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NELSON LEE aND NIPPER!

There is much rejoicing and jubilation at ST. FRANK'S when these
two popular heross return to the fold.

SEE THIS WEEK’'S EXTRA LONG STORY !
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On the floor, piled against the wa'll, were a few

heaps ¢f books, crockery, conking utensils, and all soris of odds and ends.

But they paused cutside.
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After an absence of several months on special deteciive
work, NELSON LEE and NIPPER officially return to 3T,
FRANK'S in this week’s grand long story. There is much

jubilation and excitement at the old school, especially in Study C, where
Sir Montie and Tommy Watson give a spemal welcome to their old study

chum.
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CHAPTER I.
!IRENE & C0'S LITTLE PLOT.

T. FRANK'S was sublimely peaceful.

In Lhe bright April sunshine, the

S fine old school looked sedate and
full of ecalm  repose. SPATrows

hathed iuxuriously in the fountaiu pool, and
the only other sign of life was a tabby cat
industriously cieaning herself on the steps
of the Ancient House.

This unwonted peace had a very simple
explanation. Tt was the first day of the
new term, but as the hour was only just
11 am, net a soul had yet turned up—
cxeept, ¢ coursze, oune or fwo masters.

The boys generally began to arrive at
lunch-time, and even then only in small
contingents. The great army of fellows
always arrived by the afternoon trains, for
1t was reckoned to be the carrecet thing to
airy settled down comfortably in time for
tea,

But St.
peace. .

Just as the school elock was chiminz the
hoar, four dainty figures walked briskly
in through the big gateway and paused just
inside the Triangle. They stood looking at
tiie fine old school buildings.

“I say, i¥'s a gorgeous place, vou know,
Irene!” said one of the new arrivals.

Y Rather!™ agreed Irene Aanners.
lacky bezzsar! I wish I bhad a

in the forenoon Frank's was at

“You
brother

s

b

here, the same as you have! 1 envy vou,
Vit” S
Vioiet Watson laughed.
“This i: ali new to me,”” she replied.

“I know what St. ¥rank’s is like, of course,
because I've been here on sports days Lime

after time. But somehow it secms
different now—now that I am really al
;'iTi}Dr Irieir'.'-',

“What about Winnie?"” put in Doris
Berkeley. “Her brother's here, too. But
what docs she care? Sometimes they don’t
ace one another for days and davs. Yon'll
soon get used to it, Vi. Within a fort-

night you’ll completely forget that Tommy’s
at St. Frank’s.”’

“Shall 17" retorted Violet. *“It's jolly
handy to have a brother pmctwa!h mUun
a stone’s throw. Come on, we'd better go
and find Mrs. Stokes. We told her we'd
be here at eleven.”’

“We're punctual to the tick, too,”* s&aid

Doris. “I say, go easy with those flowers,
Marjoric! We want them to look fairly
respectable. Don’t swish 'em about like
that!*’

The four Moor View School girls walked |
acrns: to the Ancient House, and entered
Their own term had started two days
earlier, and on the previous evening they
had visited Mrs. Stokes, and one or two
arrangements had boen made.

On the strict understauding
did extra work alter tea, they

that they
had been
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azilowed the morning off, and they wmeant
to employ it usefully. Violet Watson was
a new girl at the Moor View School. This
wais her first term,

* Oh, here yoa are!’” said a cheerful voice,
a2< they entered the lobby.

Mrs., Beverley Stokes hurried {o meet
them, and there was no pretence about the
cordiality of the greeting. The girls all
considered that Mrs., Stokes was a sport,
in just the same way as the St. Frauk’s

fellows regarded her husband.

“You've bought some more flowers, 1
sce,’?  said  Mrs. Stokes. “I've got two
bunches ready for you, and all that
cretonne, too. I'm not really sure that
your brother will like it, Violet—="’

"1t's mainly for Dick,” put in Irene
promptly.

“You mean Nipper??’ siniled Mrs. Stokes.
“Oh, 1 say! I don’t like calling him
Nipper at all,”’ exelaimed Doris, " 1t’s a
iot bhetter to call him by his right name—
bick Hamilton. We girls have made a
compact, anyhow, to always c¢all him Dick.
11 e doesn't like it, he’ll bave to lump it!”’?

The Housemaster's wife laughed.

*Any hu{h coming in at this Tninute would
think we were a ffnl« echool,’’ she aaid,
with t.winkljn;.; eyes. " But there's not much
fear- of interruption—you're safe for an
hour, at least.”’

“QGood!*? said Ireme, “Then
buzy.”

“I'll leave you to do
course,”’ said Mrs., Stokes. “ But take my
advice, and don‘t overdo it. You've no
idea how faneciful boys are. It's a good
idea to welcome Dick Hamilton back by
decorating his study—particularly as it's
vour brother’s study, too, Violet.’?

“To eay nothing of good old Montie,”’
said  Marjorie. * Thanh goodness gvery-
thing’'ll be the same as usual this term.
But. what about Mr. Neison Lee? He'll
he here, won't he, Mrs. Stokes?”?

"Yes: but in aquite a mnew capacily,’”’
replied Mrs. Stokes. " You see, he needs a
lot. of freedom: he doesn’t like to be tied
down. And it’s very tying to be in com-
plete charge of a House. I think Mr, - Lec
will take on some of the Head’s duties, and
relieve him occasionally. MHe’s in charge of
2 new chemical laboratory, too.”’

"Well, we¢ can’t stop here talking,”
remarked Irene. *Thanks awfully, Mrs.
Stokes, for letting us come in like this,
You’ll have to come and look at the study
when we've finighed it.”’
- "I will indced!”

- promptly.
The girls hurried down the passaze, feel-

ing that they were trcading on forbidden
ground, in spite of their officfal permission.

we'll getb

it yourselves, of

said Mra. Stokes

Arriving in the Fourth Form passage, they |
opened the door of Study C, and entered.

“Well, my only hat!*’ said Doris grimly,

I

gazed at

She her

lips and
the mteriﬂr of the little room mth supreme:

pursed up
contempt. The other three girls chucklesd.
The study was certainly plain to the point
of shabbiness.

It was clean, of course—scrupulously so.
The fellows always found their studies
thoroughly washed and scrubbed when they
came back from the holidays. But from a
feminine point of view, the principal junior
study in the Ancient House was without
any comfort at all,

-*Loek at it!"* said Doris, mth a snifl.
"\0 curtains—a wmantelpiece as bare as «
deal plank; not even a tablecloth, and
only a cuuple of maps on the walll Why,
there isn’t even a flower-vase!”’

Irene chuckled more than ever.

" You qulh, isn’t that why we’'ve come?
she asked. “We're-going to make a tI‘dH"-'
formation, and show the boys how cosy and
comfortable a study can be, if it’s only
arranged right.,”

and without delay the girls piled Into
the work. And the shades of all former
oceupants gazed al this scene with alarm
and acunte apprehension,

CHAPTER IL
A SHOCK FOR TWO.

‘6 EGAD! Ilere we are,
dear old Dboy!”’
said  Sir Montie
Trecellis-W ¢ s .

“Everythin® is lookin’ fright-

fully good—it is, really!

1 don’t mind admitiin® I'm
glad to be back!”’ 3
“*Same  here!’” said Tommy Watson
promptly.

They leapt out of the compartment, and
landed on the gravel platform of Bellton
Station. A glance -up and down the train
confirmed their first impression that they
were the only St. Frank’s fellows on it.
It was a quarter tog twelve, and nobody
could turn up now until the twelve-thirty
train arrived.

“1 knew we'd be first,”” sald Watson
cheerfully. *“ My hat! We'll give old
Nipper a surprise, eh? 1Ii's like his nerve
to come down by car with his guv'nor!
Still, we can’t blame him—"’

Watson paused, as he was about f{o
hurry to the guard's van to see about his
hox. A tall, slim young man was just
emerging from a Grst-class compartment
near the guard’s van.

“Well, I'm blessed!’? G]H.CII]dth Watson.
“0ld Browne!”

“Begad! So it is!”?

They hastened forward, and William
Napoleon Browne hbeamed upon them with
great benevolence;

“I fancy I am not mmt-aken in regarding
this as the ”]ﬂddth day<of: all the bright

SPAER
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New
are
your
yvou, Brother Watson?
in this happy meeting!"’
“1 didn’t know you were on the train,’
sﬂ'a Tommy W atson bluntly.
“Ab, Brother Watmu. you may
great deal, but not mer;.tmn,;.” replied
Browne, prnddiug Tommy in the ribs. “ But
I have an idea that unless we gird our loins
and dash for the lugsage van, our personal

cenially.

he observed
Brother Tregellis-West?
pince-nez are in good healih?

Year!”?
you, I trust
And

Let us all rejoice

know a

belongings will be wafted into the Great
Unknown. This is distinctly one of those
occa:ions when cheery chit-chat must be

abandoned.?’

He strode off to the guard’s van, and the
two juniors followed. They needn’t have
worried. Their boxes were already on the
platform. Browne's trunk was a kind of
super-aflair, and of huge dimensions.

- *“We can leave ’em here,” said Watson.

“The eschool lorry comes down, you Lknow,
and collects ail the boxes. You're a new
¢hap this term, aren’t you?”

“Hardly new,”” denied Browne. “In fact,
somewhat second-hand, having already seen
and enjoyed some seventeen summers.”’

“Seventeen? Then you're going into the
Sixth?”?

“I have been told that the excessive joy
of my arrival is to be bestowed upon the
Yifth,”” replied Browne. *“We are all liable
1o err, but I imagine the news to he quite
official, and {:[}p}ﬂ"hf. by Reuter, the I'ress
Asﬁﬂtiatiun. the Central News,
Exchange Telegraph.”’

“My hat! You're big
said Watson.

**Alas, Drother
bulgze with highly
replicd  Browne
developed to  an
from occasional
am booked for the

for the Fifth,”

Watson, we cannot all

developed brain cells,”
sadly., * Mine, although

unusual degree, suffer
lapses.  Consequently, 1
Fifth Form, whereas
my true position is undoubledly in the
Headmaster’s chair. DBut let us not pursue
these painful subjects.

“Yes, we're going off,”” said Tommy.
“We came down early on purpose f{o
prepare—  Well, we came down early,”
he added cautmusl}.

*“I fear that I cannot give you full marks
for lucidity, Brother ““ltm}n. said the
old  Uxtoniun, shaking his head. “I am
carly on the scene for reasons of my own—
and 1 do nct doubt that they are equally
as esinister as yours. And speed is the
great cry. Hustle is the watchword. Even
as I stand I can observe the grass creeping
round your soles.’

Tommy  Watson  and
grinned and hastened off.
talking to William Napoleon Browne, he
would keep them for ages, They had
sampled his loquacity during the holidays,
whr:u Archie Glenthorne had taken a big

Tregellis-West
If they stopped

H How |

and_

From their
study was now a place of beauty.

Py T
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They

picnic party out on Easter Monday.
hadn't seen Browne since, in fact, “although

they had Kknown that he was booked for
the Fifth.

Arriving at St. ¥rank's, they felt just a
littie taller as thev entered®the Triangle,
Somehow, they couldn’t restrain a sense
of possession creeping over them. There
was something distinctly good in belonging
to tais fine old school. And Tommy
Wation's fecling was more acute than
Tregellis-West’'s.  For he had been an un-
wiliing absentee for the whole of the
previeus term. It was a pure joy for hiwm
to be really back agzain,

“Come on!” he muttered huskily.
go and look at Study C!”

“ Begad, rather!”

“There's nothing

“lebl’s

to beat it,” went on
Watson, his eves shining. ‘A grubby old
place, really—no curtains, plain old table,
and all the rest of it. But 1 wouldn’t ex-
change it for a giddy palace!”

“ Rather not, dear old boy!"? agreed
Montie. **We get plenty of those fughtful
luxuries at home—it’s a lchef to come back
to cur oid study. An’ we're in guml time.
We can get r.'.vnftlnn tidied up, an’ tim-ﬂ
new hooks unpacked before Nipper arrives.’

*“That's the wheeze!” agreed Walson.
“When he comes into St-udy C he'll find
everything exactly as it was the day he
left St. 1=mnh- months ago—even to the
giddy ruler! Al his IJDDI\:-. and ail his
papers, amd even his old footer boots!”

They hurricd into the Anclent House, un-
aware of the fact that they had I;u.t:u
watched closely from the uindmr. of Study
C. lrene & Co., in fact, having just finished,
had been startied to see the two juniors
here so early. Making one or two hasty
final touches, they Hl}Ld away. The gitis
sought refuge with .Mrs, Stokes, and de-
cided that they would “c;nslmily " meet
Sir Montie and Tommy a little later on, 1n
the Triangle,

The two juniors, unsuspicions of the bomb-.
sheil which awaited them, marched down
the Fourth-Forin passage, flung open the
door of Study C, and sfrode in.

~ ‘“Dear old place ! velled Watson joyously

*Just the sa—— Why, what the " His
2yes ﬁ;nggit‘d. “Great jumping stars!”’ he
easped blankly. _ -

“ Begad!” breathed Sir Montie, [eebly
beating the air.

CHAPTER IIL ’
QUICK WORK.
TUDY C was trans
formed.
y Its old rugged sim-
plicity had  gone.
Irene & Co. were congratu-
Iating themselves on the fact

that they had done wonders.
feminine point of view, the
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the expressions on the faces of
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-
West were rather mixed. And in all the
mixture there wasn't the faintest trace of
admiration. The two emotions which fought
to come to the surface were indignation and
horror. _

“What—what's happened?”
Tommy, with a gulp.

“Dear old boy, don’t ask me!’ mwoaned
Sir Montie. *“Of all the frightful scenes,
commend me to this one! Some awfully

But

ejaculated

LEE LIBRARY

there flowers on the

Were
table, and there was even a plant in the
fireplace!

The mantelpiece was tastefully decorated

mantelpiece,

with flowered cretonne, bunched up into
artistic folds by the aid of silken cords. The
fireplace itself was hidden behind a small
fire-screens:

On the table stood a glass vase, and the

table itself was covered with further
cretonne. Its usual clean bareness had van-
ished. There was even a wastepaper basket,

funny idiots have been doin' this out of ' with fancy ribbons tied in the wickerwork.
sheer spite!” . And, to cap every-
It Was mereciful _ . thing, dainty lace cur-
that Treme & Co. PORTRAIT GALLE‘RY ANP WHO'S WHGO. tains were arranged at
ing, or. they might NOTE.—The ages of Third Form boys vary The two  juniors
have  taken  slight between 12 and 1. looked at this spee-
offence at this tacle with growma
ohservation. With fear.
careful steps,-the two And yet Irene & Co.
1Mniors advanced into had ::mlgmtulated
the stllt]}?: They f{elt themselves on their
hemmed in, and for huge success! They
some moments ade- had simply made Study
nuate criticisms were C identical with their
ghite impossible. own studies at the
Their chief reason | Moor View School—

in coming down early {
had bheen to get busy
in Study C. They
thought it rather a
fine idea to make the
old room home-like.
For junior studies are
always too clean at

sadly labouring under
t he misapprehension
that bovs were just as
keen on decorations as
girls.

“It's a jape!” zaid
Tommy Watson, at
last. **That’s what it

the heginning of term. js 1
Nipper was coming “A jape?’ repeated
back, and it was a e “CTi's M
great ocecasion. For AN ﬂ!k(:angm!'ﬁghtn{i;e:ﬂ e
Nipper had been away - _ -
for a good many = , ‘% \I“ Idll bet ﬁ;hose
months, a tudy C ; ~a Modern ousze
}mdt ﬂfltnjrgd d}its No. 31.—Staniey Kﬁelrr:gan. . % bounders ~did this,”
character during his One of the most likeable of EJ said Watson darkly,
absence. the fags. A cheerful, capable E®S¥ *Boots and Christine
When he entered youngster, and by no means 33 and the rest! They
the room his chums unhandsome.  He ijs quite g didn’t expect us down
wanted it to be good at sports, and staunch =8 so early, and they
exactly the same as to Willy Handforth and the =4 thought they'd aive
it had been in dﬂ.:fﬁ 1—_-_:;.. Third. ' ,:‘ﬁ' hlpp&l‘ d Ehl'}‘['li\'.. Thank
of yore.  Nipper's JM (o, goodness  we've got
own books would be &= : here in time!
there, his little “Fate must have

helongings, his favourite chair would be in
position, and a few other similar details
would he attended to. _

It was, after all, a nice idea—just a little
sentimental, perhaps, but, nevertheless, wel-
come. His staunch chums wanted him to
feel at home the very imastant h: put bhis
foot across the threshold.

And what did Tommy and Sir Montie see?

They saw, first of all, a profusion of
flowers. And flowers, it must be remem-

bered, had always been a pet abomination
in Study C. There were flowers on the

sent us, old bay—he must, really!”

“ Come on—we’d befter get busy!’” panted
Watson. “ Nipper said he was sturting out
with Nelson Lee during the morning, and
they might be.here at any time. We'll tear
all this rubbish down, and shove it in the
cupboard !”?

““ A °brainy’ idea,
Montie.

And the -work whiech Irene & Co. had so
daintily accomplished was utterly destroyed
in about four minutes. The curtains came
down in two tugs, the mantelpiece was de-

begad!” agreed S8ir



prived of its cretonne in another two, and
ithe tablecloth was whisked off in one.

As for the flowers and the vases,
were shoved unceremoniously into the
board as they were. Watson thought
good idea to keep the evidence, so that
he could show it to Nipper later on. And
after that the culprits would have to be
discovered.

“ Phew !
at last.

they
cup-
it a

That's better!” panted Tommy,
** Now she’s looking more like her-
self ! Of all the nerve! Making a hideous
sight of our old study. I couldn't
breathe properly when we first came in.”

¢ Bverything's all right now, though,” said
Montie urbanely. *“ Upon the whole. dear
old boy, the idea wasn't so bad. Hadn't
we better find old Cuttie, and ask about

ihat box? We want fo unpack the books,
you know N ‘
“Good idea!” agreed Tommy promptly.

“(Come on!”’

They marched out, breathing freely again,
and sallied out into the Trmnﬂlt, in search
of Josh Cuttle, the school pm‘t-ur. But just
outside the Ancient House steps they came
face to face with Irene & Co.

“Hallo, Tom!” greeted Violet cheerily.

“(h, I say! This is a surprise!” said
Tommy Watson. “ Hallo, Sis! Hallo, you
other girls! What the dickens are you
doing here at this time of -the morning?”

““Haven't you seen?” asked Irene, in sur-
prise,

“Seen?”

¢ Begad! We—we—="

¢ Why, the study, of course,
laughed Violet.

¢ The study?" repeated Watson, his throat
Blling with something,

¢“PDoesn’t it look simply gorgeous?’ asked
Doris enthusiastically. * We took an awful
lot of trouble over it—especially for Dick,
too! It’s our idea ol welcoming him back
to St. Frank's!” .

Watson Jeaned against Montie, and Montie
fought for breath.

vou sillies!”

— e il

CHAPTER IV,
QUICKER WORK.

HE shock was a stun-
ning one,
In fact, Tommy

Watson and Sir
Montie could not have been
more startled if an earth-
quake had happened. It was
discovery this time! Irene

-ﬂj'!-'.-?'- "

=S

a devastatmg
& Co. were responsible for that study! And
they had placed the fell work at the door

of the Modern House fellows!
Indeed, now that the juniors could begin
to think, they realised that it wasn't fell

There had been no intenlion of
a jape. The girls had decowated that study
in all good faith—with the one and only
intention of dulubhtmg the eyes of its com-
ing occupants!

And every
torn down!

This was the
had to be faced.

“We took an awful lot of trouble,” said
Doris gaily. “ All that cretonne, you know,
and the flowers But it was worth it,”
she added. ** Diek's a sport, any we want
to make him feel happy and cosy.”
« “Cosy ! repeated Watson, like a hollow
eeho

“1ls something the matter?”»

work at ali.

strip of decoration had been

dreadful situatipn which

asked Irene,

looking at the two juniors keenly out of
her hhle eyes.
““* Berad! The—the matter?” repeated

Da‘ll:mtit:. “Not at all—not at all! In [act,
we're so  frightfully overwhelméd by the
good work that we haven’t got any words
to say—we haven't, really!”

¢ It—it was jolly nice of you!” blurted

out Watson.

“Well, you don't seem to be very de-
lizhted!"' remarked Doris shrewdly. Y You
both look a bit dazed. Let’s go into the
study, and——""

“No!" gasped Watson ifrantically.

“But we want to show yod—"

“You—you can't go In there now'™
panted Tommy, his alarm growing. L |

say, be sports! We—we've got one or two

preparations of our own to make,” hé
added desperately. “You can come in
later.”

“Oh, all rizat,”” smiled Irene. “-By the
way, when do you expect Dick?”

“ Nipper? He might be here at any
minute !?

“ Ripping ! said Violet, clapping her
hands. 1
Somehow, the two juniors managed to

tear themselves away. . They did so in a
kind of dream, and returned to Study C
with their brains whirling. And out of alf
the chnaos came one clear thought. Those
decorations had to be put back again!

If Irene & Co. saw what had happenci]
they would never forgive Montie and Tommy
az lonz as they lived. Quite naturally, they
wouid look upon it as a deadly affront, and
would, in addition, be gricved.

“Thney—they did it for old
moaned Watson. ““Oh, my goodness!
thought we'd like if!”

“PDon't!" pleaded Sir Montie,

It wasn't a rag, after all, but a genuine
effort t6 gladden our hearts 1 went  ou
Tommy. ¢ Look here, old son, we've got to
shove these things back. When the girls
bring Nipper in, everything's got to bhe
the same as we found it.”

Nipper!
They
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“But how?” asked Montie helplessly.
“ Dear old boy—"

“It won’t take us long,” went on Watson,
who was unusually optimistic. “I remember
how everything was fixed, and all the stufi’s
in the cupboard. We mustn’t let the girls
guess what happened! Later on,* when
they’re gone, we can tell Nipper all about
EE-', li;.;?id then chuck the stuff in the dust-

in ' '

“Tommy, boy, you're gettin’ brainier and
brainier every day,” said Montie,
approval. ‘“As long as the girls don’t kiow
anythin’, there’s no harm done. But if
would - be -a frightful trick to disappoint
‘them, begad! The curtains first, eh?”

" Tley started on the job lightly and with

high hopes. After about three minutes an
intense gloom pervaded the apartment.
Somehow, the blessed things wouldn’t stick
in the right places!

““These curtains don’t look right to me,”
said> Watson, with a worried frown. < The
left one isn’t so bad, but the other seems all
squifly.”? ' , .

They stood back and surveyed the -cur-
tains.

There was something in what Tommy Wat-
son -said. The left-hand curtain was upside
down, but a detail like that didn’t matter.
It was slightly on the skew, too. The right-
hand curtaingwas a perfeet sight. It hung
in rucks and creases, and the more the
juniors wrestled with it, the worse it looked.

“Begad!
old boy,”? said Aontie,
“They’re not so bad now.?*?

- “ Anyway, they're up,” growled Tommy,
¢ Now for that giddy chintz, or tapestry, or
whatever it is.”

The cretonne was draped round the mantel-
piece in a hideous fashion. But Watson,
who- performed this dastardly work, was
highly satisfied with the result of his efforts.

*“Why, it’s cven better than the girls did
it!’”? he declared hopefully.
fiddie about with curtains and things. What
about the flowers??”?

The flowers were fished out of the cup-’
board, and the two juniors were just putting-

the finishing touches to the study when a
faint purr sounded out in the Triangle.
Tommy glanced out of the window. -

, “(;}rea,t Scott!” he breathed. ¢ They're
werel”

CHAPTER V.
BACK AT LAST!

IPPER Jooked at the

school buildings with

a sort of affectionate
regard.

“I’'m not a sentimental

chap, guv’nor, but it’s good

to see the old place again,”

with

We can’t waste any more time,:
in desperation.

“It only shows:
that these girls aren’t the only ones who ean.

1 Nipper,”’ he urged.
{ better than to be left alone.”?

“ And it’s good to

he remarked, with a sigh.
Every-

know that we’re here as fixtures, too.
thing looks fine, eh?”’

Nelson Lee switched off the engine.

“The weather is in our favour, Nipper,”
he replied smilingly. ¢ Somehow I don’t
think you would be quite so enthusiastic if
the skies were grey, and if rain was pouring
down. This sunshine is exhilarating. All the
same, it is certainly good to be back.”

The famous detective was looking a little -
thinner than usual—a ftrifie paler. It had
taken very little persuasion to hring him
back to St. Frank’s as a permanent resident.
But he had firmly declined the offer of a -
fixed appointment.

As chief of the new laboratory, he would
not be tied in any way. He would give his
lectures in his own time, and would generally
be on the spot to act as Dr. Stafford’'s
adviser, At the same time, there was
nothing to prevent him being away from
St. Frank’s for two or three weeks on end
if an important case called him away.

Nipper, too, desired a little more freedom
than he had formerly enjoyed, and he had
his own ideas on this subject. If Nelson
Lee wanted him on important work, he would
hold himself ready to go. And he couldn’t
veirfy well be in this position if he tied him-
self.

“We seem to be the first arrivals,
guv’nor,” he remarked as he climbed out of
the car. “ Not a soul about, and everything
quiet. Not even a brass band playing to
welcome us back!”?

“And a good thing, too!”” said Lee fer-
vently. “Indeed, I am thankful that we
started early, Nipper. I hate display of any
kind, and if we had arrived this afternoon I
fear that a few of your misguided young
friends would have made a considerable
noise.” ‘L

Nipper grinned. _

“ You needn’t think you’re going -to escape,
guv’nor,” he chuckled. It isn’t me they
care about—it’s you. And if they don’t get
up son.ething special in the way of an
ovation, 1 shall be jolly surprised.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

““Do your best to subdue any such folly,
“ Nothing will please me

~Mr. and Mrs. Beverley Stokes appeared at
this moment, and their greeting was warm
and hearty. They carried Nelson Lee off in-
doors just as Tommy Watson and Sir Mentie
Tregellis-west came out and grabbed Nipper.

“Begad! It’s like old times, Nipper,
boy!” beamed Sir Montie.

“ No more separations, eh?”’ asked Watson
heartily. ' : - :

“Not if we can help it,”’ replied Nipper.
“But who said the age of miracles has
passed? I thought you chaps were still in
bed! How on earth did you manage to get
down here so early?” |
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¢“We came down on purpose to——"
Tommy Watson paused, and seized Nipper's
arm., “I say, we've got something to tell
vou,*” he went on tensely. “ We just want
to glve you the tip e

“Hallo! Here are the girls now!"” inter-
rupted Nipper. ¢ Wonders will mnever
cease!”?

Watson groaned inwardly and gave it up.

ITa had hanad 4 hava a nrivvata ward anth
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They surrouaded Nipper, pumped his hand,
slapped his back, and ended up by making
him completely breathless. Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West stood by, grinning in a
rather sickly fashion. They knew what was
coming, and were filled with deep inward
apprehension.

“] say, steady on!” grinned Nipper.
“You’ll give me a swelled head if you go on
like this! I'm glad to be back, of course,
but you can't kid me that the Fourth was
absolutely rudderless during my absence.
What about Reggie Pitt? Isn’t he a huge
success as Form captain?”’

““ Rather!” agreed Doris heartily. ¢ Reg-
gie’'s done wonders. All the same, it'll be
different now that you're back. You'll be
able to keep thal chump MHandforth in
order.”

“Chump yourself!”’ said Irene warmly.
“Ted may be a bit of an ass, but he’s as
‘good as gold at heart, He knocks old Church
and MecClure about a bit too much, but
that’s only his way. I've got an idea they
rather like it, on the quiet. They’ve got
0 used to these stray biffs that they’d miss
'em now.”’

Nipper chuckled.

‘““Handy gets a stray biff himself now and
again,” he remarked. “But 1 want to know
what you girls are doing here at this hour
of the morning? Haven't you got any les-
sons to do? Oughtrn’t you to be learning
cookery, or sewing, or something?”

¢“ A fat lot vou know about our school!”
sniffed Irene. “You boys are so hopelessly
ignorant that I've given you up as a bad
job. But Jet’s get indoors. We've got a sur-
prise for you.”

““ Rather!” chuckled Doris.

“YWhat do you
say, Tommy?” -

‘1 havs been told that the excessive
joy of my arrival is to be bestowed
upon the Fifth,”’ replied Browne.

“Eh?? gasped Watson. ¢ A surprise? By
hat, yes!”

They went indoors in a group, and Nipper
was slightly puzzled. He gathered that the
girls had prepared something special for him,
but he couldn’t quite understand the glassy
expression in the eyes of his two chums,

CHAPTER VL
BROWNE TO THE RESCUE.

outside the door of
Study C.

“Now, Dick, close
vour eves!’’ she commanded.
*“Tightly, remember! Don’t
dare to open them until 1 tell

IRENE AMANNERS paused

you!”

“Yours to command,” murmured Nipper—
‘““mine to obey!”

“If you take a sly squint, we’ll slaughter
vou!” warned Doris. |

“All right—go ahead!” grinned Nipper.
“T don’t know what the dickens you've been
up to, but I ean stand anything. I'm a
hardened case.”



Irene threw open the door of Study C, and
the girls pushed Nipper inside.

«“Now!? cried Irene. “You can open—-
My gaddness!’’ she gasped, staring blankly
into the study. ¢ What—what’s happened?”

«““My only Sunday strawyard!”” breathed
Doris.

Nipper opened his eyes, wondering what
all the consternation was about. He didn’t
wonder for long. One glance at the study
was enough to make him shudder., He clung
to the table for support.

“Ye gods and little
faintly.

For a tense half-minute there was a
deadly, ominous. silence. The girls crowded
in the doorway, startled beyond measure.
Tommy Watson and Tegellis-West stood just
out in the passage, shivering in their shoes.
‘They longed to flee, but daren’t,

The study was an awful sight. It had been
bad enough—from a boy’s point of view—as
Irene & Co. had left it. But it was a per-
feet nightmare now. The curtains were
hanging lop-sided and entangled. The breeze
had blown one of them half-down, and it
hung there in mournful disorder.

- The mantelpiece was a tragedy. Not only
was the cretonne bunched up in the most
amazing muddle, but it had been [ixed on
inside out. Two flower vases stood on the
fop, but they were odd. The flowers them-
sclves were simply pushed in, many with
stalks uppermost. -

“ Lovely!” said Nipper, with hercic polite-
3I0RS,

“ But—but something’s happened!”’ gasped
frene. ¢ Why, the place looks awful! It’s
positively hideous!?”?

Nipper breathed a sigh of relief.

““ Thank goodness!” he said. “I thought
you were expecting me to admire it!
Hideous, eh? 1I've never seen anything so
diaholical in all my life! Who did this foul
deed?”

fishes!” he said

“We did,” said Violet. “But—but it’s
been altered!?? :
“ Alterod!” shouted Irene. “It’s been

runined! All our lovely work messed up!
Who’s been here? Oh, Dick, it’s too bad!?
We did everything so beautifully, toc.”

““ Never mind!”’ grinned Nipper.
vour word for it, -But I can’t quite under-
stand——-7"?

“Tommy Watson, come here!”’

Irene spoke in her most imperious- manner,
and she was pointing a stern finger at
Watson. That unfortunate jumior turned
pale, and clung to Sir Montie. Their very
cxpression gave them away.

“What do you mean by it?"” demanded
Irene indignantly. *“O0Oh, you
Whatever made you do #?”?

“I’ll never forgive you, Tom !’ said Violet
tearfully.

*We—we—— You cee The fact is—"

“Begad! It—it was like this—

They both paused, confused.

“ Well?* asked Irene darkly,
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{ authority that Mr. Pageit

wretches!

Watson and Tregellis-West longed for an
earthquake. All they wanted at that
moment was to be swallowed up. Four pairs
of angry feminine eyes were focused upon
them like searchlights, and the strain was
rather too great. All connected speech de-
serted them. .

And at this interesting point a footstep
sounded in the passage, and the next
moment William Napoleon Browne glanced
in at the open doorway. He paused, and
beamed bhenevolently upon the company.

“Pardon my intrusion, but am I right
in assuming that this murky passage will
lead me to the lair of one, Mr. Paget?”’
he asked. “I have been told on good
But what do
I perceive? Correct me if I am wrong, but
do I not see signs of girlish anger?”

“YWho's this?” asked Doris bluntly.
“Browne!"” said Nipper with a grin.

“Come, come, Brother Nipper!” protested
Browne. . “Am I deserving of no better in-
troduction than this? While the whole
school is literally agog with excitement over
my arrival, you can do nothing better than:
refer to me as a mere cipher. We are
deeply grieved, Brother- Nipper.”

“You mustn’t take too much notice of
him, girls,” said Nipper. “He’s William
Napoleon Browne—the ‘ Napoleon,” I fancy,
is an addition of his own—and he’s a new
fellow in the Fifth. Browne, let me intro-
duce Irene, Doris, Marjorie, and Violet, of
the Moor View School.”

Browne executed a stately bow.

“The honour is entirely mine,” he said
gracefully. *“I speak in no carping fashion,
but I assume the young ladies have other
names as well? However, we will let that
pass.” His gaze wandered over the study.
“Ah, I see you are holding your little con-
fab in the lumber-room!” he added kindly.
“Personally, I have no great admiration for
lumber-rooms, hut there i1s no accounting
for taste.” &

“This is our study, you ass!” snorted

| Watson, a
“ 1’1 take

“] fear I detect a certain animosity in’
your tone, Brother Watson,” said Browne
regretfully. ‘“What have I done to deserve
this unkindness?”

“We’'re pleased to meet you, but don’t
butt in,” said Irene pointedly. “We pre-
pared this.study all ready for Dick, and
these two duffers have turned everything
upside down! We're wailing for
explanation.,”

“Splendid!” said Browne. ‘“In these cir-
cumstances, we will linger also, for wé& must
confess that our curiosity has been piqued.
If there is any difficulty, Brother Watson,
do not hesitate to call upon me.;- I am ever
ready to come 1o the rescue in life’s little
troubles.”

HI]_ o e
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CHAPTER VIL
MAINLY ABOUT STUDIES,

OMMY WATSON
looked round him like
a caged rabbit.

“You—you see, we

T

thought——  Montie and I
thought—— Well, we
thought  something was

wrong!” he blurted out. *“When we saw
the study, we nearly had a fit!” he added
bluntly. :

“A fit?” echoed the girls, in one voice.

“The news is not at all surprising,”
ohserved Browne. ‘Do you not detect the
pallor in Brother Watson’s robust cheeks?
No longer can he truthfully be described
as a ray of sunshine. Indeed, Brother Wat-
son, you have the manner of one who has
no single friend in all the world, Passing
on to the subject of fits—""

“Oh, do be quiet!” interrupted Doris
impatiently.

Browne looked at her with mild reproach.

“ Pray enlighten me if I am disturbing
the -harmony of the occasion,” he gaid.
“ Nothing disiresses me more than to feel
that I am a piece of grit in the smooth
running cogs of the machinery. Speak
boldly. Do not mince your words. 1 need
but the intimation, and I will pass upon

my way with all my celebrated fortitude.” .

“Good!” said Ireme. “Then pass! How
can we find out about this study while you
stand there talking like a gramophone?”

““ Proceed!” said Browne, with a wave of
his hand. “Your invitation is not as press-
ing as I would wish, but I will waive the
point and stay. Brother Watson, I fancy
it is your turn to exercise the chin!”

“There’s nothing to say!” growled Wat-

“Water!” she breathed.

“I have heard on good repute that =
burnt feather is an excellent restorative,”
said Browne concernedly. ¢ Brother Nipper,
be good enough to dash out to the chicken
run——-"

“Well, it's nozgood getting wild,” said
Doris. “I suppose you acted in good faith,
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brichtest pair of fatheads ever came
across!”

“Strong words, but, under' the circum-
stances, we must forgive and forget,” said
Browne. “If there is anything I caa
do__-____‘lj.

“Tom, I'm ashamed of you!” interrupted
Violett warmly. ‘“After all the trouble we
took over this study, too! I always knew
you were verging on sheer idiocy, but this
is the first real proof!”

““Look here, Sis——" began Watson in-
dignantly.

“Hush!” interrupted Browne. “ Are we to
have family quarrels within these grey old
walls? You must bear these trials bravely,
Brother ‘Watson. 1t is a sister’s privilege
to regard ther brother as a born idiot. I
urge you not to broadcast your opinion on
sisters.”

“It’s all right, girls—don’t worry!” smiled
Nipper. “I’ll bet you made the study look
lovely, and it was just like these inartistic
asses to mess everything up. Suppose we
take the will for the deed?”

“It’'s about all we can do,” said Irene,-
slightly appeased.

“That,” said Browne, *“is the spirit. I
like this atmosphere of good comradeship
between neighbours. I assume the Moor
View School is at no great distance? Splen-
did! Perchance-we shall meet by the way-
side, fair maidens. In all your little
troubles, do not hesitate to call upon me.
My permanent address is Study No. 19,
Ancient House—Telephone, Bannington 71.
Telegraphic Address—Lightning.”

. “Study No. 10?" repeated Nipper.

““Your auricular orifices are evidently wide

open.”

“But Study No. 10 belongs to Chambers,”
salid Tommy Watson.

The master of the Fifth was seated at his
desk, leaning back comfortably in his chair.
Pipe in mouth, he was-dreamily contemplat-
ing several open boxes of gaily-coloured
sealing-wax. |
: “t(]}ood-morning, sir,” said Browne benevo-
ently. -

Mr. Pagett spun round, confused. ¥He

Tommy. But I must say you're about the made an altempt to hide the boxes of seal-



. )
. = Peaen 4
i g .
S o - = 3
. . l i
H
' - ;
- e T '\ ga
LY - -

Ing-wax, but it was useless.

Realising this,
he rose to his feet with dignity, removed

his pipe, and gazed at William Napoleon
Browne with all the acidity for which he
was famed.

¢ ——

CHAPTER VIIL
BROWNE'S CELEBRATED SYSTEM.

T ELL, sir, and who
are , you?”  de-
manded Mr.

Pagett in a kind

of bark. “How dare jyou
enter my study without
knocking! Who are you, eh?

Your face seems familiar to me——"

“Alas! I fear your memory is in a some-
what C3 condition,” interrupted - Browne
sadly.- “I am Browne, sir—William
Napoleon Browne. It is but a few weeks
since I startled the school—"

“Ah, yes, to be sure!” interrupted Mr.
Pagett. “You are the impudent young
rascal who hoodwinked the whole school on
April 1Ist, eh? A thoroughly impertinent
piece of work, young man,”

“QOthers,” sighed Browne, “have referred
to that celebrated exploit in more Kkindly
terms. IIowever, we will Jet it pass. 1
understand, sir, that in future I am to
nestle under your protective wing.” -

“Don’t use such absurd language,
Browne!’? snapped Mr. Pagett.  “ The head-
master has already informed me that you
are placed in my Form. What is your age,

Browne?”

“I have already witnessed seventeen
alleged summers, sir.” '
“Seventeen?” echoed Mr. Pagett. “You

are quite old enough and big enough to be
in the Sixth.,”

“Possibly so, sir—possibly so0,” admitied
Browne. ¢ But who would be in the Sixth
in preference to the Fifth, knowing that
you preside over the latter Form? Only by
insistent pleading was I dallowed to join
your troupe of bravoes. You
imagine the delight, sir, that thrilled
through my very marrows when I learned
that you were to instruct me in the way
I should go. A good Form-master is.hetter
than a year’s course of Kruschen.”

Mr. Pagett looked at Browne suspiciously.

“Well, what do you want?”’ he asked.
“You are down here uncommonly early,
Browne—not that I condemn you for that.
It i3 a good sign—a very good sign. What
1s the reason for this visit?”

“Touching on the subject of studies, sir,”
said’ Bfowne. “We realise, of course, that
we cannot all have our little whims and
fancies granted, but are there any particular
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. Chambers,

L errox,” s

cannof.
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rules and regulations regarding this hnotty

problem 22
“What do . you  mean—rules and
regulations?”

“During my lightning survey of the Tifth
Form quarters, I have not failed to observe
that certain studies are rather more palatizal
than others,” replied Browne. * The* point,
sir, is this. Are these miniature palaces re-

served in advance for any .special hoi
favourites?” -

Mr. Pagett glared. |

“There is no favouritism in my Form,
Browne,” he replied curtly. ‘

“As I suspected, sir—indeed, as I was

well ‘aware, after my first shrewd glance at
your powerful visage,” said Browne. *“I
take it, then, that the famous old axiom
is in full force—first come first served?”

“Well, I don’t know about that——"

“1t has been wisely stated that the early
bhird catches the worm, sir,” went on
Browne. “I am neither a b’ird, nor is
Study 10 a worm. At the same time, you
doubtless eatch my point?”

“But Study No. 10 is occupied by
Phillips and Bryant.”?

“Without wishing to contradict you, sir,
you must permit me to indicate a slight
said Browne. “When I left ‘Htudy
No. 10, the only occupant was an exceed-
ingly well-fed tabby cat, which insisted upon
following me, Now, while objecting to being
followed by dogs,- I issue po criticism
against being followed by cats. My mag-
netic nature draws in the most powelful
manner, and cats have a particularly acute
fondness—"

“We are not talking about cats, Browne,”

interrupted Mr. Pagett tartly. * Don't
~waste my time like this! As for Study 10,
you cannot have it.  Certainly mnot!

Chambers and Phillips and Bryant have
occupied this study for some time, and 1
cannot have them disturbed. Indeed, it
would be tantamount to a shabby trick
if you occupied this study during their
absence.” -
Browne shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Alack, I have done my best—and what
more ¢an any man do?” he sighed. “I am
grieved—indeed, shaken. Undoubtedly,
Study No. 10 is slightly less like a rabbit
huteh than other studies. Only slightly, I
will admit, but we must stick to facts. Of
all the drab, sinister habitations, these Fifth
Form studies are surely the worst on record.
Not -that I blame you, sir,”” added Browne

earnestly, “You, I am sure, will agree with
Ine___.” A

‘““You had better g0,
rupted Mr. Pagett stiffiy.

“One moment, sir.  As__Captain of the
Fifth, I deem it my duty tb‘nform you——*?

¢ Captain of the Fifth?” repeated Mr,

&

Browne,’? inter-

P
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Pagett, staring, ¢ What do ¥you mean?
Chambers is the captain of my Form!”

“You are still in volumo ocne, sir,” said
Browne. “XKindly be good enough to dip
into volume two. Chambers is no longer
‘the Captain of the Tifth. He was, but all
15 over.”

“When did Chambers resign?” demanded
the T'orm master.

‘“He hasn't-——"’

“En??

“But he will,” smiled Browne. ¢ My dear
sir, when the Fifth Form arrives, and finds

‘“ Are you informing e, Browne, that you
are acquainted with :ealing wax art?” he
demanded.

“ Acquainted?” repecated Browne, aston-
ished., *“ Without wishing to sound over-
emphatic, I think I can c¢laim to know each
piece of sealing wax by rts pet name. A

wonderful art, sir—-an amazingly skilful
occupation, Only the finest brams_can cope
with its intricacies. 'Thus you will under-

stand my own love of the art.” |
Mr. Pagett thawed even more. As a
matter of fact, this ¢ealing wax outfit was

me in full command, @ new acquisition.
the enthusiasmm will PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. During the holidays
reach such a piteh, Second Series.—Third Form. he had spent a week

that I am seriously
~thinking of asking for
protection. As Form
Captain, I consider I
have a certain amount
of justification——"’
“ Browne, you are

too  ridiculous for
words !’  interrupted
Mr. Pagett tersely.
““Let me tell you that
this kind of nonsense
is not encouraged by
me. You will have
Study No. 17—

Browne started. He
had inspected Study
No. 17. It was small,
dark, and gruesome.
‘Without doubt, it was
the worst proposition
in studies that he had
ever gazed upon. The
interview  with  Mr.
Pagett was panning
out badly.

- ¢ Study No. 17?” re-
repeated Browne. ‘“ As

between 12 and 14.

NOTE.—The ages of Third Form Loys vary

with an old friend—
and this old friend
was an enthusiastic
worker in sealing wax.
Mr. Pagett had been
astonished at the
wonderfully decorated
ornaments, vases,
bowls, etc., which
had been executed by
his friend.

And sealing wax
was the sole secret!
Not the cominon or
garden sort, of course,
but a special art wax

which ecould be pur-
chased in endless
colours, and in com-

plete sets. The Fifth
Form master had been
so fascinated by the
hobby that he had
purchased a complete
outfit. He was eager
to try his hand at
this new form of art.
With very little prac-

- you sayq-f-as you sug—*. Ece, hg tunders‘gapd,
Is it r me 0 G e _ ‘the most surprising
i[:?‘itic‘lige? © Is it for _ FOI‘_L}, flktl[‘d—l'{)l‘ll’l&l,T_(}mmj_.- resiults could be ob.
me But what is is a bit older than he should tained. |

this? Sealing wax? be, owing to his slackuess in And  Browne, it
Joy! Jubilation! Is class. A Dbit of a dandy, seemed, was an ardent
it possible, sir, that too, with a lean face, which enthusiast.  Happily,
our hobbies are the other fags gencrally Mr. Pagett was un-

make fun of.

identical?”
Browne leapt to the
table with a ¢lad cry,

and stared down at . .
the ioxes of sealing wax with a mixture

of awe and veneration,

CHAPTER IX.-
THICK AS THIEVES.

R. PAGETT lost his
angry expression,
At the same fime,

he was by no mean3s
amiable. He watched
Browne with open suspicion.
el IHe didn’t quite know how to
his talkative youth, :

take t

aware  of the actual
truth. Browne, to be
exact, knew about as
much as he did him-
self, and probably ess., But it was the old
Uxtonian’s system to acquaint himself with
a man’s hobby, and then enlarge upon ft
with enthusiasm, So far, the system had
never failed him. The fact that he knew
nothing of each particular hcbby was only
a detall.

“1 am itching, positively itching to get
to work, sir,” said Browne eagerly. ¢ Not
that I' would dream of Louching your own
particular sticks of wax. May I crave an
honour, sir? May I see some of your com-
plete work? Do not delay, Brothe Pagett,
for I am literally agng.”” -
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Pa?et-t coughed.

Mr.

‘“ Well, as a matter of fact, 1 haven’t
really started, Browne,” he said awkwardly.
“1 only bouaht the set yesterday. I—I1
thought the hobby might interest me at odd
moments. You know something about 1t,
it seems.”

“ My good su‘ it will take hold of you
like- a drug”’ declared Browne. Cross-
word puzzles are a mere jest compared with
this King of Hobbies. You will regard all
cross-word puzzles with a pitying smile, and
at the end of your day’s work, you will dash
sealing-waxwards like a vaze]le leaping to
the brook for its evemng drink. - I assure
you, sir, that the faseinasion of thrs pastime
is beyond all belief. FEre long you will
startle the sehool by lrecoming the sealing-
wax champion of the world!?”

Mr. Pagett beamed, all bis irritation
gone, | ' _
“T am afraid you. are a flatterer,

Browne,” he said. “‘I'm delighted to f{ind,
however that I have a fellow-enthusiast m

the ‘sehool. These sticks, you gee, Aare
multi-coloured, and are designed for what
i3 called crazy-work.” | .

‘““ Ah, crazy-work!” said Browne. ‘“‘I can.

not 1magme anything n:ore likely to suit
your own particular gaft gip.?

““ Quite so-—quite so,” said
aware of the hldden meanicg in Browne’s
remark. ‘“These compartments here con-
tain a spiri:t lamp, fuel, and other necessary
apparatus. It looks rather complicated, but
I am told that one soon becomes proficient.”

““That, indeed, is the ery!” declared
Browne heartily. *“ Proficiency! Letl it be
your watchword, Mr. Pagett. Before yon
realise it, you will be able to invent count-
less new designs in your sleep. Reverting
back to other matters I would mention the
matter of Study No. 17— .

¢“ Ah, yes, Browne—exactly,” said Mr.
t'agett. “1I must confess that No, 17 is
somewhat pokey. On second thoughts, I am
afraid it would hordly be suitable—2"

“I was convinced, sir, that your great
nobleness of mind would r.o‘t permit such
an injustice,’’ said Browne. “A round pez
in a square hole would be a perfectly fitting
mmt compared to William Napoleon Browne
in Study No. 17. We take if, then, that
No. 10 i3 now available?”

“Well, I don’t quite knoew about that

“We beg to thank you for your esteemed
“rhcmnsness,” gaid Browne &0 emnly, “and
have the honour to remain your obedient
servant.”?

“I’'m afraid Chambers will
;aid Mr. Pagett, frowning.
certain to make a fuss

‘““Leave him {o me, sir,”” interrupted
Browne. ‘Leave him entirely to me, and
devote yourself with wholehearted en-
fthusiasm- to the gomplicaited iuggling of
~his uplifting hobby.”

make a fuss,”

¢“In fact, he is
») )

40t cevew, if you can settle things amie-

Mr. Pagett, un-
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{ the letter of the sehool regulations,

-

ably with Chambers, that is a different
matter,”> went. on Mr. Pagett. “But if
Chambers Tesents the alteration, I'm afmid
I must support him—??

““Thank you, sir,”” interrupted Browne.
“You need not let this trivial matter WOrTry
the contents of your cranium. With my
celebrated tact and grace, I shall have no
difliculty in making %rother Chambers toe
the line. In that particular branch of
diplomacy I have no living equal.”

And Browne gracefully bowed himself out,
leavmg Mr. Pagett more or less bewildered,
The Form master was not exactly afraid of
this new fellow, but his departure left Mr.
Pagett with a diztinet sense of relief,

e ———

CHHAPTER X,
IN- POSSESSION,

TUDY No. 10, in the

. IFifth Form passage,
was undonbtedly the

pick of the bunch.
There were several otfher
atudies almost as good, bub
not quite. And ~ William

"hpoleon Browne had selected it after the
firstt brief round of inspection.

Strictly speaking, ke had right on his side.

No boy had any power to demand a Cer-
tain study for his own use. According to
it was
lefit entirely to the Form master to appoint
boys to their various studies. But,
generally, the ¥Form master knew better
than to interfere in these matters. .

The fellows simply went back to their old
studies naturally, and drastic changes were
seldom, Now and #gain a daring spirit
would take unlawful possession of a rival
study, and there would be an unholy row
when the rival turned up. In most cases the”
invader was ejected forthwith, and there the
matter closed. On cne or two celebrated
cecasiong the invader had maintained his
rights—the rights of being first on the scene
—and after a good deal of petty quarrelling,
harmony had been ultimately restored.

Browne was prepared for trouble. But his

‘suprere confidence in his own ability made

him regard "the coming interview with
Chambers with complete sangfroid.

‘““By no means murky,” decided Browne,
a3 he looked round,

The study was the best one in the passage
from the point of view cf light. One could
look right out on to the Triangle, and there
were no angles to cut off the sunshine,
Furthermore, whilst nearly all ithe other
studies were distempered, No. 10 boasted of
wallpaper. A bit stained, and a trifle torn,
but undoubtedly- Wﬂllpaper The cupboards
were better, too, and there was a ge-neral
air of cheenness

‘The furniture was or a simple kind, con-

sia'ting of -a bookcase, a table, "two small



chairs, an easy-chair and a c¢ouch. This
furniture belonged to the school, so there
would be mo difficulty on that score. The
personal belongings of Chambers and

Phillips and Bryant consisted of books, orna-
ments, cooking utensils, and such like
trifies.

Browne glanced at his watch and frowned.

“It 1s high time ithat Brother Stevens
appeared on the scene,” he murmured.
““ Alas, I'm afraid that Brother Stevens is
developing late habits. It must be my duty
to correct him—to urge him to abandon
these vicious habits. I rather fancy there
is some removal work to be done and
without Brother Stevens I am lost.”

It never seemed to occur to Browne that
.he had hands of his own. It was his general
policy to talk, and to get others to work.
Unless severe]} pressed, Browne would never
do anything himself.

However, on this occasion he feit that it
would be unwise to delay. Gathering an
armful of books, he went out into the pas-

%we and calmiy deposited them on the
QOr,
““ Brother Chambers will doubtless receive

a shock, but he must learn to regard these
mactters as life's little troubles, " observed
-Browne, as he plled the books neat! ¥y against
the wall. “It will be a lesson—-""

“IHallo! What on earth are you doing,
Browne?*’

Browne glanced round and rose to his
feet. Stevens, of all fellows, was coming
down the passage.

“Let the joy bells ring out!’ exclaimed
Browne, beaming upon the newcowmer with
kindly benevolence. < Brother Stevens, you
have arrived in time to assist in the good
work,"”’

“ What good work?”
they shook hands.

“Ask no questions, but roll up your
sleeves, hoist up your slacks, and follow me
into our future abode,” said Browne. * You
may count yourself as one of Fortune’s
favourites, Brother Horace. I'or, in the
goodness of my heart, I have decided to
suffer your presence as a study-mate. I
trust you will accept this honour with due
reverence,”

Stevens stared.

asked Stevens, as

“My dear ass, you're off the rails!” he
said politely. “This is Study No. 10.
It belongs to Chambers—the skipper, you

know. You can’t plant yourself in here——"
“In mistaking me for a shrub, you are in
grave error,” interrupted Browne. [ am
no plant, Brother Stevens, and let me add
" that we are wasting time. You are still
wearing your spring cheviot—I trust, by the
way, that it is paid for—and you do not
display that aaxiety for work which i3 so
gesirahle. Spring to it, Brother, for time
ies."”

Stevens grasped the truth at last.

“But good heavens,” he ejaculated, “you
don't mean to say that vou're going to pinch
Chambers’ study? You're not going to
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chuck his belongings out, and take posses-
sion while his back’s turned?”

Browne shook his head sadly.

“Crudely put, Brother Stevens—crudely
put !’ he protested. “ At the same time, {
must confess that ycu have the rudiments
of the truth. And as Chambers and his
stalwarts may appear at any moment, it
behoves us to show a hot turn of speed.”

CHAPTER XL
THE CONVERSION OF STEVEXS.

ORACE STEVENS

walked into Study

No. 10 like a fellow

in a dream. He stood

looking round, and Browne
was obliged to prod him.

“This habit of sleeping in
an upru._,ht position is to be greatly de-
plored,” observed the new senior gravely.
“Remember, Brother Stevens, that time
goes on—ever on. Never can we reclaim the
lost minute—that minuve which sometimes
means the turning-point of a career.”

“You're mad!” said Stevens  bluntly,
“You're dotty! If we pinch this study,
Chambers will kick up a fearful shindy
when he arrives. There's old Pagett to be
considered, too—"

“Brother Pagett may he ruled out,” inter-
rupted Browne. I have already interviewed
that moth-eaten gentleman, and we are now
as brothers. You may set your mind
entirely at rest.”

“Pagett’'s given you permission to take
this study?’’ gasped Stevens.

“It would be paltering with the truth to
say that he bhas given me permission,” re-
plied .Browne. ‘““And as a lie has never
passed my lips, I cannot force one through
the aperture now. No, Brother Stexena
speaking officially, Brother Pagett has net-
exactly given me the all-clear signal. At
the same time, he has mtzmated that the
study is mine on condition that an amicable
arrangewent is made mth Chambers."

“ Pagett knows you’re here, then‘?”

“] am in his thoughts al“ays, replied
Browne.

“Well, I'm sorry to give you a shock, old
man, but it can't be done,” said Stevens
bluntly. “It’s like old Pagett to worm out
of responsibility. You’ve got to come to an
amicable arrangement with Chambers. I -can
In about a hundred

see it coming off!
years4” o )
“This pessimism 1is regrettable, Brother

Stevens,"” protested Browne. ‘ As far as
my future arrangements go, I rather fancy
I shall bave nc use for the -study in a
hundred years’ time. 1 am more optimistic.
Optimism, Brother Stevens—that is the
watchword! I venture to suggest that
Brother Chambers and myself will be ap-
pendmg our signatures to an armistice in
ss than a hundred minutes.’



““Don’t you believe it.”

“But first of all we must make certain
strategic movements,” continued Browne.
““There are more books to eject, to say

nothing of sundry decrepit cooking utensils, |

Be a
into this

and a number of odds and ends.
man, Brother Stevens, and dash
labour of love.”

Stevens sat on the corner of the table,
and looked ronnd again,

“My hat, you’ve got a nerve,
he said admmngly

|2

Browne !
“I've always envied

Chambers for having this study—it’s the,i.__

hést one.in the passage.” -
‘““Qur views, happily, coincide.” ‘
”lﬂ give you a hand, of course,’
‘Stevens.  “At the same time T warn
you. - As soon as Chambers & Co. turn up,
there’ll be the deuce to pay. Old Cuthbert’s
a bit of an ass, but you can’t mess him
about! And Phﬂ]:ps and Bryant are two of
the best boxers in the Fifth!”

Browne shook his head.

“It is sad to realise that your thoughts
always turn to violence, Brother Horace,”
he said regretfully. “There will be no
vioience. I am a man of peace, and I shall
settle the entire trouble with a few well-
chosen words. . I shall be quite gentle with
Brother: Chambers. It is o exaggeracion
to state that before I have done I shall

have him ready to jump through hoops at:

my command.”

“ But, my dear man,
skippere-——” s

‘“ Again you are speaking in
interrupted Browne, ¢“ That,
cannot be wondered at, since ignorance is
your matural condition. I do net blame
you, Drother Stevens—it is doubtless a
hexuhtal} complaint. Your father, I have
heard on good authority, is known throkrﬂb
out clubland as a Priceless Old Buffer. In
years to ecome you will ecarry on the famous
tradition of the Stevens family.”

“Lock here, you silly idiot—-"

““Harking back to your former remark,”
interrupted Browne. * Brother Chambers is

he s the Form

ignorance,”

not, as you imagine, the captain of the
IFifth. " He holds that honoured position no
longer. He doesn’t know it yet, but it is

nevertheless a fact.”
**Doesn’t know

blankly. -

- “The present and future skipper of the

IFifth is now posing before you with all the

it??? repeated Stevens

grace for which he is celebrated,” said
Browne benevolently. ‘“Come, Brother
Stevens, you are slow in uttering your
cheer.”, 4

“You!’’ gasped Stevens. “Form skipper?”’
“Such is the joyful truth.”
“Oh, I give you up!” said Stevens help-

BNSWERS
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lessly. ““You haven’t been in the school ten
' minutes, and yet you make yourself skipper
of the Form! Just wait until the fellows
turn up! You’ll be absolutely squashed!”
Browne merely smiled, and lounged grace-
} fully in the easy-chair. And Stevens, who.
felt like a naughty fag, set about the task

T went

of course,

.of clearing the study.

CHAPTFR XII.
ARRIVAL OF THE RAJAH.

‘¢ ERE we are again!”
said Handforth
cheerfully. < Buck

up, Church, don’'t
]og my bag about like that! °
And be careful with these

&enddy pastries, McChlure," you ass!”
The thi ns of Study D had Jubt arrived in
the Triangle, and they looked about them
with interest. St. Frank’s was certainly
looking its best. It was early afternoon
now, and the blue sky was flecked with
picturesque little white clouds—true April
weather.

«“ Nipper & Co. are here I see,” said
Church. “There’s old Tommy Watson
waving from the window of Study C.
There’s Nipper, too. Hallo, you chaps!” he
added, in a yell, answering the wave.

Handforth frowned. |
- “I've got mnothing against Nipper, but
I'm afraid there’s going to be trouble!” he
exclaimed. “He’'ll naturally want to be-
come captain again, and I expect he’ll cut
up rusty when he finds himself dished.”

“Dished?” asked MeClure. “How?”

¢ Considering that I'm going to be cap-
| tain—*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

¢“Eh?” said Handforth, glaring.

His chums coimposed themselves hastily.

“Oh, rather!” said MecClure, with a gulp.”
“You'll make a wonderful skipper, old man!
The trouble is, some of the other fellows
might vote awalnst you. There’s an awful
lot- of ]ealouay in the Form, remember,” he
added diplomatically. 1 shouldn’t be sur-
prised if the votes went against you.’

«“Jt's bound to happen,” said Church.
“ Nobody realises your true worth, Handy.
Take my advice, and be prepared for another
disappeintment. Nipper's certain to be
elected.”

Handforth grunted. :

““ Oh, is he?” he replied. “ We'll see about
that! Certain to be elected, eh? I’ll have
bomet}:ung to say—-~- Hallo, who the dickens
is this dusky merchant? What’s he domﬂ
here?*?

Handforth & €o.
arrivals,

Seniors and’ ]umors ‘had been pouring in in
floods during the last hour, guité a number
arriving by car. At the moment a superb
Rolls-Royee saloon was standing on the
gravel of the Triangle. And a tall, dis-

Were not the only new

tinguished young man was standing beside
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it, deep in conversation
with Mr. Beverley
Stokes and Fenton of
the Sixth.

The young man was
obviously of Eastern
blood. It was hardly
fair to describe him as

N\ VERZE T
) R s L

- ‘\h,

N

dusky. His compiexion

was dark, certainly, )
but Chureh and Me- J
Clure had seen many }
white men who were ’ h
darker. This dis-

tinguished-l o o kin g
young Oriental was
evidently of very high
caste.

He was laughing as
he talked, and his voice

came  across
three juniors.

to the .
He spoke

with an Oxford accent,

and

without the

o f

slightest trace
foreign peculiarity.
“One of Hussi Kahn's
friends, I expect,”’ said
Churech. *There's
Husai, talking with Pitt
and Grey. Suppose we
go over and ask? I
expect this Odther
Indian chap brought
him down in his car.”
“That's about it,”’
asreed Handforth.
They went over and
joined the little group,
and Hussi Ranjit Lal

._,-"J ( -..j

. 4
\, .

Kahn, the Indian
Fourth-Former, greeted
the chums of Study D

24 At
Nipper’s hand.

last, you bounder!?*’

cried Doris, -grabbing l

with one of his flashing
siiles.,

“1 am honourably pleased to greet you
again within the precincts of this delightful
and inhospitable pile,” he said gently. * The
weather is deliciously ludicrous for the
occasion.”

“Qh, rather!” grinned Church.

“ You've been here Jong enough to learn
good English!” said Handforth severely.
“ How can the weather be ludicrous, you
inky fathead? Who's that chap over
there?”

Hussi Kahn was quite used to this form
of address.

“You mean my
asked.

“Your brother, eh?"” said Handforth.
“Didn't know you had one.”

“ Which only shows that even you don’t
know everything, old man,” chuckled Reggle
Pitt. ¢ Hussi’s brother is a considerable
pot, too—Rajah Goolah Kahn, sole heir to
tho great Indian province of Kurpana.”

“ My hat!”

esteemed brother?’” he

sald Handforth & Co., * I Hussi, Kahn, 2 He _has already

They looked at the visitor with renewed
interest. His  father, the renowned
Maharajah of Xurpana, was one of the
wealthiest princes of India. The Maharajab
was Hussi's father, too, but somehow the
juniors hadn’t regarded him with any
particular awe. Hussi was such a cheer-
ful, good-natured junior that there had
{mver seemed anything distinguished about
11111,

But his elder brother was a real rajah,

and his wvery wealth lent him a certain
glamour. He had been in England for some

vears, with only an occasional trip home—
gencrally during the long vacation. First
at St. Frank's, then at Oxford, the rajah
was now thoroughly English in all this
ideas, his speech, and his outlook.

“Just brought you down in his car, I
suppose?’’ asked Church casually.

*“ My honourable brother will stay under
this absurd roof for some weeks,’”’ replied
concluded
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his disgusted career at Oxford, and is at -

what we call a loose finish.”?
The juniors grinned.
“I &upposc you mean
distinguished ecareer, and is at a loose
end?”’ grinned Jack Grey. “Do you mean
he’ll be the Head’'s guesi—or what?”’
“My honoured and august father 1is
making a State visit to England within a
few weeks,”” replied Hussi. *“So my noble
brother is waiting, so that he may return
to India with our mutual pater.
time that is mean, he will assist the
vlorious =~ St. Frank’s cricket team to
victorious - ends.” ’ - '
Reggie Pitt looked serious.
“Any help is - welcome,”” he declared.
“The junior ericket isn’t in need of assist-
ance, but .the seniors are awfully weak, I
hear. Senjior cricket has had a bad time
for the last three seasons—so something
drastic must be done. Otherwise St.
Frank’s will ‘be a laughing-stock before
long.*? e |
Handforth & Co. took another look at the
rajah, and then moved off to the Ancient
House. It was interesting to know that the

he’s finished his

rajah had come to stay for a while, but

the ehums of Study D were not absolutely
thrilled.

— e

CHAPTER XIIL
PREPARING A WELCOME.
ILLY BANDFORTH
; —\‘ thoughtiully.
“Those =~ Fourth-
nothing, so it’s up to us to
get  busy,”” he declared.

scratched his head
Form aSses are doing
d bhe a sin and a shame to

“Why, it woul

let an opportunity like this slip through

our fingers!’’
“An  opportunity
Chubby Heath.

like what?’’ asked

The fags were collected in a lurking group:

behind the gymnasium. There was - no
earthly reason why they should lurk, but
Willy’s call to arms had suggested some
sinister purpose. Whenever the skipper of
the Third. wanted his braves round him, he
utlered a peculiarly shrill whistle, and fags
same tearing up from all quarters. They
knew better than to disregard that signal.
In the Third, Willy was a kind of overlord.

Thoe most prominent members of the
“gang’’ were present. Chubby Heath and
Owen minor,” Tommy Hobbs, Juicy Lemon,
and Stan Ketrigan. Conroy minimum and
Dicky Jones arrived breathless, and with
suspicious smears of eream 7Tound the
corners of ‘their .mouths. :

“An opportunity like what?” repeated
Willy ‘witheringly. “Haven’t you fatheads
got ‘any brains? ~ Sorry! What a question
to task. Of course you haven’t!??

In the

|
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“ Look here, Willy—"?

“X suppose you’ve forgotten that Mr, .
Lee’s come back?’’ demanded Willy.

“No fear!®?

“We've seen him twice!”’ :

“Then what do you mean by pretending
to be ignorant?’’ asked Willy. “Mr. Lee’s
come back, and it’s the duty of the Fourth
t0 supply him with a brass band welcome.
But the Fourth isn’t doing anything,” he
added bitterly. “What do those fatheads
care? It's all left to us!”’

“I don’t see what we can do,”’ objected
Chubby. “We can go and give him a few
cheers perhaps, but that’s about all.”’ |

“Rats!’? said -Handforth minor. * Cheers
are all very well, but we've got to have
something better than that. I suggest
some biscuif tins and cricket stumps—we
can make a lot of noise, anyhow. And
we can get some combs, and play some
music—-"?

“We shall get dropped on if we make a
noise like that,’’ said Owen minor, . g

“Don’t you believe it!” said Willy. “It’s
the first day of term, and we ean do prefty
well a3 we like. Besides, it’s a pity if we
can’t  give Mr, Nelson Xee a musical
weleome back!”’ | | '

Willy Handforth’s idea of musi¢c seemed

' to be a trifle distorted, but this was only

He got to work with all his usual,
Several fags were sent off at full
speed.

They retarned five minutes .later with
bisewit tins, cricket stumps, and combs,
These latter were improvised with paper in
the approved style, and the weird sounds
which Willy & Co. caused were startling.

The rehearsal was brief, for after all, it
didn’t matter so much about any particular
fune. The main idea was to gather beneath
Nelson LEee’s window and make as much
hullabaloo as possible, '

Chnbby Heath had been scowling, but he
returned with his freeckled face flushed and
excited. . | |

“Come on, you ehaps—Mr. Lee’s in his
room now!’’ he panted. “I just spotted
him at his desk writing. We’d beiter go
while we’re certain of him!”’

HGOOd!?J .

“Come on—-let’s” buzz off!*’

“Hurrah!®’ -

“Hold on, you fatheads!’’ roared Willy,
glaring. “We don’t want to go in a mob,
I suppose? Form up! Now then, Lemon;
toe the line! Attention! Are you deaf, °
young Xerrigan?’

The fags hastily formed up into a ragged
looking square. Willy gazed at his hand
with disgust. Half of them were out of
and the other half didn’t know a
straight line from a corkscrew.

a detail.
energy.

—

“Oh, it’'s 'mo good!”’ growled Willy.
“You’'re hopeless, anyway! Now, when I
give the order to march—march! And don’t .

start playing until I raise my hand!”’
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VWilly had located Nelson Lee's new study
as a preliminary, for Mr. Stokes, of course,
was in possession of the room which Lee
had originally occupied. There was no
fear of the “band’’ maXking the fatal mis-
take of playing outside the wronz window.

fMarch!” ordered Willy sharply.

He took care to keep his baton down; it
was really a cricket-stump, but that, didn’t
matter. Ard with Willy at their head the
fags marched from behind the gym., and
started off across the Triangle.

Half-way across Willy started. Emerging
from the Ancient House were a number of
Fourth-Formers, with Reggie Pitt at their
head.  Various instruments flashed in the
sunlight. And what was more to the point,
the strains of loud and discordant music
rent the unoffending atmosphere.

———

CHAPTER XIV.

W

““roR HE'S A JOLLY GOOD FELLOW!"
o ELL I'm jiggered!”’
Willy uttered
; ‘ that remark with
deep, intense
feeling. After all his trouble
to get up his own “band,”’
it was disheartening to find

the TFourth had forestalled him at the
crucia: moment,
Reggic Pitt & Co. were not quite so slow

as Willy had declared. And Pitt's band
was undoubtedly " a vast improvement on
:Vllh’b mixture of combs and empty biscuit-
ins

“Halt!”* grunted Willy curtly. “What’s
the use? How the dickens can we hope to
make ourselves heard. against a row like
that? My stars! Did you ever hear such
a ghastly din?”

The ¥Fourth Form’s impromptu band was
certainly making its presence known in no
uncertain manner.  All the Tourth Form
Iusicians had been pressed into service,
with the exception of Hubert Jarrow. It
was hardly reasonable to expeet Jarrow to
come out with a piano strapped round his
neck. And the piano was Jarrow's only
instrument.

“But the other musicians were on the job,
and one or two others who weren't
musicians at all. Handforth, for example,
had insisted upon playing the trombone.
He oniy produced some ghastly tearing
noises, but he seemed to consider that he
was doing wonders,

Griffith was doing well with his flute;
Webb was hammering away at his trap
drum; Conroy minor was doing his utmost

to drogyn Handforth with his cornet; Jack
Grey was strumming at his banjo, and
Solomon Levi was testing a violin. He

wasn'{ an expert as yet, but, as he pointed

1 reality,

out, it didn’t matter a bit, for his efforls
would be drowned in any case.

Heads appeared from windows on botl
the inhabited sides of the Triangle. The.
very air vibrated with the fearsome strains.
Stevens, looking out of Study No. 10,
declared that he could vaguely recognise
the strains of “For He's A Jolly Good

Fellow,”” but William Napoleon Browne
shook his head.

“Forgive me for contradicting you,
Brother Stevens, but you are undoubtedlv...

mistaken. If ‘01115 exaggerated form of wire-
less atmosphere has any tune at all, I should
set 1t down as ‘' We Won't Get Home Till
Morning.” >’
Stevens shook his head.
“No, it’s ‘For He's
Fellow,’ >’ he declared.

A Jolly Good

“Well, well-life is too short for these
intense - arguments!”’  sighed  Browne.
“Have your own way, Brother Stevens.

Not that it matters,” he added musingly.
“To the best of my belief, the same tune
does duty for both sonﬂs 7
“Why, of course!”’ gnnned Stevens. “1I
hadn’t thought of that! I say, what on
earth are they kicking up that din for?’’
“Youth will have its fling,”” said Browne,

lying back on the lounge. “We must
expect these volcanic outbursts, Brother
Stevenas. I will confess that much

of this sort of thing will reduce me to a
mere shadow; but we must hope for the
best. Hope 1z our only watchword. Let us
fervently trust that . some painstaking
master will hurl a brick into the machinery.
Otherwise, I fear we are in the Oxo!”

The band, in the meantime, was making
for Nelson Lee's window. For a brief
moment Browne had suspected that the

music was in his own ‘honour, but he
shuddered at the very thought. Nothing

less than a full military band would have
pleased his refimed taste.

Pitt was conducting the band, and it
required no little skill to perform this work.
Hardforth persisted in tearing off a few
vards of blare at exactly the point where
it wasn’t wanted, and all trace of melody
was consequently drowned. Only when he
paused to take a breath could the tune be
faintly recognised.

And in the middle of it all a still worse
din suddenly broke out. It came from
behind the band, and the band rocked.
Handforth, glancing round in alarm—fearing
that the Modern House was collapsing—
beheld- his minor performing violent
gymnastics with a  cricket-stump. In
Willy was merely conducting his
band, and it might as well be admitted
that the band was in consxdertible danger
from the swinging stump.

Nelson Lee came to the window and threw
up the lower sash. It sounded to h:m as
though pandemonium had been let loose,



it for a full minute, he

and after standing
thought it time to investigate. |

At the first glance he chuckled. The
Fourth and the Third were vieing against
one another in earnest. While Pitt & Co.
were trying their best to create musie
Willy’s gang of rogues were hammering at
the biscuit-ting until the commotion was
appalling,

‘¢« Hurrah !#?

Handforth started to cheer,
took it up.

‘“ Hip, hip, hurrah!>

“Welcome back to St. Frank’s!”

*‘Three more cheers for Mr. Lee!”

““ Hip, hip, hurrah!”

The alleged musie ceased, and the cheers
rang out with tremendous force. They
could have been heard for miles. The whole
Triangle echoed and re-echoed with the full-
throaued greeting.

Dr. Stafford, glancing in a startled man-
ner out of hls own window—he had, as a
matter of fact, been awakened from a short
siesta—was relieved to find Nelson Lee
master of the situation. The great detective
merely raised his hand, and the cheers died
completely away.

‘“ Speech, sir—speeeh!” urged the excited
Jumom.

and others

— i S—

CHAPTER XV.
THE FORM MEETING.
ELSON LEE cleared
his throat. %
“1 cannct doubt
the warmth of your
welcome,’” he said earnestly.
““There’s nothing I ean say,
N @ boys, except that I value
wur gieem g very highly. My own pleasure
at being back with you is great indeed,
and although I'm no longer your House-
master——"’
“That doesn’t matter, sir—you're here!*’
¢“1t’s all the same, sir!®
‘;gt‘ha main thing is to have you with
us
““ Hurrah !”?
“ Although I shall no longer control 3011 :
I shall have every opportumty of joining in
your pleasures and recreations,” said Nelson

Lee, “And I am hoping that the new
arrangement will enable me to get into
closer touch with you. I don’t like to-

consider myself a master—we just want fo |

be the best of Iriends, eh?”?

‘¢ Rather, sir!”

“Good old Mr. Lee!” .

‘:You ve got to stay here for good now,.
sip!?

. ¢“ Hear, hear!”?

Nelson Lee was unable to say anything
else; for some more cheers rang out, and
then the fags started pounding away at
their tins eonce more. In self-defence, the
Fourth started up their own music.

Unfortunately, the affair nearly ended upJ

- Fourth had arrived.
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in a free fight, for Handforth fned to grab
his minor’s ericket- stump, and only sue-
ceeded in getting a fearful rap across
the knuckles, So he charged in among
thtla fags, scattering them like chafl before a
gale.

The rest of the Fourth followed his ex-
ample, for it was generally agreed that thesé
cheeky Iags needed a les::on But Willy &
Co. discreetly vanished, leaving the Triangle
strewn with their discarded * instruments.’’;

“Let 'em go!”’ grinned Reggie Pitt. “After
all, they . had as much right to kick up a
shlndy as we had. Lets get indoors. [t's
nearly half-past three, and we mustn’t be

| late for the Form meeting.”

“What Form meeting?” ashed Handforth.
“As soon as I catch mry minor I'll turn hlm
upside down and——?"?

“ Never mind your minor now,”* mtcrrupted
Pitt., ¢ Everybody’s got fto turn up for this
meeting.  On second thoughts, we’d better
hold it in the gym. Boots and his crowd
will be there, and the common-room WOL’b
be large enough.?’

Pitt had ascertained that the entue
There were two sec-
tions of it at St. Frank’s, and, all told,
the Fourth numbered no less than seventy-
six. The gymnasium, therefore, was none
too large. It would just abeout hold the
twin Forms comfortably. i

John Busterfield Boots was captain of the
Modern Fourth, and his position was second-
ary to Reggie Pitt’s—for Pitt was sole skip-
per of junior football and cricket, having
complete authority over both Houses.

A call from him, therefore, was tanta-
mount to a command. If within the school
premises, nobody dared to stay away. Even
Fullwood & Co. and Snipe and Teddy Long,
much as they dizliked Form meetings, were

"obliged to attend.

- ’wpper turned up with Tregellis-West anu
Watson, and soon after three- thirty the
gymnasium was packed.

There were endless grumbles, for a Form
nieeting on the first day of term was re-
garded as a piece of mnerve, The fellows
liked to be free and easy on the first after-
noon—especially with tea-time looming so
near.

“ All right, you chaps—all right!” yelled
Pitt, jumping on to a raised ledge. ¢ Don’t
get excited—I shan’t keep you more than
five minutes. But what I've got to say muat
be said at once.”

“Go it, old son!*?

¢“Make it short and sweet !

““You all know that Nipper has once more
returned to the fold,” =shouted Reggie.
“He’s back again—-7"

« Hurrah !

“ Food cld Nipper!??

The Fourth gave him a thunderous cheer,
znd Nipper modestly acknowledged the
greeting -with a cheerful grin.

¢« We wanted to start the term right, and
that's why I've taken the first oppnrtunlty
to get you all together,” went on Pitt.

Q9



, THE NELSON

o~ -

““When Nipper left St. Frank’s ue naturally
resigned the captaincy of the Fourth and
I was elected as a kind of substitute—-"’

““Good old Reggie!”

““You've been a first-class skipper!”

¢¢ Hear, hear!”

“Thanks!” said R-ggie, flushing slightly.
“At the same timeo, there's only one chap
for the job now. Nippar's back, and I want
him to automatically step into his old posi-
tion. I've been proud to captain the Fourth,
but I shall be just as proud to serve under
Nipper's banner. I've had a good run, and

I wish to tender my resignation here and
now.’”

e ——

CHAPTER XVI.
- HERE was a confused
l commotion for some
Everybody had been
expecting Pitt to resign, but,
moment hacl come, there was
a lot. of discussion. Even the confirmed
admit that Reggie had skippered the Form
with tact, judgment, and perfect skill,
Handforth. I always said he was a sport,
didn't I? The only thing now is to have
nominate a candidate.”
““Eh?” gasped Church. *¢I—I didn't know
“Go on!” hissed Handforth,
““Qh, rather!” smd Chureh, confused. €1
yote for Ni .
_ “I told
you to nominate me!”
¢ Ha, ha, ha!”
as red as a beetroot. “I vote that we elect
Handy as Form captain—"

A SURPRISE FOR THE FOURTH.
moments.
somehow, now that the

grumblers of the Fourth were compellied to

“Pitt’'s done the right thing!” roared
an election, and Chuarch 1is anxious to
_—
what to say.’ "~ N Ko

¢ What !» thundered Handforth.

¢“I—I mean Handy!> stammered Church,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sorry, Handy, old man, but it’s no eood
you stundmg!-" grinned Buster Boots.
“You’d only get two votes! Why, I'd stand

a fairly good chance myqelfmhut I'm not
putting my name up. What’s the use
against Nipp:r? His election is a fore-
gone conclusion. I'll be content with skip-
pering the Modern side.”

““Good old Boots!”

“ What about me?” demanded Armstrong,
pushing forward. Isn’t it about time I had
a look in, I’ve been kept back for terms,
?nd there ,are plenty of chaps who'll vote
or me—

“Dry up. Armatronﬂ—-mu don’t stand an
earthly,” interrupted de Val rie. ¢ You
might get ten or fifteen voteg, but no more.
There’'s no need to make a fuss over this
-Elec'tmn-lt can 'i” be settled within two
mmute

this,
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¢ Absolutely!” said Archie Glenthorne,
nodding. ‘1 mean to say, the whole dashed
thing is a frightful fag, what? Two ener-
getic coves absolutely lugged me off the old
lounge in the middle of forty of the
choicest. What about it? I vote for Nip-
per, so that’s that!”

““That's the way, Archie—go to it direct !
grinned Reggie. ‘*‘But to satisfy these can-
didates, we’ll hold a swift election. Hands
up, everybody, for Handforth—right hands

only, remember !
There was a yell of laughter, but no
hands appeared. After a moment, however,

Church and McClure gave two simultaneous
velps—the result of a couple of prods———aml
raised their right hands.

“Two for Hdnd} 1** chueiled Pitt, ¢ Hand-
forth, old son, 5-'011’1'e out of it!”

“lfiee whizz !> grinned Adams. “ He's sure
sunk !>’

Handforth looked round with blank amaze-

ment. Although everybody else had known
exactly what the result would be, Hand-
forth had firmly believed that he would

capture most of the votes. His optimism

was something to marvel at.

““Ain’t you going to vote for me?” he
roared aggressively. _
“Tire's up! sang out Pitt. ¢ Now then

—votes for Armstronz!*»

“Make it snappy!” advised Ulysses,

It was snappy. Only eight hands appeared
—those of Armstrong’s immediate cronies.
The leader of Study J glowered round, and
flushed. His vanity had led him to suppose
that he would have more supporters.

“That’s two of ’em sunk!” grinned Pitt.
“Look here, this is a farce. It’s no good
asking you to vote for Boots or me. We
shall only be wasting time—and 1 can
already smell tea. Hands ‘up for Nipper!”’

“Hurrah!”

Practically every right hand in the gym-
nasium went upwards. Church and MeClure
shot theirs up with alacrity. And Handforth,
with one glare, followed their example. Ie
had the decencv to realise that his ,own

| cause was hopeless, and that he might as

well vote for Nipper with the rest.
Reggie Pitt chuckled again.

““No mistake this time, eh?’’ he shouted.
** Thanks, you Modern House chaps, for your
support. When it comes to electing a Form
<kipper. there mustn’t be any House
favouritism—and Nipper's the only chap for
the jobh!”

‘““Hear, hear!”
““Now then, Nipper, up you come!*’ went
on Pitt.  “Come on this ledge, and

acknowledge the plaudits of the multitude.
And jolly good luck to our old skipper!”

‘““ Hurrah!”’

Nipper was pushed through the exeited:
crowd, and forced on to the ledge. He was
quite calm, and took the honour with all
his usual level-headedness. He was, M-
deed, smiling, '

“Thqnl\a vou chaps, for electing me like
* he said, as a hu::-h fell. “Tt's moreo



than I deserve—and 1'd like to point out

a little discrepancy. I appreciate your
votes to the full, and I think you’re a fine
lot of sports, But I'm afraid I shall have
to spoil the harmony of the meeting.”

“How do you mean?” asked Buster
Boots. . .
“Well, T wasn’t even consulted in the

matter, and I've been elected in a kind of
rush,” said Nipper cal:ly. ¢ But it so hap-
pens that I've made up my mind to refuse
riomination.??

“ What!?*?

step back into my old place. DBut why?
Pitt has proved himself to be the best
skipper the Fourth ever had.”

“No, no!”

“ Hear, hear!”
‘* Nipper’s right.”

¢ All last term Pitt handled the footer in
a masterly fashion,”” continued Nipper. “In
every other way, too, he acquitted himself
in the most topping manner. Why, hang it
all, I shouldn’t feel comfortable in the cap-
taincy now., 1 want you to vote for Pitt—

yelled Jack  Grey.

“I'm not standing t0 - retain _him as
for the captaincy at skipper, and to let
all,” went on Nipper. PCETRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. me serve under his
‘““ Therefore, if you'll Second Series.—Third Form. banner. Nothing
?{:ﬁ‘;*eb;gf’ G{IE ogf’ra{&?e Nore.—The ages of Third Form boys vary g&’ﬂg..np legke e
election. I feel that between IZ and I There was a hush
it is my duty to while the Form con-
firmly refuse the cap- gidered this un-
tainey.” expected proposal.

e leggie  Pitt  was
CHAPTER XVII. startled. He  had
NO CHANGLE. never anticipated any-
thing of this sort,

OMETHING like
¢ o nsternation

S

reigned for a §

few éxciting |
minutes. Nipper
waited for the storm &5
to die down, and "{//I
found questions being SIA
hurted at "him - by "-’-?H'
dozens  of jupjors.

)

Reggie Pitt was look-

\

and with flushed face
and gleaming eyes he
waited. And the look
he cast at Nipper was
full of warmth.
Everybody realised
the nature of Nipper’s
act. It was an act of
self-sacrifice—and, if
anything, it served to
make him nmiore popu-

S

I~

D

to -

] ] T .
he  acked  blankly. - ]SBYy the captaincy was the
“You can't refuse, . highest of all possible
old man!  You've honours, ~ and  ic
been  elected, and e refuse it after being
» E ] o elected by an over-
“Of courze you NS, 23.—Jimmy Hook. whelming majority
have, Nipper!” Ratber an aggressive boy, was an unusual

roared Watson, but not

“ Begad, rather!”
said Tregellis-West.

4 Have you gone
dotty, Nipper??
yelled somebody else,

“Calm down, and
listen to your uncie!®’
said Nipper smoothly.
“Don’t get so excited.
captaincy because there mnever ought to
have been any election at all. Don’t think
I’'m ungrateful for your votes—I value
them tremendously. But I've always
understood that a new Form gkipper i3
wanted when the retiring skipper leaves
the Form, or proves himself unfitted for
the job.? .

‘“ Yes, but——7?

“ Neither of these situatione has arisen
here,”” continued Nipper earnestly. ¢ Pitt is
still with wus, and- he has only resigned
because of a &illy foney that T cught to

his ability

(T

!

A %
e

I'm refusing the

|

really
Fancies himself a leader, but

Lty as such
tically nil. Me wears glasses,
but: hardly ever uses them—
2s he looks ‘over ithe top.

;

exhibition of strength.
“I don’t want to
pose as a martyr, or
anything
said Nipper, rather un-
g comfortably. *“That'’s
& all rot. The position’s
as clear as daylight.
Reggie Pitt is skipper,
and there’s no needto ‘have any change.”’
“But it’s your job, old son,” said Pitt.
“T was only acting as your understudy—?"’
‘* Rats!” interrupted Nipper gruffly. ¢ De
a sport,. Reggie, and stick to the reins.
You’ve been a huge success as captain, and
we all want to see you carry on the good
work. You can .rely on me to back you up
whenever you need a hand——-"’
P.;‘tYes, but it doesn’t seem right,”’ growled
it t.
“I'm not so sure that Nipper isn’t acting
in the hest way,” remarked Buster Boots
-thoughtfully. “He’s a sportsman, anyhow,

formidable.

is prac-

like that,)’?
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and nobody can deny it. I don't think I
shrould have had the pluck to stand down
after being elected.”

““Good old Nipper!”

“ Come on, you fellows—show your loyalty
to Reggie!” shouted Nipper. ‘‘Deon’t forget
his ripping leadership. What about the
scandal some time ago? Nobody could have
done finer work than that.”?

““0Oh, rot!” said Pitt, frowning.
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remains captain, but I'll be ready to step
into his shoes as soon as he gets off the
rails.”

¢“Q0h, I say, what rot——?"’ began Pitt.

““ Now then—let’s have your votes,”” said
Nipper. ¢ No hanging back—no shirking!
Come on—make it solid! 1Here’s my hand
to start with!?’

He raised his hand, and he had aroused
such enthusiasm. that a perfect forest of

AtlhAavm Taaaa r\|1+ n'F {‘t\ﬂ ‘tl.‘hﬁ'-‘)

TN “f! ~
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Nelson Lee came to the window and threw up the lower sash.

it sounded i

to him as though pandemonium had been let loose, and after standing it a
few minutes he thought it time to investigate.

‘“ Hear, hear!’ said Bob Christine. ‘“I'm
hiessed 1f Nipper's view Isn't the most
s¢ensible one. But I'll tell you what. Why

not try it for a month? 1f Pitt keeps the
flag flying all right he can still carry on.
But if he makes a hash of things, we'll
demand Nipper instead. How’s that???

““Good idea!®’

‘“Yes, that’s sensible enowh M zaid Trot-
wood major. .

‘““ Rather!?”?

“I'm game!?” grinned Nipper. “I'm not

hkely to be skipper for a long time, though!
I trust Reggie to steer the ship as skilfully
a3 anybody. All right, it’s settled. Pitt

he said, with a breath of relief,

- Watson.

‘““And three <cheers
yelled Pitt.
than I do.”

““ Hurrah!?

Nipper received his cheers, although he
felt rather uncomfortable about them, He
hated any kind of display, and to be set
down as a kind of hero was torture to hini.

for Nipper, too!”
““HUe deserves ‘em a lot more

He was heartily glad when the meeting
{ broke up.
‘ Well, that’s settled, thank goodness,”

as he
indoors with Tregellis- WE"bt: and
“Phew! T feel hke a restorative—
and there's nothing to beat a cup of teal”

walked



unfailing remedy!’’ grinned,
Tommy Watson. “But I say, old man, you
were a hopeless duffer, refusing
tainey like that!”

“ Duffer?” repeated Sir Montie thought-
fully. ¢“Begad! I can think of a better
word than that, Tommy boy—I can, really!”

 Archie’s

——

CHAPTER  XVIIL

CHAMBERS & C€O. ARRIVE.
UTHBERT CHAM-
BERS, the Captain
of the Fifth ¥orm,
was looking tired
and irritable. IIe had just
walked into the Triangle,

B i accompanied by his faithful
chums, Phillips and Bryant. This trio re-
presented the ¢“big noise 7 of the Fifth.
Phillips and Br}';mt were fed up, too.
There wasn't a smile between the three of
them as they walked towards the Ancient
House. It was tea-time, and the sun was
still shining. brilliantly. St. Frank’s indeed,
was looking its best, and the acknowledged

Jleaders of the Fifth ought to have responded.

to the cheery conditions.

But they were tired and weary, and only
thought of getting into their study, and
humfr some tea. Everything had gone
wrong to-day. It had been Chambers’ faulb
in the first place, and although he knew
un::., he wouldn’t admit it. Th** was one

eason why he was irritable,

He had positively arranged to meet his
chums ab Vietoria in time to cateh the early
afternoon train, Phillips and Bryant had

been there in good time, and had even
bagged a corner seat especially for
Chambers.

| And Chambers had turned up five minutes
after the train had gone—having made a
mistake of ten mmuteo in the time of de-

parture. He had found Phillips and
Bmhmb on the platform fed up to the
nec

There had been an arnument high-words,
and a kind of chilly restraint had followed.
Instead of coming down by a good train,
Chambers & Co. had been compelled to
travel in a species of snail which stopped
at every station, and someftimes at no
station at all.

Chambers hated slow trains, and he didn't
improve matters when he roundly accused
hiz chums of causing the disaster. For the
sake of peace, Phillips and Bryant had said
as little as pessible—and they were now
tt;aiakful that St. Frank’s had been reached
at last.

On the Ancient House steps they met
Simms, of Study 14. Simms was a morose
kind of chap in many ways, but at present
he was looking quite pleasant. His good
humour was due 4o the fact that he had got
rid of Horace Stevens—who had previously
sharéd Study No. 14 with him. Stevens, be
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it known, was just as jubilant to have gob
rid of Simms.

“Hallo!”” said Simms, grinning.
late!”?

Under the circumstances this was a tact-
less remark. Chambers & Co. concentrated.
three baleful glares upon Simms.

“Go 1o the deuce!” said Chambers sourly.

“We lost our confounded train,” growlefd
Phillips: ¢ Well, there’s 111{:11;‘111111ﬂr to grin
about, is there? I never did like your face,
Simms, but I'm blessed if I thought 1t -Was
as hateful as this!® .

Simms frowned.

““No need to be personal!” he grunﬁ-‘:d
¢“I was going to give you a word of warning,
but I’m dawea if I will now! You can
have the shock first hand, without being
prepared !’

““What shock?”” asked Chambers, who was
naturally inquisitive,

“ Wait till you get into Study No 1017
said Simms, his grin returning.

He went off without saying any more, and
Chambers & Co. had a vague sense of
uneasiness. They stared after Simms, and
then glanced at one another,

““ What did the ass mean?” growled Cham-
bers.

‘“ Goodness knows,” said Bryanf. ¢“I hope
they haven’t been messing our study about
during the vac.! There’s no telling what
can happen as soon as our backs are turned
Let’s buck up and see.” :

They hurried into the House, strode into
the Fifth Form passage, and made for the
old familiar door of No. 10. But they
paused outside. On the ﬂoor, piled against
the wall, were a few heaps of books, foot-
ball boots, crockery, cooking utensils, and
all sorts of odds and ends.

“My hat!” gasped Phillips.
ours!”> -
~ “But what are they doing out here?”
roared Chambers. ‘“Who’s been carting our
stuff out of the study? By Jove! I'll soon
see what’s the matter!”

He was just feeling in the mood for
trouble with somebody. His irritation had -~
been increasing for hours, and what he
wanted at the moment was a good outlet.
Phillips and DBryant were quite ready to
back him up. .

One or two doors opened along the pas-.
sage, and inquiring heads were thrust out.
Everyvbody knew about William Napoleon
Browne’s seizure of Study No. 10, and the
subject had been practically the sole topic
of conversation during the afternoon. The
Fifth Form had heen anmouslv awaiting the
arrival of Chambers—and here he was ab
last.

Chambers flung open the door of Study
No. 10 and marched in. He fook one stride,
and then came to an abrupt halt. Stevens
was sitting at the table, eating doughnuts,
and Browne, lounging easily in the best
chair, was lazily pouring out a cup of tea.
He looked up and smiled.

“You're

€ These AT



“Visitors!” he exclaimed benevolently.
“Splendid! Walk in, brothers, and make
yourselves at home. Always remember that
hospitality is the motto of this noble apart-
ment. Brother Stevens, be good enough to
round up a few more cups and saucers.”

Chambers & Co. stared at the scene with
glassy eyes,
) i

CHAPTER XIX.
TROUBLE IN SFtDY XNo. 10.

a doughnut in nearly
one gulp, and came
within measurable
distance of choking himself.
He started to his feet, and
looked at the mpew arrivals
with acute uneasiness. o
“1 54y, you know, we—we—x- That

STEVENS swallowed half

is

“Be good enough to leave this matter
enfirely in my charge, Brother Sfevens,”
interrupted Browne gently.- ** Have no fezar.
There will be no strife. In my own masterly
fashion I will deal with this delicate situa-
tion. And in future do not labour under
the wmisapprehension that doughnuts are
piils, and must be swallowed whole.”’

Chambers, who had heen swelling like a
kind of human balloon, suddenly burst. -

“What are you doing in this study?” he
hooted violently. .

Browne looked shocked.

“AJas! I fear that high words are un-
avoidable,” he said regretfully. “ Always
bear in mind, Brother Chambers, that life’s
little troublés are lurking round unexpected
corners, waiting to spring at our throats.
This is one of those occasions when you
must take hold of yourself firmly, and re-
veal that fortitude which £

“This is my study!” roared Chambers,
red in the face with indignation and fury.
“Great Scott! You've not only cleared our
stuff out,
hooks and things in.”

“You—you needn’'t look at me like that!”
put in Stevens, as he received the full
candle-power of Chambers’ glare. *I told
Browne what to expect—mnot that I'm back-
.ing out, mind you. This is our study now.”

“Your study?” bellowed Chambers & Co.
In one voice.

“Much as I enjoy the fuil-throated roar
of the rhinoceros on its native heath, I must
confess a treble dose of it is somewhat
startling,” said Browne gently. *“Calm your-
selves, brothers. Let us have peace. Alas!
1 fear a tragedy is about to happen.”

Chambers tried to speak, but he only
gurgled.

“As I feared,” sighed Browne. ¢ Unless
I am mistaken, Brother Chambers is now
ahout to perish miserably from apoplexy.
1t is distressing to have these interruptions

1 y P £ 3=
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but you’ve brought your own |

in the middle of a meal. Under the cir-
cumstances, Brother Chambers, perhaps you
will be considerate enough to expire out in

the passage?”
this studyl” Dbellowed

“Get out of
“I’ve never heard of

Chambers hoarsely.
such nerve in my life! You rotten outsider!
You cheeky new

You Dblessed fraud!
bounder! You—you—-"=" ,

“I beseech you, Brother Stevens, to
open the window,” urged Browne. “As you
may be aware, I intensely dislike this indigo
tint .in the atmosphere. I am convinced,
moreover, that Brother Chambers is in need
of air. He is already revealing every sign
of internal combustion, I fear his car-
burettor is rapidly becoming choked, I
suggest an immediate closing of the
throttle.,* - .

Stevens stood by quite helplessly. He
had been expecting some scene of this sort
for hours, and now that it had come he was

| practically bereft of speech.

William Napoleon Browne seemed perfectly
at his ease. He not only retained his beam-
ing smile, but sank back into his easy-
chair and eyed Chambers & Co. in much the
same way as an elderly gentleman will
watch the antics of children, .

Chambers & Cop., having got over their
initial shock, dimly began to realise thad
shouting was useless. They calmed down,
and Chambers deliberately closed the door
—much to the disgust of an interested
audience which had collected outside.

“Look here!” said Chambers thickly.
“We don’t want any arguments—we don’t
want any scrapping—="

“ADh, so our views coincide at last?”
asked Browne gently. “Splendid, Brother
Chambers—splendid! I have always held

‘the view that concenirated calmness is the

cry. You may consider that the present
situation is acute, but let me remove this
impression. In the space of a nutshell 1
can tell you all.”

“This is our study—-"

“Wait!” interrupted Browne. “It paing
me to observe this lack of manners. With-
ocut wishing to wound you, Brether
Chambers, let me say at once that Study
No. 10 is now the abode of the Fifth Form’s
most  distinguished member. In other
words, I have decided fo reside here.”

i 'Y'Gu__you_____!i

“Acting upon the principle of first come
first served, I naturally took possession with
no little alacrity,” proceeded Browne.
“Brother Stevens has heen honoured by
my decision to include him in the scheme.
All your personal belongings are neatly
arranged outside. No doubt you will express
your gratitude at .a later hour, for Brother
Stevens and myself took the greatest
possible care of your nicknacks and what-
nots, to say nothing of various thingummy-

jigs.”
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“And do you think,” demanded Chambers,
with concentrateg fur}m“ do you think that
vou and Stevens are going to stay here?
Have vou got the nerve to expect such a
thing?”

“My nerve,” replied Browne placidly, “is
simply colossal.”

e —y

CBAPTER XX.
CHAMBERS ON THE WARPATH.

HE rightful owners of
A Study No. 10 were
beset with a feeling
, of acute helplessness,
Never had they encountered
such an extraordinarily cool

fellow as William " Napoleon

Browne. Time-honoured methods were use-
- less against his armour of concentrated
.calm.

“Colossalt” repeated Browne, closing his
eves and placing the tips of his fingers
together. *Indeed, onm Dne occasion our
fanu!:, physieian remark-ed that I am no
mere human being—but, on the contrary,
a solid chunk of condensed nerve. We
Browneg, as you may know, are celebrated
throuﬂhout. the world for our wit, our

R My only hat!” gasped Chambers. “ Come
on, you chaps! Talking’s no good against a
gas-bag like this! Make one rush at him
and chuck him out! It’s the only way!”

Browne lazily opened his eyes.

“At Uxton my reputation as a middle-
weight boxer i3 spoken of with bated
breath,” he observed reminiscently. “The
entire school, of course, is now in mourn-
ing-—but let us not speak of these sad
things. What is Uxton’s loss is St. Frank’s
gain, For I am here. William Napoleon
Lro“nc is finally and permanently amongst
you.’

Chambers hesitated.

“No, we won't fight!” he panted,
apparently struck. by Browne’s casual re-
ference to hoxing. “We'l deal with this
thing in another way. Come on, you
fellows.”

“I am dclighted to find, Brother

Chambers, that you have definitely decided
to abandon all idea of vulgar brawling,”
said Browne gently. “Without exaggera-
tion, I can say that you have leapt up in
my estimation. And that, no doubt, is a
great consolation to you. To be held high
in my esteem is the ultimate ambition of
everyone.”

Chambers turned fo the door and flung it
open. About nine Fifth-Formers
through the doorway like a flood, but
checked themselves in time. They scattered
and Chambers & Co. strode out. '

“Going?” asked Browne, mildly inter-
ested. Come, come! This will never do,
Brother Chambers! You must accept our

pou ired -

hospitality, and partake of this noxious
brew which Brother Stevens alleges to be
tea. It may possibly suit his piebelan taste,
but to a connoisseur like myseif—

Crash!

Chambers slammed the’ door so violently
that the very walls shook. Browne looked
across at Stevens and shook his head. .

“These violent outbursts are to be greatly
deplored,” he said sadly. “I fear that
Brother Chambers is careless. I may be
wrong, of course, but I have a gistinct
impression that he is slightly irritated.”

“Irritated?” said Stevens, breathing hard.
“He’s raving mad with fury!”

“He seems to have taken the blow rather
badly,” said Browne. *‘“But be of good
cheer, Brother Stevens—let your natural
buoyancy come to your aid in this crisis.
Brother Chambers may be annoyed at the
moment, but in due course he will realise
that it is fitting that he should henceforth
be known in the Fifth as number- two.”

“And you're number one, I suppose?”
grinned Stevens.

“How could it be otherwise?” inquired
Browne in surprise. “You must surely
realise that the Fifth Form cannot have two
captains. And since I am here, Brother
Chambers must naturally be content with a
pit seat instead of an orchestra-stall.”

Stevens looked dubious, and felt even more
dubious than he looked. He knew that this
storm had only just commenced. He had
the advantage over Browne, inasmuch as he
knew Chambers through and through. And
Cuthbhert Chambers was not the kind of
fellow to make light of an affair of this
kind. The Fifth Form would literally be
turned upside down within five minutes.

‘Chambers’ first move was to rush to Mr.
Pagett.

There was no element of sneaking in this
action. Mr. Pageft would naturaﬂtl}r Know
about the new occupatlon of Study 10 in the
ordinary course of events, and if Chambers
could get Mr. Pagett to come along and
order the intruders out, the matter would -
be settled. Chambers didn’t want to take
drastic action until he was compelled. For
he fancied he had a dignity, and he was
horrified at the idea of “brawling.” -

But Chambers made a grave  teehnical
blunder. Instead of cooling off and visit-
ing Mr. Pagett with that dwmty on which,
he prided lnmself he burst into the me-.-
master’s study like a whirlwind.

And it so happened that Mr. Pagett was

making his first test of the sealing-wax
art—with gruesome consequences. - The
result of hlb handiwork, indeed, was little
short of ghastly. Furthermore, Mr. Pagett
had got a blob of hot se'llmcr-“ax on his
best trouwers, and he had burnt his finger.
He was hardly in the mood to. entertam
visitors who broke in like young bombs.

“Look here, sir—’ began-’: Chambc,rs
breathlessly, .
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“Chambers!’? thundered Mr. Pagett
furiously. *“What do you mean by hurling
yourself into this room——"’

“Browne and Stevens have pinched my
study, sir!”’ hooted Chambers.

“Y don’t care what Browne and Stevens
have done!” roared Mr. Pagett, like one
thunderclap after another. “Go away at
once!’’

“ But—but Browne and Stevens

“If Browne and <Stevens are in your
study, I have no doubt they have a perfect
right to be there!”’ rapped out Mr. Pagett,
like a machine-gun. “I1 won’t have you
bringing me every scrap of tittle-tattle in
this way!??

)
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CHAPTER XXIJ.
&
ANOTHER FORM MEETING.

ANDFORTH stared.

*These Fifth Form

chaps are making a

dickens of a commo-

tion ¢this evening!” he re-

marked. “They’re dodging

sernwamseres  about like lunatics! I was

nearly knocked down by Parry and Drake

just now, and Simms has just gone tearing
down the passage—"’

-

“I think it's old Browne,”’ grinned
Church.
The chums of Study D were in the

-
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sir?’? asked

“Tittle-tattle,
dazedly.

A CS,
Pagett.

" gir—titile-tattle!’> stormed Mr.
“If you can’t look after your own
study, Chambers, it is a pity! Get- out of
this room before I thoroughly -lose my
temper. Do you hear me?” he boomed
violently.

Chambers staggered out, and gasped for
breath in the passage. He had hardly
expected such a reception. And the fact
was gradually dawning upon him that the
Fifth itsel{ would have to take the matter
in hand.

Chambers

l

Ancient House lobby, and there was cer-
tainty a fair amount of cause for Hand-
forth’s remarks. For the last ten minutes
Fifth-Formers had been rushing to and
fro, highly excited, and completely lacking.
in dignity.

“Browne?’’ repeated Handforth, f]'O‘.‘i'mIl“

“Yes, that chap who came with us on
Archie’s picnic on Easter Monday,’”’ asaid -
MecClure. “He’s in -the Fifth now, you
know. Somebody told me he’s collared
Chambers’ study,”? . -

“Like his giddy nerve!” said Handforth
severely. A new chap, too! Coming here
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and appropriating a study
belong to him! I hope he gets ragged to
smithereens!”’

“Yes, he deserves it!”’ agreed Church,

“Of course, Chambers is a first-class ass,
and deserves pretty nearly anything,’! went
on Handforth. “So Browne’s pinched his
study! Good luck to him! It’ll give
Chambers something to think about!”’

“But you just said he ought to bhe
ragged—"’

“1 can change

my mind, I suppose?’

roared Handforth.”* Not sg much of your
agiddy criticism. my lad! And don’t stand
there grinning! “Where's my bat? We've

got to do a bit of practice this evening
at the nets. Where's my bat, blow you?”

“1 thought it was m your hand, but I
must be mistaken,”’ said Church sar-
casticaliy. “ Perhaps its only one of the
bails!”?

Handforth, who had been leaning on
his cricket-bat, grunted and strode out
into the Triangle. His chums followed,
although they were rather curious to find
out what exactly was happening in the
Irifth.

As a matter of fact, Chambers had called
a Form meeting. Perhaps he was jealous
of the Fourth, and felt that the Fiith
ought to start the term well by holding a
Form meeting, tod. But the reason “for
the Fifth Form gathering was of a very
difterent nature to the junior affair.
~ Only about two-thirds of the Fifth had
turned up. For Chambers did not hold
the sway that Reggie Pitt did. Chambers
was regarded as more or less of an ass,
and unless he expressly stated that he
wanted to speak on sports, his meetings
were practically ignored.

On this ocecasion, however, the fellows
furned up hecause they were curious. And
they felt, also, that Chambers deserved
their support. It was like this new fellow’s
nerve to barze in, and settle himself in the
captain’s study on the very first day.

“I'm not going to speak much,’’ shouted
Chambers, a: he faced the crowd in the
Fifth Form Common-room. “You all know
ahout Browne, don't you? The awidal,
fearful rotter—""

“Go easy!'’ grinned Swinton. “ Brownc's
a hit of a comedian; but I'll admit he’s
cot a frightful sauce.”’

“ There's only one thing to be
roared Chambers. “We've got to go along
in force, order the beast out, and see that
he goes! If he won’t move, we'll chuck
him out on his neck!”’

“ Hear, hear!”’

“He can't defy the whole Form,”’ went
on Chambers.” And if we let the thing go
on, he’'ll be worse fhan ever. We've got
to pitch him out without any delay—neck
and crop!’’

o3 ¥ Much a3 it

e T ——

_pains_me to dtswree “with

-

that doesn’t,

done!” |

vou, Brother Chambers, I have no alterna-
tive but to do so,”’ said Browne gently.

The meeting stared. William Napoleon
had just walked in, and he was arm in arm
with Stevens. While Stevens was
undoubtedly white about the gills, Browne
was an unruffled as ever.

“There he is!’? roared Chambers,
sudden fury,

“I thought it only neighbourly to come
along and join the festive throng,” said
Browne. “There is nothing I like better
than a cheery, good-natured gathering of
this type. It does my old heart good to sce
yvour smiles of friendly greeting.”’

The Fifth Form grinned. It couldn't
help it. There was something so engagingly
quaint about this new fellow that Chambers’

with

supporters completely forgot themselves.
“I may be wrong, but did I hear some

suggestion of chucking me out neck and
cmpf” asked Browne polltel:, “It is as
well to point out, in passing, that I really
possess no crop, although more than once

I have been referred to as a cheery old
bira, But to deal with more important
matters. I am here, Browne, on a

mission.”’

Browne walked across the room, climbed
upon a chair, and surveyed the Fifth with
a kindly, patronising eye.

“A somewhat blistered tribe, but no
matter,”> he observed. “I have seen far
worse durng my various travels. Once,
indeed, “}ulst beinzg shown over a n,forma*
tory But let us not digress. Brothers,
it is now your bounden dut\ to raise your
sylvan voices and cheer.’

¢ Cheer?’? grinned Swinton. “What for?”

“ Behold, -your mnew captain!’’ said
Browne simply. “Brother Chambers feels
that the duties of leadership are too heavy
for his limited Erain supply, and I have
generously consented to take on the noble
'tflnk A ckeer, brothers, for your slupper'”

—

CHAPTER XXIL
BROWNE DOES THE TRICK.

| HE Fifth didn't cheer,
: I but they gasped in
the most generous
' fashion. _
“You hear him?’’ breathed
Chambers, his voice hoarse
- anu hollow. “He's not only
pinched my study, but he’s trying to pinch
the c'—zptamm now! Let’s pitch him out——"’
“Wait, I bheseech you!”’ urged Browne,
holding up his hand. “What is this? Am
I to be a witness of low, rude violence?

Come, brothers! This won’t do! Cease
this unseemly conduct; and if Brother
Chambers cannot control himself, let him

be forthwith ejected!”
“ Hear, hear!”’



“Dry up, Chambers!®’

The great Chambers gave a choking gulp.
He had called this meeting to deal with
Browne, and here were the Fifth-Formers
actually agreeing with Browne, and telling
him—Chambers—to dry -up! 1If the world
wasn’t actually coming to an end, it was
on the verge of if.

“Do not imagine that I shall detain you
long,”” went on Browne kindly. “I fully
realise that you have your little duties to
perform—little simple pleasures to attend
to. You will always find me a lenient
leader and a capable captain——"’

“Chuck it, Browne!’’ grinned one of the
ce1NIors,

1at a

standstill, and the senior school -
Elevens had to rely, almost entirely, upon
the Sixth. Browne had made it his busi-
ness to learn these facts.

“In response to my unknown Drother’s
invitation to “echuck it,’’ I fear- I must
decline,” said Browne gently. *“Indeed, it
is my full intention to ram home a few
well-chosen home truths. The medicine
may be nauseous, but it is what the doctor
orders. I urge you to be patient, and take
it in one gulp.”’ -

“Make him
Chambers {eebly.

“In scanning

clear out!’”? muttered

over the records of the

o —

‘* Get out of this study ! ’’ bellowed Chambers hoarsely.
You rotien cutsider!
Yecu—you——"*

of such nerve in my life!

cheeky new bounder !

““ V've never heard

Ycu blessed fraud! You

N

But Browne had no intention of chuecking
it. Whether he had really hoped to be
accepted as Forin captain when he first
started this programme, it was impossible
to say. DBut now that he had the Fifth
in frent of him, his mind was made up.

They were an easy-going lot, he could
see. Turthermore—and this was to the
point—it needed only half an eye to see
that Cuthbert Chambers was little more
than a figurehead. His leadership of the
Fifth was a formal kind of business, which
really amounted to no leadership at all.

The Fifth, in fact, was in the doldrums..
It had neither advanced nor gone hackwards
for several terms. Sport was practically

Fifth, T have noted, with fear and alarm,
that the Fifth is splashing about in the
ox-tail,”” proceeded Browne. “I can only
attribute this in-the-soup condition to
Brother Chambers’ weakness of leadership.
I have nothing against him personally,
indeed, he has but to extend his hand, and .
I shall grasp it with all the famous Browne
warmth. Peace is my only watchword.”’

The Fifth listened attentively—many of
the grins vanishing. When Chambers made
2 speech he bored ecverybody. Indeed,
there wasn't a fellow in the Fifth who
could hold a meeting’s attention for more
than a minute. But Browne possessed
such & rare eioquence, and such an attrac-



Uxton,

record! Weakness at football, weakness at
cricket, weakness at sculling, weakness at
smmmmg, weakness at snakes and ladders
weakness at marbles—

And Chambers & Co. crawled away, feel-
ing very much as though they had been
knocked on the head with brickbats. As for

Study No. 10, Browne
was left in undis-

i fact, weakness at '
ew.-'eryt-hingl I must PORTRAIT GALLE_RY AN_D WHO'S WHO. puted possession.
acknowledge that I Secord Series.—Third Form. Undoubtedly, he
felt ashamed and Nore.—The ages of Third Form boys vary had scored an early
humiliated to realise petween 12 and 14, triumph! »
that I am now associ-
ated with this great CHAPTER XXIIIL
collection of human INTRODUCING -THE
antiquities.” RAJAH, _
The Fiith had been HAT evening
pricking up its ears Browne  was
for some moments, the most dis-
and now it felt those cussed fellow
same ears burnins. in the Senior School.
I'or there was truth Most of the Sixth-
in every word that} Formers were frankly

Browne uttered.

incredulous when they

“I do mnot blame . heard the news. It
Brother Chambers for scemed impossible
all this misfortune,” that a new fellow
went on Browne could have usurped
generously.  “I  am Chambers’ coveted
convinced that he is position in so few
merely one of hours.

Nature’s  blitherers, ' The Fifth itself was
and therefore harm- startled. Mature con-
less. There is material sideration led  the
here with which {o fellows to  Dbelieve
fashion the best _ that they had been
Sport-?men in the % hasty. Discussing the
school. I confess the ) ~=8 matter in the privacy
n]a_t.e['ial 1S  ImMoss- No. 24.—Charlie Thompson. E" of their Stlldi&%, the
grown and more or A rather soft youngster, g _Fifth-Formers won-
less creaky, but it un- whom everybody in the Third § dered 1if they had
doubtedly exists. It rags mercilessly. He is so ¥4 done right. :
shall be my mission good-natured that he takes it § No definite decision
in life to mould this all with a smile, and has #Rx=A was taken, but it was

inanimate mass into
proper shape.”

“Aren’t you going to

f

never been known to become
offended,

cﬁ’:

w

tacitly agreed that if

chuck him out?” ashed (G
Chambers fiercely,
“Shut up!”

“Gdo it, Browne!”

“There is little else to say,”
Browne. “Vote me your captain,

continued
and I
will steer our craft to victory and triumph.
Place yourselves unreservedly in my delicate

and before long the whole country

hands,
of the

will be ringing with the exploits
I'ifth."”

““Come on., you chaps!”" yelled Stevens,
who was really enthusiastic. < Browne's the
chap for the job! He was cricket skipper at
and the best boxer in the senior

Browne did nothing

u,,,‘,;‘g; of note during the

first week, he would

' he pltched off of his

perch and Chambers reinstated. But after

having elected him, the Fifth felt that he
ought to have a short run.

So, although Chambers and Phillips and
Bryant went about like firebrands, nobody
took any notice of them. Chambers’ only
consolation was the conviction that Browne
would simply play the fool for a week. And
Chambers derived a little satisfaction from

1 the thought that his turn would soon come.

in the evening Browne  strolled
into the Senior Day Room, and
a number of Sixth-

Later
elegantly
found it occupied by



Formers. They all regarded him with open
curiosity. |

“Forgive me if I am wrong,” said Browne
gently, “but is my tie crooked, or does a
smudee mar the well-chiselled line of my
features? Your close attention merely makes
me curious.”

“JIs it true that they've made you Captain
of the Fifth?»” asked Morrow.

“J fear you have been misinformed---*’

“T thought it was only a yarn!” said
Wilson.

“My aim i3 to be always truthful,” went
on Browne. “I{ was I who engineered the
entire masterpiece. Whilst hatine to boast,
I must flatter myself that my election was
entirely due to my owr tactics., If you ask
me if I am captain of the Fifth, I can do
nothing but answer in. the affirmative.”

“Well, of all the long-winded chumps!”
grinned Morrow. “I hear you were pretty
hot stuff at Uxton, Browne.”

“ Alas, sports ,were my ruin!” sighed
Browne. “I was so excessively hot that
visiting schools feared me as though I were
the plague.” In the lesser brauch of school
life —that i3 to say, lessons—I was con-
sidered to be more or less off the wicket, and
consequently—-" |

At this point the door opened, and Fenton
entered. And conversation in the Day Room
ceased, for Fenton was accompanied by no

less a person than the Rajah of Kurpana. }

The latter, smiling and cheerful, made a
clean, well-cut figure.

“Tlere are o few of the fellows, your
Highness,”” said Fenton.
them—> |

“1 say, old thing, cut ont the *‘ Highness,’
for goodness’ sake,” smiled Hussi Kahn’s
brother. *I had a scrap with more than one
fellow at Oxford for addressing me like
that. I want to be one of yourselves—so
let’s have a clear understanding, what?”

‘““ Just as you like,” smiled Fenton.

“ Good!” said the rajah. I shall always
answer to the name of ‘Googly,” if you want
to call me. They always called me that up
at Oxford. It’s a bit like my name—and I
happen to be a googly howler.”

He made himself at home at once, and the
conversation, much to Browne’s satisfaction,
centred almost entirely upon cricket.
Cricket was Browne’s obsession, and he was
secretly longing to get at the nets. He
didn’t know whether he would be allowed a
chance in the Senior Eleven—he doubted it,

being a new fellow—but he was hoping for }

the best. And if he couldn’t wangle his way
into the team, nobody on earth could.

- The rajah, it seemed, had deécided to spend
a few weeks at~ St. Frank’s as a kind of
holiday—just to fill in the time before his

distingnished father arrived on his State |

visit.

“YLet me introduce

Fullwood
ash off his

the rajah?’”’
as he knocked

““ He

WHAT FULLWOOD ENEW.
the parlous state of
Boy, he had the good of the
love. He had come to St. Frank’s to polish
sidered a certainty for the next Test team,
As coach to the St. Frank’s seniors, he
himself at the same time. Officially, he
practically all his time with the cricketers.
that St. Frank’s was backward in the great
St. Irank’s cricket soar upwards towards
to the seniors, he little knew that he was
Fullwood & Co., the Nuts of the Fourth,
danger of a master popping his head in the
languidly,
seems
pretty all right.”
I can see. I say, what rot! Lessons to-
‘sick.”

CHAPTER XXI1V,
HE rajah had bhad

I several reports about

senior cricket at St.

Frank’s. And, being an Old

s old school at heart.

His visit, in strict truth, was a labour of
up the First Eleven—{or he was a wonderful
player. At Oxford, indeed, he was con-
and his appearance in the England Eleven
was almost a foregone conclusion.
would not only do immense service to the
old school, but he would thoroughly enjoy
would be the headmaster’s guest, but it was
clearly understcod that he would spend
_Browne heard all this with’ great satisfac-
tion. It pained him exceedingly to think
snmmer game.. At Uxton, Browne had revelled
in the school’s proficiency. Ie wanted to see
fame.

And while the rajal was being introduced
the sole topic of conversation in Study A,
in the Fourth Form passage.
were enjoying a free-and-easy smoke. On
the first evening of term there was no
doorway.
| ““Seen asked

the
cigarette.

“Yes,” vyawned Gulliver.

‘“ Not much to look at, though,” said Bell.
“Just an ordinary sort of chap, as far as
morrow, an’ then the same old bally grind
for the whole term! I'm feelin’® pretty

¢« Shouldn’t grunted
Fullwoood.

smoke so much,”

|- “] don’t mean sick ]iké that, yon ass!”

said DBell indigpnantly. . “I'll bet I could
‘'smoke more cigarettes than you could——>
- “Qh, dry up!” interrupted TIullwood
languidly. ¢ About the rajah. What did
he come to St. Frank’s for? Have you chaps
thought of it af all?”

“He's the Head’s guest, isn’t he?” asked
Gulliver.

““Yes, but why is he here?” went on
Fullwood. ¢ Why has he come down from
Oxford an’ fixed up to stay at a sleepy hole
like this—instead of havin’ a good old fling
in London? He’s a native prince, don’t
forget, with millions of quids.”

“He’s come down here to help with the
“cricket,” said Bell, staring.

e




“Poor little innocent!” sneered Ralph
Leslie IFullwood.
“Look here——-» J

“Do you think I'm fooled by a yarn like
that?” went on Fullwood cunningly. “Not ]
me! There’s somethin' behind tlus visit,
my sons—or 1'm a Dutchman! Ife, hasn’t
come here just to help with the cricket.”

Gulliver and Bell stared.

“ What the dickens do you mean?” asked

Bell.
¢ Oh, nothin’.”

““I Dbelieve you've heard somethin’ in
private,” said Gulliver bluntly. “Look
here, I'ully, what's the game? If the

rajah isn’t here for the cricket, why is he
here?”

“You'd like to know, wouldn't you?”

‘:; say, be a sport!” urged Bell. * Tell
us !’

“I'm not sayin’ anythin’,” murmured Full-
wood, lying back and closing his eyes.
“But I've got my suspicions—an' not with-
out cause, either. Anyhow, you can take it
from me that there’s somethin’' fishy about
our f{ine Mr. Nigger!”’

g\mlgi THE NELSON 'LEE
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“Tishy?” repeated Gulliver. “An’ look
here, he's not a nigger! Indians ain’t

niggers—an’ the rajah is practically as white

as we are. What do you know about him,
vou sly rotter?”
“It’s no good—I won’t satisfy .your

“But 1 mean

curiosity,” replied Fullnood |
if T don’t .make

to keep my eyes open, an’

some big cash this term— Well, that'li
do for now.”
Gulliver and Bell were infensely curious,

but Fullwood froze up, and wouidn't utter
another word. It was clear enough, how-
ever, that he knew one or two things which
tlfle school in general remained in ignorance
of.

Upon the face of it, it certainly did seem
a little strange that a man of the rajah’s

{ position and influence should elect to stay

at St. Frank’s.  What was it Fuliwood
knew? And how was his knowledge likely to
affect this native Indian prince?

Little more can be said here—except that

Nelson's Lee's presence at the old school
was likely to be uscful in the near future.

THE END.

My dear Readers,
With the return of
Nipper to St. Frank’s we may now look for-
ward to some exciting mysferies in the
near future. Already we find that Full-
wood has discovered something which he
calls “fishy,” connected with the visit of
the Rajah of Kurpana to the school, and
the intention of this Indian prince to take

Nelson Lee and

up his residence at St. Irank's for the
alleged purpose of coaching the school
cricket eleven. Apparently, Fullwood has

got hold of information about the rajah
out of which he means to make capital,
and that whatever it is, he alone out of

the whole school possesses the knowledge.
Later on in the new series we shall, of

course, hear more ahout this mystery.

A SPLENDID NEW CRICKETING SERIES!

As already hinted in the story above,
there 13 no doubt that the St. IFrank's

1 The rajah,
will certainly stimulate a new

' SENSATION!”

popular

senior cricket eleven is in a very bad way:

is a first-class cricketer,
enthusiasin
among the boys this coming season.
William Napoleon Browne will prove to be
a very useful addition to the school eleven,
for he is as expert with the bat as he is
glib with the tongue. We can look for-
ward to Lig happemngs in cricket at St.
Frank’s very shortly when the new series
starts next week. The first story of this
series is called “FENTON'S CRICKET
As we are constantly being
asked by readers to introduce more sport
info our stories, I frust my numerous
followers of the great summer game will be
more than pleased with our coming’ great
cricketing series. Having read these stories
in advance, I am confident they will be as
as any stories of the kind: we
vet published.

who

have |
Your sincere friend,
) THE EDITOR.
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(NOTE.—If any readers care to write to
me, I shall be pleased to comment upon
any remarks that are likely to  interest
the majority. If you have any grumbles

—make them to me. If you have any
suggestions—send them along! Remem-

ber, my aim is to please as many of you
as I possibly can. All letters should be

addressed to me personally, c¢fo The
Editor, Ti#HE NELSON LEE LIsrRARY, The
Fleectway  House, Farringdon  Street,

London, H.C.4.—E.S. B.)

————

Letters received: Joe Bustard (Whitehead),

George Craven (Pontypridd), P. J. Behan
(Atby), Frans V. D. (Mechelen, Belgium),
H ¥. Carrington (Camberwell), Smith

(Bradford), Cyril A. Barton (Not-
Ernest W. Sands (Halifax), X
(Hornsey), Kenneth James (Solihull), Two
Girl Readers (Blackburn), The Six Well-
Wishers (Wigan), T. Hooper (Weymouth), A.
Neiman (E.5), Trevor Roulston (Portsmouth),

Tl.mmpsou
tingham),

F. Dukes (E.C.2), G. W. Linford (Worstead),

John Price (Islington), I. D. (Loughboro),
wW. F. (. (Brighton), A Soldier Reader
(Tamworth), A Bobbed-haired Tomboy
(Luton), W M. Kuhlmann (Gawler East, S.
Australia), Allen  Neilson (Parramatta,
N.S.W.), Joseph Watt (Woodview, N.S.W.),
Eric Hassall (Moss Vale, N.S.W.), Stanley
Bournes (Sydney, N.S.W.), Stan Seymour
(Adelaide, S. Australia), V.C. (Sydney,
N.S.W.,), Jack Armstrong (Brisbane), Alex-
ander McLean (Beeae, Vietoria), P. Ben-
jamin (Melbourne), C. J. Wise (Potchet-
stroom, S. Africa), D. E. Mackenzie (Dur-
ban, S. Africa), Prairic Maid (Toronto), E.
Barker (Freemantle, W. Australia), Harold
Phillips  (Detreit, U.S.A.), Bryan Slater
(Lenham), Wm. Nicholson (Seaham Harbour).

* * *

You'll notice that I'm no longer putting
asterisks against the names of readers who
have offered themselves as organising officers
fer the St. Frank’s League. This is be-
cause the League scheme is now in abeyance
(although by no means abandoned). I want
all such readers to know that their names
are filed away, and I take this opportunity
of thanking them for their loyalty and in-
terest, If there is any prospect of the
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League materialising in the near future, I
shall certainly hasten to announce the fact.

* x ¥

Thanks for that plot of yours, George
Craven. It is quite ingenious, but un-
happily, not entirely novel. The idea of
an old parchment being found, and adven-
tures at the North Pole following, is not
exactly original. I'm not accusing you of
stealing the plot from somebody else. As
a matter of fact, there is nothing new under
the sun. All story plots are necessarily old.
At the best, we hapless authors can only
put our old ideas into new forms, and give
them twists and turns which make them
appear new,

* ¥* 3

H., TI. Carrington has also been kind
enough to send me an idea. Curiously
enough, it runs on the same lines as
George Craven’s—ending up among the ice
and snow. You are wrong, H. F. Carring-
ton, in thinking that I shall sling your
letter into the wastepaper basket without
any further thought. I never do that sort
of thing. The theme is only the subject or
topic—and there is never much difficulty in
getting hold of a theme. Which reminds
me that quite a number of my readers send
me themes—{ree, gratis, and for nothing—
under the mistaken impression that they are
plots. Let me tell you that a plot is very
difficult to get hold of. It is° the hardest
part of story-writing. Once an author has
his plot cut and dried—that is, thoroughly
constructed—the actual writing of the story
is simple to an experienced scribe. Many
authors spend hours and days of agony while
constructing their plots, and weeks of
pleasure while writing the story itself. And
it is really the construction which matters
more than anything else, for upon the suo-
cess of this rests the interest and grip of the
yarn. |

* 3 +

So you're learning to play the violin, Smith
Thompson? There’s no end to your activi-
ties! All right, I shan’t be expecting any
more letters from you for a long time. Go
ahead, Smithy, and learn to play! But,
from what I know of the violin, you’ll have

. '-'ﬁ
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plenty of hard work. I admire your de-
termination to conquer all difticulties.

: ¥ * ¥

Yours was a particularly nice Iletber,
Ernest W. Sands. By this time you’'ll prob-
ably have seen in one of my previous chats
that Arthur Kemp shares Study J with
Armstrong and Griitith. As for calling Nip-
per by his correct name—Richard Hamil-
ton—I quite agree with you that it sounds
more dignified. But I'mm afraid he wouldn’t
be quite the same if 1 made such a sud-
den and drastic change. It will be quite
enough if the masters always address him
by his real name. Thanks for your correc-
tions about the order of the football teams.

¥ ¥ *

You’ll have to be a little more patient,
Bonzo. (You signed yourself ¢ Bonzo,” and
then ask me to acknowledze your Iletter
and print your signature, F. Dukes. I'm
not sure which you wanted, so you've got
both.) That 4d. book you mentioned will
be published one of these fine days, but I
can’y exactly say when.
already appeared in the Old Paper, and
fortunately the old paper still survives. You
mustn’t ask the Editor to tempt Providence
by suggesting that it should be published
a second time.

I'm awfully sorry if I didu’t answer your]
previous question, Bobbed-haired Tomboy.
Will portraits of Nelson Lee and other
masters appear in the Portrait Gallery?
I have already stated that they will. Lots
of readers ask questions of this sort, and
as they have been answered indirectly—that
is, in reply to some other readers’ questions
—naturally, I don’t repeat them, With
regard to making Nipper captain of the
Fourth again, you will bhave seen by this
week’s story that t{the problem has been
solved. But 1 hope that you and all your
friends won’t carry out your threat of com-
ing up to the office and seizing me, and

* > #

smothering me with- tar and feathers. l

I've just been glancing through all the
Australian letters again, and although they
are interesting, there are no particular mat-
ters of interest upon which I need to com-
ment. Some of them are so jolly good
that I'd like to write paragraph =after para-
graph about them. But as these para-
graphs would only be interesting to the
senders of the letters, I mustn't do it. I
lvmélt these pages to be interesting to every-
yody.

% ¥ *

You mustn't be offended, C. J. Wiese,
when a character in my stories is made-to

‘THE NELSON L

expression.

My photograph has |

 for giving

say “*That’s the fellow,” or “I'm a Dutch-

e Pty
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man,” or ‘“He’s talking double Dutch.””
There’s nothing in it—just a commonplacec
I'm quite sure that all South
African readers are broad-minded enough to
see this.

% = *

Your letter was another “‘special,” as I
call them, Prairie Maid. I should like to
quote one of your paragraphs, although I
hope that other readers will not be cruel
enough to assume that I am seeking a little
cheap self-advertisement. My object in
quoting your letter is quite simple. Quite
a lot of parents stil disapprove of their
sons and daughters reading my stories, and
if they can be shown an old reader’s well-
thought-out opinion, there’s just a chance
that they might change their views. It's
not much good my saying anything, for
they wouldn’t take any notice. By quoting
your words I might possibly gain a hearing.

This is what Prairie Maid says in her
letter:- I can commend your stories for
boys, girls, men and women, as very fine.
reading. They are written especially well
boys a elean, straightforward
view on life. I sincerely believe that if
more boys were supplied with such reading
matter as the Nelson Lee Library there
would be fewer cigarette-smoking vagabonds
between the ages of twelve and twenty.
1 consider your boys fine examples of clean,
wholesome manliness, and such that any boy
should be proud to set up as an ideal to
copy from. They are not ¢‘sissies,”” but
are just real out and out live boys.” I am
tempted to quote still further from Prairie
Maid’s letter, and I hope she won’t mind:
¢“] have travelled about a very great deal,
and I have seen some wonderful sights, and
I can say with all trutli that your yarns
always hit the mark, and are highly educa-
tional for old and young. On the whole
these stories are touching and real to a
surprising degree. I am glad I have dis-
covered these books, for I look forward
each week to the next number as im-
patiently as any boy. Before I close, let me
say again that all I have stated in my
letter is the truth, and really my opinions
on your school yarns.”

* % =

I needn’t tell you, Prairie Maid, that I
appreciate your letter very highly, and if
it will serve to help other readers who are
forbidden to read my stories by their
parents, then you will have performed a fine
service. So I hope you will forgive me for
the liberty I have taken in repeating your
words. Yes, I think it will be quite a
good idea for Mr. Beverley Stokes to be in-
cluded in the summer holiday stories—and
for Mrs. Stokes to be present, looking after

| the Moor View girls.
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: PRACTICAL ADVICE Mg
\ . FOR THE HANDY BOY

: By Dick Goodwin _Z ul
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L

Beaders who wish to ask questions or make su ggestions regarding thosa‘
articles are invited to write to Dick Qoodwin, ¢c/o The Editor, The Nelson
Lee Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

HOW TO MAKE MODEL AEROPLANES
No. 2. Biplane to Rise off the_Ground.

HE bi-planc model shown in p]an at
Fig. 1 and side view at Fig, 2 is a
particularly strong aeroplane, and
: although it will not fly very much

~further than the monoplane described

recently, it will give steady flights and will
generally keep in the air for a longcr time,

Like the previously

mentioned model, the

construction is ot diffi-
cult, but the workman-
5h1p must be neatly

done, especially the
3.f;~ints.

MAKING TRHE
FRAMEWORK.

The best material
for the {ramecwork Iis
bamboo. This should
be split in long lengths
from a  length of
bamboo of as large a
diameter as possible,
and planed to a little
more than } in, square.
The- struts can be the
game size or a little
smaller, The general
shape can be seen in
the plan and side view,
with the secticnal front _
view at Fig. 3, but the
complete frame i3 shown v.xthoat the planes
at Fig. 4. The joints are made by splitting the
long members and inserting the cross
diagonal pieces as at Tig. 5. The ends of the
atter picces are trimmed off with a sharp knife

and |

so as not to open the split too much., When
complete, each joint is bound with narrow silk
tape touched with seccotine ; this is shown in
the lower portion of the dlagmm. An alterna-
tive method is shown at ¥ig. 6 here the
material is square butted, and the corners

n strungthcned with an angle-plece of thin tin,

the whole being bound
with tape, as before.

This 1looks a little
neater, but it is not so
qtri::-mg as the previous
-method.

THE MAIN

PLANES.

The main planes,
1 measuring 30 in, byJ‘in
? can be made as in the
monoplane, but the
better method is to-
make the mam gpars in
iront from % in. by
s in., the rea.r spars
4+ in, hv T 111, and
the ribs % in. by ¢ in.
bare,

The ribs can be let
into spars by sharpen-
ing the ends and
driving then in gplit
openings as at Fig. 7.
The joints are then
covered with silk as at
The camber of the planes should be

Fig. S.
about # in.,, and the tips about the same

amount, 'The two planes are joined together
with 4 in. spars, each set of spars being braced
diagonally, as shown. The silk covering to the
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planes should be proofed with celluloid dis-
solved in amyl-acetato. The planes are attached
to the front of the framework, flower wire being
used to tie the parts together.

THE ELEVATING PLANE.

This part can be made with bamboo as in
the main planes, or of piano wire, as at Fig. 9,
It is attached to
the front of the
frame, but a
rudder, as at
Fig. 10, ig fitted
undernoath ; this
can be made of
bamboo and the
end fastened to
the first cross-bar
of the frame, It
i3 a simple matter
to fit an upright
g0 that the ele-
vating plane can
be placed at dif-
ferent angles, when desired. Diagonal straining
wires are placed wherever possible, in order to
obtain the greatest amount of strength. In the
tape-covered angles, small hooks of steel wire
can be fastened as shown at Figs. 5 and 6 ; fine
flower wire serves as straining wire, and when
passed over the hooks and fastened (a good
method being shown at Fig. 11), the straining
can be done by giving the hHdk a twist with a
small pair of round-nose pliers. The {ront
rubber hooks should be of stout wire, as they
| have to carry
a considerable
strain.

THE PRO.
PELLERS.

Two 9% in,
carved or built-
up propellers
should be wused
for this model,
the pitch being
1 times  the
diameter. A sim-
_ ple method of
carving the propeller ouf of the solid is shown
at Kig, 12, The wood is planed up square in
the first place, 12 in. square will do. Lines are
drawn across the diagonals to opposc cach
other on opposite sides, and then the waste is
cut away with chisel and knife, I3 and glass-

LEE LIBRARY

paper. ‘The cen-
tre hole should
he bored first, and
sufficient material
left in the centre
to give strength,
as at Fig. 13,
Another method
is to build up the
propeller with
strips of wood
about ¥ in. thick,
as at Fig. 14;
this is an easy
method, as the
whole of the shaping can be done with a
rasp, followed by a file and glasspaper, but the
strips must be carefully threaded, and each
piece must be accurately planed or the glue wili
not adhere properly. In mounting the pro-
pellers on their shafts, allow % in. play, as
shown as Fig, 15 between the two stops A and B.
These stops :
should be sol-
dered on firmly,
Fit on the shait a
strip of sheet
metal as at C,
and at D drive in
a little catch on
the propeller.
The projection is
rounded on one
side, so that in
driving the pro-
péller in one
direction, the flat
edge catches in
the stop,but in the opposite direction It passes
over it, |

THE MOTOR.

Fourteen strands of % in. square rubber iz
used for each propeller, and the rubber should
be smeared with soft soap before use. A winder
is a necessity with a model of this size : it would
take too lonz to wind up by hand. The model
is placed on the ground after the rubber Lo«
been twisted, and allowed to rise immediately
the propellers have been released. The only
adjustment likely to be required is in the eleva:-
ing plane. -

Extra strength can be given to the frame
or to any straight spar frame by fitting strain-
ing wires on struts, as at Fig. 16. In large modeis
this method of strengthening is essential, and it
is mentioned here in case the model is mude
to a larger scale,

The Next Article of this Series on ﬂ/!odel Aircraft will be:—
¢¢
How to Make a Hydro-plane.”

—_
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THE SECRET OF THE GHAUTS

A Wonderful Roxnance of the Adventures of Two British
Boys in India.

By WILLIAM MURRAY

1

: FOR NEW READERS.
Pmk Triscott, a private of the Bedfordshire Regzment stationed at

Mysore, 1S kldnapped by the rajah for the purpose of recoveri
cpal from its secret hiding place. Pink refuses, for the refurn o
by an Englishman means a rising in the Provmce.-

the lost
the opal
Pink is sentenced to

death, but is rescued during a fire at the palace by Myles Chesney and his

chum, Jack Wyn
the story.

yard, two brave British lads who figure prominently in
With Pink and Paltu, a native stable lad, the four set off to find

the opal, They are pursued by the rajah’s mounted troops and find plenty
of exciting adventure on their hazardous journey, including a brush with

fierce -maun-eating

tigers.,

Then they hear the distant clatter of hoofs, a

warmng that their pursuers are not far behind,
(Now read on.)

CHAPTER V.
THE VILLAGE IJN THE FOREST.

B \HERE was no mistaking the identity
of the approaching  horsemen.

Beyond doubt, a troop of the
rajah’s fierce soldiery were In hot
chase of the fugitives.

And to be overtaken meant sure death by
tulwar or bullet. Little marvel that Myles
and Jack turned pale, or that Paltu
whimpered with fcar.

Even Pink Triscott hesitated a moment
while he peered right and left into the
dense, inviting shelter of the jungle. Then a
light broke auddenlv on Dbis perplexed mind.

“We must part, lads,”” he exclaimed
hastily. “I'll go it alone. I did wrong to
drag you into such a mess. Walk your
horses back into the road we just left, and
then——"

“No, you don’t,” interrupted Jack.
the way you go.”

i.i'I go

“So do I,” cried Myles, and Paltu stoutly
expressed a similar intention. .
Pink ‘'made a vehcment, but futile protest.

“Well, you are a bull-headed lot,” he
muttered, half in anger, half in admira-
tion.

“’Ere goes for a race, then. -The rajah’s
cut-throats are jush past the village, and
that’s a2 mile behind. Don’t spare your
‘orses. We must gain,-and I believe we can
do it.”

He jerked the grey mare around, and
spurred madly into the left-hand fork of the
road. The boys galloped after him, and the
chance of safety they had refused was gone
beyond recall.

They rode .on and on through the silvery
night, while mile after mile of jungle and
grain field fell behind them. The elatter of
their steeds drowned every other sound, but
once, on a bit of turf-covered rend, they
caught the dlatant pounding of hoofs.

“ Dt_) you ’ear that!” cried Pipk, < We' re
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‘olding our own, lads.
bloodhounds !”’

And every whit as keen on the scent the
rajah’s human hounds proved themselves
through the remaining hours of that
momentous night.

As often as the ominous ring of hoofs was
heard in the rear, the fugitives urged their
horses to greater speed. Toward morning
the country grew more rugged and lonely,
and the road was frequently cut by brawling
streams.

The first glimmer of dawn in the eastern
skies foynd Pink and his party more than
thirty uwmiles from Mysore, and galloping
furiously through a forest of giganbic trees.

Steeds and riders were sorely in want of
rest and food, yet there was bubt a scant
prospect of tabtaininnr either.

In spite of all that pluck and courage could
do the grim hand of death was almost upon
them. ™The relentless chase was nearing its
end. Only half a mile behind rode a dozen
savage troopers, armed to the teeth, and
mounted on the pick of the rajah’s
stables.

Occasionally, when the nature of the road
permitted, the fugitives could see the dusky
horsemen spurring madly onward in the grey
light of early dawn. Every minute the
distance lessened.

“We'll soon have to stop and fight,” cried
Jack, whose pale face was stamped with
terror. '

“No use,” replied Pink. “ They'’re four to
one, and we’d be shot down double quick.”

“ Sahibs, let horses go, and hide in forest,”
sugeested Paltu.

“Yes, thats our last chance,” assented
Pink. I ’ate to try it, because it means
good-bye to the opal. Come lads, one more
spurt Something may turn up.”

Five minutes longer the race continued.
Pursuers and pursued urged their horses to
the very limit of speced, and neither party
made any visible gain.

Then the narrow road suddenly curved,
and a few yards ahead it ended on the bank
of a swirling torrent—a rapid and apparently
deep stream, nearly four hundred yards
broad.

The fugitives checked their panting
“at the verge of the shore.

“This is a branch of the Cauvery
cried Miles. It is fordable in the
season.”

“But not now,” muttered Pink. <It is
still high from the rainstorms in the
Ghauts. We’ve got to cross, though. It’'s
sure death to stay here. And onece we
reach the shelter of the other bank, I've
ot a little scheme to try on. ’EKre goes,

Buf they ’ang on like

steeds

b
tiver,”

dry

- lads.”

The grey mare gallantly led the way, and
the others followed. Rapidly the horses
splashed deeper and deeper into the flood.
Soon it reached their bellies, and when it
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rose still higher they quaffed the water in
gulps as they struggled on.

Near mid-channel the bottom shelved
downward, and instantly the horses were out
of their depth. They swam desperately
across the current, all the while drifting
down stream.

It was a perilous and critical moment. As
yet the enemy were not in sight, but the
clattering of hoofs <c¢ould be distinctly
heard.

“We'll do it,” cheerfully shouted Pink,
““ Keep your weapons and ammunition dry.”

A few seconds later the grey mare and the
two black chargers sfruck bottom, and
waded higher and higher through the fast-
-;hallomnw waters. But the little Afghan
pony, bem" still out of its depth, lost
Etgc-nﬂth, and went drifting away on the

ide

Paltu tried vainly to urge him to further
efforts. Then he slipped off the animal's
back and swam lustily for shore, holding his
rifle overhead with one hand.

Ile arrived safely, at the same time as
his companions, and tan nimbly up the
sandy beach at the heels of the horses.

Just as they entered the continuation of
the road the IIindoo troopers appeared on
the opposite bank. They unslung their rifles
and opened fire.

But their aim was poor, and the fugitives
got quickly out of range by penetrating a
grove of date palms for some yards.

Here Pink made his companions dismount.

“We've gained one advantage,” he said,
‘““and now I'm going to show you how to
gain another.”

He led them back to a4 dense fringe of
rocks and bushes near the water’s edge, from
which they could command a good view of
the river without being secen themselves,

The unfortunate Afghan pony had dis-
appeared. In full view was the bunch of
bloodthirsty troopers, now rtiding eagerly
out from the opposite bank.

The first rays of the sun shone on their
grim faces and foam-flecked steeds, on their
bristling array of rifles, tulwars, and spears,
on their flashing helmets and breastplates of
chain armour.

When the horsemen had splashed some
thirty or forty feet across the river, Pink
poked his rifle through the bushes, took
careful aim, and fired.

Crack! The foremost horse rolled over and
drifted helplessly away on the current. Its
rider disentangled himself from the saddle,
and waded shoreward with rapid strides.

Pink could have shot the fellow, but he
hesitated to shed blood needlessly. Had he
known the identity of the ruffian, he would
probably have pulled trigger.

This first taste of real warfare inflamed
the boys, and they were eager to fire. But
Pink checked their ardour by a few judicious

[ It

| words.

“I'm not shooting to kill,” he added.



may come to that,
lads !»

He fired twice in guick succession, and
the first shot brought a horse to its knees.
The second ball went a little too Ii'gh, and
hit one of the men. The fellow was plainly
.c:ele}n to reel in his saddle, but he did not
falL.

“That was a mistake,” wmuttered Pink;
“but I won’t go in mourning for it. Ah,
Jook there, lads!”

As he spoke, the troopers pulled up with
a burst of savage yells. Then they wheeled
their steeds about and made for the shore
they had just left. The loss of two horses
and a man at the start warned them of
what they might expect if they persisted in
crossing the river,

As soon as they reached the bank they
opened a hot fire on the copse of bushes.
But by this time the fugitives had retreated
unseen to the grove of date-palms,

“That river did us a good turn,” said
Pink., “ We’re pretty safe now. You see,
ihe troopers won’t dare to cross while they
think we’re ’ere. hey’ll likely ride up
stream to look for another ford.”

“But we’'re not going to stay here?”
nsked Myles.

““ Hardly, lad. We’ll walk the ’orses for a
hit, so the enemy don’t know we’re on the
move. Then we’ll cut away like a streak.”

Pink’s wise plan was carried out. The
herses were led slowly along the road for
nearly a_quarter of a mile. Then, all being
quiet in the rear, the little party mounted,
and rede on, Paltu climbing up behind
M yles.

The prospect now looked bright and hope-

though.

Watch now,

$ul, and when a straggling village was
veached, some half-dozen miles beyond the
river, Pink ventured to order a halt.

V’hlle the horses were being rubbed down
and fed, Myles induced a rascally-looking
Hindoo to part with some. food for the con-
sideration of a rupee.

The rice, eggs, and chupatties—ecoarse
cakes—looked far from palatable; but
hunger made a keen relish, and they were

mgtrlv devoured.

The natives gathered curiously about the
travellers, and watched them depart in
sullen silence.

“Those fellows looked mighty anxious to
“ent our throats,” said Pink, as ihe village
faded from wht “No doubt they’re ex-
pecting the revolt against British rule.”

“They’ll expect in vain if we get hold of
the opal,*’ replied Myles,

Pink laughed, and then looked grave.

“We mustn’t- be over-confident,”” he said.
““ Those ’eathen troopers wiil be on our
track before the day ends.”

““ And what of it?” exclaimed Jack. “ We
cught to show them clean heels. Our horses
iave been rested and fed, and we've gob
tull stomachs ourselves.”

“If we only had an hour or
slecep,” added Myles wistfully,

two of
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“You may get a few winks before sun-.
down,” replied Pink, “though it’s too soon
yet to promise. For my part, I don’t nced
1t, but you lads are not accustomed to
rough campaigning.” o

“I am,” indignantly ecried Jack. ¢If
rowing isn’t campawmng I'd like to know
what is.” '

Pink did not answer. He had relapsed izto
sober thought, and would not be roused.
He was plobably pondering over that mys-
terious barrier of Tippoo Sahib’ s, the nature

of .which was yet unknown to the boys.

So the morning wore on while the three
sturdy horses put many a mile behind them.
with evéry hour that failed to bring the
clatter of pursuing hoofs the fugltwcs grew
more confident,

About noon they were compelled to leave
the trunk road, which here turned west-
ward toward Mercara, the chief town of tae
mountainous little State of Coorg.

Instead, they followed a rude-jungle-path,
where their jaded horses h 1d -to move vn-lth
much less speed.

The country was now impressively wild
and lovely—perhaps more so than any other

part of India.

The great triangle forming the southern

part of the emplre——a,nd of which the State
of Mysore is a very small fraction—is known
as the Deccan. Along one coast-line run
Kastern Ghauts, and along the other
the Western Ghauts. The name implies ter-
races or Steps, and just so do the mountains
rise up to meet the vast tableland which
the Deccan virtually is.

With two exceptions, all the rivers of the
Decean rise in the Western Ghauts, and.
emptly into the Bay of Bengal, on the east
coast. :

Toward these Western Ghauts Pink Tris-
cott was now leading his companions in their
desperate race against the rajah’s troopers
for the magic opal.

The nearness of the mountains was clearly
shown by the succession of ravines through
which brawled raging but shallow torrents,
and by the vast, primeval forests of teak,
ebony, sandalwood, and mahogany that
almost hid the sky by their matfed foliage.

It was not pleasant for the travellers {o
reflect, that on all sides lurked tigers, ele-
phants, bison, and many other spccies «f
savage animals.

But they feared human tigers even more,
and through the long, sultry hours of
the afternoon they urged their jaded horscs
forward, themselves hardly able to sit erect.

Within an hour of sunset they paused on
the crest of a ridee, which a hurricane had
partly denuded of fimber. In front, at a
distance of ten miles, the countless peaks of
the Ghauts majestically pierced the sky. To
the rear a landscape of jungle and forest
stretched seventy miles to Mysore.

The air was very still. There was scarcely
a sound except bird notes, or the frequent



beast. N> distant

ery of some prowling
thud of hoofs alarmed the fugitives.

“I've always wanted to see those moun-

tains close,”” - said Myles. ¢I had no idea
they were so big. It looks to me as though
finding the opal was golng to be worse than
hunting a needle in a hay-rick.,”

“I hope not,” replied Jack. “But you
haven’t even got a map, Pink, have you?”

“] don’t need one,” said Pink. *“I've got
what 1 'eard in the palace that night tucked
away ’'cre,” patting his breast, “and I've
got something else, t00.”

“What is it?” the boys asked eagerly.

For answer, Pink pointed a finger at the
distant mountains.

“Do you sce those two twin peaks straight
ahead? They’ve. got flat tops, and there
are a lot of smaller peaks this side. Well,
there’s my landmark, and once we réach
it the rest won’t he 'ard.”

The boys -gazed at the indicated spot with
keen interest.

“The peaks look to be pretty well back
in the mountais,” said Myles.
- *About ten miles,”” Pink replied, “or
twenty altogether from ’ere. DBut if it
was only five we oughtn't to make the
stretch without rest and sleep. Down in
yonder ravine I ’‘ear water. We'll risk it,
iads, and snatch a few winks.”

! This was welcome news. The boys were
}mggard from exhaustion, and even Pink
elt more fatigue than he chose to confess

So they gladly - spurred their horses

0
Eown the opposite slope of the ridge.

Sure enough, there was a fussy little
brook in the trough of the ravine. The

thirsty travellers, brute and human, drank
their fill of the deliciously cool wafer,

Then the scanty remains of the rico and
chupattics were-.caten, and Pink gave the
horses a plentiful measure of grain, after-
wards tying them to a bunch of saplings.

It was a very lonely place. Along the
roadside was a pile of stones, and in it
was inserted a bamboo staff with a little
triangular flag fluttering from the end. This
indicated that a man had recentiy been
glain here by a tiger.

.. The boys were naturally alarmed hy the
discOvery, but Pink reassured them.

“T'm going to keep watch,” he declared,
¢“and no tiger will catch me napping. I'll
take my share of sleep another time. Turn
in now, lads, or you won't 'ave your peepers
shut till I make you open them.”

- His companions were too sleepy to pro-
test against this uncqual division of guard
duty. They spread their blankets in the
middle of the path, and were almost in-
dtantly in deep slumber.

Pink kept a watchful eye upon them and

tho horses as he paced up and down, his
rifle over his shoulder.

1

The brief tropical twilight fell, and before
it was succceded by the blackness of night
Pink built a blazing fire on each side of
the little camp. Between watching and
listening, and gathering fuel, he now had his
hands full.

“The troopers may ’ave taken another
road,” he soliloquised, *“though that's
'ardly likely. But I'd stake a lakh of

rupees tlhat they aren’t within five miles.
And unless they ’ave eyes like bats they
won’t ride a steeplechase by night through
such a bit of country. ’'Ullo! How aboutb
torches?”

The reflection put him in a quandary §.r
a moment. He half turned to awaken the
hoys, but changed his mind, and went on
with his vigil.

An hour slipped by. The savage becasts
of the forest were now out of their lairs,
and prowling about in search of food. But
the ruddy fires warned them off from the
vicinity of the camp.

In the far distance Pink heard weird crics
and dull, crashing noises. Once a figer
roared, and a herd of elephants trumpeted
shrill defiance. |

He rejoiced that it was no worse. What
he most dreaded to hear was the ring of
approaching hoofs.

And at last it actually came—a faint,
muflied clatter that rose and fell-on the
night air. There was burning wrath in
Pink's heart as he roused the soundly sleep-
ing lads, and hastily told them of the
danger.

While they untied the horses he chosc a
resinous brand from one of the fires, and
then extinguished the flames with water.

A minute sufficed for the fugitives 1o
mount. Guided by the light of Pink’s torch,
they crossed the stream and spurred up
the rugged hillside. The boys felt stronger
after their brief sleep, and tried to face
the situation; but they doubted if their
horses could hold out in a long race.

And the peril was even closer than they
believed. When they reached the top of
the hill and looked back, they saw lights
flashing on the opposite ridge. Then the
quickened clatter of hoofs told that the
troopers had seen Pink’s torch.

Craft and caution were mneedless mnow.
There was nothing for it but a mad dash.

Down the slope galloped the fugitives,
recklessa of all obstructions, and at the

bottom they found a level stretch of denze

timber through which the road <crepé
sinuously.
“Don’t spare the spurs!’” eried Pink,

“Qur ‘orses ought to be the befter. We
must beat, lads.”

On and on they pounded past the black
coverts of the forest. Pink’'s torch threw
light ahead, and as often as the flames faded
he stirred them to fresh life by violent
waving.
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At intervals, when the way was muflled by
turf or moss, the ominous clatter of the
pursuing trcocopers could be heard in the
rear. It was some consolation that the
sound seemed to come no nearer.

But the friendly light could not be long
depended upon, and it was certain that the
horses would come to grief in the darkness
at their present necessary rate of speed.

When the evil moment was very close,

the road came suddenly to an abrupt end
before an arched gate, on each side of which

a line of stone wall stretched into dense
jungle,

The little party checked their steeds
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safe way around through the jungle, and
yet he shrank from so doubtful a refuge.
The noise of hoofs in the rear decided him,

“We'll risk it, lads,” he cried, striking
the gate with the butt end of a pistol.

There was no response, though he ham-
mered again and again. Then he lost
p‘:;ltience-, and dealt vigorous blows with his
rifle. : .

At length quick footsteps were heard in
the seemingly dead and deserted village, and’
the gate swung inward, revealing to the
fugitives a dim vista of a little street of.
houses and gardens beyond.

Yet they saw only a solitary Hindu run-

e

ey ey

They were man-eating tigers.
crept closer.

With gleaming eyes and oscillating taiis they

barely in time to avoid a collision, T‘he‘j
stared in alarm at the obstruction.

‘“ A ‘ostile village,”” muttered Pink;
“’ere’'s a go!”
“It may not be hostile,” cried Myles.

“One end of the State of Coorg cuts away
Into Mysore, aear the Ghauts, and that’s
where we are now. I'm sure of it, for the
place is just like the village my father once
visited and told me about. It can’t belong
to Mysore.”

‘“ This ne‘be my people’s town,” broke in

Pattu.  “Mysore towns have no walls,
sahibs.”? ‘
Pink hcgitated bricfy. There was no

ning towards the nearest hut. As he dived
into the doorway he wheeled about and
yeiled shrilly:

“* Beware, sahibs., DBeware of the man-
eaters!® |

CHAPTER VI.

. WHICH TREATS OF TIGERS,
HUMAN.

HE Hindu’s warning shouf cleared up
the seeming mystery, and accounted
for all of the little community
being indoors at so comparatively

early an hour of the night.

BRUTE AND
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Doubtless one or more man-eating tigers
had been terrorizing the village of late, and
were at this” very time within the walls.

So the visitors surmised as they recalled
the gruesome monument of stone and
bamboo back in the forest, and they little
liked the prospect of being shut in befween
two perils,

" “TLooks as though we'd ’ave to give pro-
tection instead of claim it,” muttered Pink,
throwing himeself out of the saddle. “I've
eard of tigers putting a ’ole town at their
wits’ end, but I never saw it before. The
dirst thing is to shut the gate against the
rajah’s cut-throats. We’re safer inside than
out, and if it comes to siege, I've got my
ﬂwhtma temper on. Rifles ready there,
lads, in case the man-ealers take a notion
for white meat——"

| Just then a low, angry snar! drew atten-
tion fto a pair of hhuge animals ecrouching
in the street about thll‘tV feet away.

. They were the man-eating tigers.
gleaming eyes and osciliating tails
crept closer.

The horses snorted with terror. The grey
mare jerked loose from Pink and went out
of the open gate like a streak. Jack’s
‘charger simply stood still, trembling like a
leaf,

The other horse rose on its hind feet so
suddenly that Myles and Paltu tumbled to
the ground. Then it wheeled about and
galloped oft to the left betweén the huts
and the village wall.

Pink’s first act was to huri: the torch at
the man-eaters, and so sure was his aim
that the blazing brand struck within a foot
of the brutes, and drove them back into
the gloom, roaring savagely. He -next
banged the gate shut, and dropped a heavy
bar into the sockets on each side.

By this time Jack was on his feet, hold-
ing fast to his frightened horse. Myles and
'Paltu were not hurt by the fall, and
fortunately the runaway steed had not
taken their weapons along.

proar. From the
hyt came shrili

With
they

The village was 1n an
unseen oceupanta of every h
cries and supplicaticns. |

The torch now having faded to a mere
spark, one of the tigers suddenly reappeared.
It was plainly rabid with lust for human
flesh; nor was it an aged animal, as man-
eaters mostly are.

A light spring landed it within fiffeen feet
of the party, and there it crouched for a
final leap, quivering from head to tail

At this critical moment Myles had courage
to lift his rifle and fire. At the sharp report
the tiger rose in the air with a frightful
roar, and fetl, mortally wounded, within six
feet of ‘the lad.

- As Myles jumped hastily out of the way,

Pink's rifle cracked twice, and the man-
eater rolled over dead.

There was no time to exult at the victory,
for a second tiger was yet at large. Ibs
whereabouts were just then made known by
a weird, unearthly scream of agony from the

far end of the village street.

“What's that?” cried Jack, with a
shudder.

““The beast ’as grabbed +the ’orse”
shouted Pink, running fearlessiy in the
direction of the sound. ¢ Stay ’ere, lads.”

It was scarcély three minutes later wiien
he returned.

“Two ’orses gone now,” he growled bit-
terly. ¢ The man-eater knocked the charger
over right in front of the rear gate, which
'appened to be open—and then 'e¢ dragged
the body outside. It was no use going after
’im, so I shut and barred the gate aund
‘urried back. But there’s one danger tha

less, dads; and now for the troopers. 'Ow
near are they?”
“T don’t believe they're near at all,” said

J_a(;,kt, and, strange to say, he seemed to be
right.
Brief as was the time that had elapsed

‘since the fugitives entered the village, it

was yet long enough for their blood-thirsty
pursuers to have arrived. Perhaps their
torches had failed them, or they had halted
on hearing the rifle-shols.

For possibly half a-minute, Pink and his
companions listened in vain for the clatter
of hoofs on the forest road. Then the
silence was turned into a deafening hubbub
by the sudden irruptien from ‘their houses
of the entire community.

The death of one tiger and the ﬁmht of
the other had qpread like mldh[e, and
men, women, and children crowded abouft
the strangers with heartielt protestations

of gratitude.

It appeared, from their incoherent stories,
that the man-eaters had kept them in a
state of terror for the past two months,
and in that time had claimed twenty
victims., On this occasion a gate care-
Jessly left open had allowed the animals
to enter the walls,

Pink struck while the iron was hot; that
is, he promptly singled out the head man
of the village, gave him a partly true
account of the situation, and claimed pro-
tection for himself and party.

The village really belonged to the State
of Coorg, and for this reason the head man
was the more willing to accede to Pink's
demand.

He at once spread word around that ¢ the
white sahibs, who slay man-eaters, ¢ were in
danger from mutinous troopers of the Rajah
of M\* sore, and it was greatly cheering to
the fucntnes to see how readily and gladly
the ﬁerce, half-naked Hindoos ran for their
ic;pe}\ars, and swords, and antiquated match-
ocks.
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«This is luek, and mno mistake,” said

'...ﬁ:--_-..Pink.*- «We’'ll stay ’ere till maorning, and

then strike for the Ghauts. We'll "ave to
go on foot, though. The ’cad man says
there ain’t a ’orse to be 'ad—or an elephant,
Jack’s charger won’t do for four,
and we’ll be just as well off without it.”

“But can we spend the night here in
safety?” asked Myles. “1I don’t mean that
there’s any danger of the village being

+ taken by storm, but the troopers may ride
“around it, and get to the Ghauts before us.?”

w the women

.”"‘I can’t tell

“the troopers.

.“

__r 1
i
mf A
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~ean ‘ardly slip through—let alone a

| marked Jack.

‘and the command ‘was

~..-light shines right down on ’is face, and--
5 by Jove,

« They can’t, lad,” Pink replicd.

only road towards the mountains is
straight through this ’ere village. To right
and left the jungle is so thick that a man
‘orse.
So the ’ead man says, -and I takKe 'im to
be a true talker.” ‘
" ¢« Then we ought to be-safe enough,” re-
“It’s not likely the troopers
will abandon their bhorses, and take to the
jungle on foot. But there’s sure to be some
stirring times when they arrive.” _

“ 1 doubt if they are coming,” exclaimed
Myles. “ It looks mighty queer——»

“OERllo! What’s ithat?” interrupted . Pink.
“’Ark, lads!” .

Clear on the night air, above the scurry-
ing feet and shrill voices of . the natives,
rang the dull pounding of hoofs. Over the

¢« The

.top of the arch :hope the glirnmer of ap-

proaehing torches,
An instant later

B

1he ﬂ:ishing I.'i.ghts van-

.ished, the clatter of ~hoofs was stilled, and
- the hoarse
- pealed loudly before the gate.. ..

notes of a cavalry trumpet

“@Open! Open!” cried an angry voice;
emphasised by a
thunderous knock on the stout teakwood

planks.
There was no answer from wilhin, Hastily

and ghildt'en ran to the shelter
of the huts, while the men-threescore in

_mumber—huddled close to the loop-holes in
cwall and gate. | : "

Pink sccured one of these points of van-

.« tage, and reported cvents to his companions,
~who were at his elbow.

_¢““’Ere the cut-throats are,” he whispered.
‘'ow many, because they've
thrown their torches away on purpose. [I've
alf .a mind to drop the leader. I could
1t easy now. There’'s a bit of meaon-

lads, if it ain’t Mogul Mir!*-

- This discovery gave the boys an un-
pleasant, shock, and even Pink felt some-

.thing like a chill run down his spinal
-~ column as he vrealised the desperate
. character of the ruffian who commanded

. -He might have been tempted to fire but
for the intervention of the head man, who

s omnew _mounted a platform at one end of the

.o gate, and ecoolly demanded of the intruders

oy
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. what they wanted.

- THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

"the Feringhees,

111

“In the name of the Rajah of Mysore,

we demand the Feringhee dogs who have
taken shelter within your walls,”” replied

Mogul Mir, thus openly avowing his purpose.

“But they are sacdred to us, answered
the head man evasively. ¢ This very night
they have rid us of two man-eating tigers
who long preyed on our people. It is the
will of Brahma that we protect them in
turn.”

“Dog of a Har!” thundered the en-
raged soubadar. ““EKnow you not that
Brahma punishes with loss of caste all
those who econsort with hereties? Yield us
. or not one stone of your
village sha'l be 'eft standing on .another.”

“You shall not have them!”? was the
defiant reply. ““They are safe here. De-
part whence you eame, sons of burnt
fathers. Think you that we men of Coorg

tremble at the threats of such blustering
dogs? Bahi”? -

With this the head man dropped. nimbly
to the ground, and by so doing he narrowly

escaped a ball from Mogul Mir’s pistol, fired

with deadly intent.

So treacherous a deed stirred the villagers
to ‘fury, and ‘as many of them as had
matchlocks deliberately blazed away through
the loopholes. Others burled spears over the
wall, and shouted insulting names.

It may bhe imagined that the antiquatdd
firearms were of little account, since the
man-eaters had defied them for lwo whole
months. Yet either a slug or a spear cer-

tainly found a billet across the wall.
~-A loud ery was heard, followed by a

crashing noise, and the clatter of a run-
away steed. A rifle volley was instantly
fired by way of reprisal, but it did no more
damage than to rip splinters from the top
of the gate, _ ) |

Then an unexpected thing happened. The
trumpet sounded the retreat, and the

troopers wheeled their horses around and

spurred away. Evidently they were dis-
comfited by so stubborn a resistance.

~ Pink once more glued his eyes to the
loophole, and watched steadily for several

minutes,

“They've camped about fifty yards down
the road,” he finally annaounced. ‘ They're
Luilding fires to scare off the wild animals.”

¢ Can you seer who was ‘hurt?” asked
Myles. £ - -

«“No: it's too far away,”” replied Pink.-
«1 ‘ope Mogul Mir ‘as kicked the bucket,
though.” |

These tactics. of the enemy were hard to
understand. Had they some - deep motive
in waiting, or were they merely planning
the next. move?

- — —

(Another instalment of this exciting story
next week). ¥ %
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