,

“ Certainiy " hLe replied, “I have known
that Dr. Morton was the principal actor in
this affair from tue startl”

“How?” asked Nipper curiousiy,

“He gave himseif away when lie came to
Mr. Langford’s Louse by s buandaged
finger!"’ said Nelson Lee.
how we dizscovered that piece of skin in the

waste-paper basket, Nipperz'

¢ Grreat guns!t” exclaimed Nipper, with a
nod. “In that imptx oflice opposite Bar-
iow's!? .

¢ Exactlyl™ s:ur_l the er.minologist.
“That piece of skin must Lave caused a
fairly considerable wound, and when Dr.
Morton displaved a b&ﬂd"lgf'd_ finger, the in-
ference was pretty obvious! But that was
only one point out of mam' which led me
to suspect him, Nipper. 1 don’t think he
will deny that I am right—or that he is
an old criminal whose real name is William
Stockton!”

All eyes were now turned to the discom-
fited scoundrel, who hung ‘his licad in a
shame-faced manner. He did not look at
all like the usual shifty-eyed ecriminal, and
there was something in his face which com-
manded attention.

“You are right, Mr. Lee-—-perl‘ect!y
right!” he said, after a moment's silence.
“You have been far too e¢lever for me, and
I was a fool to think that I could get the
better of you. All my efiorts have been
in vain, by the look of things, and I have
simply wasted my time and energies.”

““You have!” agreed the debective. “I§
was a olever dodge of vours to attempt to
lay the whole blame upon AMre, Max Kerner

he
I—1 can

| you with my very life

fe¥ou remember

&,
P
3™
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--but you overiooked the rather obvious fact
that you were the only man who was in a
position to know of Mr, Langford’s appara-
tus. When I learned that you were in his
complete coniidence, and that he had tele-
plioncd to you on the night when his
machine was completed, it did not need a
great amount of brain-work to associate you
with the kiduapping of your friend—
especially whon 1 ¢aw your wounded finger!
You stood practically eself-condemned!”

Mr.- Roger Langford looked at the criminal
with a sad expression in his eyes, and shook
his head slowly,

“I would not have believed this of you,
Morton, if you bhad not admitted it in my
he:mu" ” he exelaimed, with a little break
in his voice. ¢ I[—I thought you were the
best friend I had, and I would have trusted
To think that a
man could have been so misled is appalling,
and I scarcely know what to think. Why
did you do it, man? Why on earth did you
act in this insane mannery”

‘ Becausc he's a crook, dad—that's why !”
sald Harry disdai-nfu!.l}:

Dr. Morton—or William Stockton, as his
real nume was—looked round miserably,

“You're right, Harrv—you're right!” he
admitted. “But I'm not quite so black as
vou think, as I hope to convince you! |1
must have becn mad to attempt to accom-
plish what I se¢t out to do, just as I was
insane enough to believe that 1 could pit
my wits against those of _Mr. Lee! Why,
after I had wrecked his racing car, 1 even
went to the length of taking him to an
old ruined Abbey, and locking him and
Nipper in onc of the dungeons! By so do-
ing, I hoped to dispese of them until I had
completed my planz, and I was astonished
to see them—firee and active—when 1 paid
that visit to Cambridge Terrace!”

““Quite so--I observed your start of
guilty surprise!” cut in the detective, with
a mnod. *“You had a very strong motive
for taking the completed machine, did you
not—a stronwcr motive than a mere wish to
PCESESS lt!”

Stockton laughed.

I had no desire to possess the machine,
Mr. Lee!” he exclaimed.: ““1 only wanted
it for a short time. Yor months and months
I was preparing my plans, and I arranged
to bring off my coup the very instant Mr,
Langford’s apparatus was finished. Now {
can sce that I was altogether too hasty—
[ should have waited for a spell before heip-
ing myself to the machine. But I couldn't

—1 couldn’t! My impaticnce was over-
mastering!”’

Nelson Lec nodded thoughtfully.

] think I c¢an understand,” he mur-

mured. ¢ The coup you refer to was the
punisiment of your three enemies, eh?”

Stockton looked at the detective keenly.

“] can soe that yon know a great deal
more than I suspected, Mr. Lee,” he ex-
claimed, ¢ But you are right again! 1t



is. amazing to me how you have obtained
your knowledge! How, for instance, did you
know that I had arranged to visit this house
to-night ?’?

The famous detective smiled.

““That is very simply answered,”” he ex-
claimed. *‘I overheard your conversation
with Professor Zingrave last night—at your
house in George Street, Euston Road! The
information I then obtained was altogether
too good to miss, and I lost no time in
arranging this little trap—for both you and
Zingravel?®

["THE NELSON
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of t!}e mark, for I have stolen nothing what-
oyere?

Stockton spoke with intense feeling, and
the occupants of the library looked at him
in surprise. . |

“I have been actuated throughout with
but one desire—one motive!’? he went on
passionately. “Every action of mine has

been carefully studied with one object in
view—and that object was revenge!?

Stockton snapped out the last word in a
defiant manner, and held up his head almost
proudly as he uttered it

I

|

1
| B
|

As he spoke, the famous criminologist pulled the red rubber mask from the
; and revealed his features to the startled gaze of

face of the red-cloaked man
those in the library.

Stockton looked at Nelson Lee admiringly. ,

**You are to be grecatly congratulated!?”
he exclaimed, with genuine feeling. ‘1 take
ofi my hat te you, Mr. Lee! You have been
right in every one of your inferences—but
you have missed the main cause of my
apparently insane behavicur. Do you think
that 1 associated myself with Professor Zin-
grave just for the pleasure of commitiing
robberies? Do you think that I stole money
and valuables just for the sake of material
gain? II you do, you arc exceedingly wide

CNMAPTER XLIX.
A REMARKABLE STORY.
EVENGE!”? e re-
R peated, looking at
hie hearers fear-
lessly,  *“*For years
I have been thirsting for re-
venge, and I have almost
obtained it! But for Mr.
Lee's interference I should have completed
wy task to-pight—but now .t is too latel”
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tStockton paused, and then resumed his
story.

“But I think I had better explain matters
a little,”” he said. *Perhaps you all think
that I'm a madman, but I'm far from being
mad, although I've got plenty of cause.
I'our years ago I was a hunted criminal, and
I escaped from this country and made my
way to the Yukon. There I acquired a rich
gold-mine from a man named Paterson, and
I will admit right away that I swindled
him shamefullr. The mine was called
*Satan’s Fang, after some curiously-shaped
rocks in the vicinity, and it was exceedingly
rich, But I ha? no money with which to
work it, and T confided in three of my
friends—Mr. Samuel Barlow, Mr. Harold
Lexington and Mr. Jasper Hemming—the
maa who owns this house. That was the
worst day's work I ever did, for I found
that I had placed myself in the power of
three of the greatest scoundrels unhung.”’

Stockton  paused again, and glared
ferociously at Yemming, who was looking
anything but pleased at the disclosures
which were being inade. The other members
of his audiencz were frankly absorbed in
his story, and showed their interest upon
their faces.

“Don’t you dare refer to me a3 a
scoundrel!"* exclaimed Hemming, with the
colour rising to his face. “I'll have you—-"

“Be quiet!”’ snapped Stockton disdain-
fully. “I'm explaining the position to these
gentlemen, and 1 don't want your interfer-
«nce. Well, to resume,”” he added, facing
the assembled company once more. “I
offered the three men I have mentioned a
half shate in the mine if they would come
in with me, and they agreed readily. But,
instead of keeping faith with me, what
did they dof They promptly attempted to
kil me, in order to obtain a third share
each of the proceeds, instead of a third of
their legitimate half share!”’

“Good gracious!”’ ejaculated Mr. Lang-
ford. “The scoundrels!”’

“They were scoundrels, and no mistake!*’
agreed Stockton., *They tried to murder
me, as I said, and they actually left me for
dead in a lonely snowdrift. But by a lucky
chance I wasz found with a spark of life
still -cmainiug in my frozen body, and
nursed back to health, a slow process,
which took well over a year., When 1 finally

recovered and was well enough to go out |
into the world again, I learned that Satan's |

Fanz had yielded up a rich harvest to
Barlow, Lexington, and Hemining, and that
they had all saiied home to England. So
at the first opportunity 1 followed them
here, ‘and soon 'earned that all three of the
men had bought or established paying busi-
nesses in London, with their ill-gotten gains.”

Stockton spoke with a tremendous amount
of feeling, and it was evident to his hearers

‘[ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

that the treatment he had received had
soured and embittered him.

“1 determined to have my revenge,”’ he
went on quickly, “and as a preliminary move
I paid a visit to all three of the men who
had robbed me, and demanded the return
of my money. As I had expected, all three
of them laughed in my face, and told me to
go to blazes. They kuew that I could not
prove my claims against them, and so they
thought they co-1ld ignore my demands. DBut
I ap. not su easily swerved from my purpose,
and I set about making my plans at once.”

Agaiv the queetly garbed criminal paused
for a brief space, during which he cast a
venomous look in the direction of the
cringing Hemming.

“Y crossed the Atlantic in the personality
of Dr Gregory Morton,”’ continued Stock-
ton, “and during the voyage I became
acquainted with Mr. Langford. We became
friecnds, and I saw that Mr. Langford’s
machine would prove a valuable asset to
me. So I rented a room opposite Barlow’s,
and another opposite Lexington’s, in readi-
ness for the fulfilment of my revenge.
Unfortunately, I had an accident with some
corrosive aci¢ in the Cannon Street office,
and 1 burnt a large piece of skin from my
finger—the picce which Mr. Lee has referred
to, and which has led to my undoing.

“Marvellous!’’ exclaimed Harry Langford.
“It’s really extraordinary how Mr. Lee
made hLis discoveries!”’

“It is!"” agreed Stockton. I should have
realised that at the outsct. But I was
only thinking ol my own affair, and the
accomplishmeat of my revenge. Your
father, Harry, thinking me his staunch
frien¢, telephoned me when his machine
was finished, and I set out at once for
Cambridge Terrace with Professor Zingrave,
who bhad just escaped from Portmoor, and
who had come to me for protection. You
see, I knew Zingrave in the old days, and
I agreced to a partnership with him. The
arrangement was that he should assist me
to crush my thrce encmies on condition that
he wa: allowed to have the use of Mr.
Langford’s apparatus for a eclear month
afterwards. At the end of that time the
machine was to be returned uninjured to
Mr. Langford, a “ning upon which I insisted.
Zingrave was quite agreeable, saying that
during the month he could make himself a
rich man for the rest of his life.”’

For the first time the professor spoke,
and he confirined Stockton's statements.

“Quite true,’”’ ne agreed, in his silky voice.
“But I'm afraid that little arrangement
will have to be postponed for a time—
thanks to you, Mr. Nelson Lee! During the
whole of my criminal career I have becn
continually thwarted by you, and now you
have scored another triumph over me. It's
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a hard world for some of us, but no doubt

we all have our day!”’
The detective smiled,

Stockton’s resumed &tory.

“We took Mr. Langford to the house at
Putney, and treated him as Kkindly as
possible,”” he said. “It was my intention
to reward him handsomely for the treat.

and listened to

ment he had  suffered, in addition to
restoring his machine to him, but that
cannot be now. However, we've all gob

the satisfaction of knowing that Langford’s
apparatus has been preserved for England,
which would not have been the case if
Kerner had seized it. That man was almost
erazy to get hold of the machine, and he
would have done so but for me.”’

Nelson Lee nodded.

“ That is true, Stockton,”” he agreed.
“ Kerner, I Dbelieve, would have moved
Jleaven and earth to achieve his object, and
you certainiy scored over him when jyou
appropriated Mr. Langford’s amazing contri-
vance. All the same, your action was
wrong—very wrong indeed.”

The detective spoke in a tone which
indicated that he had a certain amount of
sympathy for Stockton, and this feeling
was shared by several other occupants of
the library. '

The man -vas not wholly bad; that was
quite clear,

CHAPTER L.
ALI’S WE.L THAT ENDS WELL,

R. WILLTAM
M STOCKTON'S
remarkable story

had thrown a great

flood of light upon the

various mysteries which had
proved &o baffling, and a
little later he was taken away by the chief
inspector, together with Professor Zingrave.

Stoekton's criminal acts could not be over-
looked, of course, and his arrest was
incvitable, -

But he was not desiined to be alone in
facing his trial, for a little later the three
men who had so grievously wronged him
were also taken into custody, and charged
with the attempted murder of Stockton.
They all confessed their guilt, and agreed to
disgorge the money they had received from
the sale of the Satan’s Fang mine.

The mine itself, as Stockton had stated,
had been obtained by fraud from its
original owner, and Nelson Lee, at Stock-
ton’s special request, succeeded in tracing
the widow of the deceased Mr. Paterson,
and in restoring to her her husband’s money.

By this action, Stockton had proyed him-
self to he thorouchly repentant, and he
undertook to lead a straight ard' honest

2o
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life when the time came for him to be .
reieased from prison. In passing, it may be
stated here that he kept his word to the
letter, and became a perfectly honourable
citizen of London, and a really staunch
friend of both Mr. Roger Langford and his
£0Mn,

Kerner, of course, was given a very severe
sentence, for he had not only been guilty
of conspiracy and attempted robbery, but
had endeavoured to take the life of Nelson
Lee as wc’'l,

As for Langford’s amazingly efficient
apparatus—the machine which produced the
“invisible grip ’>—Nelson Lee advised the
scientist to zell it forthwith to the British
Governm«nt, to whom it would prove to be
a most valuable asset. Its possibilities for
purposes of war were immense and far-
reaching, for there was scarcely anything
which could not be accomplished by it.

Langford acted upon the detective's
advice, and was agreeably surprised to find
himself a omparatively rich man almost at
once. Moreover, he was invited to accept
the management of a Government factory
for the manufacture of larger models of his
machine—huge models which would be
capable of repelling and destroying any
invaders who might threaten our shores.

For the *“invisible grip?’ could be made
to operate over long distances, and would
thus be capable of sinking warships and
bringing down - aeroplanes,

And so the strange case ended.

Upon the whole, it had terminated in a
very satisfactory manner for all concerned.
for Nelson Lee and Nipper had scored
another brilliant triumph. Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard had been highly compli-
mented by the Commissioners, and the
public were greatly relieved' to learn that
the notorious Professor Cyrus Zingrave was
once more safely housed in Portmoor
Prison.

And Mr. Roger Langford was not ungrate-
ful for the service which Nelson Lee had
rendered, and he acknowledged his debt in
an exceedingly practical manner—begging
the detective to accept a *“fat’’ cheque, and
pressing upon Nipper a very handsome
present in the shape of a smart little
two-seater.

Needless to say, the gifts were accepted
in the spirit in which they were given—
Nipper voting the scientist to be a “regular
stunner.”? -

“This is what I call something like a
present,’” said Nipper enthusiastically, as he,
gazed admiringly at the little car. * She’s
a beauly, guv'nor, and I think we'd better
buzz off for a ride right away. What do
you say?”’ -

And Nelson Lee, by way of

prompily ceated himself beside his
assistant.

answer,.
voung

THE END.
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(NOTE.—I1f any readers care to wrile %o
me, I shall be pleased to comment upon
such remarks as are likely to interest
the majority. 1f you have any grumbles—
make them to me-—If }'nu have any sug-
gestions—send them along. Remember,
my aim is to please as many of you as
I possibly can. All letters should be ad-
dressed to EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, ¢/o
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
House, Farringdon Street, Loudon,
—E., 8. B.)

E.C4.

Owing to pressure of space—as I think
the Editor has pointed out—some of my last
week’s Comments were unavoidably held
over. They follow immediately below this
paragraph, and you'll find® my usual
acknowledgement of letters some way fur-
ther down. Last week I wus discussing the
summer stories, and I told you that while
the majority of readers are inclined to
favour a tropical adventure series, there
are still others who would like a series
about camping or caravanning, If I take
the boys away for a long adventure on the
Amazon, or at the South Pole, or m the
South Sea Islands, or in China, there'll still
be many readers who haven't lnd what they
wanted. And if there isn’'t any tropical
series, with Lord Dorrimore and Umlcsi, I
might just as well prepare for an untimely
end forthwith. For there are bound to be
hosts of readgrs aftcr* my b!oald.

So what on earth is to be done?

* * *

Well, as I am anxious to enjoy liie for
some time longer, I must certainly find
some way out of the difficulty. And it
struck -me that it might be possible to
please EVERYBODY. T}n: sounds abso-
Jutely impossible, I know, and I dare say
it is impossible. But in this life one can
only try. DBetter to have tried and failed,
than never to have tried at all! What I'm
thinking about doiug (although, mind you,
I haven’t decided anything yet) is to write
an English holiday series immediately f{ol-
lowing the Whitsun number. Then, when
the real vacation commences, somewhere
ahout the middle of July, the boys can go
away on their tropical adventure, with
Umlosi and Lord Dorrimore and all the
rest of it. So all sections of readers would
get what they liked. Mind you, this is only

just a tentative idea of mine, and when I
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write the stories they may be quite different.
But I don't think so. I'm only saying this
50 that I shall be on the safe side! I'm
not going to have any of you writing to me
and accusing e of having let you down! '

% " * '

F. W. raises another question. What an
impatient lot you are! And you never for-
get anvthing, do you? About this map of
St. Frank's and district. F. W. wants to

"ﬂ

know when it is coming out. Perhaps ha
and a lot more of you believe that the

Editor has forgotten the map, and doesn’t
mean to do anything further in the affair.
Well, vou're wrong. I won’t say the map
1s already being drawn, because it isn't.
There's a lot of preliminary work to he done
that none of you seem to realise. .
L » * .
map isn't going to bhe a bare
plan, but something infinitely more
ambitious. We want to get every place of
interest on this map—every building of note
that has ever beecn mentioned inm the stories
—lanes, woods, villages, and 30 forth., And
if this was hurriedly done something would
he forgotten, and mistakes might possibly
occur. The Editor is a very thorough man,
30 he'd rather keep you waiting and give
vou something good than publish the map
at once and have it incomplete. In fact—
I might as well bring it out bluntly—it's
quite on the cards that you'll have to wait
until the autunn.
"

This new

* L

And T'lI tell you why. If the map isn'g
ready for publication pretty soon. it’ll be
too late to start it, for it is going to be a
kind of a =erial. By this I mean that it
will be published in sections, and when you
have pgot them all complete you can care-
fully cut them out, paste them- on a big
background, and have a large, complete map.
That’s the scheme as it stands at present.
So, you see, it's big. And it may be neces-
sary to posipone the first section of the
map until the summer holiday stories are
over. I hope you won’t mind, but the
Editor and 1 are determined to make this
map something very special, and the longer
we are over i‘t the bettcr it'll be.

Thanks for vour mterestuw letter William
Frazer. I have mentioned that matter to

(Con'inved on page 31.)
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' No. 71.—SOLIHULL SCHOOL.

Soliliull " School . dates back to ,thé Ihoékey are played. "'l‘heré are 340 boys"} ‘a“t, -
~ Lighteenth Century, and became a Public | the school, of whom about 100 are boarders.

~_OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES, -

~school "in 1923." Situated on the main road | Two-thirds of the school belong to the

. between London and Birmingham, it is sur-| Q.T.C., which goes to camp with ‘other -
- rounded by commodious playing fields, where | Public schools every August. '
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;) ‘ St Frank’
‘\Iv dear Chums
Next week this little chat of mine wnll,
- be - discontinued . until the autumn, - along
-~ with the adventures of-Trackett Grim. The
“In Reply to Yours” and “How to Do It”
features will also not appear, although only
-until the week after next,-and after that
they . will - be published every alternate
week. The “Whos Who »? and *“Portrait
Gallery ” _being ~continued, but ' not
altogether. on ‘two pages. Under the new
arran«ement each boy's . portrait, with
notes underneath, will appear on separate
pages ‘throughout the book, As I explained
last week, the Editor of THE NELSON LEE
- LIBRARY has been obliged to cut down my
allowance of pages for the Mag. in order
to make room for a much longer account of
the happenings al the Old School and to
publish - a fine new adventure senal by
- Vilham Murray about India. ' Though the
Mag. will be much:smaller in size, it will
- continue as -part of THE. NELSON LEE
- LIBRARY throughout the summer season: .In
the autumn, however, I hope to make ib
~ once more a complete little: gaper of 'its
~ own, in its new position. in t e centre of |

the * N.L.L”>?
THE NEW ST. FRANK’S MAG. |
This . is going to be something very

different to what we have done before. I
think ‘I - referred to it once just before
Christmas. The pages will be half the size
of the present ones, and will be printed
~downwards from the existing inside margin,
the type being set at ught-anOIes to the
‘' page you are now reading. By tearing out-
the leaves, cutting them where  directed,
and- doubhng them over, you can bind them
_into a neat Little volume.. The articles’ and
stories will- be short and: snappy, and I

| already hatehmg

-special

" ~hope to iniroduce into the Mag many’ new
and novel features. _

JEn
et

1IN THE MEANTIME.

But autumn is a long way oﬁ and much
can happen between mnow and ‘then. At
St. Frank’s, anyway, there-is sure to be:
plenty domv And then, during the summer :
holidays, I expect most of the Fourth Form
will be globe-trotting again. No one knows :
yet whether Nelson Lee or Lord Dorrimore -
has planned anything. There are all sorts
of rumours, of course, from China to Peru.:
Last year, you remember, we explored the
Great Sahara and discovered an old Roman
city. - It was on this trip that we lost*
Nelson Lee. _
days come along, I hear that the Fourth"
Form will be going out camping for a week -
or two with the Boy Scout contingent. That
will be about the middle of June

APRIL FOOLS' DAY. '
Next week it behoves every bo; to be on
hlS guard, for the practical jokeris probably:
plots for April.1, I haxe
a feeling thal we shall witness some .excep-:
tional: fun this coming Fools’ Day qo look
out and don’t be caught :

THE EASTER HOLIDAYS.

The Easter holidays are close at hand
and the-fellows here are planning trips’ to
Lcndon and elsewhere. Our busy chronicler,’
who writes up our adventfures every week -
for THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, will doubtless
keep you - well-informed as to our pro-
gramme, and how we - eventually spend the
holiday. Y

CRICKET AT ST. FRANK’S Ly
Weather - permitting, there will be plentv
of cricket -this summer at, St. Frankls.
Arrangements are being made to give a-
lon3 account . of , our important -
maiches in THE NELSON LEF LIBRARY: . %
I must now bid you all farewell for a few -
months, trusting ‘you - vill keep intouch
with the Old School .through the *“N,L.L,”
. Your old chum, -

' REGGIL PITT, . =

But before the summer holi-: "
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" (CONCLUSION.) i
“1.% CHAPTER XVIIL, ' wiiil
RESCUED FROM THE CHINN-WAGGERS, -

' RACKETT GRIM
- chamber, - . .
It was

~ with a whacking great idol al one
end, and instruments of torture all over

the place. Trackett Grim was fixed in a

kind of rack, with steel bands round bhis

arms and ankles. He’d been in a few holes
in his-life, but never in such an awful mess

.48 this.: | '

- One of the Chinese torturers was heating

was in the torture-

a few irons, and another Chink was sharp-.

And

ening . a few knives on a grindstone,
squinting through a

Splinter, who was
crack in the wall,
c¢ickens to do. .
~ As far as he could see, irackett Grim
was booked. - First of all, he was going to
have holes bored in. him, then he was going
- to be stretched a bit, and finally carved up.
Splinter had heard about Chinese torture,
andt‘a few of his hairs: went grey on the
3pot. ' 3 ¢ o 2608
-~ And then, just as he was giving up all
. hope, Trackett Grim proved that he was
the most wonderful delective- in all the
world. . 'What did he do? With one terrific
“ heave, he burst his bonds, the cords round
- his wrists and ankles snapping like cotton.
Then, with a yell, he grabbed one of the
lrcd-(}lot pokers, and whirled it round his
1ead. - - - gt R _
" “Out of the way, you rotters!” he roared.
“T'l1l1 show you who’s master! If you think
you can diddle me, you’ve made a bloomer!
P’ve come here. to find Mr. Theophilus
l.;l‘;#i??le, and I’'m jolly well going to . find
Hm ! ' - e .

The Chinamen scattered all over she

. place, and Trackett Grim rushed into the

temple.” And there, bound on a stone slab
in front of the idol, lay his client. (If this

sounds a bit hurried, don’t blame me—I’ve |

~Serial of Trackett Grim and - his

an awful-looking hole,

didn’t know what the

- our ,Ex'citilig, Thrilling and Staftﬁng '

y LY
LI
.

* By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH

'gbz:' to squash it in somehOW.—-AUTHOR‘).--
With a yell of triumph, Trackett Grim ran
fcrward. - He slung Mr. Twiddle on  his |

back and bolted! .
. CHAPTER XVIL -7,

.~ aHE TRIUMPH_ OF TRACKETT GRIM. . "

UNNING the gauntlet of scores and

- hundreds of Tong-men

Grim fled down the High Street of

Zam-Buk-Too.

his heels, and although Trackett Grim was

purdened by Mr. Twiddle, Splinter found it

hard to keep pace with him. ~ And they

were £o finely trained that they raced all

the Chinamen, and arrived at the station
just as a train was going “out.

Trackett Grim wrenched open the door Olfi '
all.

a first-class compartment, and they al
‘bundled in. The Chinamen swarmed on the
platform, brandishing knives. . !y
*“Too late!” cried Splinter despairingly.
. But he was wrong. The Chinese Tong-
men stood on the platform, gnashing their
teeth with helpless rage, = I
had third-class tickets, and couldn’t follow!
And - before they could go and change thé¢
tickets, the train had gone. |
- *Safe!” breathed Mr. Twiddle.

powers, Mr, Grim!» - . ‘
And so Trackett Grim .  and Splinter
triumphed again. ' They got to Shanghai
without any further. adventure,

‘Trackett -

‘or the}r lonly |
0

“Safe at
last, thanks to your wonderful detective

took the
first boat home, and as soon as they got to ..

Splinter was hard at -

London, they went into a Lyons restaurant -

and had a good feed. . Even an egg on

[

toast was ripping after the awful Chinese.

food. -~

Trackett Grim réceive‘d':a cheque fdr t-en"

thousand pounds, from Mr. Twiddle, and so
the case was: a jolly big success, in spite
of the fact that I've had-to bring
end long before I meant to.. . -
- LT PR BND e

it to an
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A prominent member of erly Hand-
forth’s special “Co.” rJulcy is generally
rather grubby, vears a pleasant smrle,:
:md is always ready to tollow Wllly mto
any brand of . mlschief which" is brewmg._
He is ‘a; bllnd follower, never askmg

guestions, but is v\ilhnn‘ to g0 headlonm
mto “unknown - perxls with - reckless in-
o difference. When not ° engaged in. more
serious  affairs. of life, such as ravgnnrr
“and mdulﬂmr in feeds he devotes a
certaln amount ot time . to fretwork In
thrs art he le fa.lrly skilful '

e 1 \
: P I . v o o
il Ly " | : " { bty . ™ ot T g _ >

po . Y, vy R : ’ : i,

} CHRISTOPHER
. LEMON, .-

' " N6, 10.—-CYRIL HARPER.

Wkt A TR BN A B AR Y e Bk ey
f 4 * . 3 i '

‘i e VLA A i \ I P ! ¥
M .!-. Ul f o - ) J
w0 ;

‘A Modern House fag, Iand by no
“means - & general favourlte.‘ - Cyril %

'sometlmes "known in the Tlurd G A the
grmnm" ape,?. owmg to hlS “habit -of -
hunchlng up hlb shoulders and lautrlnnv'
in, the: most 1nane fashlon at nothinff
: whatever ‘He is several kinds of'iu-
i, dunee but 1t pleasea hlm to “butt mto
i everybodys ‘ ‘business, and - make out
that he:. l\nows everything On the
\ average, he. gets sal on about ten t1mes~
a day, for pushlno hxmself in where he
1sn’t wanted' 0 But in splte 08 all
rebu’l‘s, he always comes up grmmn ;

b .
2 W c’ f : iy '-J“i r g f H
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./ No, 11,~GEORGE FULLERTON.:' -

/ ".h" P S R o ST~
S i

g
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" ‘The scamp of the. Third. -_.,.,A dark f

dandified junior old enough  to be 1n"~'

the - Fourth He: rrenera]ly .apes - Full-

-wood, which is all the nore remarkable ;|

‘in .view of the fact ‘that their names
‘are somewhat’ sumlar Fu]lerton likes . ¥
to- be thought of as a: “ ‘say dog,” and
he is always talking in a‘big way about
“ winners,” and the latest  brand. of [\

ioarettes and so  forth. = But in the
Third - he “has little .opportunity - for
“indulging. his :I'ancy in these directions.

~With Willy in_ command, Fnllerton is

_' I\ept ﬂrmly in check.u_-ﬁ;'

l-'

No.*12.-ALFRED OONROY
X (conroy Mimmus)

,-M : . '_ : .\

o )
N

i Oné__bf '- the Third’s ﬁlast disreph{able-u
members. ~ His  two brothers,i Conroy

major, of the Sxxth and Conroy minor,
of the: Fourth ‘always hke 1o foroet_

‘that {heir young brother Freddie rcally

‘exists.; It pains them that he should -

be. at St. Frank’s. . Conroy ~major, in
"Iact generally refuses to acknowledge
1 him  except- - strict “private. - For
‘| Freadic is not only inky in the e\tleme

;but he is untldy, always in trouble,‘

and - seems to ‘have  little or no. brain

fcapacnty “But he ]S qunte harm]esq-

'whnch is at least somethmv. s A

. NOTE.—The ages of Third Form boys,
“vary’ between twelve and fourteen.

el L O

GEORGE . -

- FULLERTON.

ALFRED CONROY
- (Conroy Minimus).




.. manship  must

sultab]e, the parts are

- Readers who wish to ask questions or make suggestlons regardmg these
_ articles are Invited to write to. Dick Qoodwin, c/c The Editor, The Nelson
l.ee Library, The Fleotway Houee, Farringden Streot, London,_

ol — ;'- In
PRACTICAL ADVICE Dyl .-.-’,/o'l
FOR THE HANDY BOY. . St NS |
By chkGoodwm x __,3" N7/
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HOW TO MAKE MODEL
“ AEROPLANES
5 HTRE .are : yellow Ipinc,‘ o hglft
. nmny kinds of .-mahogany, any
~model acro- ©” otherperfectlystraight Y,
planes which ‘" wood can ‘be - used.
3 eanbeeas:ly madeand g *v. .- Plane up a length to -
- can be depende.l upon - § 33\ 30 ins.. by 5-16
to fly; but the work- %] -wide and # in. thick. .-

‘Jbe-.’.' g -
‘neat and. the material .

selected with carc if'
any length of service ({.
is ‘to e obtalned W
- from the model. - -As i
- 'a suitable subject for .},

a " beginning, " the |
monoplane illustrated * fi
in: plan at- Fig. -1, %}
-and side view at Fig et
2, will be found very

not difficult to make, ‘=
and the “whole of it
. can be packed in a.
- shallow box mecasuring ‘)
~ 30 ins. by 9 ins. by
2 ins. Thesingle pro- ..

- pellor model .is not
such a long dis-
tance flier ‘as those :

ﬁtted W1t11 t“o pro-
- pellers, -but it is. easier to make, and it does
-, not matter so much if it gets broken in the pret
-~ liminary ﬂi«ht.s ' _ _

.'}__'1-.

‘“ITHE FRAMEWORK.

. 1. The main "member of | the frame\\ ork or
fuselage A should be made of straight-grained
spruce, the wood should be free from knots,and

if there is any difficulty in fetting the spruce,-

f

will be-the front to %

3 'in.-
brackct (B) is made
| of hard rolled brass .

«<r~9-16 in. wide, % in,
: ~long, and § in. high.

a '} in. hole is drilled
at. the top, and when
placed in position as -

~at Fig. 3, the bracket .
18 secured with strong
linen . thread. .and .
~ coated ‘with glue. The -
~front rubber hook (C)
.18 made from a screw .
- hook - covered with
rubber tube as at
Fig. 3. - The skid (D)

is made froma pieceof. -

1t o BaduDoo, 18 ms by 5-16 in. by 2 in., and

shaped by heating it over a_bunsen flame or '/
in boiling water or steam, and leaving it-to dry - |

in a frame as at Fig. 4. . It is lashed to the main '
member as shown thh linen thread glued '

THE CHASSIS. -

The framework for the chasms ie shown at {
I‘:g 5, 1t is composed of Nos. 16and 18 gauge -
piano wire.. - The two long legs of the thinnecr

il'l. vy )
“'Taper one “énd which -

“in. from a distance of "
“The ‘propcllor -



wire are about 7 in. long, but to allow for the
bend at the top, as at E, a piece 15 ins. will be
required. The two lower legs are shaped from
a piece 7 ins. long. It will be seen that the
joints are wired together—flower wire is
nseful-—but they should be touched with

solder as well. A thin piece of sheet brass or

tin should be bent over and soldered as at F.

Two small wheels are attached to the ends of
the lower legs at G, they can be kept in place
with a small blob of solder,

THE MAIN PLANE.

A stiff wood should be used for the frame-
worlk, birch or bamboo will do. The material
_ should be planed to
1-16 in. The main
sparsare 2-16 in. wide
and 24 ins. long, the
ribs are 3-16in. wide,
_and taper from 5 in.
- to 4} ins.long. The
two long spars are
3% in. apart and the
ribs are equally
spaced ; but, before
this is done, each ot
- the ribs should be
' bent to the approxi-
mate curve as shown in Fig 6, This is done by
heat. The joints are ¢lued and hradded with
fine gimp pins as at Fig. 7. The two halves of
the plane are bent to a dihedral angle, the tips
being 2% ins. higher than the centre, heat is
Aagain used to obtain this effect. The frame-
work can be covered with proofed silk, obtain-
able from dealers in model making materials,
or vegetable Earchment, or ordinary silk proofed
with a weak solution of seccotine, celluloid
dissolved in amyl-acetate, or diluted rubber
solution can be utilised. The material is at-
tached with seccotine and stretched as tightly
as possible, leaving
the ribs on top if a
single laver  of
. material is uscd.

THE ELEVAT-
ING PLANE.

Asshown at Fig 8,
the elevating plane is
made of piano wire,
No, 20 gauge. 1t is
=\ 8% in long, 3 ins. in

' the centre and 2 ins.
at the ends. The
centre ribis curved % in., the front loop is
raised }oin., but the rear loop is level with the
framework.  The silk or other covering showld
be sewn on if possible, as it can he stretched
so much easier. The plane is bent upwards at
the ends to the same dibedral angle as the main
plane, The two planes are attached to the
main member with sleeves or sockets made of
thin brass or tin, as at H, Fig. 3 ; these are at-
tached direcv for the elevating plane, but the
1pzin plane is kept in position with a strip of
1-16 by 5-16 wood clipped at the ends with
the sockets, as at Fig. 9, the front one also
holding the top of the chassis as at Yig. 5.

The lower portion of the chassis is attached to
the skid with a sleeve in the same way. The
advantage of this kind of fastening is that it
allows of easy adjustment and portability,

THE PROPELLOR.

Any kind of propellor can be used if of about
8 ins. diameter and a pitch of from 12 to 14 ins.
The easiest type of propellor, shown at Fig, 10,
is made of 1-16 in. wood, veneer is admirably
adapted for this purpose as the wood is better
if it is close grained. The blade should be about
1} in, wide in the rectangular shape, as af
Fig. 11, it should then be curved as at Fig. 12
or Fig. 13, and then fitted in a frame made a3
_ at J, Fig. 14, The
angle of the curve
should be about 45°
to give the necessary
pitch, and the end
blocks should be
opposed as shown.
The blade is heated
and then lashed to
the frame, as at K,
but it is important to
get the wood sufli-
ciently heated to al-
. low it to bend easily.
The finished propelior, as at Fig. 15, is mounted
with a stiff piano-wire shaft, one end being
fastened over and soldered to hold the wood,
and the other bent and covered with rubber
tube as shown at Tig. 10. A small bead
should be slipped on to form a bearing,

THE MOTIVE POWER,

Tight strands of 3-16 in. strip elastic will be
required for the drive; this is capable, if the
rubber is of good quality, of taking 500 turns, -
and will keep the model in the air for consider-
ably over a minute. As it takes a little time

' to wind up a pro-
peller 500 times, it
. 18 an advantage to
€41 use a winder,’ Qne -
can be adapted irom
an e¢gg-beater by
removing one- of
the revolving arms
and soldering a
suitable c¢lip to at-
~__ tach to the propellor.

: The position of the
model on the ground
. . is shown at Fig. 16,
the propellor is fully wound and held tightly, the
model placed on the ground, and then the pro-
pellor is allowed to revolve. After necessary
adjustments the model should fly straight and
cover several hundred yards,

THE SECOND OF THESE ARTICLES
ON MODEL AEROPLANES WILL
APPEAR THE WEEK AFTER NEXT.
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NELSON  LEE

THE
LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply

(N’OTE.ﬂ—ellders of

on this page. Dut don’t expect an answer

for several weeks—perhaps five or &ix.
Address your letters or postcards to
E. 0. HANDFORTH, c¢/o The Eulitor,

THE NELSON LER LiBRARY, The Flectway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
_E-OtH-)I

LOTAAD MIGHTY (Aylesbury): Who's the
best sketcher in the Fourth? Well,
I'm the best black-and-blue artist,if any
of the fatheads ask for it!

J. LOCK (Gunnislake): I've got a bit of
bad news for you, my lad. After this
week the Mag. won't be worth reading.
Can you guess why? No T.G.!

IHHAROLD WHITELEY (Hull): I don’'t
think much of your taste! Fancy taking
an interest in tiddlers and goldhish!
Even Willy doesn’t!

SLIP (Southall): I must be jolly important
in your eyes—I don't think! You only
write to me when you've got nothing
better to do!

IRENE (Cricklewood): Thanks for calling
me too wonderful for words. I must
be, as there are only eight words in
the whole of your letter!

C. MAYNE (Boulder City, West Australia):

~ Don't ask silly questions! Everybody
knows that T.G. is the greatest dctee-

tive! Haven't I ALWAYS said so?
ERNEST TARTER (Paddington, Sydney,
N.S.W.): Fancy you wondering why

Study D is noisy! You ought to sece
the way Church and McClure go on!
I'm always doing my best to stop
them, but it's a sheer impossibility!

IVY CAMERON (Gilgandra, N.S.W.): Why
should we come to Australia? They're
going to have the Test Matches cover
liere next year.

OSWALD EDWARD GARDEN (N. Hobart,
Tasmania): A one-valve wireless seg
costs about seven pounds, all complete,
here. Can't give you any idea of the
freight.

REPLY ToYOURS
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Correspondence Answered by

Edward Oswald Handforth

W T LSRR AR L AR R AR A AN

FRIC MHMASSALL (Moss Vale, N.S.W.):
There’s no accounting for what Willy
does. DBut he's not interested in spiders
now. I saw him with a couple of toads
vesterday!

TWO MERE GIRLS (Sydney, NSSW.): I'm
not so sure about that ‘“ mere.” 1t
strikes me you're a pair of tartars! All
the same, 1I'll have you for pals.

JACK SKEAHN (Brisbane, Queensland):
The only part about me that's bard i3
my fist.

VINCENT LAWLOR (Melbourne): Sorry to
hear you twisted vour sinews, and can’t
write properly. Where did you twist
‘’em—in the leg?

| ALGERNON BASIL LESLIE CHARLES LEE
(Eastleigh): Don’t you worry about
coming to St. Frank's to protect Willy.
You want to protect everybody else
from him.

A READER (Sefton Park): If you can’t
write me something better than that
collection of tosh, you'd better spend
your 12d. on some new riddles. _

FRANK H. GOODSON (Tring): So you
tyvped vour letter because you'd expire
if you had to write it? What about me?
I nearly expired on reading it!

CONNIE (Nottingham): I'm generally down
on pencilled letters, but yours was s0
nice that I don’t care il you write in
pencil again.

AGNES (Liverpool): I've remembered you to
Willy and Reggie, but the fatheads say
they don’t remember you at all! Fancy
being so careless!

{ ARTHUR H. & L. E. OAKLEY (Bethnal

Green): I shan’t answer you, L. E., be-
cauze you had the sauce to crumple
Arthur's letter, and 1 can’t answer
Arthur’s because it’'s too crumpled to
tead. That's what you get for messing
about! _
AN OLD READER (Barnet): Just line to
say that your postcard was a proper
dud.
NNETH EWIN (llford): Of course you'rs
worth replying to! You're only ten, but,
by George, you're a jolly sensible little
chap! You and I are fast pals!
W. VAN KEENEN (Parow, S. Africa):
On my word of honour, St. Frank's and
“all of us here are just as real as T am
myself. I wouldn’t tell you a fib.

| KE

IL.

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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(Continued from page 30.)

the Editor, and more than that I cannot
do. Of course, 1 agree with you whole-
heartedly.

E ] L

Awfully good of you, Freestater, to point
out that mistake. I like my readers to
prod me up now and again. You called it
a misprint, and accused the printers of put-
ting * Mr. Kirby,” when it should have
been “Mr. Creepe.” As it happens, the
printers were quite blameless. It was my
mistake, and I take all the responsibility.
But it wasn't a very Dbig offence, was it?
And because I admit my guilt in this in-
stance, please don’t accuse me always—the
printers DO make a misprint now and again.
But I'm glad to receive your little criticism,
as it shows me that you read with great

care.

4 B #

I'.ss afraid your optimism is too great,
“ARDNJNXYZ.” You want some back
numbers, and you ask me to reply the week
following the receipt of your letter. Im-
possible, old chap! By the time this is
printed, it will be more like six weeks, and
I haven’t held your answer back, either.
But how in the world can I comply with
your request when you don’t give me your
name and address? Trot them along, please,
and I'll do what I can.

Letters received: Redskin Ern* (Hale),
J M. Sinclair (Easingwold), William Neale
(Plaistow), A, Cecil Case (Acton), Gib. S.E,
(Gibraltar), C.D.S. (Risca), Leslie Martin
(Earlsfield), E.S. (Pinner), Atta Boy (0Old-
ham), J. Casley (Bristol), K. Willott*
(Isleworth), M. Williams (Baden, Austria),
Edwin Francis Ebborn (Mount Leyshon,
Australia), R. Turk (Canping Town), D.W.*»
(Teignmouth), Edward 0. Hagan* (Dublin),
G. Burgess (Selsey), T. C. Jcnes (Brecon),
Warren E. Morgan (Bluntisham), S. (Lon-
don), Sidney Cohen (Leeds), J.T. (Sheffield),
C. F. Kinings (Birmingham), W. A. P. Wal-
dron (Tuam), H. Posner* (Bow), A Loyal
Reader (Camberwell), Jack Brown (Notting-
ham), H. Meek* (Cardiff), R. Javan* (St.
Heliers, Jersey), Walter H. Lait* (Studley),
J. Walters (Brondesbury), John A. Franklin
(Rusholme), Larry Brown (Hailsham), Ada
Woods (Nottingham), Red (Finsbury Park),
E. A. Quin (North Kensington), S. J. Ward
(Bluntisham).

Although I'm acknowledging quite a few
letters above, I find that only a few of
them contain queries or statements which
are likely to interest tlhe majority. They
chiefly concern the summer lioliday stories
and the League—and thcse matters 1 bave
already discussed. Still, I’ve got to write
something, and 1 daresay I shall find one
or two subjects which will be of fairly
general interest. Anyhow, read a bit more

i

of this, and if
skip the rest.
you to read
etuff.,

- * +

The number of “THE RIDDLE OF
DEMOX’S GAP,” J. H. Sinclair, is 388—
week ending November 11th, 1922,

H * i

I am very much afraid I can't give you
the advice yon ask for, Gib, S.E. I haven't
got an earthly idea whether you ought to
know shorthand and typewriting as a quali-
fication for the job you mentioned. Ask
me something about the Old Paper, or about
my stories, and I’ll answer you. But I'm
not an encyclopedia, you know!

o £ &

I've got a letter in front of me now which
I haven’t acknowledged above because it
was really -sent to the Editor—and which
the Editor, with his usual courtesy, has
gracefully answered. It's from a disgusted
reader named J. A. Randall, and perhaps
this may catch his eye. I’m mentioning it
because I think the matter is of general
interest,

you don’t like it, you ean
TI *\-.'m:ldn't dream of asking
a 1ot of paragraphs of dry old

* L *»

Well, anyhow, J. A. Raundall, in this letter
to the Editor, says that he has been sadly
disappointed with the :recent stories, and
that he ‘“ecan only describe them as im-
possible, highly-coloured, utter rot.”” Fur-
thermore, he wants to know what is the
matter with me for writing such rubbish,
and he goes on to say that he has never
read such trash in his life before. Well,
although this letter gave me a bit of a
knock, I'm not going to say that I'm pale
with misery. Most of the letters I get are
quite in the opposite strain, and far from
giving me ‘swelled head,” they have spur-
red me on fo do the very best.I can. I
don’t think I'm conceited, and so I receive
such criticisms as J. A. Randall’s with per-
fect composure—because, whatever the
merits or demerits of my work, I am certain
that it cannot truthfully be called “‘utter

rot ” and *trash.”
£

* E

It seems that J. A. Randall’s main com-
plaint is that I devart from the ordinary

hum-drum round of everyday life in my
plots, and in my stories generally. J. A.
Randall takes exception to Moat Hollow

School, to Mr. Grimesby Creepe, to Dr, Kar-
nak, to the Moor View girls, to Mr. Travers
Earle’s land yacht, to the White Giants, and
to the New Anglians—and to everything, in
fact, that has a bit of an imaginative touch,
J. A. Randall wants my stories to be con-
fined solely to everyday hapgenings.
= * .

Well, here’s the point—and this is why
I am wstill smiling—my c¢ritical reader does
not characterize my work as ‘‘utter rot »
on account of the actual writing, but be-
cause the situations don’t suit him. But
do we really want to read about the hum-
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drum daily round? Supposing 1 wrote my
stories in that way? Somehow, I fancy they
would lack interest. At all events, nothing
gives me greater pleasure, when I want to
enjoy an hour's reading, than to pick up
a highly imaginative sctory—such as the
works of Rider Haggard, or Conan Doyle,
or H. G. Wells, If these celebrated gentle-
men had elung to the happenings of every-
day life, I doubt if they would have become
celebrated. In my small, humble way, I
strive to make my yarns as interesting as
possible—even at the expense, sometimes, of
strict probability. And I've got an idea
that the majority of you are hand in glove
with me. When it comes to a little bit of
imagination, we're as thick as thieves, aren’t
we? So let’s tell J. A. Randall to go and
eat coke, eh? ;
» # ®

Thanks for your interesting letter, M. Wil.
liams, of Vienna. You want tao know how
on earth I manage to write all my stories?
Well, that’s rather a tall order., And I
don't know that I can answer it—because,
sometimes I don't exactly know how I write
them myself. I suppose I am something like
an actor who has to appear cvery night
whether he feels like it or not. The Old
Paper is published every week, and so I've
got to do a story every week—and there you
are. If I'm a little bit off colour, the yarn
may perhaps suffer (that's why you come
across one now and again that mayv not be
quite up to the mark). So I hope you'll let
me off lightly if a bit of grit slips into the
cogs once in a while.

* " *

I wonder how many of you buy your
copies? ‘A Loyal Reader?” telis me that
he knew ten bovse who read the Old Paper,
but not one of them bought it! That’s a
hit ragged at the edge, 1sn't it— a3 Archie
would say? I hope there aren't a great
many like these luke-warm enthusiasts!
This loyal reader further tells me that these
ten readers were supplied by a friend of
his, and that his copy came back in a some-
what grubby condition—which isn't at all
surprising. Anyhow, he got fed up with it,
and stopped the supply. And now three of
the ten buy the paper for themselves. It
seems to me that this sort of thing wants
seriously looking into.

" ¥ W

[ want to say a few words to all readers
who are now perusing this on the cheap.
That is to say, I am now only addressing
those who *“*scrounge ’? their copies from
some good-natured-pal. 1f you really think
the Old Paper is worth reading, surely it is
worth buying. And if you want to do me
a good turn, and help the Old Paper to get
better and better, why not start buying it
yourselves from now onwards—and hand on
your copy every week to somebody who
doesn't read it at all? For example, we'll
say that you lend it to.““A? for three
weeks running, and at end of that time he

NELSON LEE LIBRARY

| week, until they are ﬁ!l__ished.
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becomes a reanlar reader. Well, let “A”
buy it for himseli after that, and you pase
vour copy on to “B,” and so on. Just a
little friendly co-operation of that kind will
do more good than heaps of advertisements,
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and the bigger our circulation gets, the
better will the Old Paper become. Now,
then, what about it? Den’t throw this

aside, and forget—just prove your loyalty
by doing as I ask.
& * *

Now. next week there are going to be

some big alterations. -
¥ * *

In the first place, the schon! story is going
to be at least ten pages longer—and that’s
practically half as long again, You've all
been asking for it, and next week you'll

| get it—and every week afterwards, too. As

for the Magazine, this will naturally dwindle

a bit, and it won’t be in the same form,

either. We shall still have the Portrait

Gallery, and one or two of the other im-

portant items, but now that the summer is

coming on, the Mag. won't be so essential.
[ W »

But I can promise you that the Magazine
will blossom out again into full glory in
the autumn, and in all probability it will
be placed in the middle of the book, so that
it can be detached, and kept quite separate.
And I can now definitely state that the Map
woun't appear uantil the autumn,

™ ® *®

What's that? Grumbling? Now, look
here! Don’t be &0 jolly impatient! I've
already told you that the Editor and I
want this Map to be a top-holer, and it
isn't a thing that can be got out in a week,
or two weeks—or even two months, If it's
any consolation, I'll tell you this—the Map
13 going to be the best thing of its kind
that’s ever been done, and it’'ll be worth
waiting for.

L » Y

Oh, wait a minute. I’m not replying to
any special reader now, but some of. you
have asked if Dr. Stafford, and Mr. Stokes,
Irene Manners and Company, Josh Cuttle,
Tubbs, ete., will be included in the Portrait
Gallery. Well, as far as 1 know at present,
EVERYBODY of interest will figure in the
Portrait Gallery. This means that the
masters and some of the servants, Fifth and
Sixth TIormers, the prefects, and many
characters oufside the School, will have their
[rortraits given—these outside characters in-
cluding, of course, the Moor View girls, the
Vicar of Bellton, Farmer Holt, Mr. Binks,
and so forth. Needless to add, such cele-
brities as Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi will
have their places. When the Editor started
this Portrait (Gallery he intended it to be
the most complete Portrait Gallery ever
published in any paper, and you can rely
upon him to do it properly. But it all
takes time, and they'll appear, four every

—
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IN REPLY TO YOQURS.

(Continued froin ST. FRANK'S MAGAZINE,

¥ page 8.)

MARGARET WATCHORN (Nottingham): 1
shall look out for that other letter
you've promised me. Yes; my stories are
so ripping that they've ripped them righ

out!
L. BOOTH (Burking): It's very Kkind of you

to send me No. 112 for E. Stroud. and
Church 13 geoing to =send it out 1o

Australia as soon as he gets time.

P. WORRIDGE (Oxford): The piece of your
~mind you've handed forth hasn't dis-
turbed my peace of mind in the least.
“You can keep the rgst—you need it!

W. A. P. WALDRON (™2am): Thanks for
Cross Word Puzzle; but all my time is
filled up in solving puzzles that 1 shall
take first prizes for.

ALBERT WELIFARE (Llanon): What's the
idea of mistaking me for the Publisher?
I only just saved your bob from Church
and McClure in time. |

MAY ROBINSON (Northfleet): IFancy asking
me to find you a pen-friend in London!
Aren’t there plenty of people in North-
fleet? It’s not the Sahapa!

SMITIHI THOMPSON (Bradford): It took me
hours to read that rotten letter of
yours, and then Chureh found out that it
was all backwards. '

HERBERT THOMPSON (Bradford): I bheid |

your letter in front of the fire, and it
blew in. It doesn't matter, anyway—1"']l
bet it wasn’t worth reading.

H. POSNER (Bow): Your brother’'s a
chump. Too old to read the paper at
sixteen, e¢h? 1lle wouldn't be too old if
he was ninety-six! Tell hin that from
me,

CHERUB (Forest Gate): You put “Eva* at
the top of your letter, so I'll bet you're
not a cherub at all. I'm awfully sorr>
for your brother’s fountain-pen!

BERNARD W. (Richmond): You're one of

my pals! You must be, because vou
like T.G. stories. Hold on! So “In
Quest of Gold ” was pitlle, eh? You
rotter!

DOUGLAS WATSON (W.10): If you think T

look like a monkey or a gorilla, you

bounder, you'd better gzo to the Zoo
| and find out your mistake!
TED (Finsbury Park): You must be a

' bloodthirsty chap. Faney telling me to
batter Church and MeClure about! [I'm
surprised at you!

A. R. DESMOND (Scarborough): I am glad
you told me that that sketeh s
“nothing to what you can do.” 1 don't
believe you could draw a cork out of a
bottle! ‘

RALPH SEWELL (St. Ives): TIt's a ood
thing you don’t expeet half a column,
because you're only having two or three
lines, So we're both pleased! -

R. FAIRCHILD (Thornton Heath): If any-
body else tells you that the \Old Paper
is a children's journal, just you force
them to read it for a week or two!

P, J. COOK (Knights, S,

R = &? b
= e sl

O, W, NILSEN (Seaham: larbonr): Thanks
for the photograph of your engine. You
must be a brainy chap! As for as I
can see, it's nearly as good as I could
make it!

FRED NILSSON (Bundabere, Ausztralia) :
Well, that’s jolly queer! The last chap
I answered has got the same name as
You, only spelt differently. Fancy!

ELSIE NILSSON (Bundaberg): Please tell
Ired 'm sorry 1 couldn't get his answer
in.  And now I'm blessed if I can get
yours in, either!

ROY  MucGREGOR (Mortdale, N.S.W.):
You may be an old reader, but you can't
spoof me. Fourteen years ago the Old
Paper wasn't in existence. And I don't
helieve you were, either!

M. 1. N. D. R. (Melbourne): Sorry you
weren’t in the mood to  print propley.”
It seems™o me you weren't in the mood
to spell properly, either,

Africa): It's no

good asking me to excuse your writing,

old man. I've tried it, and I ean't read

a word of it!

FLORA (Fisk IHoek, 8. Africa): T zhonld
- think you're mnot the only S.A. corre-
spondent! You Colonial readers are

.+ about the most enthusiastic of all.

IMPORTANT NOTICE: As the fine weather

; will be cominge aloneg soon, T shan’s have
much spare time. So in future I
be able to answer all letters. You can
still write if you like, but I can'y
suarantee a reply, or even an acknow-
ledgment. But if it happens to be wet
now and again, 1 shall probably ull in

shan't

the time by answering a few letters
whicih  sfrike me as being the most
sensible. Still, as I've alreadv said.

you're quite at liberty to write as much
as you like, and as often as you like
I shall always be jolly pleased 1o hea:
from all of you,

TED.

| A WEEK
ORrR CASH
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The Best Cycle in the British
Empire, “JUNO,”? sent on 14
DAYS’ FREE APPROVAL,
CARRIAGE PAID and
GUARANTEED FOR EVER.
Money refunded if dissatis-
fied. Art List FREE. Write
NOW ! (Dept U2),

- JUNO CYCLE CO.,
168 & 248, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2.
Proprietors . — Metropolitan
Machinists Co., Ld.
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A "\ Sent Packed FREE & Carriage PA!D
; Y £4.19¢,6d.Cashor 2/6 Weekly,

Immed:ate delivery, Bis B irgains in
Second-hand Cycles. Accﬂssarws at
‘ E*nuhr priccs. Write for Free

I8t & Special Offer of Samvple ¢ Cycle,

Me—m CYCLE CO. inc.

Dept. B6O1 .
. SPARKBROOK . - BIRMINGHAM.

‘HEIGHT COUNTS

in “innmg success. Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
! P.C, .tor, partjculars and our £100
%unrautce to LEnquiry DLDt AM.P.
-« 17. Stroud Green Rd. - London. N.4.

l caoosn 40 RARE STAMPS, 6d., or '

from peke, of 500 scnt on :rrupt
ing stamps in this lot —B 1.

post
J.‘:.n“c- Crest, Whiwstalde, Kent,

CORYN 10

Boys, here's o noultv 10T YOl !
A flash lammp and, projector,
with thirty shdes,“each cou.

taininZ three ' “stills’ fromreal,
famous films, complete: with
battery:. All for 2/8, postirece.

- If you have a filash lamp al.
ready youwcan have the projec-

g tor and the thirty films alene
for 1/, post free.

= 3 The High Hoiborn Manufactur-

Y. ing Co. (Dept.N.L L.}, 143, High

POSTF FREE. Holborn, London, W.C_.

““ LIVER " (65) PACKET: ALUMINIUM
W ATFRMARK FINDER.Justre questappros.
Lisburn’ & Téwnsend, London T2d., Liverpool.

FREE FUN! Ventriloguists® Instruments given
YREE to ali Mndmg 6d. P.O. for Sdll’l[?lt. Magic
Trick and Catalogue. Six Amusing Novelties, 1/6.

I FREE!! DUPLICATE STAMP BOOK: THE I

~P. Fearing, Travancore, Colwyn n PBay, N. \ \w.h;s
Cu vourself
Stop Stammering ! vt ,3oursel

txculms FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, 17,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

FREE Set of 20 Licktenstein Stamps TREL
to those sending postage (abroad 6d.)

RN - aqklng to se Approval ‘nhu,t:..—}.. I’ ICK,

179, Asyilum Road :

, Peckham, London, 3%*.15
Be sure to memhe

Y,
Nelson Lee Library"” when com-
mmn’cating with advertisers.
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' 18-ct. GOLD CASED

- ¢1y&ia)

&
e

LAY,

YOURS for

KEYLESS LEVER WATCH.

Gent's full-sized ~18-ct. gold
cascd keyless lever wateh, care
fully ad:uwlud lever mmement
clear “bold - dial, best
rlass, haml‘-mne
wiich, designed for, hard
wear and accurate time- J#
ki pm-.z Fully guaran- 4

teed 5 yvears.: We send
this watch post paid
upon receipt of 6ad.
only. After receiving
the watch, if satisfied,
the balance is pay abloe
2/- on receipt am’l 2/.
monthly until 20/- is

paid. ¥ull cash . Awith
order (or balance mth-' \
in 7 days) 18/- oniy. .
sTmpSons. ‘4 pr’ e
LT .
(Dept. 941}, = 94, o ( OHA'N
Queen’'s Road, )""‘* GIVEN
BRIGHTON. . ! 'FRE‘
L U SH IN SELF-CON SCICUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIM!DITY.
Simple 7- day Permanent Home Cure
* for -either; sex. - Write at onece - oad
get -sfull 'partlculars quite - ¥R E

g ivately —U.J.D., 12 All Sa ts
d., ST. AI!NE'S ON SEA

— -

NO LICENCE pbesmmm:
REQUIRED .. gl

8-CHAMBER SAFETY
REVOLVER,

Exact replma of rcal revolver converted
Fire Blank cartridges only. Accidents rmposhl-
ble. Safe and Harmless.. Usefu! fer Theatri-
cals, Race Starting,&c. Can.easily be carried
in pocket. 8—-NICKEL or BLUE 12/-: 6—
NICKEL or BLUJL, 9.6. - SAFETY PIb'lOLB
3/9. Cartridges, per 100 2/6. All carr. free,
Ib'us. Cat. C‘memg Camems CJclcs &c., post free,

James Mansfield & Co., 71 7 High Holborn, W.C.1,
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MYGRHTOHER_

Write for my Frve Bar. = p-5£
Zain Lists of the best
Coventry made cycles.
Sentonléidays’'approval,

i carriage paid. Thousands

' ol testimoniais.

Complete
Course

Helght Increased
In 30 Days.

5/

Ko Appliances. No Drngs No D:ctmq.
The Mecivin Strong istcm NEVER
FAILS.” Send stam or  particulars

and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
(Dcpt. ‘-J,IO Ludgatcll:n Lendun,Lng

_f"_'

Printrd and Published every Woednesday by the Proprictors, -the l:mﬁgamatod Pnpsq 11922} Ltd.,

Street.,

Farringdon
E.C.4

London,

" The Fieetway Iouse,
Housc. Farringdon Strect,
" post. Snbscriptior Rates :
for South Africa:
Messrs.,

No, 512,

don, E.C.4. Adveriise t .Oflices, The
Lmih mslgud for tmm-.nw-q}f‘ﬂ by -Canadian
Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;
Central News Agencey, Limited.
Gerdon & Gotcl, Limited; and for Canada:
\D/B

Fiw..twar
magazin®
“5/16 for six months. Sole” Agenta
Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand ¢
The Imperial News Co. (Canada), Li:m;ﬁ

March 28, 192!

| RN



