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Frantically the Fourth Formers struggled to iree themselves from the sticky substance on the seals.
while Mr. Pycrait looked on in amazed indignation. ** Good gracious !’’ ke ejaculated, **Is the
[ whole Form stuck 7’ ** Yes, sir ! ’” replied the Fourth. |
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T he Feud of the Forms!

New Series—Just Started!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

A breathlessly exciting story of the feud between the Remove and
the Fourth Form, introducing Handforth, Nipper & Co.—and the
Mysterious Unknown.

CHAPTER 1.
The Mrysterious Figure !

HI tiny circle of light from the electric
torch crept steadily round, revealing
desk after desk, and then four
chuckles, soft and low, broke the still-

ness of the Fourth Form room in the School
House at St. Frank’s.

“That ought to do the trick!”” murmured a
Yoice,

“Rather!” said another voice. “This
ought to make Buster Boots and his men sit
up for a bit!"” =

There were further chuckles, and the
electric torch was switched off. OQutside,
the school clock slowly and solemnly chimed
the hour of five. It was five o’clook in the
Morning, to be exact, and the school had not

yet awakened to the activitics of the new
day. It was still dark, and the early morning
air was chilly. '

“Well, let’s be going, then,”” murmured
Nipper, the ocaptain of the Remove. “We
can be back in bed before the quarter-past
strikes. We ghall have another two hours
sleep, and more, before rising bell. I rather
think we’ve done some good work, you
chaps!”’

“There’s nothing like sticking to it!”’
grinned Fullwood. :

There seemed to be something particularly
humorous in that remark of his, for the
others chuckled loudly. They were Nipper,
Handforth and De Valerie. They all belonged
to the Ancient House section of the Remove,
and the object of their visit to the Fourth
Form room was evidently something unusual.
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For it was by no means customary for juniors
to make such jaunts as this in the small hours
of the morning. '

“This ought to be particularly good,”” went
on Nipper. “Nobody else is in the secret.
We’ve kept it entirely to ourselves—and we
won’t say a word until the event has hap-
Fened. And then, by Jove, we’ll have the
augh on the Fourth, all right!”’

“By George, rather!’ grinned Edward
Oswald Handforth. “But are you sure that
this glue of yours will be dry by the time
Boots & Co. come into the Form-room ?”’
“Dry?’ said Nipper. “It'll be as hard as
old varnish! That’s just the beauty of it!
The fellows won’t know a thing to begin with
—but the warmth of their bodies will soon
have effect, and then this patent glue will
Well, I'll leave the rest to your imagina-
tions !’’

With further chuckles, they examined their
handiwork for the third time. Every seat in
the Fourth Form room had been coated with
a special kind of glue—a concoction that
Nipper himself had prepared. At the moment
it was still very sticky, and to sit on any of
these seats would have been a very precarious
occupation. But within two or three hours,
according- to Nipper’s calculations, the stuff
would be perfectly dry, and invisible.

It was a decisive Tnove against the” Fourth,

Just at present, the Fourth Form and the
Remove were at deadly enmity. There was a
great feud between the two lower Forms of
St. Frank’s. It had been raging for several
days now, and Nipper and Handforth and
Fullwood and De Valerie were the four
“generals’’ of the Ancient House forces.
They had embarked upon this early morning
enterprise unknown to any of the others.

“It’s a pity we can’t be on hand, about an
hour after the Fourth comes into the class-
room,’”’ said Handforth regretfully. “By
George! Wouldn’t it be great if we could
only see the struggles of the chaps when they
try to get up!”’

“We can’t have everything,” replied Nip-
per. “We shall have plenty to laugh about
at break—when the Fourth can’t get out of
its class-room! Come on—we’ve finished here
—let’s go back, before any of the domestics
get busy. We don’t want to be spotted by
anybody.”’

They went to the nearest window, and softly
opened it. Nipper was the first to emerge,
and he suddenly became rigid, and murmured
a word of warning.

It was very dim outside—very gloomy. The
dawn was just about to break, and a chilly
wind, with a wintry feeling about 1f, was
coming across from the playing fields. There
was not much fear of disturbing anybody

here, for the School House was empty. It |

was not one of the St. Frank’s boarding-
houses—it was used exclusively for lessons,
.and oontained the class-rooms, laboratories,
lecture halls, and so forth. =

~ But Nipper suddenly leapt out, and ran.
He had seen a dim figure lurking amid the
bushes, not five yards awuj. He had won-
dered if his imagination had played him false

—but he soon knew _diﬁ'erent]f(. For the
figure turned on its heel, and bolted,

“My hat!’ said Fullwood. “Somebody. was
watching us!”’

“Who the dickens would watch ?’’ asked De
Valerie. “There’s nobody about at this hour
of the morning!”’

They scrambled through the window, and
gave chase, too. Handforth was already
rushing along in the wake of Nipper and the
Unknown. And Nipper, indeed, had suc-
ceeded in grasping the figure. They were
struggling fiercely.

“Hold him!’ panted Handforth, as he ran
up.

In his eagerness, he over-ran himself, and
stumbled against a hidden root, near the
hedge. He blundered forward, and barged
heavily into Nipper. In that second, the
Unknown tore himself iree, and crashed
through the hedge.

By the time Nipper and Handforth broke
through, and looked about them, there was
no sign of the figure., There was not a
sound. ¥e had taken the opportunity to
slip away-—to vanish. into the gloom of the
early dawn.

“You fathead !’ gasped Handforth.
didn’t you hold him?”’

“Well, I like that!”’ said Nipper breath-
lessly. “It was your fault, you -clumsy
cuckoo! If you hadn’t blundered into me, I
should have held him!”’

“But who was he?’’ demanded Handforth.
“Who the dickens was he? The rotter was
looking at us—watching what we had been
doing !”’ :

“I know that—and I don’t like it,”’ replied
Nipper, frowning. “Let’s hope he wasn’t
one of the Fourth-Formers, that’s all. He
was just about the right size.”

“QOh, crumbs!”’ said Handforth, startled.
“TDo you mean to say that we’ve had all our
work for nothing ?”’

“No, I don’t—but it’s just possible,” re-
plied Nipper. “Somehow, I don’t think he
was a Fourth-Former. For one thing, he
was wearing a curious kind of cap like a
gamekeeper, you know. I tried to get a
olimpse of his dial, but I couldn’t manage it.
He didn’t utter a sound, either.”

“Well, it’s jolly rummy,”” said Handforth,
scratching his head. “But, there! He was
pﬁob?})ly only a poacher, or somebody like
that.

“Poachers don’t come round public schools,.
Handy,’’ said Nipper, shaking his head . “No,

“Why

\ I’m convinced that he was interested in our

movements—and that he was watching us
deliberately. But I can’t tell you why, and
I can’t imagine who he could have been.”

They went back to the Ancient House,
greatly puzzled over the mysterious incident.
A little of their satisfaction had gone. They
were uncertain. They did not know whether
their trick against the Fourth would be a
success. Time alone would tell. And it was
irritating to have missed the fellow by a mere
inch or two—and to remain in ignorarice re-
garding hig identity.
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Was it possible that this Unknown was the
same figure that had previously interfered in
the foud between the Fourth and the Re-
move? Unknown to either party, an out-
sider, it seemed, had flung stones, and had used
a dog-whip with deadly effect. The Remove
accused the Fourth—and the Fourth accused
the Remove. They knew nothing of that

Unknown who had really done these deeds.
Had this early morning figure been the
game one?

CHAPTER 2,
Bitter Blood !
S @\ LANG--CLANG !

The rising bell was
sounding, and full daylight
had come. In the
junior dormitories of St.
Frank’s, the fellows were getting up, wonder-
ing what this new day would bring forth.

These were hectic times at St. I'rank’s.

The lower school was having plenty of ex-
citement. There had recently been a tre-
mendous scrap on Little Side between the
rival football elevens. There had been a
general free fight in the Triangle, in which
the entire Remove and the entire Fourth had
taken part. Incidents had constantly been
happéning—scraps between twos and threes.
And there was no cheery feeling in this feud,
either. Both the Forms were bitter against
one another. :

Now that the warfare was in full swing,
nobody could exactly remember how the
trouble had started.. It didn’t matter, any-
how. It was quite enough to know that they
hated each other—that they were scheming
constantly to “pgo one better.”” The idea of
glueing the Fourth-Formers to their seats was
a typical example of the rags which were con-
stantly being indulged in.

Even football was suffering—and that surely
showed the seriousness of the situation, for,
normally, football came before all else. It
didn’t matter what private differences there
were in the lower school, football could not
be interfered with. But, just at "present,
Junior football was practically impossible.

Nipper could not get up a representative
team. The Fourth-Formers would not enter
an eleven that was captained by a Removite.
And, at the beginning of the season, football
was very important. Nipper was hoping that
the feud would soon blaze up to a final
climax, and then burn itself out. It was far
better to allow it to run its course,

Indeed, any attempt to stifle i1t might make
things much worse. The prefects realised
this, too—and they were winking their eyes
at the majority of the happenings. Suppres-
ston would be a fatal mistake, for human
Nature is such that it craves for anything that
13 officially suppressed.

ere was a marked difference in the
Zeneral behaviour of the junior school these

Wyl
%ha_ Remove was housed exclusively on
One side of the Triangle—in the Ancient

House and the West House.” In just the
same way, the Fourth-Formers lived in the
Modern House and the East House. And
the rival factions kept to their own sides
of the Triangle. This, indeed, was a strict
order, given by the commanding officers.
For each Form had its generals, its lieu-
tenants, and so on. No Remove fellow was
allowed to go past an invisible line near
the centre of the Triangle, and runnin
from Big Arch, past the fountain pool, an
straight on to the main gates. There was a
similar invisible line on the other side for
the Fourth-Formers—with a brief space in
between—already known as No Man’s Land.

The juniors were willing enough to comply
with these regulations—since it was a very
i-_isky business to venture beyond the dividing
ine.

There was an example of this even now.
Timothy Tucker, of the West House, hap-
pened to be one of the first juniors down,
and he wandered aimlessly across the
Triangle, apparently unconscious of the new
restriction. He was, indéed, actually in
“*No Man’s Land”’ when Willy Handforth
of the Third approached him. Willy's
monkey, Marmaduke, was perched on his
shoulder, being taken for his morning airing.

“Better look out, T. T.,” warned Willy
casually.

“I beg your pardon?” said Tucker, coming
to a halt, and blinking at the fag.

“You’re in a dangerous position, old
man,” said Willy.

“Really, I fail to comprehend the full
purport of your remark, my dear fellow,”
said Timothy Tucker, in his stiff way of
speaking. “And pray keep that monkey
away from me. 1 observe that he 13
making curious motions in my direction, and .
I fear - .

“That’s all right,” grinned Willy. “You .
needn’t worry about old Marmy. He's
rather particular, T. T. But I'm not sur-
prised that he should look at you in such
a curious way. He probably recognises one
of his brothers.”

“How dare you?” demanded Tucker. “ Are
you suggesting that I am a monkey, my
dear sir?”

“Well, I like that,” said Willy, with a
sniff. “I've often heard you spouting,
Tucker—and you’ve said, many times, that
we have all descended from monkeys.”

“True—true,” admitted T. T., nodding.
“If you will study the monumental works
of Darwin b

“Thanks all the same, ‘but I'll take your
word for it,” interrupted Willy. “And if
we’'ve all descended fromn monkeys, Tucker,
it's perfectly obvious that you must be a
mounkey. Of course, it’s obvious anyhow—
—you couldn’t hide the fact, even if you dis-
guised. yourself. But we won’t pursue the
subject. I'm just warning you that you are
in danger.” -

“Indeed 7" said T. T.
whom ?”’

“In danger? TI'rom
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“Well, Armstrong and Grifith, and Tal-
madge and Yorke, just to mention a few,”
replied Willy. “Of course, it’s none of my
business, but I'd like to remind you that
you're in Fourth Form territory!”

T. T. looked round and smiled
dulgently.

“I am not in sympathy with this ridicu-
lous feud,” he said, with a lofty wave of
his hand. “I do not believe in it. I have
participated in one or two events, but
under compulsion. I do not believe in
these bitter quarrels. I am always for
peace. And thus I am perfectly free to
walk where I will. I am a non-partisan.”

And Timothy Tucker strolled on—right
into the arms of Armstrong, Grifiith,
Merrell, Marriott, Freeman, and several
other East House Fourth-Formers. They
scized him violently,

" Really,” protested T. T., “I protest. Re-
lease me at once—at once! I will not be
handled in this rough manner——"’

“Bump him!” said Armstrong grimly.

Bang! Bang! Crash!

Timothy Tucker was bumped upon the
ground—bumped hard, and he yelled wildly.
An answering roar came from the door of
the Ancient House. Handforth had just

In-

emerged, accompanied by Church and
AcClure.
“Rescue, Remove!” roared Handforth.

“These beastly Fourth-Formers have got one
of our men! Buck up!”

And Timothy Tucker was bumped again,
and then slung across the invisible line—
back into his own territory. Armstrong &
Co. walked off, making jeering catcalls at
the Removites.

CHAPTER 3.
Sticking To Their Work |

e . HORACE PYCRAFT,
W the master of the Fourth,
gave his Form a sour
look as he came into the
class-room, immediately
following prayers.

“Merrell, your collar is diriy!” he
snappeds “Freeman, you have not cleaned
your shoes this morning! Skelton, there 1is
a smudge on your face! I am disgusted
with you all! How dare you come in to
lessons in this shocking condition?  Sit
down, all of you! Sit down at once!”’

And the Fourth Form sat down, trying
hard to keep its temper.

Evidently, Mr. Pycraft was in one of his
most unpleasant moods. And that meant,
in the view of the Fourth, that he was going
to be a beast. Mr. Pyceraft was an excellent
scholar, no doubt, but he was a most un-
pleasant man in every other respect. And
the Fourth knew it. They thought that this
morning was going to be a very trying
period.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“I have noticed that some of you boys
have been acting in a very rough and hooli-
gan-like manner in the Triangle this morn-
ing,” said Mr. Pycraft, as he went to his
desk and sat down. “It has even been
whispered to me that you are conducting
some ridiculous feud against the Remove
Form. Let me see nothing of this non-
sense, or I shall be inclined to take drastic
action.”

The Fourth remained silent.

“We are here to work,” continued Mr.
Pycraft tartly. “You boys do not seem to
realise .that you have come to school for
the purpose of learning—not to indulge in
preposterous quarrels with your school-
fellows. Now then, get to work—all of you!
Take out your books, and let me hear no
whisperings or shufflings.”

The Fourth Form sighed, and settled itself
down. Mr. Pycraft was evidently intent
upon making things unpleasant for them
that morning. He had “sensed” that some-
thing unusual was in the wind. And it was
not 1 his nature to wink his eye at the
rumours he had heard.

Most of the other masters at St, Frank’s
knew about the feud, but they said nothing
at all. Even Mr. Crowell, of the Remove,
was no different from usual. He was of
the opinion that it was better to let the
boys settle this affair in their own way. In-
terference from a master would probably
do more harm than good. Unfortunately,
Mr. Pycraft was not blessed with such a
sense of fitness. :

Thus the Fourth behaved itself admirably.

These juniors knew better than to provoke
their 1ll-tempered Form-master. At the
slightest provocation, he would probably
commit them to extra lessons, or give them
severe 1mpots. It was far better to let him
have his own way. As Buster Boots had
once remarked: "It i1s better to please a
fool than to tease a fool.” But Mr. Pycraft
was not aware that he was regarded as such
by his boys.

Work went on the usual way, and
nothing ecxceptional was noticed for some
little time. True, one or two juniors were
shifting somewhat uneasily in their seats,
and they were looking puzzled, too. DBut, as
vet, there was no indication that the Fourth
Form was in any way uncomfortable.

“Talmadge, stand up!” commanded Mr.
Pycraft ‘suddenly. “You have not been
paying attention! Tell me exactly what
paragraph 1t was that #~e construed last!”

Charlie Talmadge, of Study No. 1, in the
Modern House, tried to rise to his feet, but
couldn’t. -

“I—I was thinking, sir!” he gasped. *1--
I mean Hallo! What the—— Oh
crumbs !”

“Do not make those ridiculous exelama.
tions, Talmadge !’ said Mr, Pycraft curtly,
“And let this general shuffling cease! What
are you doing, Freeman? Why are you
shifting about in your seat like that?”

in
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«[—I can’t stand up, sir!” gasped Free-
man, in a startled voice.

“There i3 no reason why you should stand
up, Freeman,” retorted Mr. Pycraft. "I
‘have ordered Talmadge stand up—not
you ! Remain quiet.”

“Yes, sir, but—"

“YVou heard what I said, Freeman?”’

“Yes, str!”

I'reeman subsided. with a very alarmed ex-
pressinn on his face. - And Mr. Pycraft
turned back to Talmadge, and regarded him
angrily. )

“Taimadge!” he shouted. “What did I
tell you just now ?”

“To—to stand up, sir!” panted Talmadge.

“Then why do you not stand up, boy?”

#“J—I can’t, sir.”

“CGood heavens!” said Mr. Pycraft. “ What
nonsense i8 this? Why can’t you stand up ?”

“I don't know, sir!” gasped Charlie, try-
ing to twist round. “There’s—there’s some-
thing My only hat! I'm stuck!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” :

Half the Fourth Form broke into a laugh.

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Pycraft, danc-
ing with rage. “How dare you laugh at this
boy’s impertinence. Talmadge, I've had
cnough of this nonsense! Get to your fect
at once—or I shall come there with a cane.”

Talmadge was very red in the face.

“It’s all very well to talk like that, sir!”
he burst out. “But I tell you I can’t rise!
I'm stuck to the form!”

“And so0 I am, sir!” put in Freeman.
“That’'s what I was trying to tell you just
now, but you wouldn’t let me speak!”

Mr. Pycraft looked from one junior to the
other, and his expression was black.

“Is this an attempt to waste the time of
the Form ?”’ he asked, in an acid voice.
“Talmadge, I have ordered you to stand up
for the last time! Unless you are on your
feet within twenty seconds, I will come there
and drag you—"

“I tell you I can’t get up, sir!" roared
Talmadge, exasperated. “My bags are
stuck to the form! I’'m glued on!”

Mr. Pycraft ran forward, and he grabbed
a pointer from his desk on the way. fr-
riving at Talmadge's side, he brought the
pointer across the unfortunate junior’s
shoulders. Mr. Pycraft was not a patient
man, and he had a strong idea that he was
being ragged. It was not the first time that
ha had been ragged, by any means. And it
certainly did seem ridiculous that Talmadge
should be stuck to the seat.

“Now, sir!” panted Mr. Pycraft.. *Are
you going to stand up, or not?”

et All right!” said Talmadge desperately.
Ill try, but—"

While speaking, he had made a sudden
effort, and there followed a loud, ominous,
‘Tipping sound. Talmadge paused, his face
turning pale, and then he sat down again
With 3 gulp. He nceded no telling what had

happened. That sound had been significant
enough !

CHAPTER 4.
One Up Against the Fourth |

? IPPER, in the Remove
Form-room, eoughed, and
held up his hand.

“Well, Hamilton?” said
Mr. Crowell, looking up

from his desk.

“There’s no red ink in my pot, sir,”
Nipper innocently.

“Then go to the cupboard, Hamilton, and
fill your pot,” said Mr. Crowell, nodding.
““Red ink is most essential in this geography
lesson.™

“Yes, sir, we can’t get on without it for
mapping,” said Nipper, as he went to the
cupboard, and opened the doors. “Hallo!
Where's the red ink? There’s none here!”

““* Not there, Hamilton ?” said Mr. Crowell.
“The bottle was there yesterday.  Look
again!”

“Sorry, sir, but somebody must have taken
it,” said Nipper, feeling it quite unnecessary
to explain that he was the culprit who had
taken it. “But it doesn’t matter. I'll pop
into the next room, and borrow theirs.
Shan’t be a minute, sir.”

“Very well.” =aid Mr. Crowell, nodding.

It was quite a trivial incident—one that
might have happened any day, at any lesson.
And the majority of the Removites took no
notice at all. They kept on with their work,
after only one glance up. But Handforth and
Fullwood and De Valerie of the Ancient
House wero all grinning, and their grins
widened as Nipner winked stealthily to them
on his way to the door.

“We shall soon know now murmured
Handforth., “It’s a pity I couldn’t havo
gene with him. but old Crowell might have
smelt a rat——"

“Handforth, you are speaking!” inter-
rupted Mr. Crowell, looking up. “Kindly
attend to vour work, and let us have no more
of this talking!”

Handforth grunted, and continued his
work. Nipper, passing down the passage,
tapped at the door of the next class-room,
and walked in. He could not have arrived
at & more opportune moment. For Mr.
Horace Pycraft was standing next to Tal-
madge, and there were expressions of con-
sternation on almost every face.  Indeed,
Nipper’s arrival was not even noticed at first.

“This is outrageous!” Mr, Pycraft was say-
ing. “What have you done. Talmadge?”

“J, sir?” gasped Charlie Talmadge. “Do
you think I'd stick myself to the form like
this? It’s glue, or something, and it sticks
like the dickens! T can't get up! I've torn
my bags already!”

“Your what, Talmadge?”

“My trousers, sir!”

“If you mean trousers, Talmadge, you

should say trousers!” snapped the Iorm-
master. “1 dislike you to use these ridicu-

said

'l!
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lous_sla:ag terms. You told me that you
are In a similar predicament, Freeman?”

“Yes, sir; I'm stuck!” said Freeman, in-
dignantly.

“ Extraordinary !” said Mr. Pyecraft.
“ Lessons are being interrupted in the most
shocking manner, but I suppose I must at-
tend to you boys before we can continue.
I dislike these- disturbances. Well, Hamil-
ton ?”” he added, as he caught sight of Nipper.
“What do you want? What are you doing
in this room ?”

“Mr. Crowell sent me, sir,” said Nipper

cglmsly. “Can T borrow some red ink, please,
sir 7’

“Go to the cupboard. and help vourself!”
retorted Mr. Pyeraft. “Good heavens!

There seems to be no end to these inter-
ruptions !

“Sorry, sir!” apologised Nipper.
anvthing wrong? Can T help?”

Dozens of eves were glaring at him from
every corner of the Form-room. Hero was
a ‘member of the enemy., walking straight
into the danger zone! And vet Mr, Py-

craft’'s presence made it impossible for any

*“Is there

of the TFonrth-Formers to attack this Re.
movite!

“If T can do anvthing, =sir "  hegan
Nipper.

“Youn ecannoit!” interrupted Mr. Pveraft,
“Kindlv mind vour own business, Hamil
ton. Get vour ink. and pgo!™

3}

“Very well. sir.” said Nipper innocently.
_He helped himself to the ink, and took his
time over it. Mr. Pyeraft was making
further discoveries everv second.

“TI reallv den’t know what to do with vou
two bovs!”™ he said tartiv. “I can only as-
sume that vou must have been sitting on
eome glue earlier this morning.  Heaven
only knows what tricks vou get up! And
now von have hecome stuck to vour scats
here —"

“But thes’re not the only
rupted Yorke plaintively.

“What do you mean. Yorke?”

“T'm stuck, too. sir!”

“Ye=, and so am I, sir!” said Armstrone.
his voice filled with indiegnation. “TI ecan'f
move an inch! I'm elned to the zeat!”

““Same here, sir!” said two or three other
volces.

Mr. Pycrait turned round, gazing at junior
after junior.

“Good gracious!” he ejaculated.
whole Form stueck?” :

“Yes, sir!” =zaid the Fourth.

“What!” yelled Mr. Pyeraft, leaping into
the air. ““Are you telling me that every
boy in this apartment is stuck to his seat?
This—this is outrageous! It is absolutely
beyond all endurance!”

He failed to observe Nipper stealing
silently out of the doorway. Nipper’s face
was quite grave—until he got ocut into the
corridor. Then he allowed a wide grin to
overspread his features,

“Ureka!” ho murmured. “It’s worked!
By jingo, it’s worked like a dream! Every

LEL

ones!” inter-

“Is the
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Fourth-Former stuck to his seat! We thought
it would be fairly successful, but this is the
richest thing for terms! Won’t we grin at
the Fourth-Formars during the mterval 7”

He returned to his own class-room and
wallked in, his face solemn and guileless. He
noticed that Handforth and Fullwood and
De-Valerie were all looking at him-—and their
expressions were eager,

Mr. Crowell happened to be attending to
a junior on the other side of the rcom, so
Nipper gave a quick nod, and extended both
his thumbs upwards,

“Good egg!” said
“By George. we've made those fatheads——

“Handforth!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell,
twirling round. “What are you saying?”

Handforth gleefully.

1>

“I—I—— Sorry, sir!” gasped Handforth,
suddenly brought to himself. ““I—I was
thinking !”

“Then the next time you think. Handforth,
I will trouble vou to do so in silence,” said

Mr. Crowell. ‘It is not necessary for you
to think alond. Ah, Hamilton, you have got
the ink? Good!”

“There zeems to be a bit of trouble in the
Fourth Form-room, sir,” said Nipper casu-
allv. “The fellows in there are sticking to
their scats instead of sticking to their work!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” ‘ =

That laugh came from Handforth and

Fullwood and De Valerie, but they quickly
checked it. and Nr. Crowell frowned.

“Really, Hamilton, it 15 of no interest to
us what is happening in the Fourth Form-
room,” he said celdly. “Let us get on with
our work.”

But he had made a mis-statemént. For it
was of very great interest indeed to the Re-
move to know that something of an unusual
nature was going on in the Fourth Form-
room:. The Removites were very curious.
Only four of them in that apartment knew
the exact truth. For Nipper and his col-
leagues had kept their secret well. They
avere not saying anything until break—until
the rag was an accomplished fact.

CHAPTER 5.
Mr. Pycraft Does His Best !
ONSTERNATION reigned

in the Fourth Form room.

It v-as an absolute fact
that every fellow was stuck
fast to his seat. No matter
how he tried to free himself, it was impos-
sible. They «were all glued down—and glued
so tightly that any attenfpt to move.was an
exceedingly precarious proposition.

“T’ve never heard of such a thiag in all
my life!” shouted Mr. Pyeraft furiously.
““There has been some trickery here!”

“You’re right, sir!” shouted Boots. “But
we’re not responsible! You don’t think we’d
stick ourselves to our own scats, do you?”
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« Yoo will all be caned—severely | *’ said Dr. Stafford, addressing Nipper, Handforth, Fullwood end De Valerie.

¢ Caned, sir ? ?’ interrupted Mr. Pycraft indigmantly.

‘“T1 thought the offence was so serious that even

expulsion would not be too drastic I ’

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Pycratt, as a
thought struck him. “Is it possible? Good
heavens! Have any of those Remove boys
been here?”

““Nipper was here a minute ago, sir,’
Bob Christine.

“Nipper—Nipper?” repcated Mr. Pyeraft.
“Oh, you mean Hamilton! Don’t be absurd,
Christine! You know well enough that
Hamilton merely went to the cupboard and
borrowed some ink. These forms must have
been prepared some hours ago—and I am
berinning to think that the Remove boys are
responsible !”’

“I began to think that long ago, sir,” said
Boots bluntly.

“Same here!” shouted a number of other
voices.

said

“We'll make them smart fer it, too!”
roared Armstrong furiously. “My only hat!
This is a bit too steep, you chaps! Fancy
sticking us to our seats like this! The
rotters! We'll make them sit up——"’

“Silence!” raved Mr. Pyeraft. ““ Boys,
have you taken leave of your senses? How

dare you shout like that, Armstrong?”
“Well, those Remove chaps have done all

»r

| B —

“That is a mere guess on your part, Arm-
strong,” retorted Mr. Pycraft. “I am con-
vinced that some of the Remove boys are
responsible, but I must have proof of it.

ou may be sure that I shall make very
¢lose inquiries. In the meantime, every boy
in this room will get to his feet!”

[ %
But—but we can’'t sir!” rotested
Ch ristine. P

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Mr. Pycraft.
“This glue cannot be so powerful as all that.
A sudden effort, and you will be free. Then
we can examine the forms, and dizcover the
exact nature of this—this disgusting, sticky
material. Boys, get to your feet!”

“But you don't seem to understand

“(Get to your feet!” shouted Mr. Pycraft.

“IVe shall tear our bags if we do!” shouled
Crowe.

“* Any boy who makes a further remark, or
who disobeys me. will be given five hund: -
lines!”” shricked Mr. Pycraft. “1 will not be
flouted in this way!”

And the Fourth, rather than suffer an impot,
of five hundred lines, made a tremendous
effort, and rose to their feet. All the desks
and forms were made In one—and screwed
to the floor. So there was no chance of the
seats themselves coming up.

The result of that united effort was startlhin..

The whole Form-room was filled with a
frightful sound of tearing material. And John
Busterfield Boots and all his colleagues left
their scats. They left their scats very literally.
To be exact, the seats of their trousers wero
still glued to the forms—and the Fourth was
in no happy condition.

“There you arce, sir!” shouted Boots. “What
did we tell you? We’ve torn our bags, now!”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

““ All our trousers ruined!”

“And those Remove rotters
sible!"

There was a tremendous uproar in the Form-
room. and Mr. Pycraft was dazed. Never
had he expected ¢ h a catastrophe as this.

LE

are respon-
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Lessons, of course, were completely disor-
ganised. There was no hope of continuing
work for some time.

“This—this is scandalous!” said Mr. Py-
craft, giving a gulp as he caught sight of
several Fourth-Formers from the rear. “ Good
heavens! You are in a—a terrible condiiion,
boys! Your—ahem!—rear view i3 positively
appalling! You can’t even venture out of
ithe Form-room in this condition!”

“Well, you told us to stand up, sir!” said
Armstrong, glaring.

““The culprits shall suffer dearly for this
ontrage!” vowed Mr. Pycraft, as he examined
one of the forms. “Yes, yes! This wood-
work is distinctly sticky—there -is some dis-
gusting substance spread over the wood! And
yet it does not appear to be glue. I really
can’t understand I—I Good gracious!
What—what on earth——"

AMr. Pycraft broke off, aghast, for his hands
were stuck to that Form! Even in that brief
moment this terrible glue had had such effect
that NMr. Pycraft’s hands were fixed to the
flat surface of the wooden seat. But at last
he mianaged to drag his handg free, and he
gazed at them in breathless consternation.

“Thank heaven!” he murmured. “I was
half expecting that I should do mysclf an
imjury. Never have I known such a terrible
occurrence! All the work of the morning
disorganised—and my boys in such a shock-
g condition that they cannot even be dis-
missed !’

“Why can’t we, sir?” asked Boots. “We’d
betier run indoors, and change our things.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Let’s go and get into different clothes,
sir!” )

“Certainlyv not!” said Mr. Pycraft, scan-
dalised. “You bovs cannot venture out into
the open in this—this terrible condition! Do
you realise that yvou are positively unfit to
he seen? Something must be done—and
something quickly!”

Alr. Pycraft wrung his hands in the excess
of his worry, and when he tried to take his
hands apart he found that they wouldn’t
come. He wrenched in vain. That glue was
still' doing its work.

“Boys—boys!” he screamed. “Help me!
My hands are positively stuck together!”

And the Fourth looked on, with much en-
thusiasm. The thing wasn’t half so bad now
that Myr. Pycraft was sharing in the agony.
It was impossible for the Fourth-Formers to
feel any sympathy for their ill-tempered Form-
master. And, when all was said and done,
lessons were completely at an end. So there
were some compensations, after all!

“Wait!” panted Mr. Pycraft, at length.
“Wait here! If any boy dares to leave this
apartment while T am gone, I will have him
flogged. Remember that!”

“Where are you going. sir?”
dozen voices.

“I'm going to fetch a prefect!” replied Mr.
Pycraft harshly. *This—this situation is too
much for me to deal with alone! And, by

10
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institute a full inquiry—a
searching investigation! The culprits shall be
punished with the utmost severity! Indeed,
I think it is highly possible that the hecad- -
master will have them expelled from the
school in disgrace!” ,

And Mr. Pyecraft, still wringing his hands—
since he could not get them apart—ran across
to the door, and grasped the handle. He
nearly went into hysteries when he founa that
his hands now stuck to the door knob. It was
some moments before he could free himself.
Then, shouting wildly, he ran down the cor-
ridor, leaving the Fourth Form ! its own
misery.

Next door. in the Remove class-room, there
were many happy smiles. Not many of the
fellows knew  what was occurring to the
Fourth—but it was instinetively felt that it
wasn’t very pleasant!

heaven, I shall

CHAPTER 86,
Looking for the Culprits !

OBODY in the Fourih Form
room thought it advisable
to make a dash outside.

They were all in a fairly
desperate  condition, but

Mr. Pycraft’s warning had been very straight.

Besides that, none of the IFourth-Formers

were 1n a fit condition to appear in public.

“It’s those beastly Remove chaps!” said
Boots grimly. “They’'ve done this! They
smothered . this glus all over our forms!”

“But when?” asked Bob Christine, with a
frown. ‘““When could they have ¢ -~ it?”

“What does that matter ?”’ retortcd Boots.
“We know jolly well that nobody else would
have done it. It’s just like one of their
tricks—the rotters!”

And yet at the same time -Buster Boots
was ready to kick himself for not having
thonght of such a good dodee!

“They probably got in here la:: night—
after dark,” said Armstrong. “ Anvhow, we’ll
make them pay for it! We shall have to
get up something special in return for this,
We're relying on you to think

Gf 1

“You leave it to me!” interrupted Buster
Boots aggressively. “You needn’t think that
tho Remove is going to get away with a
trick like this! I’'m the leader of the Fourth,
and you can trust me to think of something
drastic. This is a deadlv insult—and we're

going to have a tremendous revenge.”

“Hear. hear!”

“Down with the Remove!™ \

And the i1proar .n the Fourth Form was
terrific—until the door opened, and Mr. Py-
craft came bouncing back, followed by a
couple of prefects. They were Reynolds ang
Carlile.

“You see?” said Mr. Pycraft excitedly, as
he pointed to his boyvs. ‘Something must
be done immediately. These unfortunate boys
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were stuck to their scats, and when they
attempted to rise—" _
¢“They left their seats behind, eh, sir?”

asked Reynolds, nodding. “Yes, so I see!”

“This 1s no occasion for alleged humour,
Reynolds!” snapped Mr. Pycraft. “You and
“Carlile will go at once to these boys’ dormi-
tories, and bring back the necessary pairs of
trousers.”

- ¢0h, I say, sir!” protested Carlile. ““We're
not their confounded valets!”

“Never mind that, Carlile—the circum-
stances are exceptional,” said Mr. Pyeraft.
«“You will go at once to the Modern House
and East House, and bring this clothing.”

“Wouldn't it do just as well if we fetch
some newspapers, sir?” asked Reynolds.
“They could casily slip across to their own
Houses then, and change their clothing In
their own dormitories =

“Do not bandy words with me, Rey-

nolds!” shouted W\Ir. Pveraft. “I have
eiven you my instructions, and I expect you
to carry them out!”
" For a moment the two prefects looked
rcbellious. It was against their dignity to
fetch and carry for the Fourth, and Mr.
Pyecraft had no rcal authority over them.
But, after a glance at one another, they went
to the door and vanished.
well, perhaps, to humour him. He would
only make a fuss if they raised any objecc-
tions.

A minute after thev had gone the door
opencd, and Kenmore, of the Sixth, came
in—another prefect.

“Ah, Kenmore,
come,” said Mr. Pycraft.

I am glad you have
“TLook after these

boys while I am away. In a short time
Reynolds and Carlile will come with
trousers. Sece that these bovs don them, and

ler;‘ there be no disturbances.”
Trousers, sir?” said Kenmore, amazed.

“Yes, Kenmore—-trousers!” snapped Mr.
Pycraft. “If you will make an examination,
vou will see that not onec boy here is in a
fit condition to continue his work. Yes, and
while I think of it. Obtain all the news-
papers you can, and spread them over these
forms, We do not want any recurrence of
the disaster.”

Mr. Pveraft rushed out of the room, and
then he hesitated in the corridor.  Should
he go to the headmaster, and make a scrious
complaint, or should he make investigations
on his own account? e decided, on the
whole, that it would be better for him to
bursue the latter course. -

So, a moment later, Mr. Horace Pyecraft
fairly bounced into the Remove IForm-room,
much to the surprise and indignation of Mr.
Ufo‘ﬁeli.

“Really,
_hotly, &
- Mr. Crowell was a very decent sort in his
i8Wa way, and he hated to be disturbed in
ithe middle of work. He had a particular
&utipathy, too, for Mr. Horace Pycraft.
.dr.ldfﬁed, practically everybody at St. Frank’s

isliked this particular Torm-master.

Mr. Pyeraft!” he protésted

It was just as

L

He l
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was unpopular with the boys and with hig
collecagues alike.

“1 demand the surrender of the culprits!”
shouted Mr. Pycraft excitedly. “I shall not
be c;jmtent with any evasions, and I 1insist

*““Be good enough to calin vourself, sir!”
interrupted Mr.. Crowell, *““What is the
meaning of this—this outburst? I really fail
to see any recason why you should enter my
room in this fashion, and——"

“If you see no reason for it, sir, T will
very soon supply one!” broke in Mr. Pyeraft
harshly. ‘“Do you know that every one of
my boys has been stuck to his scat?”

“I beg your pardon?’ said Mr. Crowell.

““Stuck to his seat, sir!” roared the other.
“Some miscreanis have smothered glue on
the forms, and my boys sat on this glued
surface without knowing what the result
would be. And when thev attempted to rise
they were so firmly stuck that they could
not get to their feet without tearing thetr
trouscre! There has been the most appalling
affair in my room——"’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove roared with appreciation.

“My hat!” grinned Reggile Pitt. “All
those Fourth-Formers #Buck to their seats!
We thought there was something going on
in there, didn't we?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence !” screamed Mr. Pycraft, turning
to the Form. ‘“How dare you laugh at me
in this way?”

“If you will permit me, Mr. Pvcraft, I
will give orders to my own boys,” said Mr.
Crowell coldly. “Boys, let there be no
laughing.  This affair that Mr. Pycraft has
told me of is apparently serious. But I
reallvy fail to understand why you should
have -come to me, sir. If I can help you in
any way, I will willingly do so. But your
attitude appears to be somewhat aggres-
sive—"’

“I demand the immediate surrender of the

culprits 1 interrupted Mr. Pycraft fiercely.
“But why should you assume that the
culprits are in this room?"” broke in Mr.

Crowell, with_some heat. “Obviously, thia
trick has’ been performed on your boys by
somebody. But is there any evidence that
the authors of the affair are in this apart-
ment? Have you any proof, Mr. Pycraft?”

“You know as well as I do, Mr, Crowell,
that there is a—a quarrel between my Form
and yours,” replied Mr. Pyeraft. ‘‘There-
fore, it stands to reason that the culprits are
in this room. T shall not be satisfied until I
have them!”

“This is a very scrious _charge, Mr.
Pycraft,”” said Mr. Crowell acidly. “Your
assumption may be quite wrong. However,

since you appcar to be so determined, I will
do the best I can. Boys, vou have heard
what has been happening in the Iourth
Form-room. I call upon the culprits—if you
are indeed in this room—to stand forward.”

But nobody stood forward. Naturally,
Nipper and the ethers were not going to
give themselves away without good reason.
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The Remove was silent, and nearly all the
fecllows looked indignant. Mr. Crowell, sce-
ing these expressions, read them correctly.
Until this moment the Remove had known
nothing whatever about the Fourth’s pre-
dicament. Innocence was in every faco.
LEven Nipper and Fullwood and Handforth
and De¢ Valerie were looking at one another
with bland expressions of surprise.  They
did it quite well in the circumstances.

“I really think you must have been mis-
taken, Mr. DPycraft,” said Mr. Crowell
softly. ‘““As you will sce, none of my boys
admit their guilt, and I must thercfore ask

you to retire, so that we can get on with
our work.”

AMr. Pycraft laughed mirthlessly.

“I shall not retire until I havo dragged
out the guiity parties!” he retorted. ‘‘They
are here—and 1 intend to find them!”

CHAPTER 7.
Pycraft, the Slenth !

.  CROWELL was
th®roughly exasperaled.

“It seems to me, Mr.
Pycraft, that an official
inquiry will have to be
. made into this incident,” he s=aid. ‘“There-
fore it i1s a mere waste of your time and my
time—to say nothing of the time of my

Form—for you to remain here. I must
therefore ask you to retirve.”
“T am exceedingly sorry, Mr., Crowell,

but I have no intention of retiring,” replied
Mr. Dycraft unpleasantly. “You cannot
pretend to be ignorant of the feud ‘which is
now taking place between the two IForms.
It has been in progress for several days now.
There have been fights in the Triangle, and
in other parts of the school. For some
reason, best known to themselves, the boys
have been practically flying at one another’s
throats, and I have come to the conclusion
that several young scoundrels belonging to
this Form are responsible for the -dastardly
* trick iIn my own room =

“I would suggest, sir, that you moderate
your terms!” said Mr, Crowell coldly.
“In no ecircumstances can this affair be
called dastardly. IExtreme, perhaps, and
deserving of severe punishment. But
dastardly, no! And I greatly dislike any
reference to my boys as young scoundrels.
In fact, Mr. Pycraft, I will not have it!”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Pycralt furiously.

For a moment they glared at one another,
and the Remove held its breath. It seemed
‘that tho two Form-masters were about to
join in the general feud! The Removites

alf expeccted to see Mr. Pycraft fling him-
self at Mr, Crowell’s sturdy figure. But the
master of the Fourth evidently thought
better of it, for he himself was a weedy
individual. With an effort he controlled his
temper.

!

the corr:dor.
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“T greatly regret that you should take this
attitude, Mr. Crowell,” he went on. *I
may even find it necessary to appeal to the
hcadmaster. He, no doubt, will persiade
vou to make a more searching examination.
Every one of your boys ought to be ques-
tioned singly, and all his movements should
be investigated. The authors of that out-
rage are in this room, and I insist——"

“I am sorry that you should insist, Mr.
Pycraft, because I have no intention of dis-
turbing my class any longer,” said Mr,
Crowell frigidly. ““Will you therefore be
good enough to retire? If you wish to com-
plain to the headmaster, you may, of course,
do so.”

Mr. Pycraft could see that he was done.

“Very well—very well!” he said shrilly.
“We will see about this, sir! We will sce
what Dr. Stafford has to say. But I tell you
quite frankly that I shall seek no rest until
I have got to the bottom of this mystery!”

And Mr. Pycraft flounced out of the room
with a scries of angry snerts

““Good riddance to bad
Handforth audibly.

“Handforth ! snapped Mr. JCrowell

id Sir?1!

“You will write fifty lines for insolence!”
said Mr. Crowell. “And let there be no
more talking !

“Well, my hat!” =aid Handforth blankly.
“I thought you’d agrec with me, sir!”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Crowell did agree
with him, but he could not possibly admit it.

“T will make no further reference to this
unfortunate incident in the Fourth Torm-
room,” he said. “If any of you boys are
guilty 1t is quite possible that you will be
punished. But I will not have my work dis-
turbed now. So dismiss the entire matter
from your minds, and go or with your
lessons.”

The Remove tried to obey, but it was a
rather difficult task. Much as they tried, they
could not dismiss the matter from their
minds. It had pleased them mightily to know
that Buster Boots and his men had been
glued to their seats, and that complete dis-
organisation was rife in the enemy’s camp.

Reggie Pitt, Singleton, and a good few
other Remove fellows, were pretty certain in
their own minds that Nipper was responsible.
Pitt remembered Nipper’s visit into the
Fourth Form-room a little while earlier, and
he could easil¥ guess why Nipper had gone.
He also guessed that somcbody had removed
that bottle of ink from the Remove cupboard
—deliberately. It had been a mere ruse, in
order to find an excuso for' visiting the
encmy’s territory.

In the meantime, Mr. Pycraft was out in

rubbish 1”? saia

He was baffled. He knew very wecil that
some members of tho Remove were re-
sponsible, but he also knew that it would be
rather hopeless to expect them to confess,
And unless they did confess, their guilt might
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ncver be brought home to them. There was,
of course, the chance that some evidence
might be found—— But Mr. Pycraft shook
his head. It was hardly likely that the cul-
prits would have left any evidence behind
them.

“T will warrant that Hamilton is re-
sponsible!” murmured Mr, Pycraft savagely.
«Jt was Hamilton who came into my Form-
room, not long ago, obviously to find out
if his trick had succeeded! Good gracious!
That is really a clever thought! A very
clever thought! Hamilton is undoubtedly the
guilty party !”

I'or a moment he thought about returning
to the Remove IForm-room, and taxing Nipper
with the matter, face to face. Mr. Pycraft
knew something of Nipper’s character, and
he knew that %\Iipper would not tell a de-
liberate lie. But yet it would be perfectly
casy to evade the issue. So Mr. Pycraft
hesitated again, frowning deeply.

His was a vindictive nature, and he had
completely forgotten his own boys. All he
wanted now was to bring the guilt home to
the responsible party. It would be quite
uscless to go to the headmaster until he had
some proof in his hand—some positive evid-
ence of guilt. <

So Mr. Pycraft turned the matter over in
his mind, and a sudden thought came to him.

“Good gracious!” he murmured, his eyes
ghittering. “Why not? The boys are all in
their Form-room, and I should be quite un-
disturbed. Yes, that is the only way—and the
best way! I will go straight into the Ancient
House now and search Hamilton’s study! In
all probability I shall find the very evidence
I need. Yes, ves, I will go to Hamilton’s
study and thoroughly examine it.”’

He hurried out of the School House, and
emerged into the sunny Triangle. It was
quite a warm morning, for the summer
weather was loath to depart. And again Mr.
Pycraft hesitated.

Was it quite the thing? He did not feel
very sure of himself. Perhaps, when the
Head got to know of it, he would censure him
for prying into a junior’s study. But, then,
after another period of thought, Mr. Pycraft
assured himself that he was thoroughly justi-
fied in taking this action. An outrage had
been committed upon his boys—and Hamilton
was the guilty party. Therefore, it was only
right that he should be brought to book.

And so the ill-tempered master of the
Fourth strode into the Ancient House, made
his way down the Remove passage, and went
into Study C. But he felt rather guilty as
he closed the door and looked round him.

Strictly speaking, he had no right here.
His one and only course was to have gone to
;’[r._Nelﬁon ILee—the Housemaster of the

ncient House. It was essentially Lee’s duty
I:; come here and make this investigation.

r

In the East House. However, now that he

¥as on the spot, he set his lips and com-
Menced his search.

- Pycraft was. an intruder, since he boarded

CHAPTER 8.
The Evidence [

ONFOUND the boy!”

Mr. Pycraft was in a
savage mood. His search
of Study C had borne no
fruit. He had looked into

the cupboards, he had examined every inch of
the boolkcase; he had looked into the table
drawer, and in every corner of the apartment.

And he had drawn a complete blank.

“I might have expécted this!” he mutterod.
“Hamilton is too cFever by half! Naturally,
he has destroyed every trace! But I will have
him yvet—yes, I will have him! I do not
intend to be beaten in this way!”

And yet Mr. Pycraft did not know what to
do. It was all very well for him to be con-
vinced that some Remove boys were re-
sponsible, but he could not make such an
accusation to the headmaster without excel-
lent cause. And Mr. Pycraft was fairly itch-
ing to hurry to Dr. Stafford, and complain
bitterly against the Remove."

“No doubt I shall find something in one
of the other studies,” he murmured. * But
yet it 1s impossible for me to examine them
all! There is insufficient time—and, besides,
it is quite possible that Mr. Lee might come
along and discover me. And that would be
:E.u{kward—most awkward! I must be care-
u !H

He passed ouf of the study, thoroughly
exasperated—more baffled than ever. And he
went out, looking guilty, glancing from right
to left. His gaze happened to rest upon the
letter ““D ” on the next study door. And
Mr. Pycraft halted.

““ Let me see—this is the study that is occu-
pied by Handforth,” he murmured. “ Upon
my word! Handforth, too, i3 a very likely
culprit! He is undoubtedly one of the most
mischievous boys in the whole Remove! Yes,
it might be very profitable to have a look into
this study, too! It is more than Ilikely
that I shall meet with success!”

He went into Study D, and looked round.
As usual, that famous apartment was in a
very untidy condition.

“Disgraceful!” declared Mr. Pycraft, with
disgust. “If any of my boys had their studies
in this state I would very soon punish them!
But Mr. Crowell, I am afraid, is very slack—
very slack, indeed!”

He went to the cupboard and examined it.
He gave a cry of triumph as he saw a tin,
containing some sticky sugstanca. Here 1t was
—the glue! But Mr. Pycraft’s triumph was
short-lived, for a closer examination revealed
the fact that the sticky substance was toffeo.
It was, in fact, some of McClure’s handiwork,
and it had been allowed to go sticky. For,
to reveal the painful truth, that toffee was a
bad failure. McClure had been left to it all
by himself, and he had grown tired of it.

Mr, Pyecraft, feeling depressed, looked into
the bookcase and into the drawers, and then

L

| into all the odd cornera. But again he drew
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blank, There was nothing here—no trace of
any dglua. So he went towards the door,
grinding his teeth.
“It i3 most exasperating, but I-am not to
be done!” he again told himself. *‘Thesc
boys know more than they will admit—-
Ah! I had almost forgotten to glance into
the coalbox. It is just possible that——"
He broke off, bending over the coalbox.
He stared dazedly, and his eyes were now
glittering with a new triumph. For there, re-
posing within the coalbox, was a tin. And in
the tin was a brush! And the brush was
stuck fast into a mass of hard, glutinous stuff
wlhich was, beyond all question, a species of
glue.
“I knew it!” shouted Mr. Pycraft victori-
ously.  “So Handforth is the culprit! Hand-
forth and Church and McClure! Just what
I had expected. The young rascals!’
- That tin contained a very peculiar kind of

glue, It was, indeed, a special brand, and
it had the most peculiar properties. It could
be applied like ordinary varnish, and it dried
hard. It only became sticky after warmth
had been a.ppﬁed to 1it. And then its sticki-
ness was tremendous.

Handforth had been very careless to leave
that tin in the coalbox. But, then, how could
he have known that a Form master would
come prying into the study like this? How
could he have guessed that such a search
would be made. It was the very last thing
that anybody could have expected. '

Mr, Pycraft, hugging that tin closely,
rushed out of the Ancient House, and sped
through Big Arch, and made his way across
Inner Court at the double. He was excited—
he was triumphant. And he burst_into the
Head’s House, and practically forced his way
into Dr. Stafford’s presence.

“Ah, I am glad that you are here, sir
he panted. “I have brought you——"

“ Mr. Pycraft!” '

The Form-master gave a gulp as he heard
the II-Iead’s stern tone.

13 _I_i?

“Pray control yourself, Mr. Pycraft,” said
the Head coldly. ‘“What is the meaning of
this—this dramatic intrusion? Why are you
so excited, sir? Has anything happened ?”

‘““A great deal has happened, sir,”’ replied
Mr. Pycraft. “Work in my Form-room is
absolutely at a standstill.

'?‘!

I discovered, to
my horror, that every one of my boys was
glued to his zeat!”

“Glued to his seat!” Head
aghast.

“Yes, sir!” insisted Mr. Pycraft, glad of
the impression that he had made. *‘Some of
the Remove boys have played this trick—
this outrage! "I went into Mr. Crowell’s
room, and ordered the culprits to stand out,
but they refused to do so.”

“But how can you be so sure that some
of the Remove boys are responsible 7’ asked
Dr. Stafford. "I am afraid that you are
assuming & great deal, Mr. Pycraft. You
rhus?}not come to me, making such accusations

echoed the
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“But I have the
Pycraft quickly.

“Indeed!” '

“Yes, sir—here!” shouted the Form-master,
producing his tin. “Look at this—glue! And
the brush still in the atrocious concoction! I
would like to tell you, sir, that my boys were
so securely fastened to their seats that when
they rose they tore their—their—ahem!—
nether garments! They tore them so seri-
ously that I had to send prefects to their dor-
mitories in order to get fresh clothing. I can
assure you, sir, that this affair is a most
serious one.”

The Head’s face became grave..

proof, sir!’ said Mr.

“So it appears, Mr. Pyecraft,” he said
quietly. “What 1s this—er—tin? Yes, un-
doubtedly, the substance is glue. Where did

you find it ?”

“In Handforth’s study, sir—in the Ancient
House,” replied Mr. Pycraft.

“Did you go into Handforth’s study and
make this investigation personally?”’ asked
the Head sharply. -

“Yes, sir; and I maintain that I was justi-
fied in doing so0,” replied Mr. Pycraft. “I
was convinced that these boys- were guilty,
and I have succeeded in getting the evidence
before they could destroy 1t. Handforth and
Church and MecClure are obviously the cul-
prits, since this tin was found in their study.
I appeal to you, sir, to——"

“I must ask you, Mr. Pycraft, to calm
yourself,” interrupted the Head grimly.
“In the ecircumstances, perhaps you are
justified in making this search. But please
understand that I do not approve of that sort
of thing. It would have been much better
if you had reported the matter to Mr. Lee
or to myself. It is for us to make any in-
quiry that is necessary.”

“I will remember, sir,” said Mr. Pycraft,
between his teeth.

But he had gained his point, and was gloat-
ing with triumph. A moment later he and
Dr. Stafford were hurrying across Inner
Court—bound for the Remove Form-room.
Trouble was evidently brewing!

9

CHAPTER 9
A Swishing for Four !

EALLY, I—”
Mr. Crowell broke off
as he saw the figure of
Dr., Stafford behind Mr.
Pycraft. The door had
just opened, and Mr. Crowell was exasperated
to see the Fourth Form master back again.
But his protest died on his lips as he saw the
Head. Once again the work of the Remove
was being disturbed.

The Head came 1n, looking very serious.

“I am sorry to disturb your work, Mr.
Crowell, but I have every reason to believe
that there are some boys in this room who
are guilty of a most outrageous trick. Mr.

| Pycraft has informed me of the facts, and I
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folt it necessary to make an immediate in-
quiry.” o

“Very good, sir,” said Mr. Crowell.

The Head had just come from the Fourth
Torm-room, where he had examined those
seats, and whero Boots & Co. had given him
graphic descriptions of what had happened.
And the Head was in a very stern mood.

“Evidence has come to light which makes
it imperative for me to question three of
your boys, Mr. Crowell,” proceeded the Head.
“Glue has been found in one of the junior
studies of the Ancient House, and the in-
ference is obvious.”

“There are the bovs, sir!”
Pycraft,
and McClure.
destructive young

“If you please, Mr. Pycraft!” interrupted
the Head icily.

Handforth was looking rather startled,
and he shot a quick glance at Nipper, only to
find that Nipper was sitting ‘n his place,
looking very innocent and calm. Church and
McClure, for their part, were staring in sheer
astonishment, for they had heard nothing
whatever about this charge until now. They
were not even certain that Handforth had
taken part in the glucing episode. They
strongly suspected it, but they knew nothing
positively.

“Handforth, Church, .and McClure,” said
the Head sternly, “stand up!”

The three juniors rose to their fect.

“I have every reason to belicve that you
three boys are guilty of this outrageous act,”
continued the Head. “What have you to say
in answer?”

11 I_I »n

Handforth paused, floundering.

“It's not true, sir!” said Church hotly. I
don’t know anything about it! I didn’t go
into the I'ourth Form-room with any glue!”

“ Neither did I, sir!” said McClure, with an
indignant glare at Mr. Pycraft “It must
be a mistake!”

“It 1s no mistake!” said Mr. Pyeraft. “This
glue was found in your study!”

“We didn’t put it there, sir!” said Church.
“We absolutely deny this! Jf we were guilty,
we'd own up—but we're not !

“Of course we're not, sir!” said MecClure.

There was a brief silence, and Mr. Crowell
turned to the Head.

“I would remind you, sir, that these boys
are generally very truthful,” he said quietly.

Fl_::r my own part, I am prepared to accept
theic word. I hope you will not think it
Necessary to——"

“I am waiting for Handforth,” interrupted
::e_?Head “Hardforth, what have you to

y.'l

There was a very grim note in Dr. Stafford’s
voice. Tor Handforth was no actor. His
guilt was plainly written on his face. He
was very red, and he looked thoroughly un-
comfortable. In point of fact, Handforth
wanted a cue from Nipper. Nipper and Full-
Wood and De Valcrie were the other partici-

shouted Mr.
ointing to Handforth and Church
“The young rascals! The

¥

»
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pants in that little game—and it was obvi-
ously up to them to confess. Handforth went
red at the thought of Church and McClure
suffering unjustly.

“I—I— Yes, s |
did it, sir!”

“You!” ejaculated his chums.

“So you own up, Handforth?” asked the
Head. “Very well. Stand out here!”

fandforth came forward, his confusion
now gone.

“Yes, sir. I'm the chap,” he said calmly.
“And I'm jolly glad of it, too! If I had an-
other chance, I'd do it again—against those
blessed Fourth Formers! They’ve been ask-
ing for trouble for a long time—"

‘Silence !” ordered the Head, compressing
his lips. “How dare vou say such things,
Handforth 7" '

“1I am saying them, sir, because I mean
them,” replied Handforth, with his usual reck-
lessness. “ Anything up against the Fourth

L

sir,”” he blurted out.

ls--l—u_-.-

“There you are!” broke in Mr. Pycraft ex-
citedly. “You sce, sir? The boy is in no
way repentant! On the contrary, he is posi-
tively gloating over his gaile! I demand that
he shall be treated drastically =

“Mr. Pyeraft.” broke in the Head coldly.

*“I—I beg your pardon, sic!” said the master
of the Fourth, with a gulp.

Dr. Stafford turned back to Handforth, and
looked at him sternly. :

“I am glad that you have confessed, my
bov,” he said. “It has avoided any prolonged
inquiry—-"

“Hold on, sir!” interrupted Nipper. “I'm
guiity, too!™

“The same here, sir!” said Fallwood, rising
to his feet,

“And I'm the fourth one, sir,” put in De
Valerie.

“Good gracious!” said the Head, starting.
“How many more of you?”

“INo more, sir,” said Nipper. " We aro tho
oncs who put that glue in the Fourth Form-
room. We did it this morning, sir, before
breakfast.”

“We thought it was rather a good joke,
sir,” said Handforth, with a grin. “NMy hat,
I wish I'd been there to see those chaps strug-
gling to stand up! What a glorious sight !”

“Ahem!” coughed the Head. “I must

entirely disagree with you, Handforth. So
there are four of you, e¢h? Well, there 1s
only one possible action to be taken. You
will all be caned—severely.”

“Caned, sir?” said Mr. Pycraft, staring.

“Put are you not going to give these boys a
public flogging? Indeed, 1 thought the
offence was so serious that even expulsion
would not be too severe.”

The headmaster turned to DMr.
and his glance was dangerous.

“I would bieg to remind you, Mr. Pycraft,
that T am in charge of this affair,” he said
ieily. “I do not forget that these boys re-
gard this glue episodg as a joke. Irom their
point of view, no doubt it was an excellent

Pyeraft,

i
|
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piece of fun. And I do not intend to lose
my sense of proportion. They have confessed,.
and you may be quite sure that I shall make
them pay for any damage that has been oceca-
sioned. It shall be stopped from their weckly
allowance. For the rest, a caning is suffi-
cient to meet the demands of the case.”

“ Ag you will, sir,” said Mr. Pyecraft. -

And then and there the four culprits werc
caned, the rest of the Remove looking cn
with great sympathy. It was a very tevere
swishing, too—the Head himself laying 1t on.
But the quartette did not particularly mind.
The rag had been well worth it. And Mr.
Horace Pycraft stood by, watching with an
expression of vindictive triumph on his face.
The Remove hated him for it—and plainly let
him see their hatred. '

For Mr. Pyecraft had made himself more
detestable than ever over this business, and
even the headmaster could see the Remove
fellows were full of animosity. Later on, Dr.
Stafford would have occasion to remember-
that! :

CHAPTER 10.
Duped !

EGGIE PITT, of the West
House, was looking solemn
ag the Remove fellows
came out of the class-room
after morning lessons.

P il -
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“I’ve been thinking things out,”” he said, to

a crowd of other Removites. “What with
this feud business, and everything elee, the
Remove is now a sort of armed force. And
I think we ought to get up a plan of decora-

tions, Nipper and Fullwood and De Valerie
anfl Handforth have earned the medal of
valour!”’

“Hear, hear!’ grinned Tommy Watson.
“They’ve been heroes, and they ought to be
decorated, as you say!”’

“A frightfully good idea, dear old war-
riors !"” nodded Archie Glenthorne. “I mean
to say, how are the good old paws? Not
smarting so fearfully, I trust?”

Nipper grinned.

“We don’t worry about a few cuts across
the hands, Archie,” he said. “We can stand
t—we’re tough. And we don’t need any
V.C.’s, either. It was all for the cauge!”’

“You bounders?’ said Solomon Levi.
“You didn’t say a word to us about it, either!
Thought you’d make it a little surprise, eh 7’

“Yes, that was the wheeze,”” said Hand-
forth. “And it was even more successiul
than we had expected. Just imagine all those
Fourth-Formers stuck to their seats—and then
tearing therr bags when they tried to get
u !5!‘

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

The Removites roared with merriment. The
joke was certainly an excellent one, and the
Remove appreciated it to the full.

QOutside, in the Triangle, many were the
ells and taunts that were sent across to the
‘ourth-Formers. It was a great humiliation

tailors, if they had ordere

| get our own back for this!
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for Boots' and his men. Mhey were chipped
unmerecifully. Even the Fifth joined in the
general merriment, and there were all sorts
of sarcastic queries put to the Modern House
and East House juniors.

They were asked if they had visited their

3' new pairs of bags
yet, and if they were doing their own re-
pairing. Various questions on the subject of
glue were put to them. In faet, their lives
were made rniserable for an hour or two. The
joke was all over the school, and St. Frank’s
roared over it.

“Never mind !’ said Boots grimly. “We'li
The laugh’s on
us for the time being, but those Remaove
chaps will grin on the other side of their
faces before we’ve done with them!”’

And the other Fourth-Formers agreed.

They were all looking very stern and re-
lentless. The Removites were beginning to
recover their sense of humotir. At first, the
feud had been a very deadly affair, and
Nipper and his followers had been as grim
as any of the Fourth-Formers. DBut lately
they had seen humour in the situation. But
Buster Boots was different. All the Fourth-
Formers were different, in fact. They could
find nothing to laugh at, and they took this
warfare very seriously, indeed. Nothing was
allowed to disturh their determination. Their
object was to gain the ascendancy over the
Remove, and proclaim themselves, for all
time, as the leading Form of the two. It

“was John Busterfield Boots’ ambition, and he

was going all out to achieve it.

The afternoon was quiet, and nothing dis-
turbed the lessons. Even at tea-time, there
seemed to be no activities, and the joke
against the Fourth-Formers had been allowed
to die down a bit. They were now getting a
little peace.

In the Ancier.: House, Handforth was all
for following up their success of the morning
by another rag this evening. He had many
wonderful ideas—but his chums would take
no notice of him. Nobody else seemed to
think much of Handy’s ideas, either.

“Let’s get prep. over first,”” said Church
diplomatically.  “ When prep’s finished we
ghall have an hour or two to ourselves, and
then we might be able to think of something
really good.”

“What do you mecan—really good 7" Handy
asked. “What have I just been suggesting 7"’

“J—I1 mean, let’s get on with our pren.,”’
said Church hastily. “The time’s getting on,
and the evening’s wearing away. There won’t
be much time left, unless we’re pretiy sharp.
I think Nipper’s calling a meeting in the
Common-room {or half-past seven, and we
shall want to be there—"’

The door opened, and Biggleswade, of the
Sixth, looked in.

“Sorry, you kids,”” he said.
wanted.”’ i

“Wanted 7’ asked Handforth & Co., in one
voice.

“Yes,”” said Biggleswade, with a sad wag
of his heid. “Head’s orders! You'’re to go
to the Head at once—he’s waiting for you in
his study.”

“But you're
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Mr. Pycralt gave a smothered gasp as, without warning, three figures suddenly pounced upon him from the

rear, and flung & sack over his head and shoulders.

In a few moments it had been tied securely, leaving him

helpless.

Biggleswade was one of the Ancient House
prefects, and he was a very decent fellow,
An easy-going sort of chap, and very popular
on that account. Just at present he was look-
ing decidedly worried. He never liked telling
fellows that they were wanted by the Head.
It generally meant trouble.

“But what the dickens for?”’ asked Hand-
forth, *We were swished this morning,
weren't we?”’
~ “So0 I heard,” said Biggleswade. “Still,
1’s none of my business. I wish you luck,
kids. Hope you won’t get into too much
trouble.”

He went off, and Handforth & Co. stared

at one another.
“Well, what do you think of this?"’ asked

&cClure. “Why does the Head want us
now? We’'ve done nothing! At least, I don’t
remembor——"’

He broke off, trying to think of some mis-
emoanour that might have come to the
Head’s earms. It was quite possible that Mr.
yeraft had been busy again, nosing out
8omething that didn’t concern him.
e Well, it’s no good talking,’’ said Church.
If the Head’s waiting, we'd better go—and
the sooner the better. It isn’t wise to keep
the IMead waiting. He takes a prejudiced

Jiew of that sort of thing. Come along,
Handy.”

They passed out into the passage, and
IHandtorth was scratching his head in be-
wiiderment. They ran into Nipper and Tre-
gellis-West and Watson, who were just emerg-
ing from Study C, next door.

“What do you think has happened?”
growled Handforth. “The Head wants us in
his study!”’

“Begad!” said Sir Montie. “We've had
the same order!”’

“What """ said Church.
you?”
" Yes, worse luck,”™ szid Nipper ruefully.
I expect some of our past crimes have found

“All three of

us out. Anyhow, it’s not much good pulling
long faces. We shall have to go. Orders are
orders.”

They went out wondering. And when they
got into the Triangle, they found that the
dusk was deep. There were heavy clouds
overhead, and darkness had come on prema-
turely. Nowadays it was necessary to be very
caufious before venturing out-of-doors, but
the Triangle was quite deserted, and every-
thing was quiet on the other side!

The six juniors hurried towards Big Arch,
and passed through. And then, striding out
across Inner Court, they received a big sur-
orise. For there was a sudden rush of many
feet—and the next second they were sur-

| rounded.
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“Got them?!’ came a gloating shout in
Buster Boots’ voice. “Hold them tight, you
chaps!”’

“Great Scott!’ shouted Nipper. “A trap!
And we walked right into it!”’
CHATPTER 11.

.«Boots & Co.’s Revenge |

#T was only too true! The
six Remove fellows had
walked blindly into a trap
of the enemy’s! Boots and
his men were there in force
—over twenty of them. A:w it was utterly
hopeless for the six Ancient House fellows
to make any fight for it. They were out-
numbered, and surprised. Before they could
even attempt to resist they were flung to the
ground, and held down.

“That was jolly neat, eh 7"’ said Boots, with

a grin. “I knew that we could rely on old
Bigeleswade”’ .

“Biggleswade!"’ said Nipper, with a start.
“You don’t mean to say that Biggleswade
heiped you in this trap? I thought better
of him! I deserve to be kicked for being
such a simpleton?!”’

“You can’t help that, Nipper—Nature made
you a simpleton!”’ said Armstrong sourly.
“ Anjfhow. vou tumbled into the trap, didn’t
vou ?”’

"~ “Naturally, we didn’t tell Biggleswade the
real truth,”” went on Boots. “We just asked
‘him to tell you fellows that you were wanted
by the-He: cf And Biggleswade, poor chump,
thought that it was Al. at Lloyd’s! He
hadn’t .the faintest idea that it was all part
of the wheeze !”’

“You tricky said Handforth
breathlessly.

They realised how easily they had been
caught. Naturally, as the order had come
from Biggleswade, a prefect, even Nipper had
not suspected that it was a part of a trick.
Boots & Co. had used the easy-going Ancient
House prefect to further their ends, and
Nipper could not help admitting that it nhad
been a very clever ruse. It was particularly
clever because of its simplicity.

Here were six of the most promiaent
Remove fellows in the hands of the enemy—
and not any of their comrades knew of the
fact! The events of the next half hour were
liable to be very interesting—and possibly
very painful, too!

“We're going to make you fellows suffer
for what you did to us this morning,”” said
Boots gloatingly. “By Jove! We shall have
the laugh over the Remove when this business
is through! You’ve been jeering at us all
day, you Remove rotters—but it’ll be our
turn to jeer soon!”’

“Well, it’s the fortune of war,”’ said
Nipper philceophically. “Get it over quickly,
Boots, old man—ancf don’t take yourself so
seriously, for goodness’ sake.”

Buster Boots ecowled.,

rotters!’’

LEE LIBRARY

“I don’t want any of your soft soap!’ he
said coldly. “I shan’t forget what you fellows
did. the other day—with your dirty tricks!”

“You rotter!”” shouted Handforth. “You
were the chaps who played dirtily! We've
been clean all the time—we've carried on
this warfare like gentlemen! And you've
acted like hooligans!”’ _

“Keep him quiet!’’ ordered Boots. “ Lither
gag him, or sit on his head!”’

Somehody sat on Handforth’s head, and
the unfortunate Edward Oswald’s voice died
away in a muffled gurgle.

And then, after that, the six prisoners
were smuggled away to a spot behind the
Modern House. In the gloom, they were
gecurely trussed up with strong rope, and
placed in a row. This spot was quite private,
and there was not much likelihood of any
intefrruption. And no light was needed for
the particular work that the Fourth-Formers
had on hand

“TFirst of all,”” said Boots, “the glue!”

“Glue?’ said Handforth. “What the
dickens—-"’
“Your own gine!” went on Buster. ' Mr.

Pyeraft was careless enough to leave it about,
and we bagged it. Poetic justice, ch? You
shoved glue on to our forms, and we’re going
to rub it into your hair!”’

“I say, go easy, Boots!"” said Nipper.
“That's a speciai kind of glue, you know.
It sets as hard as rock, and if you put that
on to cur ham e :

“We know it’s a special kind of glue, and
that’s why we're going to use it,”” interrupted
Bob Christine. * And we’re not showing.any
merey, either. At one time I regarded you
fellows as my friends—bi . I don’t now. |
don’t want to speak to any of you again.
You’re not worth talking to!”

Nipper was rather puzzled at this attitude
on Bob Christine’s part. For Bob was really
one of the best fellows under the sun. Bui
then, Bob had received a terrible slash across
the face from a dog-whip. That incident had
occurred during the recent fight in the
Triangle. How was Bob Christine to know
that the Remove were entirely innacent ol
that outrage? It had been committed by
the Unknown Prowler, who had also used hi¢
dog-whip upon Reggie Pitt. And Reggie,
very naturally, was convinced that the Fourth-
Formers had been responsible. There was a
complete misunderstanding between the two
enemy forces.

" IExplanations were out of the question, since
none was listened to.

In spite of all protests, the six prisoners
were dealt with-very drastically. That glue,
thinned somewhat, was rubbed intoe their
hair—until the unfortunate victims were in a
terrible condition. But this was not the only
step that Boots & Co. took.

The hands and faces of the unhappy six
were painted with a black dye. And by the
time they were finished they all looked like
niggers. '

“Jolly good!” said Bocts, at last. ““Now
we’ll tell vou something, you rotters! This
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black dye 18 a special kind of our own.
made your special glue, s0 we’ve made our
special dye! V/hat’s sauce for the goose is
sauce for the gander—see?”

“You— you—you—" began Handforth.

“Oh, you needn’t worry,” went on Boots.
“This dye is perfectly harmless.- It won’t
give you a skin disease, or anything of that
sort. But I'll tell you one thing. This dye
won't come off!”

“Won’t come off!"” gaspe.i the prisoners.

““Not until it wears off " replied Boots.
“ And. that’ll take weeks—perhaps months! I
told you tha* we’d have a fine revenge,
didn’t I?”

“You bounders!” shouted Church. *“It's a
dirty trick to make us black like this—to turn
us into niggers——"’

“That’s just it!” said Armstrong gloat-
ingly. ‘“Niggers! We’re going to taunt you
with it for days to come—and you can make
your own explanations to Mr. Lee and to
the Head! We know that you won’t sneak
on us, and you can bet your boots that
there won’t be any traces left!”

And the six prisoners, without any further
ndo, were lifted up, and carried bodily back
towards the Ancient House. But not to-
wards the front of it. It was rather too
open there—for enemy forces might come
along, and disturb things.

No, the prisoners were taken to the
rear of the Ancient House—and then brought
to a halt against a celiar grating, It was only
too obvious what the Fourth-Formers in-
tended. )

CHAPTER 12.
An Unexpected Discovery !

N

N PPN HLE cellar grating was lifted
et up, and, one after the

‘ & other, the captives were
bundled down into the

black depths. Nipper, who
was well acquainted with the geography of
the school, knew that this particular cellar
was in the old part of the Ancient House—a
section that had never been changed, in spite
of many alterations and renovations. This
cellar was probably hundreds of years old, and
was never used. It was well away from all
the modern parts of the building.

“Well, there you are—all the six of you
nicely trussed up like chickens!’” said Buster
Boots, at length. **We're going to leave you
here for an hour, and then we’ll send a tele-
Dhone message across to Reggie Pitt, in the
West House. We'll just explain where you
Bre, so that you won’. have to remain here
all night. And I rather think that we've got
the laugh on you!”

And the Fourth-Formers laughed uproari-
Ously—and not without a certain malicious
Bote in their voices.

The rotters!” panted Handforth, when the
Fourth-Formers had gone, and the cellar grat-
tng had been put back :.to place. “The—the
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awful beasts! Hadn’t we better all shout to-
gether? If we yell hard enough—"

“It's no good, Handy—we shouldn’t be
heard,” interrupted Nipper. ‘““We're a long
way from any of the occupied part: of the
building, and we should only be making our-
selves hoarse for nothing. They're going to
tell Pitt in an hour’s time, so our only course
is to wait.”

“Rats! I don’t see why we should wait!”
retorted Handforth. “By George! Why not
get free at once? Then we could smeak into
the Modern House, and have our revenge
on Boots while they are unprepared!”

“Yes—if we can get free!” said Tommy
Watson grufily.

“Easier s than domne, dear old boy,"”
remarked Sir Montie Tregellis-West. * Be-
gad! These ropes are frightfully strong—
they are, really. I'm afraid it’s quite useless °
for us to struggle.” '

They were silent for a while. Only Hand-
forth’s desperate movements broke th. still-
ness. He was determined to get free, if thera
was any possible way of doing so. But he was
finding that his ropes were very tight, and the
more he struggled, the tighter they seemed
to become. That glue was drying on their
heads, giving their scalps a curiously tight-
ened feeling. They were in acute discomfort.

“1 say, do you think they meant . .at about
the dye 7"’ asked Church uncomfortably. * How
ghastly if we shall have to remain black
for weeks! It'll be too awful for words!”

“Yes, I believe they meant it,” said Nipper
soberly. “Just now Boots & Co. are in a
very arrogant mood. They’re reckless, too,
and they don’t quite realise what they’ra do-
ing. I’'m afraid we're in a nast; fix.”

Thud—crash !

“What the dickens——" began Ch rch. “Ia
that you. Handy? What are you up to?”

“Oh, corks!” groaned Handforth.
“Have you hurt yourself ?” asked McClure.

“Yes, I have,” said Handforth tartly.
“What do you think I’ve been groaning for?
I was trying to get these confounded ropes
of my wrists, and I fell against the wall.
Something seemed to give way, too!”

“How can it give way?” asked Tommy
Watson. ‘‘You couldn’t go through a solid
stone wall[”

“It isn't a stone wall—it’s a wooden
panel!” growled Handforth. *‘This is one
of the old cellars, and there’s wood all round
it. It’s been whitewashed and painted, and
goodness knows what else—but it’s still made
of wood-— Hallo! By George, what's
this 2"

“What's what?” asked the others, struck
by Handforth’s tone.

“I'm jiggered if I laven't made a jagged
hole here!” said Handforth excitedly. *‘And
the wood is as rough as you like! There's
an edgd here like a saw!” -
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“Then pou’d better steer clear of it,” said
Church tastly. “I wish we could see! It’s
as black as pitch in here——"

“I don’t need to see!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “I can feel this jagged edge all right
—and it ought to slice throngh these ropes
of mine! Didn’t I tell you that I should do
the trick ?”

He was very excited now—and the others,
too, were beginning to feel a little happier.
By sheer accident IHandforth had found some-
thing unexpected; and he commenced to
draw his wrists up and down that jagged edge
of woodwerk. It was quite a good notion; for
the ropes frayed rapidly under that treat-
ment, and before another minute had passed
a yell from Handforth announceg the fact that
the ropes had parted.

“Good egg!” he said breathlessly.
got my wuists free!”

“That’s the style!” said Nipper, with a
chuckle. ““Good old Handy! Never say die,
eh? Have you got a pocket-knife?”

“You bet I have!” replied Handforth.
“But I wish I had some matches, though.
If we could only see——"’

“That’s all right,” interrupted Nipper.
““As soon as you’ve cut your ankles firee,
come across to the rest of us, and rclease us.
There’s an electric torch in my inner pocket,
and we’'ll soon have some light on the
subject.”

In less than three minutes the other five
juniors were freed. They had not expected
to gain their liberty as quickly as this. Even
Handforth was surprised—although he would
not admit it. He triumphantly declared that
he had meant to get free, and he added that
when he made up his mind, nothing could
stop him.

“We’ll have our revenge now!’ he said
" eagerly. ‘“We’'ll go straight across to the
Modern House, and get busy before Boots
& Co. can prepare themselves for any re-
‘taliation!” '

. “There’s something in the idea,” admitted
Nipper. ‘“Here we are—here’s the light! It
won’t take us long to get out, now.”

He switched on the torch, and then gave a
sudden gasp. He had forgotten, for the
moment, that he and his companions had
been treated with that glue and the dye. And
the others were looking truly appalling. Five
black faces stared at Nipper, and the sair on
their heads was standing up in long spikes!
Their appearance was utterly grotesque.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Begad!”

They all muttered startled exclamations, and
then Nipper turned his torch on the wooden
panel” that Handforth had smashed. And he
made a sudden discovery. There was a dark
cavlt{ behind that broken panel—and Nipper
caught sight of some steps, old and smothered
with dust. Steps—leading downwards into the
mysterious depths!

L1 Illve
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CHAPTER 13.
The Secret Passage !

| DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH grunted. -

“Don’t waste  time
here!” he said grufily.
. “We all look freaks here,
I know, but we can’t help that. The best
thing we can do 1s to get across to the enemy
camp at onc®, and make a surprise raid—"

“Wait a minute, Handy—wait a minute!”
interrupted Nipper. ‘“Look at this!”

He was now casting his light right down
into the cavity, and they could all see those
mysterious steps leading downwards., Hand-
forth forgot all about-his proposed raid on
the enemy. He was excited in a flash—ex-
cited In a new way.

“By George!” he gasped. “A sceret pas-
sage—a hidden staircase, leading down into

the subterranean depths!”

“Looks like it!” said Tommy Watson, in
an awed voice.

Handforth
thing.

“And I discovered it!” he said, a note of
triumph 1n his voice. ““Don’t forget that,
you chaps! I'm the one who discovered this
sceret passage! If I hadn’t busted, through
the panel <

“That’s all right, old man; we won't try
to rob you of your glory!” inferrupted
Nipper. * Supposing we fill in this next half-
hour by doing a little exploring? It was
very kind of Boots to put uws in here, so
that we could make this discovery Beg
pardon, Handy! I mean, so that you could
make 1t!”

“That’s better!” said Handforth, nodding.

The others chuckled. They had always
known that there were lots of secret passages
and tunnels at St. Frank’s that had never
been discovered. It was generally supposed
that some parts of the old buildings were
fairly honeycombed with age-old sceret pas-
sages. The Modern House, for example, was
not precisely true to its name. A great deal
of the building was modern, but there were
parts of it that were almost as aged as the
most antique portions of the Ancient House
itself. Ior the Modern House stood on the
sitc of the original monastery. And the
Ancient "House foundations were hundreds
and hundreds of years old.

At difierent periods there had been many
additions and alterations. St. Frank’s, as it
now stood was largely a new series of build-
mngs. But there were parts of the Ancient
House that remained unaltered. Wings had
been added, and towers had been built, and
so forth, but the foundations, for the most
part, were untouched. This particular cellar
was in a part of the building that had long
fallen into disuse.

“Do you think 1t’)l be safe to go down7”
asked Tomimy Walson doubtfully.

suddenly remecimberced some-
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“Of course it will; and we're going, too!”
said Handforth grimly. ““At least, T am.
You'd better let mo have that torch, Nipper

“No, old man; I'll lead the way,"” said
Nipper firmly. * With all due respect to you,
I'm afraid you’re a bit too reckless. Thero
might be pitfalls, and I'm rather more
cautious than you are. And 1 shall stop
every now and again to strike a match.
There. might be bad patches of gas. or some-
thing. You never kuo®% with these old,
disused tunnels.” :

So they went down those queer old steps,
in single file, with Nipper leading the way.
This was an adventure, indeed! It was all
the more attractive—all the more thrilling—
because it had come unexpectedly.

When they got to the bottom of the steps
they found that the air was still compara-
tively pure. It was stuffv and dank, but
quite breathable.  Now and again Nipper
paused to strike a match. They found them-
selves walking along a brick tunnel—and the
very formation of the bricks proved that the
tunnel was of tremendous age. But it was
in a fine state of preservation. and they re-
ceived no checks as they walked along.

“Which dircction are we going in?” asked
Church breathlessly.

“Goodness knows!” =said Handforth.
“Right under the House, I believe—and
there's no telling—we might come out well
bevond the school limits.”

“If my sense of direction i3 any good.
we're just about under the Triangle,” said
Nipper. “I may be wrong, of course, but it
secems to me that we've come out from the
corner of the Ancient House, and that we're
now passing under the Triangle, somewhere
rear the fountain.”

“Well, I'm blessed!”

But the tunnel still continued, much to
their amazement. And, at length, they ar-

rived at some more stone steps—this time

leading upwards. Nipper was very keen now
—very eager.

“We ought to be somewhere near an exit.”
he said tenselyv. “These steps are signifi-
cant. Tt won’t take us long to find Look
out! Some of these steps are so worn that
they erumble away. Go easy, vou fellows!
I'm not sure that we ought to mount them.

Thev mav fall to pieces altogether!”

't:'RﬂtS!" said Handforth. *Let’s chance

1C:

The others were just as keen. Up they
went, and after a while they met with a
check. The steps ended abruptly. In front
nf them was a heavy wooden barrier. And
there were ancient wooden panels on either
side of the narrow staircase, too. 1t was im-
possible to progress any further.

. “Oh, rats!” said Handforth, with a frown.
Can’t we smash this barrier down?”
“Better not try!” said Nipper, in a low

voice. ‘““And don’t speak so loudly. Listen!”

“Eh?” muttered Handforth. “What on
earth —" ’

% “We'll come here again,’

LEE LIBRARY

“Listen!" repeated Nipper.
I heard something just then.”

They all stood stock still, and, sure
cnough, voices came to their ears—dimt, far-
away voices, as though they were a long.
long way off. Suddenly Nipper started.

“Did you hear?” he whispered. “That

2

“I thought

was Boots’ voice just then!”

“Boots !”

“Yes—and Christine’s, too—and Law-
rence’s!” went on Nipper. “There are other
voices—- My only hat! I wonder!”

“Eh?” s=aid Tommy Watson. “You

wonder what?” _

“Well, isn’t it strange?” asked Nipper
tensely. ‘“All the voices that we can hear
belong to the 'Fourth-Formers! I wouldn't
mind betting evervthing I've got that we're
standing against the wall of the junior com-
mon-room in the Modern House!”

CHAPTER 14.
Eeeping It To Themselves |
PERE  were great possi
bilities!

Nipper’s surmise was a
shrewd one, and very pos-
sibly right on the nail. It
was significant, indeed, that the only voices to
be heard were those of the Fourth-Formers
—and Modern House Tourth-Formers at
that! It was possible, of course, that a
crowd of Boots’ supporters had gathered in
one of the junior studies DBut it was far
more likely that they were talking in the
common-room.

Only a wall lay between this secret pas-
sage and the headquarters of the enemy.

“By George!” said Handforth, in a low,
excited voice. *I believe vou're right.
Nipper! It's the junior common-room in the
Modern House—sure as a sun! What had
we better do? Can’'t we break this wood-
work down, and get in?”

“My dear chap, if we did that we should
destroy all chances of making capital out
of this discovery,” said Nipper. “No; we'll
do nothing for the present. And, whabt’s
more. we'll say nothing. We'll keep this to

ourselves ”
“Yes, but what——*"

“This discovery is too biz to be noised
abroad,” went on Nipper. “If everybody in
the Remove knows, it may get to the ears
of Boots & o., and that will spoil every-
thing. Think of it! A secret way into the
enemy’s headquarters! Look what it might
mean to us later on!”

The others were startled ag* they stood
there, thinking. , .
> went on Nipper.
“This is too long a job to be done in twenty
minutes, or half an hour. We’'ll come here
again after lights out. No time to make
any arrangements now, but we can have a-

| talk about it later on. after we've gone fo



4 D3| 4sM) pIp styjdap NoHLIsiu Jeqm og,

PUldeg rjoued pagsamts a1) wo kol ¢

TAO0P 19103 iy swmoys
|

{
x.x
J iy

i

_h__...__.___..h___ tye e ._,..__...._\.. :
h,__:.__._ ____ __.x.x_q__.‘_q,___..__..x_._._. L
i \ \ / 1/ _&_.___h_\.\ \\ _

pAI3YI0 WIS PUT DO 'SdaIS JUI0S WA3S 3q PIOI It
§% Iapuoat ui pazsd siomul Jurgoor-anbsainig aqjg,

% e \_

P AT
e ___“_m_f._ etz i

= | ;,___.w. _.
— Dl il
= _;.:f ARy *
= M < /)
_vul.u.“u- //_/:__H - H“_
ks A

5 i i

: i .

T

\ 7
74
7
i

£ | .___

TN

...._.“ _.
2] _.,.T

e T



22

bed. Handy, you'd better come into my dor-
mitory after lights out.”

“You bet I will!” said Handforth eagerly.
“But, it’s a pity we can’t do anything now.”

““My dear old cuckog, there isn’t time,” in-
sisted Nipper. “We'll try to make a way
through into the common-room, if we can.
And we’ll do it in such a way that the
Fourth-Formers won’t know anything about
it. And, as I said before, we’ll kecep it ab-
sclutely to ourselves. But just at present
we’d better make haste and get back to
that cellar.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said MeClure.
“But how can we keep it to ourselves? If
Reggie Pitt comes at the end of an hour—
as Boots promisecd—he and the other chaps
will see that broken panel—"

“Not if we patch it up,” interrupted
Nipper. “That’'s why I want to get back.
Our policy is to patech up that wall, and then
tic qurselves up again, so that even Regeoie
won’t suspect anything. He can be trusted.
I know, and we'll certainly take him into
the sccret later on. But there’'s no telling
who'll come with him to rescue us. We can’t
be too careful.” _

“You're right!” admitted Handforth. “ By
George, 1t’s just as well to be cautious over a
thing like this! Forrest or Gulhiver. or Teddy
Long might come with the reseuc party, and
it wouldn’t take them long to spout the news
all over the place! Come on, let’s get back!”

And so, hastening, the six juniors went
along that tunnel, and emerged. at length.
mto the cellar. Fverything was still &l
quict. No rescners had arrived. And they
set to work with all speed to carry out their
plan.

It was most essential that this sceret should
be well preserved. There were many fellows
in the Remove who could be trusted with
the =eceret, but there were others, too, who
could not he trusted at all. It was more than
probhable that the untrnstworthy ones would
come along to the rescue with the other
fellows. so it was highly necessary to do @
little bit of faking.

That sceret passage might come in very
useful for making a surprise raid on the
cnemy.

Tt did not take them long to rope themselves
up again. Haudforth insisted upon being
last, and his idea was a pretty good one, too.

“When thev come, I'll pretend that I’ve
nearly got free,” he explained,  “They won’t
think anything, because they’ll be too
startled at our appearance. Wilat with the
excitement and evervthing else. they’'ll soon
have us free of the ropes, and they’ll never
trouble to examine these walls.”

The pancl had been patched up well—the
boards jammed in so closely that it was
almost linpossible to tell that they had been
smashed.

And they were only just in time!

IYor hardly had Handforth zot some of the
ropes round bim than sounds came from the
grating.  Voices came down to the prisoners,
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The grotesque-looking juniors gazed in wond

it could be seen some steps. old and smo

and lights appeared. And then, one after an-
other, a ecrowd of Removites tumbled into the
cellur, led by Reggie Piit.

“By jingo, it’s true!” ejaculated Reggie.
“They're here, you chaps!”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Where are the lights?” went on Reggie.

“(Can’t somnebody bring some lights. Oh, my
only Sunday topper! What the——  How
tilu 23

He broke off, staring blankly at the trussed-
up forms on thie floor. Handiorth was strug-
gling to his feet.

“Can't you give me somz help?” he
gurgled. “I’ve nearly got free—only onc or
two ropces 2

“Ilandy " ejaculated Pitt. ““All right, old
man—I'1l help you! But—— Greal Scott,
I ncarlyv had a fit! You're in the most ter-
rible condition!  You look like a lot of South
Sea Islanders!”

'The others came crowding round, shouting
with mdignation and amazement. Certainly
the =ix unfortunate juniors presented an ap-
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How utterly utter! How
frightfully frightful! I mean to say, how
shockingly shocking! My heart weeps for
vou, old lads—it absolutely weeps like the
dickens !

Many were the expressions of sympathy—
and many were the vows of vengeance!

your jolly old days?

CHAPTER 15.
A Black Business |
1 AVE 12
It was a cry of warning.
The Removites had just
succeeded -in  smuggling
_ the victims into  rhe
Ancient House. The idea was to get up-

stairs unscen—so they could dodge into the
bath-rooms, and make a thorough attempt
hI:} clean themselves. But luck was against
them.

They had just got to the top of the stair-
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case, and were congratulating themselves that
cverything was all right, when the ecry of
“Cave!” came from one or two scouts, in ad-
vance. And then, before they could dodge
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his torch down on the sinashed panel. Behind
To what mysterious depths did they lead ?

palling appearance in the lights which the
rescuers had brought with them.

After that the six were hauled out of the
cellar, and nobody noticed anything strange
about the panclled wall. The secret was
well kept. Indeed, the rescuers were so ex-
cited about Nipper & Co.’s predicament that
it never occurred to them to give a second
glance at the cellar walls. All their attention
was taken up by the grotesque appearance cf
the six.

“The rotters!” said Fullwood angri!y.
“They’ve made you in a terrible mess, Nip-
per! The ghie on your hair, and all this dye

“ After all, it's only tit for tat!” interrupted
Nipper. “We mustn’t grumbl: too much.
We glued their forms—so they’ve glued our
heads! I'm only hoping that the dye will
come off—but Boots says that it is perma-
nent.”

" Goed gad ! said Archie Glenthorne aghast.
“You don’t mean to absolutely say, old
nigger, that you’ll be black for the rest of

into any handy doorway, a stern voice de-
manded what was the matter. It was the
voice of Mr. Pagett, the master of the Fifth!

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Nipper. “That’s
done it !”

It was against all reason that Mr. Pagett
should have been upstairs at this particular
time. He had no right to be upstairs. In-
deed, it was l!ike his nerve to be in the
Ancient Houso at all! For Mr. Pagett really
belonged to West House, and he was an in-
truder here. But the fact remained that here
ne was—and here he had to be faced!

And My, Pagett, moreover, was a somewhat
short-tempered gentleman. e was very
different from the iil-tempered Mr. Pycraft,
but, nevertheless, he was a master to be
avoided in a crisis of this kind. Unhappily,
to avoid him was out of the question.

For Mr. Pagett emerged from a neighbour-
ing doorway, and caught a full glimpse of the
six grotesque victims of Boots & Co.

“Good heavens!” ejaculated the master of
the Fifth. “What—what is this? Who are
these fantastic figures? Bovs, stand aside!
Let me see!”

All hope of evoiding Mr. Pagett was at
an end. The juniors stood aside, and Mr.
Williarn Pagett came forward. He took stock
of the six figures, and his exprassion was one
of amazement and consternation.

“Who are you?’ he demanded -coldly.
“"Upon my soul, I have never séen anything
ike it. Who brought you into this school?
I demand an answer ¥’

“It’s all right, sir—we belong here,” =aid
Nipper. “We're just going along to the
bath-room to have a wash.”

“Good heavens! Is that you, Hamilton?”
asked Mr. Pagett, aghast.

“Yes, 5%1'."’
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“But—but what have
yourself 7"

“Nothing, sir.”

“What do you mean—nathing ?”

“Somncbody else has done it, sir,” said Nip-
per calmly. “You surely don’t think that
we'd do “this to ourselves for a bit of fun?”

“No, no, of course not,” said Mr. Pagett
hastily. “Of course not! Who are these
others? It is quite impossible to recognise
them in this—this appalling disguise!”

The others reluctantly gave their names,
and Mr. Pagett looked rather grave.

“I can only assume, boys, that this treat-
ment has been meted out to you by some
misguided members of the Fourth Form ?” he
asked. * You don’t like to answer, eh? Well,
I have no authority over yoa myself, since you
do not belong to my Form. But I consider it
my duty to report you to Mr. Lee. He is
your housemaster, and he should know.”

~“1I say, be a sportsman, sir!” urged Hand-
forth. “There’s no need to report us to Mr.
Lee. We shall only get into trouble——"

“I do not desire to get you into trouble,
Handforth—but I a'a certainly anxious that
ithe culprits should be punished,” replied Mr.
Pagett firmly. “You have been treated very
badly—and I admire your spirit in wishing to
keep il secret. But I deem it my duty, never-
theless, to inform Mr. Lee. I cannot possibly
remain silent on such a subject. Come with
me at once.”

"Begad!” groaned Sir Montie. * Are you
going te take us before Mr. Lee like this,
sip?™

“Yes, I am.”

“Couldn’t we have a wash first?” asked
Nipper. “I say. Mr. Pagett, let’s just go in
and have a wash :

“Certainly not!” interrupted the master of
the Fifth. “If yon have a wash, Mr. Lee will
not be able to see vour condition. Noj; I
am firm. Come with me at once—all of you!
It\is my command, and there is no getting out
of it.”

The hapless six were compelled to accom-
pany Mr. Pagett downstairs, where many
other juniors were waiting. The Third
Formers were in full strength, to catch a
glimpse of these fantastic *“South Sea
Islanders.” And there were yells of laughter
from everybody. Even the Remove fellows
themselves could not restrain their mirth, for
the six victims certainly looked very funny.

Mr. Pagett marched them into Mr. Nelson
Lee's study, and was rather disappointed
when Lee looked up from his desk, and did
not even start. Ho gave the six juniors a
singlo glance, and then turned his gaze in-
quiringfy to Mr, Pagectt.

“] found these boys upstairs,” explained the
master of the Fifth. “Evidently the Fourth
Form boys have been up to mischief, and I
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wiil leave you to deal with the matter, Mr.
Lec. I should not like you to punish these
unfortunate youngsters, but I certainly do

"think that. the culprits should be discovered

and severely dealt with.”

Aund Mr. Pagett, having done what ho con-
sidered to be his duty, departed. Nelson Leo
sat back in his chair, and regarded the figures .
in silence for a moinent. :

“Names, please,” he said at length. “I
think I can recognise Handforth, and I rather:
fancy that you are here, Nipper.” |

“Right, sir,” said Nipper cheerily. “ We'ro -
in a bit of a mess, but 1 hope you won't,
follow Mr. Pagett’s advice, and make any in-:
quirtes, Jt's just the fortunes of war.”

The others gave their names, and Nelson
Lec rose to his fect, and closely examined
them.

“It is all very well to talk about the for-
tunes of war, Nipper, but it won’t do,” he
said sternly. “I have not been quite blind
to the events that have recently been hap-
pening, and I know there is a feud on between
-ou boys and the Fourth Formers. But it'll
Yuwe to stop—particularly if thero are any
more of these affairs. I won't have it.”

“\Wea don't like it. either, sir,” said Nipper.
“I have no doubt that the Fourth Form
boys have done this as a reprisal for the
episode in the Form-room this morning,” went
on Nelson Lee. “H'm! I rather fancy I
recognise this dye that has been used for your

faces.”

“Thev told us that it wouldn't come off,
sir,” said Watson anxiously. “Is that truc?”

“wWell, in a way, yes,” said Nelson Lee
drily. “Left to yourselves, I seriously doubt
if you could have removed this nigger-lika
complexion. However, I rather fancy that I
know of a remedy.” _ )

“Oh, thank goodness!” said the six.

“Tt i3 a black business in more senscs
than one,” went on Nelson Lee. “I shall
take no action in the matter in view of
the circumstances, but this sort of thing
cannot continue. You must be more care-
ful, boys—you must remember what I
have told you. And I shall make it my busi-
ness to have a2 word with Mr. Stockdale, and
with the other Housemasters concerned.
We cannot have the whole life of the school
upset by these episodes.” _

The six victims were greatly relieved
Mr. Nelson Lee, a3 they had expected, was
acting like a sportsman, and the fact that
he knew of & remedy for that dye was a very
great joy indeed!

CHAPTER 16,
Mr. Pycrait Goes Through it !

ALF an hour later Nipper
t & Co. and the chums of
Study D were practically
themselves again.

While they were busy

| in the bath-rooms, soaking their heads in
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and getting the glue out of

warm water,
to the

their hair, Nelson Lee paid a visit
laboratory. And when he returned he
rubbed an evil-smelling chemical over the
blackened parts of the six juniors’ anatomy,
and the dye immediately came off. Iixcept
for a little smarting afterwards. there were
no il effeets.

“Well, thank goodness that’s mer said
Nipper, as they went downstairs, ““\Ir Lec
was a brick, too. He’s winked at the whole
affair, but we mustn’t forget that warning
of his.”

“I've forgotten 1t already!” said Hand-
forth bluntly. “It's all very wvrell to tell us
to go casy, ‘but how can we? Aren’t we go-
Ing to have our revenge on Boots & Co.?
Are we going to stand this treatment lying
down ?”

““Rather not!” said the others.

““"0]1 anyway, we shall have to go
casy, <aid Nipper. *“ Whatever we do will
have to be done quietly, so that the masters
don’t get to hear of it. Lel’s go into the
common-room, and hold a discussion with
Reggie Pitt and the other fellows. They’re
all waiting for us.”

And off they went—and many were the
schemes suggested, the majority of them
warlike in the extreme. The whole Remove

was fired by a desire for vengeance. The
feud was growing in iniensity, and it was
considered that Boots and his colleagues
should have plenty of trouble. It was up to
the Remove to show the Fourth that it could
not do these sort of things with impumity.

In the meantime, other exciting things
were happening—quite unexpected things,
LO0. =

And this time 1t was Mr. Horace Pycraft
who was the victim.

Emerging from the IEast House, M.
Pycraft paused for a moment or two on the
steps. He was feeling in a partrcularly good
humour. Iarlier in the day he had not been
very satisfied over the punishment which had
been meted out by the Head to Nipper and
his partners in the form-glueing episode.
But just recently Mr. Pyeraft had heard .one
or two murmurs from the Junior quarters,
and Mur. Pycraft’s ears were very sharp. It
cannot be exactly said that he had been spy-
mg on his own boys—that he had been
eavesdropping, .But 1t was an undoubted
fact that Mr. Pycraft had heard things that
were certainly not intended for his ears. Ile
knew, for example, that six mémbers of the
Remove Form had recently ‘‘gone through
the mill.” Hence Mr. Pycraft’s good
humour. 5

-
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But this amiable mood of his did not last
for long.

For Mr. Pycraft had hardly taken three
steps across the Triangle, on his way to
another part of the school, beforo three
black forms pounced upon him from the rear.
Their movements were silent—stealthy. In-
deed, so suddenly did the attack come that
Mr. chraft had no warning of it.

““CGiood heavens!” he gasped, as he felt his
shoulders scized. “Who——  What in the
world— Ugh!”

Mr. Pycraft broke off with a startled,
smothered gasp. For a sack had been sud-
denly flung over his head, and it was a filthy
coal-sack at that. And the dust that camc
from it so choked him, and so blinded him
that he could not make any outery.
was smothered—dazed and bewildered. He
only knew that the sack was pulled right
over his shoulders, and that a rope was tied
round him.

He tried to scream, for he was in a con-
dition of fright. But his dust-laden lungs
would not allow him to make any loud
shout: only a few muffled sounds came from
within that thick sack.

Then, at tremendous speed, he was whirled
behind East House, and pushed through a
hedge and conveved onwards again for some
distance. Mr.
bewildered that he had lost all sense of direc-
tion. He did not know where ne was, and
not .a single sound had been n.ade b}r his
asshilants. But Nr. Pycraft had not the
slightest doubt as to their identity.

He

1"\crnft was so scared and
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“You young scoundrels!” he gurgled at
length. ‘“Relecase me at once! By heavenl

_You shall pay dearly for this dastardly out-

rage! Release me, I say!”

But still his captors gave no sign.

“I will have you expelled from theo
school!”  shricked = Mr. Pycraft. * “You
reFrobntes! You blackguards! Unless you
release me——""

He broke off, choking. It was impos-
sible for him to speak much in that confined
atmosphere, for his efforts only resulted 1in
a disturbance of the coal dust. which set him
gasping and choking again, He now felt
that he was being tied to a post. Why?
There was something terribly significant in
this action. He ., was bemg tied to the post
face forward, so that his whole back was
exposed. And then came a flick from a whip
—an agonising flick which caught him round
the legs.

Mr. Pyeraft nearly fainted.

The truth was appalling in its staggr:rmg
significance. He was about to te whipped!
He had been tied to a post, and these
captors of his were about to horsewhip him!

The Form-master nearly went mad for a
moment or two. He was absolutely certain
ihat he was in the hands of the Removites.
They had carried the feud to the master of
the Fourth! It was only too obvious—it
was as clear as daylight! Who else could .

they be, indeed, but members of the Remove
Torm?

“Release me!” he shricked.

‘ “If you
dare to use that whip on me, I shall

_——
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He broke off with another gasp, for the
whip had come down again—right across his
shoulders. It stung, too, and Mr. Pyecraft
was so frightened that all his strength gave
,way. He did not possess a large amount of
{'Dlil"ﬂne
courage now,
rosec and fell. It canme across
his shoulders, across the small ot his back.
Jt licked round his legs, and the agony of
Jt was intense. DPerbaps Mr. Pyeraft made
thc worst of 1t, but there could be no doubt
i.hat the pain was severe

Slash—slash—slash !

The whip came down relentlessiy. It was
rnot wielded by all the force that it could
have been. Indeed. afterwards there were
no weals upon Mr. Pyeraft’s person.  But,
as Mr., Pyceraft had never experienced a
he now appreciated
this one to the full.

That coal-sack over too, made
as bad. He couid
not see who his assailants wcere, and they
uttered no sound, and he found it impossible
to guess at their identity. He only knew
that they were horsewhipping him, that he
was nearly choking. and that he was on the
point. of fainting. It was not the pain which
was bringing on this faintness.
—-terror of the unknown.

Any sturdy fellows, perhaps, might bave
stood up against that whipping with calm

his head.

indifference. But Mr. Pyeraft was not made
of that sort of stuff. He was so terrified
that he Dbelieved that every slash was like

the scar of a red-hot iron. His imagination
got the better of him, and he thought that
he was being cruelly tortured.

And at Jast the whipping ccased, and Alr.
Pyeraft clung to the post, loose at his bonds.
He was meaning feebly, but he was moaning
morc with tcrror than from weakness,

- “Scoundrels — rogues — misereants!”  he

panted desperately. “By heaven, 1 :hall
makeo you suffer for this! It will not merely
mean expulsion—but arrest !”

Still his captors made no sound. And, 1o
Mr. Pyceraft’s added horror, it soon became
?pparent that they had not yet done with
vim !

CHAPTER 17,
Nipper’s Discovery !
E’LL do now!”

The' voice was so soft
and Jow—the whisper so
faint—that Mr. Iorace

Pycraft did not even hear
That coal-sack over his head rendered

it.
bim rather deaf, and he was aching all cver
from the effects of that horsewhipping, too.

In a dull kind of way Mr. Pycraft was
wondering what was to happen to him next.

He knew that his feet had been bound,
and that his wrists had been tied with thin,
strong cords. They had been tied so tlghtly
that he was in great pain. His whole

It was terror.
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position was uncomfortable—for he was
trussed up like a fowl. His knces were
hunched against his chest, and his whele
attitude was one of discomfort,

Then he felt himself lifted bogily and
carried along,
He had long ceased to protest. He felt

too weak to do so, and he now behieved, too,
that he was about to be cruelly done to
death. Mr. Pycraft was in a morbid mood,
and his mind was apt to jump to tragic con-
clusions.

He felt himself being carried, and then,
suddenly, with a shock which took his
breath away, he recalised that he was being

plumiped down Into some water. He was
awakened with a vengeance!

“You voung  rogues!” he  gasped.
“Help! Help! I am drowning—I am
drowningz! Help!”

But then, a sccond later, he gasped the
fact that he was making himself foolish.

For it occurred to him that he was sitting
on a hard stone ledge, or something that
felt very much like it. The water reached
to his shoulders, but not beyond, and there
he was left. sitting in  that cold water,
trussed up and helpless.  Iis mysterious
captors had vanished into the night, and not
once had they spoken in a voice that Mr.
Pycraft could have recognised. Not once
had they given any sign which would serve
him to establish their identity.

He was much too faint to make any great
outeryv. He believed that he had been put
mto the river—into a shallow part of it
somewhliere He was quite convinced that
he was a Jong way from St. Frank’s—that he
had been carried away into some remote
spot, there to be left all night. The cold
water and the exposure would undoubtedly
finish him off long before the morning.

Only a minute or two after this, Nipper,
Montie, Handforth. and Watson happened
to come out of the Ancient House. They
were with Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey and
the TTon. Douglas Singleton. and they were

bent uporn- strolling across to the Westh
IHouse. They had been discussing ways and
means, but had arrived at no definite plan

as to how Doots & Co. should be repaid.
“There’s been enough excitement for one
day, anyhow!” Nipper was saying. “Those
bounders across the Triangle are expecting
to see us as black as niggers for days to
come, but they’ll have a disappointment.
To-morrow, pelh'tps we'll be able to think
of something

“What was that?" interrupted Reggie
Pitt, frowning.
"Eh? What was what?"

"I thought I heard somecthing just now
There you are!  There it :s again,’
said Pitt. " Listen!”

“Some of those glddr Fourth ﬁfn‘m chaps,
probably,” said Handforth aggressively. “1I
don’t see why we shouldn’t make a raid
now, and get a bit of our own back. It’s
all very we]] to talk about leaving it until
to-morrow——"’
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“Dry up, Handy!"” interrupted Nipper.
“Listen !"

They all stood still and listened. And,
sure enough, a most peculiar sound wads
ooming from the fountain, in the centre of
the Triangle. Gurgling sounds, with the
faint swishing of water—and queer kinds of
moans, too.

“What the dickens is 1t ?” whispered Pitt.

“Goodness knows!” said Nipper. “We'd
better go and have a ‘look. But be care-
ful, though! It may be another trap! Boots
is getting very tricky these days!”

They moved cautiously across towards the
fountain, and they kept their cyes well
open, in case of a surprise. Not that it
was probable that Buster Boots and his men
would make another attack upon them.
Sounds of laughter from the Xast House
signified the fact that the Fourth-Formers
were celebrating. Out here, in the Triangle,
everything was quiet and still—except for
those remarkable sounds from the fountain.

The juniors approached, and then Nipper
moved more quickly. There was a sharp
note in his voice when he spoke.

“Great Scott!”” he muttered.
'somebody here!”

“What do you mean—in the pool?”

“Yes—look "’ said Nipper. “There’s some-
body right in the pool—sitting here, with a
sack over his head!”

“By jove, there’s been some beastly work,
by the look of it! I say, it’s a bit too thick
to tie a fellow up, and dump him in the
fountain pool! This water is like ice!”

They crowded round, forgetting any possi-
bility of attack. They were curious and
wondering. Who could this figure be? °

Mr. Pycraft, reviving at the sound of
voices, struggled somewhat, and raised his
voice as he heard the sounds of people nea
him. :

“Help!’’ he moaned. “Help!”

“Great pip!” breathed Handforth, staring
at the others. “Old Pycraft!”

“So it is,” said Regﬁie Pitt, with a whistle,
“Pycraft himself! y Jove, there’s been
dirty work here! Who could have done
this ?” :

“Never mind who did it—we've got to
get him out!” said Nipper tensely. “We
don’t like him very much, but this sort of
thing is going beyond all bounds! Look at
him! Sitting in the fountain pool here,
with a coal-sack over his head! It’s pretty
cortain that he’s bound up, too! Come
along, you fellows—lend a hand!”

“Rather!” said Handforth indignantly.
“Of all the dirty, filthy tricks! Hang it,
the man’s a bit of a beast, but there’s a
limit to—" ' |

“Don’t: jaw, Handy—help!” interrupted
Nipper. ’ ‘

They all bent over the fountain pool, and
raised Mr. Pycraft from that watery bed.
‘And then, just as they were about to hoist
him out on to the dry ground, the sound

“There’s

of taking him out.
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of voices came from the East House door-
way.

“Who's that over there?” came a demand.
“What are you juniors doing by the foun-
tain 7" |

It was the voice of Simon Kenmore, the
head prefect of the East House. And with
him was Guy Sinclair—another serflor of the
same breed. They were both bullies and
rotters. And now they came up, curious
and somewhat aggressive. It was just like
Kenmore and Sinclair to interfere—in the
hope, perhaps, of catching somebody “on
the hop.”” As they came up, the Remove
juniors were just resting Mr. Pycraft on the
edge of the stone pool. And, in a way, the
circumstances looked very suspicious.

Indeed, it almost seemed that the juniors
were about to put Mr. Pycraft in, instead
And Xenmore and

Sinclair could bz relied upon to assume the
worst !

CHAPTER 18.
Accused |
IMON KENMORE elbowed

his way to the front.

“What’s all this?” he

demanded curtly.

“Don’t butt in now,
Kenmore!” said Nipper. “This iz Mr.

Pycraft, and somebody has put him into
the fountain pool here—after binding him
up and shoving a coal-sack over his head!”

“Somebody ?” said Kenmore sharply.
“Yes, and I think I know who the some-
body is!”

“What do you mean?’ asked
Removites, in one voice.

“You can’t fool me like this!” retorted
Kenmore roughly. “We were just in time
to stop it, Sinclair! They’d got him in the
fountain, but they pulled him out again as
soon as they saw us coming——"

“It's a lie!” shouted Handforth.
were just rescuing him! VYou rotters!
you think we’d—"

“That's enough!” interrupted the prefect.
“And not so free with your tongue, Hand-
forth!”’

The juniors were aghast. It filled them
with consternation to realise that they were
suspected of commitfing this outrage on Mr.
Pycraft. Kenmore and Sinclair had come
upon them just as they were lifting Mr.
Pycraft out, and there was absolutely
nothing to prove that they had not just
put him in. And it was known all over the
school that the Remove fellows had a big
grudge against the master of the Fourth.
Quite a number of the Removites had made
that fact public property during the day.

Kenmore was feeling important. He had
never liked Nipper and his friends, and here
was a chance to get even with them. On
more than one occasion, Xenmore and Sin-

the
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Kipper, Handforth and Pitt gazed in blank amazement at the sack-covered figure in the pool.

‘“ Help, help !

moaned a feeble voice, and Handy gave a start as I{le re??g'r:i,sed the tones. ** Great pip ! 7’ he breathed. *“* Old
yeraft !

clair had
Juniors.
“T’'ll attend to him!" he said, as Nipper
pulled' out a pocket-knife. “You juniors
stand aside, and don’t go away, either!”

suffered at the hands of the

“You needn’t worry—we’re not going!™

sald Nipper. "“And don’t kid yourself, Ken-
more. We didn't put Mr. Pycraft here, and
as soon as he's released he’ll say so.”

“Why, ves, of course,” said Handforth,
with relief. “Mr. Pycraft knows that we
didn’t do it—he knows that we’ve only just
come up.”’

“We’ll see about that,” said Kenmore.
“"lL.end a hand, Sinclair, old man.”

They soon had the sack from off My
Pycraft’s head. And the unfortunate Form-
master, finding himself in the hands of res-
cuers, revived somewhat. His other bonds
were freed, and he was helped to his feet.
Not that he could stand. Or, if he could
stand, he pretended that he couldn’t. He
cluny to Kenmore and Sinclair, and he
really did look pitiable. The coal-dust from
that sack had smothered his face, and it
was streaked with wetness, too.

“Thuank heaven!” murmured Mr. Pycraft.
“I thought they were going to murder me!
The young brutes!”

He looked round dazedly, and saw
Nipper and Handforth and the others. And
at the sight of them, he revived even more.
ITe pointed a quivering finger at them.

“There they are!” he said shrilly. “Don’t
let them escape, Xenmore.”

“0O-ho!” said Kenmore, looking at the
juniors. “I thought you said that Mr.
Pyeraft wonld exonerate you?”

“And so he will,” said Nipper sharply.
“Mr. Pyeraft! We didn’t do this =

“Lies—lies!” said Mr. Pycraft. "These
are the boys who assaulted me! They took
me away, they tied me to a post and horse-
whipped me! And then, not content with
that, they trussed me up and put me into
this water! The young scoundgels! The
hooligans !”’

“But it’s not true, sir!” shouted Nipper.
We haven’t touched you! We found you
in the fountain pool, and we were pulling
you out when Kenmore and Sinclair came
up !’

“You mean you were putting him in!”
said Sinclair harshly. “Myr. Pycraft has
accused you, and that's enough! You can’t
deny it now!”

“But we do deny it!” said the juniors, in

onc voice.
staggered at Mr.

They were utterly
Pycraft’s accusation. The evidence was ab-
And it was a tremen-

solutely conclusive.

dous shock for the Removites. Never for a
moment had they expected that Mr. Pycraft
would utter those words.

Not that the FFourth Forin master was de-
liberately telling falsehoods. At that
moment he genuinely believed that he was
face to face with his late captors. From the
very first he had told himself that they
were Removites—and now, when the sack
was taken from his head, and he saw a
number of Removites round him—well, the
thing scemed obvious to him. He accused
them on the spur of the moment, believing
his accusation to be sincere. Mr. Horace
Pyeraft was several kinds of a rotter. but
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he was not a liar. He really did think that
these were the actual culprits. And Ken-
more and Sinclair were ready enough to
believe it.

“Come along—we’ll tako you straight to
the Head, sir,’’ said Kenmore. “‘This matter
must be reported to him at once—and then
you'll have to be put to bed.”

“These confounded juniors will escape!”
satd Sinclair,

“They won’t go far!” replied Kenmore.
“1 know who they are—Hamilton, Tregellis-
West, Watson, Handforth, Pitt. Yes, I've
got them all in my mind! I shall know who

they are again. Come along, Sinclair, lend a
hand !"

Thevy went: off, and, in spite of NMr.
Pycraft’s protests, they took him to the Head.
Mr. Pycraft himself wanted to go to his own
room—to get straight into bed. But this did
not suit the prefects’ book. They wanted the
headmaster to see Mr. Pycraft exactly as he
was—in his present deplorable condition.
This would surely mean the sack for the
culprits!

As 1t happened, Dr. Stafford was enter-
taining some visitors just at that time, and
he came out into the hall in response to the
urgent summons. He was staggcred at the
spectacle of Mr. Pycraft. |

“What ever has happened ?” he asked,

aghast. ‘“Is that you, Mr. Pycraft? Good
gracious! You are in a terrible condition,
sir!”

“Those boys!’”’ said Mr. Pycraft weakly.
“Those blackguardly young scoundrels!
They have done this, sir. They have—"

“You mean that some of our boys have
assaulted you, Mr. Pycraft 7"’ asked the Head,
in a voice full of gravity. “I find it very
difficult to believe this!”

Mr. Pycraft babbled out his story—how he
had been seized and horsewhipped—how he
had been bound and thrust into the fountain
pool. And the hcadmaster listened with
growing fury.

“There’s no getting away from it, sir,” said
Kenmore. ‘“We found these juniors sur-
rounding Mr. Pycraft as they were about to
put him into the fountain pool. Wo caught
them red-handed, sir.”

“Do syou know who these boys were?”
asked the Head sharply.

““Yes, sir—every one of them!"’

“Well, Kenmore—I will come within ten
minutes,” said- the Head grimly. “In the
meantime, you and Sinclair must escert Mr,
Pycraft into the sanatorium. The doctor
must see him at once.”

““ Yes, sir,” said the prefects.

And they went off with Mr. Pycraft—who
wasn't anything like so badly injured as he
had made out. Indeed, with prompt
measures, he would probably be saved fromn
a chill; the effects of that horsewhipping were
already beginning to wear off.

However, the case was very black indeed,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

mined to discover the culprits, and to punish

them with the utmost severity. ;
Events were moving fast in this feud

betwecen the Remove and the IFourth!

- CHAPTER 19.
Who Did It ?

CROWD of juniors surged
round Nipper & Co. in
the lobby of the Ancient
House The.news had got
: round like lightning, and
everybody was in a fever of excitement.

“INeep cool!” urged Nipper. “There’s no
need for any of us to be afraid. They can’t
prove this thing against us.”

“But Mr. Pycraft accused us?’ said Hand-
forth angrily. “He told Kenmore that we

- did 1t !”’

““He thinks we did, I expect,” said Nipper.
“The real culprits made no sounds at ali, in
all probability—or else they tried to make old
Pycraft believe that they were us. And when
Kenmore came along and found us lifting him
out of the fountain pool, it almost looked as
though we were putting him in.”

“Well, we can provide you with an alibi,
you chaps!” .said Fullwood. *“You were in
the common-room, here, until a minute or two
before the discovery. And you couldn’t have
horsewhipped Mr. Pycraft, and bound him up
in no time, could you ?”

“Good gad!” said Archie Glenthorne.
“That’s rather a brilliant thought, old lad!
An alibi, what? One of those jjly old things
that prove that a chappie is in one place
when he’s supposed to be in another—useful
t!:‘ngs to have about, I mean!”’

“The trouble is, it might not work,” said
Nipper ruefully.

“What do you mean—it might not work 2"
asked Tommy Watson.

“Well, the Head might believe that these
fellows are telling fibs, just to excuse us,”
said Nipper. “Igt isn’t as though we had
been attending a lecture, with a master pre-
siding over us, or anything iike that. Not
that I'm really afraid. We know we didn’t do
it, and so we can face the music with a calm

front.” _ .

“Yes, but who did do 1t?” asked Pitt
grimly. “I don’t think we need ask twice,
ch ?” :

Nipper’s expression changed.

““No, it scems obvious,”” he replied. “But

we mustn’t jump to any hasty conclusions
»r

“Rats!” said De Valerie. “DBoots & Co.
did it!”

“Of course they did!” shouted several
others.

“We haven't any proof——" began Nipper.

“All the proof we need!” interrupted
Handforth fiercely. ‘“By George! Those
rotters! Boots & Co. have always hated old

Pyeraft—he’s their Form-master, and they

and Dr. Malcolm Stafford was fiercely deter-| know him! And so they attacked him like
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this, and they did it deliberately, too! Every-
body knows that we’re supposed to have a
grudge against old Pycraft. And those cun-
ning Fourth-Formers assaulted him so that
we should get the blame!”

“QOh, my goodness!”

“Of course, it's perfectly clear!” nodded
Fullwood. “It was done deliberately. They
even made Mr. Pyeraft believe that they were
Look at the way
he aceused you chaps directly he spotted you!
It was a cunning plot from the beginning to
the end! Those Fourth-Formers did it to
get their own back on Pycraft, and to make
it scem that we were the culprits!”

The anger which swept through the Re-
move was tremendous. There seemed to be
no end to the cunning trickiness of John
Busterfield Boots and %is men! Nobody 1n
ihe Remove had committed that assault upon
the master of the Fourth. That was well
known to the Remove. But who else would
believe 1t ?

Over in the ranks of the Fourth a similar
wave of anger was sweeping through the

juniors.

" “Things are getting too thick!” Buster
Boots was saying. ‘Those Remove fellows
have collared old Pycraft and they’ve half-

murdered him!”

“Of course—revenge for what he did this
morning!” said Armstrong. “But I never
thought they’d have the absolute nerve to
attack a master! This feud between the
Forms is one thing—but when it comes to
going for the masters—well, it’s getting
pretty dangerous!”’

“They’ll suffer for it!” said Boots, with
satisfaction. *“In fact, we can be pretty cer-
tain that they’ll be sacked!”

““You mean Nipper and Handforth, and the
others 77?

“Yes, all of them!” replied Boots.
“They’ll be kicked out of the school—and
it’ll serve them right, too!”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“Good riddance to them!”’

“Rather!” said Bray, as another idea struck
him. “Once Nipper’'s gone, Boots—and
Handy, too—to say nothing of Pitt—youw’ll be
able to seize the reins of leadership in the
Lower School. You’ll be the big boss!”

“Yes, I suppose I shall,” said Boots slowly.
“But I didn’t want to win like"that! Jly
idea 1s to seize the reins in any case—to
trinmph over these other chaps while they’re
still here. But as they’ve turned out to be
such rotters, it’s high time they were booted
out of the school!”

They went out of the Modern House and
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‘stood on the steps. Immediately, a loud out-
burst of booing and hooting started from the
Houses on the other side of the Triangle.
Boots & Co. listened in astonishment,

‘““ Anybody might think that we had done
this dirty business, by the way they’ro hooting
at us!” said Christine indignantly.

How were all these juniors to know that
that assault upon Mr. Horace Pycraft had
been commited by somebody else—some mys-
terious outsiders? Who wero they? Up ¢ill
now there had only beecn one Unknown. But
it seemed that there were several! Who
were these strangers? Who were these people
who kept interfering in the feud between the
Remove and the Fourth—and interfering in
such a way that grave misunderstandings were
caused ?

For now the worst misunderstanding of all
had occurred. '

Every fellow in the Remove believed that
Buster Boots and his men had assaulted their
I'orm-master, and that they had done so in
such a tricky way that the blame would be
put upon the Remove.

The Fourth-Formers were cqually convinced
that Nipper and his supporters were the cul-
prits. There was one inevitable result of this
dangerous situation. The hatred of the
fellows had increased by leaps and bounds,
until 1t was a veritable fever.

But for the fact that an order came that
every boy in the school should go at once
into Big Hall, another free fight might have
talken place in the Triangle. TIor several
skirmishes had commenced, a few‘of the Re-
movites . venturing out into the open, and a
few of the Fourth-Formers acting in the same
way. It might ecasily have ended in a tre-
mendous riot, only that order came in the
nick of time. :

Everybody crowded into Big Hall—excited,
cager, and angry. The entire Lower School
was at fever pitch. Even the scniors were
catching some of the general excitement,

They felt that the next half-hour was to be
very dramatic,

CHAPTER 20.
The Inquiry,

R. BRETT smiled.
“*More fright than any-
thing else, sir,” he said
dryly. “There’s mnothing
much the matter with him.
He'll probably be all right again to-morrow—
and I can assure you that there is not the
slightest danger of any serious complications.”’

The Headmaster was greatly relieved. He
and Dr. Brett were standing outside the door
of Mr. Pycraft’s room in the sanatorium.
Mr. Pycraft was now in bed, trying to make
himself believe that he was in a very critical
condition.

“But he has received a horsewhipping ?”’
asked the Head.

B ‘frWaIl, in a way, yes,”’ said the doctor.
Not a very severe one. There are no weals,
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or even bruisee. His skin is, no doubt, tender,
but he'il easily survive!”

“And what about the immerSion in the
fountain pool ?”’

“Well, he was removed so quickly that I
doubt if he will even take a chiﬁ,” said

Dr. Brett. “Really, sir, there’s nothing to
worry about.”
“Thank you,”” said the Head. “I am

greatly relieved. It will be quite all right,
1 suppose, if I have a few words with Mr.
Pycraft 7"’

“You can talk to him for an hour if you
like,”” replied the doctor, smiling.

The Head went in, and he was not very
pleased when he saw that Mr. Pycraft im-
mediately lolled back on his pillow, and
moaned. It was only too clear that Mr.
*Pycraft was making the worst of things.

“If it i1s not troubling you too much, Mr.
Pycraft, I would like you to answer one or
two questions,’”” said the Head gently.

“T will try to, sir—I will do my best,”” said
Mr. Pycraft, in a feeble voice. ‘“But I would
remind you that I am in much agony—and
I do not even know if I shall be able to sur-
vive thie dreadful ordeal.”

“We must hope for the best,”” said Dr.
Stafford quietly. “You say that Hamilton,
and Pitt, and Handforth, and one of twa
others are the boys who assaulted you, Mr.
Pycraft 2"

(14 YE-S!”

“ Are you positive of this?”

“ Absolutely positive!”

“Can you tell me why you are so certain?”’
asked the Head.

“Because the boys were there immediately
the sack was removed!”’ replied Mr. Pycraft.
“] was rescued by Sinclair and Kenmore.
‘And these wretched juniors were standing
about even then, having been caught red-
handed as they were about to add to their
inisdemeanours.’

“Really, Mr. Pycraft, I am afraid that you
are relying upon assumption,”’ said the Head.
“You saw these boys, and you immediately
jumped to the conclusion that they were the
guilty parties. But do you not think it most
improbable that they would have remained
there? I want to get this quite straight
before I go into Big Hall and make any
accusation.”

“I am certain that these boys are guilty,”
said Mr. Pycraft feebly.

“I understand that
yvou came out of the

“That 18 so.”’

“Did you recognise these boys then?”

“Then?"’ said Mr. Pycraft, with a start.
“Well, no—not exactly.”

“Did you hear any voices while you were
being horsewhipped 7"’

“I cannot say that I did,”” said Mr. Pycraft.
“]I only knew that I was carried away b
several attackers, that I was horsewhipped,
and that—""

“The coal-sack was thrust over your head
during the very first moment—before you
could see anybod e

ou were attacked as
vast House 2"’

“Yes, sir,”” said Mr. Pycraft .reluctantly.
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“Then it seems possible, In these cir-
cumstances, that IHandforth and Hamilton
and the othems were actually pulling you out
of the fountain when Kenmore and Sinclair
arrived,”” said- the Head, pursing his lips.
“We must not be unjust, Mr. Pyecraft. It is
onl{v too evidemt that some of the boys as-
saulted you. But we do not want to accuse
the wrong ones.
these questions,
proceed.”’

“But I am convinced that these boys are
the guilty parties?’ insisted Mr. Pycraft.
“They were there when I was rescued. They
were caught red-handed -

“Yes, yes—I quite understand,’” interrupted
the Headmaster. “But now you must go to
sleep, Mr. Pycraft. You must forpget every-
thing, and leave me to deal with the whole
matter.”’

He went out, and his expression was very
erave. It was still grave when he came upon
t¢he platform in Big Hall, five minutes later.

Dr. Stafford was convinced of one thing.
Some of the boys of the Lower School had
assaulted Mr. Horace Pycraft. But the Head
was by no means satisfied that Nipper and
Pitt and the other juniors were responsible.
There was no proof of that whatever. He
had questioned Kenmore and Sinclair closely,
but they had only been able to inform him
that the juniors had been collected round
Mr. Pycralt at the moment. He had even

Thank you for answering
I shall now know how to
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forced the seniors to admit that the juniors
had protested that they were helping Mr.
Pycraft out of hie predicament. The Head
preferred to believe this part of the story,
but this did not alter the faet that snmebo:f;'
was guilty, and the culprits would have to be
discovered.

A hush descended over the school as Dr.
?taf‘fm'd walked towards the edge of the plat-
orm.

“There is no need for me to tell you what
has happened,”” he said gravely. “You all
know that Mr. Pycraft has been. assaulted.
That he was attacked by some members of
this school 1s unquestionable. I call upon
the culprits to surrender at once—to stand
forward.”

There was a hush, but nobody surrendered.

“Hamilton I’’ order the Head. “Come here,
upon the platform!”’

““Yes, sir,”” said Nipper, leaving the ranks
of the Remaove.

A storm of hisses went u
as he walked down the hall.

“Wait a minute, sir!”’’ shouted Handferth
excitedly. “If you’re going to accuse Nipper,
it’s not fair! He didn’t do it, and it

“Be silent, Handforth !’ ordered the Head-
master. “I am accusing nobody—yet.”’

Nipper was quite calm as he stood on the
platform. e did not mind the hisses from
the Fourth. They were only to be expécted.
But they were rather “thick >’ all the same—

from the Fourth
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considering that the Fourth-Formers them-
selves were the guilty parties:

That was the thought that ran through
Nipper’s mind as he stood on the platform,
waiting for the Head to speak.

“Hamilton, I understand that you were on
the scene when Mr. Pycraft was discovered
in the fountain pool?”’ asked Dr. Stafford.

“Yes, sir!”’

“Tell me exactly what happened.”

“I had just come out of the Ancient House
with two or three other fellows, sir, when we
heard some sounds from the pool,” replied
Nipper promptly. “We immediately went
there, and found a figure, with a sack over
its head. Then we recognised the voice of
Mr. Pycraft, and we were pulling him out
when Kenmore and Sinclair came up, and
jumped to the conclusion that we were just
putting him in.”’

“But you give me your assurance, Ilamil-
ton, that you did not commit this grave
offence ?”’

“Yes, sir,”’ replied Nipper quietly. “We
know mnothing about it. lpspeak for all the
others who were with me.”’

“I am satisfied, Hamilton, that neither you
nor your companions -are guilty,”’.said the
Head, much to the indignation of the Fourth.
“I believe your story—that you were taking
Mr. Pycraft from the pool wﬁen the two pre-
fects came up. But the culprits are still un-
discovered, and I intend to take very strong
action. You may go back to your place,
Hamilton.”’

“Thank you, sir,”” said Nipper, much re-
lieved.

A cheer went up from the Remove—for
many of the fellows had been fearing that
sevoral of their number would be expelled.
And shouts of indignation went up from the
I'ourth-Formers. They were disappointed—
they were completely baffled. They had ex-
pected so much from the Head—and he had
let them down! - '

The Removites were not even punished,
and Boots and his supporters felt that they
had been swindled.

CHAPTER 21.
A Dangerons Situation !

ELIEF was the main
emotion in the Remove
just at that minute.

But, if the fellows had
riven themselves time to
think, they would have known at the very
first that the Head would not bring down the
chopper unless he had positive proof. There
was absolutely no evidence as to the assailants
who had dealt so roughly with Mr. Horace
‘Pycraft. The mere fact that Nipper and his
companions had been on the spot at the time
of the discovery was of little or no import-
ance. Mr. Pyeraft had not been able to give
a single detail regarding the actual people
who had horsewhipped him. Aund so the
matter remained a mystery.
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Duster Boots and Timothy Armstrong and
all the other Fourth-IFFormers were rather dis-

gusted. They had expected the Head to take
such drastic measure with the Remove. And
here he was, taking no action at all! And"

the Fourth was quite convinced that the
Remove was gulty. :

Dut, if it came to that, the Remove was"
equally convinced that the Fourth was guilty.

“The culprits have not come forward, and*
I have no alternative but to adopt a very®
drastic course,”” said Dr. Stafford, after a’
short pause. “I am aware that there is a!
feeling of enmity between the Remove Form -
and the Fourth ¥orm, There have been many>
disturbances of late, and some of these junior -
bovs are unquestionably responsible for the
assault upon Mr. Pycraft. But as the actual
culprits will not come forward, I must punish
both Iforms as a whole.”

A gasp of consternation went up from the
Junior School.

“I'romm this bhour onwards, the Remove
Form and the Fourth Form are both confined
to gates,”’ continued the Head relentlessly.
“urthermore, every-half-holiday is cancelled
until further notice. In the meantime, I shall
do my utmost to discover the identity of Mr.
Pycraft’s attackers. When I know who they
are, their punishment will be drastic in the
extreme.”’

Indignant shouts went up from the Remove
and the Fourth.

““(rated, by jingo!”’

“ And all our half-holidays docked!”

“But it’s not fair!” roared Handforth.
“Why should we suffer because of those
beastly Fourth-Formers?”

“The Remove’s guilty—the Remov: did
this!"

“It’'s not fair to make the Fourth suffer!”

There were all sorts of angry shouts, and
Dr. Stafford grew thunderous.

“Jilence!” he commanded in a terrible
voice. “Upon my word! Have you lost all
sense of discipline? How dare you make this
disturbance in my presence? It is high time,
indeed, that this absurd quarrel in the Junior
School came to an end! I can see that I shall
have to be even more severe. And I tell
you all now that if there is any further dis-
turbance, even of the slightest nature, tho
leaders will be expelled without an hour’s
delay!”

The Remove and the Fourth became utterly
silent—silent with consternation.

“And I mean this!” continued the head-
master. “If there i1s any fighting in the
Triangle—any ridiculous raiding by either
side—all of the participants will be either
publicly flogged or expelled. I mean to put
my foot down heavily on this absurd non-
sense. There must be no more of it! You
may dismiss!” _

The school trooped out of Big Hall, the
seniors wisely shaking their heads and saying
that the Head had done the right thing. It
was time that these juniors were put into their
places! The fags were equally sage in their
remarks. For Willy Handforth and his fol-
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lowers had taken no part whatever in the
feud, and they were keeping well out of it.
It wasn’t their quarrel, and they saw no
reason why they should butt in.

But in the ranks of the Remove, and in
the ranks of the Fourth, there was resent-
ment and sullen fury.

"Each Form felt that it had been harshly
treated. The Remove was unanimous in its
opinion. Why should they be called upon
to suffer because of the sins of the Fourth?
It was the Fourth who had attacked Mr. Py-
craft—so that the Remove should be accused.
And the Remove was being called upon to
suffer. More than ever before, the Re-
movites were incensed against their rivals.

And what of the Fourth-Formers?

Their bitterness was great. They hated the
Removites worse than ever. or Buster
Boots and his followers knew well enough that
they had not attacked Mr. Pycraft. And they
took it for granted that the Remove had.
And so the deadlock came about. So the
misunderstanding continued. The enmity in
the Lower School was so grave that even ‘he
headmaster’s stern warning was not likely to
have mauach effect.

And yet, ‘what could the juniors do?

If there were any further disturbances, it
would mean the sack for the ringleaders! The
situation was highly dangerous. It was as
though the Remove and the Fourth were com-
posed of gunpowder. The slightest spark
would cause a terrific explosion. Fer from the
feud being killed, it was more active than
ever. In all the Junior common-rooms the
fellows were excited and indignant. Meetings
were held in every corner, and voices were
raised in hot protest.

There was much talk of raiding—much dis-
cussion of a barring-out, even. If the Head
was so obctinate, why should they take any
notice of him? This was their quarrel, and
they meant to fight it out! So why shouldn’t
they fizcht? Why shouldn’t they continue this
battle, and carry it on to a bitter end? If
necessary, they would defy the headmaster,
and defy all authority.

But this sort of talk, after all, was so much
“hot air.” The level-headed fcllows dic not
allow themselves to be drawn irte any of
these absurd arguments. There was no griev-
ance against the schonl—or against any of tho
rules or regulations. The quarrel was ertirely
confined to the Remove and the Fourth.

And yet, how could they carry on that
quarre! now? It seemed that the war of the
Houses at St. Frank’s was nipred in the bud.
They were all helpless. Ii they ,a‘tempted
any further raids, and they were discovered,
the consequences would be appalling. For
such fellows as Nipper and Handforth and
Reggie Pitt would be hauled before the
Head, and expelled from the school. [If Buster
Boots or Armstrong or Christing were dis-
Covered in anv activity against the Remove
they would suffer a similar fate!

And, really, it wasn’t worth the risk. The
Prefects would now be on the alert. Unques-
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tionably, they had received definite instruec-
tions from the Head, and from their House-
masters. They would be vigilant—they would
be watching for any disturbances. Previously
they had winked their eyes at the doings of
the Juniors; but they could no longer wink
their eyes. The Head had passed his edict,
and it would have to be obeyed.

So the period of open wariare for the two
Forms was at an end. YWhat was t> be done
now? How could the war be carried on?

These were questions which nobody could
answer. It seemed only too plain that the.
campaign had been scotched.

‘CHAPTER 22,
Handforth’s Great Idea !

o=~3 HEER up, Handy, old man!”
Y  said Church softly. '
HEh ?H
“1 said, cheer up!”
“And what havé I got
to cheer up about?” demanded Handforth, as
he gave the fender a kick. ‘‘ISverything’s
gone wrong—everything’s lopsided now.
ﬁell you, I'm

We're dished—diddled—done!
fed-up!”’

Edward Oswald Handforth sat back in his
chair in Study D, thrust his hands deep into
his trousers-pockets, and kicked at the fender
again. Seldom had the great Edward Oswald
teen in such a morase mood. ~

Church and McClure were sitting at the
table, pretending to do their prep. It had
been an interrupted evening from the very
first. Nothing had gone right since Biggles-
wade had come in with that fake message
from Boots & Co. Since that minute there
had been one long round of hectic excitement.
Even the remembrance of that secret passage,
and what it might mean, meant nothing to
Handforth now.

He was a fighting man—a warrior. And the
headmaster had sent forth the word that any
fighting was to be put down with & strong
hand! Why, he couldn’s even biff a chap on
the nose without being afraid that he would
be placed on the carpet, and probably sacked!
It was a disgusting situation,

“It’s not so bad as you make out, old
son,” went on Church softly. *“Don’t look
so jolly miserable——"

“If you must talk, talk proper English!”
interrupted Handforth tartly. ‘“How can I
look jolly, if I’m looking miserable?”

“Well, you know what I meant!” i

“I know that I’m wild!” said Handforth
gruffly. ‘*What the dickens can we do now?
Nothing—absolutely nothing! If we meet any
of those Fourth Form chaps in the Triangle,
I suppose we've got to go up to them and
kiss them? If we don’t, we shall e booted
out of the school!” '

Church and McClure smiled.

“If we kissed any of those Fourth-Formers
we should deserve to be booted out,” said
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Mac blandly. “The thing to do in a cgse |
like tnis, Handy, i8 to accept the situation
stoically. There’s no doubt. about it—the
Head has come down with a heavy foot. And
a3 he iz the Head, and as we’re only Juniors,
we’'ve got to toe the line. If we don’t, it’ll
be the worse for us!” '

“Nothing like facing facts!” nodded
Church.

Handforth leaned over, and picked up a
magazine.

““On, what’s the use?” he asked sulleniy.
“Tt isn’t often I lose my temper—not in this
way—but I’ve lost it now! The Head showed
a grain of common sense when he refused
to beliecve that we were guilty of assaulting
old Pycraft, But he spoilt everything by
what he said afterwards. I tell you, I’m fed-
u IJ!

pHe turned over the pages of the magazine
and pretended to read. But his mind was on
other matters. Idow could this feud be con-
tinued under the existing conditions ? Why, it
was out of the question! The Juniors wonld

be watched morning, noon, and night. The
prefects would be like hawks now—cn the
alert for any sign of a disturbance. Life
wouldn’t be worth living

Handforth’s thoughts strayed for a moment
as ne found his attention riveted upon a
striking illustration in the magazine. It was
a picture of cloaked figures—strange, mys-
terious figures, with slits in the hoods which
surmounted the cloaks. And then, suddenly,
Handforth sat bolt upright in his chair.

“Great  jumping corks!” he muttered
breathlessly.

- He was staring at the magazine in a dazed,
bewildered kind of way. Church and McClure
looked at him wonderingly.

“What's the matter?” asked Church.
““What have you seen there?”

But Handforth flung the magazine down

and commenced racing up and down the
study. ,

“An idea!” he said tensely. “A brain-
wave! DBy George, the idea of the century!
The Black Hand! That’s it—the Black
Hand !’

“The what?" gasped McClure.

“The Black Hand!”

““What the dickens do you mean—the Iiack
Hand ?"" asked his chums in one voice.

“Or the Camorra,” went on Handforth.
“The Camorra—or the Mafia!”

““Camorra ?” breathed Church.

“Mafia ?”” said MecClure, staring.

“It’s the greatest wheeze under the sun!”
went on Handforth, his eyes glittering. My
sons, we've got it! At least, I've got it!”

“I suppose you mean you've got 'em?”
said Church. ““You’ve gone off your rocker,
you silly ass!”

The change in Handforth was certainly re-
markable. All his moroseness had gone. All
his despondency had vanished like mist before
a summer sun. He was full of enthusiasm—
full of vigour and vim. But ‘Church and
McClure knew what their leader’s ideas could
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be like, and they were not particularly im-
pressed.

“What’s that you were saying sbout the
Black Hand?” asked Church curiously.

“It’s the solution to the problem!” said
Handforth in a dreamy voice. “We've only
got to adopt methods like that, and we shall
be safei We can do as we jolly well like—
we can go for the Fourth as much as ever.
In fact, we can go for them a lot more!
And think of the excitement—think of the
thrills! By George, I’ve thought of a few
ripping ideas in my time, but this one beats
everything!’’ '

He seemed to be talking to himself, rather
than to his chums. They were as mystified
as over.

“What do you mean, you chump?” thoy
demanded, pulling him to a halt, and facing
him. ‘““What’s the solution of the problem?
And how do we get thrills and excitement?
Explain yourself, ass!”

Handforth looked at them impatiently.

“Haven’t I just explained,f:” he demanded.

““I tell you, this wheeze

“What wheeze ?” roared Church.

“Why, the one I've just been telling you
about!” .

“But you haven't told wus!” shrieked
McClure.

“What the dickens is the good of talking
to you chaps?” demanded Handforth, glaring.
“I've been talking for the last five minutes,
and you don’t take any notice of me! Haven't
I just been saving that we've got to form
a Black Hand? It's the only way to carry
on against the Fourth, and to make those
rotters pay for their dirty trickery. We
shall have them whacked, and the feud will
be more interesting than ever. it was before!”

“Oh, he’s hOPeless!” sald Church, shaking
his head. “He’s gone crazy!”

“I'm going straight to the common-room,
and I'm going to put it before Nipper and the
other fellows,” went on Handforth, making
for the door. ‘““And if they don't agree——
But they'll have to agree! They couldn’t
possibly turn down an idea like this!”

And out he went, bubbling with excite-
ment—botiing over with enthusiasm. Church
and MecClure glanced at one another, shook
their heads, and followed him. They were
beginning to have serious doubts regarding
their leader’s sanity,

“:4:? -?;2 CHAPTER 23.

= =

= == The Arcient Order of Avengers !

% ik HE common-rcom was fairly

,/ i A~ full when Handforth burst

/ in.  There were a good
many visitors from the
West House, including

Reggie Pitt and Singleton and Dick Good-
win, and a few more. They were all discuss-
ing the new situation, and nobody had been
ablo to suggest anything of a cheering nature.
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"“I’'ve got it, you fellows!” roared Hand-
forth excitedly.

“You’ve got what?” asked Nipper, looking
. at Handforth in surprise. )

"~ “The greatest 1dea that's ever been
thought of!” replied Handforth promptly.

- Church and MecClure came 1n at that
moment, both of them looking puzzled.

“Do you know anything about this ?” asked
Reggic Pitt. “Have you been let into this
" marvellous secret?”

“We den’t know any more than the man

~in  the moon!”’ replied Church. *‘‘But
Handy’s been gassing about the Black
Hand—"’

“The which?”

“Listen to me, you chaps!” said Handforth,
compelling attention by bis very earnestness,
and by his blazing excitement. ‘““The Hecad
has told us preity plainly that wo can’t do
auy niove open fighting. - Well, why shouldn’t
we carry on just the same—but in secret?
I1 other words, why not form a secret society,
like the Black Hand; or the Mafia, or the
Camorra 7"’

“A seeret society!”

- - Handforth had certainly created a scnsa-
tion.

“Yes, and we’'ll call it the Ancient Order
ot Avengers!” he continued. “We’'ll form a
society of our own, and wear long cloaks,
with hoods, and slits for the eyes. You know
the kind of thing—flowing robes, and all that
business!”

“DBy jingo!” '

“It doesn’t sound so bad!”

“And think of the possibilities said
‘Handforth excitedly. **We chall be able to
raid the Fourth-Formers with impunity, and
carry on the warfare just the same! Nobody
will be able to recognise us, even if we're
spotted, because we shall be disguised! We
chall be wearing our special cloaks and
hoods. We shall just be members of a
secret socicty, and nobody will be able to
discover who we are! The Avengers! Do
- you sce the idea?”

Reggic Pitt came across, and feli
Handforth's breast.

“How did vou do it, Handy, old man?”
he asked feebly. ‘“Ii’s not merely an idea—
it’s a brain storm! It’s a mental tornado!”

There were buzzings from every part of
the common-room. Church and McClure,
too, were thoroughly Interested. [For once,
Handforth had suggested an idea that every
boy had leapt at. It was something novel—
something thrilling. Of course, there had
been sccret societies in the St. Frank’s School
before, but never 'in such ecirenmstances as
these. It was the very fthing to fit the
. case. The warfare could not be continued
~in the open, but a sccret society wounld

solve the difficulty.
“Well, what about
~ Handforth. _
lecader of the Remove, but I rather think that
I ought to step into your shoes now. I'm
the fellow who's had the big idea, and I
deserve —”
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upon

it, Nipper?” asked

“You'ro supposed to be the

““You deserve first prize, old man,” smiled
Nipper. ‘“Yes, there’'s a great deal in this
scheme of yours. A scecret society seems to
it the bill exactly. But it won’t be very
secret if we keep talking like this—and
shouting. We've got to remain calm, and
we’ve got to make a lot of preparations.”

““Then you think the idea’s good?” asked
Handforth eagerly.

“It's not only good, but it's adopted
unanimously by the entire meeting,” replied
Nipper. “We're with you, Handy—we’'re
with you all along the line. As you say, we
can't do anything openly now, but that’s no
reason why we _ shouldn’t form a secret
society. and continuc the warfare against the
Fourth in a different way.”

“Hurrah!”

“Gceod old Handy!”

“By Jove. we’ll show the Fourth some-
thing this time!”

All the former despondency had gone. A
secret society! It was an idea that took the
breath away. The possibilities were enor-
mous. Attired in cloaks and hoods, members
of this new society would be able to attack
the Fourth-Formers unawares, and then they
wonld mpvstericusly disappear. Thev would
vanish into their haunts, and nobody would
ever know who they actually were. Even
if the Head heard about it, and instructed
the prefects to make inquiries, nothing
could be proved. zo long as the members
of the society left no traces behind them.
Recognition wonld be impossible, and there
were endless fields of scope. )

Nipper had already thought of one, and it
was connected with that sceret passage that
had been discovered down in the old cellar.
The others hadn't thought of it yet, but
Nipner was struck at once by the significance
of it. A gleam entered his eve. A secret
society. and an old, hidden passage. leading
richt into the heart of the enemv territory!
That secret passage would have been useful
in any circumstances; but to the members
of a secret society it would be the one thing
necessary to make everything complete.

And so the idea was discussed, and turned
over and over. And. gradually, the Remov-
ites calmed down. They began to take this
thing serions!y. Above all. it was necessary
to be cantious. Not one word of this new
Ancient Order of Avengers must leak out.

And when the Remove went to bed that
night the fellows were agog with suppressed
excitement. The warfare against the Fourth
Form was not at an end—it seemed. indced,
that it was only just beginning.

Forthcoming events at St. Frank’s were
scarcely likely to he dull and uninteresting!

THE END,

(Stirring cvents happen at St. Frank'snext
week when the Ancient Order of Avengers
get going. . “The Scerct Societies of St.
Frank’s?’ ts a real thriller—a story you
simply must not miss. A ake sure of getting
your copy of the N. L. L. by ordering
NOW7)
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Fdwy Searies Brooks
chats with his readers.

NOTE—1f any reader writes to me, I shall be plecused to comment upon such remarks

as are ltkely to interest the majorily.
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢Jo The FEdilor,

All letters should be addressed to EDWY
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
attention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns.
merit will be distinguished by a star, thus *, aguinst the sender's name.

Lvery lelter will have my personal
Letters of very spectal
Com-

munications which indicate wriler’'s age aré naturally ecasier for me to answer. Photo

exchange offer—mine for yours; but

quite a lot of thinking. Of course,

there’s nothing new in that—I'm

always having to think more or less.
But this week I've been thinking in a differ-
ent sort of way. TI’'ll tell you all about it.

DURII\'G this past week I’ve been doing

= * *

Among all the hundreds of letiers that
reach me from readers, lots of them—in fact,
heaps—have told me that their writers started
reading the Old Paper quite by accident.
They didn't see it advertised, or anything like
that. They picked up a copy somewhere or
other—they were ill, and somebody lent them
somo back numbers—they were told about it
by a friend, and bought one out of curiosity.
Anyhow, they started reading the paper
accidentally. And since then, they tell me,

they have been regular, constant readers.
Well, that's very nice to hear, and very
encouraging, too.

* # *

However, seeing that such a number of

you have started reading the Old Paper by

accident and have kept on reading it by
design, my little scheme is this. First of all,
though, I'd better tell you something.
Just recently I have been working in conjunc-
tion with Mr. Martin Clifford, the popular
author of the St. Jim’s stories in “The Gem
Library.” I hope you'll realise that I'm let-
ting you into a deep secrot. Anyhow, when
this present series of stories has concluded in
Our Paper, another series will start. (“Go
hon! The silly chump thinks he’s telling us
something !’) Ah, but half a tick! This
series will be a very different one—tho series
that follows the present yarns, I mean, be-
cause it will be written in conjunction with
some special stories that Mr. Martin Clifford
has turned out.

yours

indefintiely.
E.S.D.

I expect you're wondering what on ecarth
all this has to do with that scheme I had in
mind? Well, vou ncedn’t wender much
longer. I am going to put the next sentence
alt to itself so that you can see it boldly.

first,  pleuse—oren

* * L

HOW ABOUT A SPECIAL READERS’
ADVERTISING WEEK?

* * -

Do you see the idea? Later on I'll tell you
exactly when this new series is to start—or,
rather, when the two series are to start, be-
cause there'll be a series in the “Gem,” too.
And I am going to propose that all of you
who are enthusiastic enough should buy an
extra copy of the Old Paper that week. If
you started reading the St. Frank’s stories
accidentally, why shouldn’t somebody else?
And my little idea is that you should buy this
extra copy and give it to somebody who
doesn't read the Old Paper now. You never
know—perhaps he or she will become a per-
manent reader. And i1t will be an excellent
time to work such a dodge, because it'll be
the beginning of a new series. I'm telling
you all this time in advance so that you can
save your money up—or, at least, ear-mark a
special twopence for use later on, on the
date that I shall mention in a week or two.
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Handy’s Amazing Serial!
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Dig Into This NOW?!

NOTE.—Handforth flatly refused Mr. Edwy Searles Brooks' offer of assistance in
the writing of this story, and insisted that it should be published exactly as he wrote
it. The story now appears as it came from Handforth's pen, with the exception that
certain errors in spelling and punctuation have been corrected by the Editor.

Lrackett Grim, the celebrated sleuth,
las sworn ito recover the great Dlue
Ruby, the property of Sir Fsaw Starrs,
“the famous astronomer. Tracketl Grim
finds himsclf up against Armand Rocke,
the master crook, but Trackett Grim 13
not  daunted. He follows Armand
Rocke's submarine to the Amazon, using
lis wonderful acroplane, the Vulture, for
this purpose. After many adventures on

.f.lI-lllllllllllllﬂbll'llll.ﬂll.

A Staagering Discovery

NY other man but Trackett Grim
/% would have been scared out of his
wits by ‘the sudden descent of those
two whacking grecat lions. But the
world-celebrated eriminologist and his assis-
rant thougnt mothing of such encounters as
this. They were in ihe habit of laughing
at dangers, and snapping their fingers at
frightful perils.
All the same, our heroes would certainly
have died, but for a ruse of Trackett Grim’s.

S NN PSRN NSNS SN a NN E A I I RN IS AN R RN AR ESEEFNANSANNEEE NSNS EANES

THE ENTHRALLING OPENING CHAPTEIRS.

NOW GO ON READING!

the mighty Amazon, Trackett Grim has
at last discovercd the Blue Ruby, and it
18 now in his possession. Trackett Grim
and Splinter are ubout to get tnto their
aeroplane, in the midst of the impene-
trable jungle, intent wpon recaching home
with their spoils, when two great lions
drop down jrom the overhanging trees,
and our lcrocs find themselres fighting
madly for their very lives! :

BN ANEE RN ERE N RN RN EENANERRAEN

L]

There they were, struggling madly with those
two monarchs of the forest, and just as Sphin-
ter's head was about to be caught in those
cruel jaws, the loud snorting of a rhinoceros
awoke the echoes of the impenctrable jungle.

The rhino—the deadly encmy of the lion!

The way those two lions bunked was
terrific! They pricked up their ears, backed
away from Trackett Grim and Splinter, and
then bolted into the undergrowth as though
a crowd of demons was after them,

“Saved!” gasped Splinter breathlessly.
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Trackett Grim grinned.

““Yes, rather!” Le agreed.
Splinter, was it?"”

““T'hat rhino coming along, you mean, sir?”
asked Splinter. “I hope the beastly thing
doesn’t charge us!”

“You silly young ass!” said Trackett Grim,
frowning. *“That was me/”

“You!” gasped Splinter, staring.
hat! T knew you bhad a good voice, sir,
but——"

“You leave my voice alone!” said Trackett
Grim. *“I knew that only one thing could
save us, my lad, and so I imitated the roar
of a rhinoceros, and the lions did a bunk.
Come on—let's get to the aeroplane. I'm
anxious to be home.”

And dismissing the incident as though it
had never occurred, Trackett Grim and Splin-
ter resumed their way through the jungle.
Presently they came upon the Vulture, rest-
ing there amidst the tropical beauties.

Trackett Grim poured the petrol into the
tank, and then the engine roared. Two
minutes later, the Vulture was soaring over
the stately forests of the Amazon, and the
great Blue Ruby was in Trackett Grim'’s
pocket. Success!

“Now, Splinter, I think we deserve some
rest,” said Trackett Grim, as he set the
controls of the aeroplane. ‘I have steered
a course due ecast, and before long we shall
be out upon the Atlantic, well on our way
home. Let us go to bed now, and X

“But what about Armand Rocke, sir?”
asked Splinter. “It’s a pity we didn't collar
the rotter!”

“That 1s my only regret,” said Trackett
Grim sadly. “We have recovered the Blue
Ruby. and the master miscreant has eluced
us. Never mind, Splinter. One of these days
- we shall come across him again. He will
cross my path, and then——"

Trackett Grim paused, and that pause of
his had a world of meaning.

They both went to bed, and the Vulture
went roaring on through the evening, and far
into the night. Once her course was set,
there was nothing to worry about. Trackett
(irim and Splinter slept like tops throughout
the night, and when they got up, tho sun
was shining upon a new day. And far, far

“Wasn’t bad,

below were the illimitable waters of the
occan. Not a ship was in sight-—not a speck
of land.

Splinter busied himself with breakfast, and
Trackett Grim strolled into the control room,
and had a look at the machinery. Every-
thing was working fine.

And then, suddenly, Trackett Grim uttered
a hoarse cry. Splinter was by his side in
a moment, and he found his famous master
staring down at the sea—staring with eyes
that were full of amazement.

“Look !” said Trackett Grim, pointing.

“The sea, sir!”

“1 know it’'s the sea, you young fathead!”
snapped Trackett Grim. “But this isn't the
Atlantic at all! I set our course for
Iingland, and the only way to get to England
is to fly across the Atlanticl”

“My

| got their breakfast altogether.

{ splutter.
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“But—but how do you know that this isn’t
the Atlantic, guv'nor?”

“How do I know?” retorted Trackett
Grim. “Don’t I know the appearance of
every ocean in the world! I can see, by
the first glance, whether we aro over the
Atlantic, the Pacifie, the Mediterranean, the
Indian Ocean, or the Dead Sea, and I recog-
nise this water below us as the Pacific!”

“Oh, corks!” panted Splinter.

“Yes, the Pacific,” repeated Trackett
Grim. “That means to say that we have
come in the wrong direction! Yet our com-
passes are all set! There can be only one ex-
pianation, Splinter! The machine has been
tampered with!”

“Oh, heavens!” breathed Splinter.

_ “And Armand Rocke is responsible!” went
on Trackett Grim, his eyes glinting, and his
words coming out like bullets. *“Armand
Rocke has been messing about with our
machine, and instead of flying homewards
we are now over the vast, trackless spaces
of the Pacific!”

Over the Pacific!
SPLINTER reccived the dread news with

that stoical calmness which his famous
master had taught him. He furned as
pale as chalk, clutched at Trackett
Grim, and he was trembling in every limb
with agitation.
- “YWhat does this mean, sir?” he panted
hoarsely. “ Tell me tho worst! I am ready
for 1it1”

“Brave lad!” said Trackett Grim, patting
Splinter on the shoulder. *‘It means that
wo are thousands of miles out of our course.”

“But can't wo turn back?”

“We can—Dbut it will be usecless!” replied
Trackett Grim. “For our compasses aro no
good. They've been messed about with, and
they're all wonky. In any case, I doubt if
there is much petrol left. I'll soon see.”

He went to an indicator, and then uttered
a hollow groan.

“Just as I thought!” he said. *“Only half
a pint of petrol in the tank! In other words,
Splinter, wo may be forced to descend ab any
moment! And there is not a ship in sight -
not a speck of land to be seen!”

And thero they stood looking down upon
the sunlit waters of the Pacific. They for-
They won-
dered. vagucly, how long they would last
after the Vulture had plunged into the water.

Suddenly the ecngine gave a kind of
Then it stopped altogether.

“We're doomed, sirl” panted Splinter.
“The engine has petered out, and we aro
falling!”

Like a stone, the Vulture was dropping
towards the sca. Down, down, down! With
a steady hand, Trackett Grim guided the
acroplane, and she descended as lightly as
a feather. But there was no petrol left, and
a disastrous end to the flight was inevitable.
Nothing could be done to avert this mishap.

“If only there was a rock, it wouldn’t
be so bad,” said Trackett Grim. “We could

’
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come down near it, and then swim to the
rock, and light a signal fire. But do not
 despair, Splinter. Once we have landed
upon the ocean, we will rig up a sail, and
. no doubt we shall be able to make port.”

. Trackett Grim was always full of optimism.

His ingenuity was marvellous, and he had
never been at a loss. When one thing failed,
he thought of another. His brain was work-
_ing all the time. Even when he was asleep
he couldn’t keep his brain still—for he fre-
quently had nightmares.

With a sudden shout, Splinter pointed.
. A sail—a sail!” he said tensely. ‘‘Look,
sir! There’s a ship over there—right in
the distance!”

“A ship!” said Trackett Grim, grabbing
for a pair of binoculars. “By George, Splin-
ter, you're right! It's a whacking Ereat
sailing ship! And it’s coming in our direc-

tion! If only we can last out until—-"’
But at that moment the Vulture fouched
the water, and plunged underneath the sur-
face. With one blow of his fist, Trackett
Grim smashed through the wall of the
saloon. The next moment he and Splinter

were swimming desperately in that shark-
infested sea. The aeroplane had plunged
straight down to her doom, and there were
the pair. swimming. Two or three miles
distant, the sailing ship was coming ever on-
wards.

Would she see these two desperate swim-
mers ?

The sailing ship was miles off yet, but
there was a pretty strong breeze blowing, and
she was moving through the water at 2 spank-
ing pace, and Trackett Grim and Splinter
swept onwards, ever onwards.

.- But those ten minutes were anxious ones.

At last the sailing ship was right across
Trackett Grim’s beam, and he waved a des-
pairing hand. A hail came from the bridge
of the sailing ship, and the next moment she
swung round, then bore straight towards the
swimmers.

“They’ve seen us,
happily. *““Hurrah!
us up!”

“Have I not always told you, Splinter, to
trust me?” said Trackett Grim. ‘It doesn't
matter what danger we are in, you ecan
always rely upon me to get us out!”

As the ship came sailing by, they clutched
at the ropes that were gung out to them.
Shortly afterwards they were haunled on
board, and they found themselves gazing
with interest at the skipper.

This man was a hulking great rotter of
about six foot three, with a big black beard,
and a sword dangling at his side. He also
had & couple of revolvers in his belt, and,
all round, he looked a pretty tough'sort of
beggar.
~ “Ahoy, there!” he sang out, as he looked
at Trackett Grim. “You was nearly food
for the sharks, wasn’t you? Well, you're safe
aboard this craft now!”

“So I see,” said Trackett- Grim. “My |
name is Grim—Trackett Grim——"

sir!” said Splinter
They’re going to pick
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““I'he world-famous detective 7’ snarled the
skipper, showing his teeth with terror.
“The same!” agreed Trackett Grim. “I
have just concluded a great case, and I have
succeeded in rescuing the great Blue Ruby!”

The skipper’s eyes glittered. .

““You have the Blue Ruby?” he repeated
greedily. ‘““Then you are my prisoner!
Men, grab these two! They are our enemies!
Trackett Grim and Splinter are the enemies
ot all wrongdoers!” :

In a trice, the captain and his crew showed
their true colours. They opened their coats,
revealing the blue jerseys they were wear-
ing, and on every jersey was the sign of the
skull and crossbones!

“Pirates!” gasped Splinter. “We're in

"the hands of pirates, sir!”

The Fight for Liberty!
IRATES!

P Amazing as it seemed—incredible
and dumbfounding as it appeared—
this was a pirate ship. It conclu-
sively proved one of Trackett Grim’s great
theories. The days of pirates were not over!
Out here, in the Pacific, pirates were just
as active as they had been in the old days
of Captain Kidd and Jack Sheppard.
. The pirate chief leered in Trackett Grim’s
ace.

““So you have the great Blue Ruby on
you, eh?” he said mockingly. * All right,
Mr. Trackett Grim! Perhaps you’ll be good
enough to hand it over?”

“Never!” cried Trackett Grim, in ringing
tones,

“You'd better obey orders, you scum!”
snarled the captain. “If you don’t, by
hokey, I’ll make you walk the plank!”

“I defy you!” said Trackett Grim, with
fine coolness. “You can do your worst, you
miscreant !”’

“Idiot!” said the pirate chief, the words
hissing between his misshapen teeth. *“Re-
fuse to obey- my orders, and I will drill you
with holes! After that, I'll drop vou to the
sharks! Do you understand ?”

“Perhaps you will understand this!” re-
torted Trackett Grim boldly..

Crash! Biff! Biff! Thud! Zing!

‘Quick as lightning, Trackett Grim landed
a beautiful blow with his right. He
followed it up with a left, and then another
right. The pirate chief had an idea that a
couple of thunderstorms had hit him. He
went backwards, rolled over like a nine-
pin, and finished up in the scuppers.

“It’s a fight, Splinter!” roared Trackett
Grim. “Come on! Wpe’'ll take them oni{”

““Hurrah!” yelled Splinter enthusiastic-
ally.

(How’s that for a thrilling instalment, you
chaps? Here we have Trackett Grim and
Splinter fighting a crowd of rotten pirates—
two against twenty odd! Next week’s insial-
ment s a stunner, and coniains many
surprizes! Look out for it!—E. 0. H.)
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CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT.

All LETTERS in reference to the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
League, cjo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,The Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
Enquiries which need an tmmediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

Camping.

Once again comes the query, always interest-
ing, about camping, and what to take, ete.
The great thing is to know what to leave
out.

A Lancaster chum is going on a week’s
cycling tour with a pal. A lightweight tent
from the Lightweight Tent Co., 70, High
Holborn, London W.C., or from Gamages,
Holborn, London, is required. Other neces-
sities are as follow: Scout’s billycan, knife,
fork, spoon, plate, cup, matches (in Dbottle
to keep dry), blanket, groundsheet, compass
and map. Food is bought en route.

Permission must be asked before camping,
and the place should be left as found, all
litter being burned or buried. The cost of
such a trip should pan out al about £1 for
ths week.

Two Sportsmen.

Two keen chums write to me from Ward 7,
Robroyston Hospital, Glasgow. They are
Matthew FI. Clanachan and DPeter Hughes,
and are likely to be in hospital for a year at
least.

They have started a St. IFrank’s League
Club, and they hope soon to have all their
ward mates entered as members. They are
running a magazine for which a halfpenny is
charged, the money going to the club funds.

They want tp hear from their nearest 0.0.

am sure that all Leaguers will join in
wishing the best of luck to this plucky pair.

Troubled About His Looks!

Here’s a letter from Australia, in which.

the writer tells me he is worried by his ugli-
ness. I don’t see why my chum should go
complaining round on this score. The hand-
some fellow has a terrible handicap, for he
so often wastes time which should be given
to good work, in.thinking how frightfully
good-looking he is.

And then, what is ugliness? 1 know
fellows with features which seem to have been
hustled together while the train was waiting,
but, with all that, the ownecrs of these un-
. prepossessing faces are so real and good and
earnest that their ugliness is forgotten in the

admiration one feels. There is real wisdom

in the rhyme:

‘““ For beauty I know I am no star.
There are others more lovely by far,
* For myself, I don’t mind it,
Since I get behind it. ‘
1t’s the fellows in front get the jur!”’

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Nelson Herr, P.O. Box 3116, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to form a
sports club in his town, and would like to

hear from those interested. Also he has back
numbers of the N.L.L.

L. Talbot, 405, Collins Street, Melbourne,

Victoria, Australia, wishes to hear from
readers who have back numbers of the N.L.L.
for disposal. ‘

Yan Hamilton, Wanganui, Grandview
Street, Pymble North Shore Line, Sydney,
N.S.W., Australia, wishes to hear from
readers. Interested in stamps.

John Dalton, 80, Blatchington Road, Hove,
Sussex, wishes to correspond with readers
anywhere.

H. McMahon, 50, Long Street, West
Broken Hill, N.S.W., Australia, wishes to
hear from readers in England, especially
London.

B. Maxwell, 21, Armidale Street, Petone,
Wellington, New Zealand, wishes to corre-
spond with . readers anywhere interested in
reading, drawing and painting. :

T. Rex, 5, Gladstone Strect, Leichardt,
oydney, N.B.W., Australia, wishes to cor-
respond with London readers who are keen
on bikes.

H. W. Meek, 9, Fitzhamon Embankment,
Riverside, Cardiff, wants Nos. 1-150 (old
series), N.L.L.

C. Miller, 23, Ashcombe Street, Fulham,
London, S.W.6, wishes to hear from mem-
bers in his district.

M. Donovan, 130, Delapole Avenus,
Aunlaby Road; Hull, wishes to hear from
readers who would assist in forming a club.
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Charles H. Dalton, 80, Blatchington Road,
Hove, Sussex, wishes to hear from readers
who are interested in dance bands and dane-
ing, especially American readers.

J. R. A. Cammings, 17. Hay Street, King
William’s Town, South Africa, wishes to hear
from his nearest 0.0.

Thomas H. Littlejohn, 40, Bridge Street,
New Bradwell, Bucks, wishes to obtain Nos.
1-40 (new series) Nelson Lee Lib. He
also wishes to hear from stamp collectors
anvwhere.

A. Watts, Kingston Hill,

9, Clifton Road, _
Surrey, wants readers to join his ecycling
club; eight-mile radius Kingston. He would

also ]1Le to hear fmm Australian readers.

Reginald William  Thorean, Moreland
House, (‘raig Street, Jersey, Channel Islands,
wishes to hear from stamp “collectors, He has
sheets of stamps. He would also like {o hear
from George T. lidgar, junior, 66, Pine Hill
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Walthamstow, Londen, E.17, wishes to hear
from readors.

W. Brett, 5, Parkficld Road, Alum Rack,
BirminOham, has NELsoN LEe LiBRARY Nos.
123—358 inclusive for disposal.

Reginald Rushworth, Homeland Bungalow,
Over-the-Burn, Low Tell, Gateshead, Co.
Durham, wi ishes to contribute serial rstories to
amateur magazines.

D. Cosway, 40, Hanover Road, Willesden,
London, N.W.10, wishes to correspond with
readers in his district who are interested in
Meeccano and stamps.

ddward Ellmore, 25. Sireatfield Avenue,
Itast Ham. London, E.6, wishes to correspond
with members in his disiriet.

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for membership of the St.
Frank’s League appeared in last week’s issue.
It will be publisheld again next Wednesday. All

Road, Dalnior, Dunedin, New Zealand. ?oldse;ivnénl'i};f'l{]ﬂﬂnz& ]'ﬂEDdﬂL.Shwho ha?'e quaﬁéie:d
Charles V. DBrereton, 50, High Street. ot wil : ALS and wish to exchange tbeir
Congleton, Cheshire, wants to_acm'l'l‘sl:-(md ?12&3{;, f?éggfﬂhﬁ?fé gwsat;dﬁmseléﬂugtéd?:;%dtl;el:f
with readers in British Columbia and the || velope, to the Chiet Officer, the St. Frank’s League,
United States, c/o ** The Nelson Lee Library,”” Gough House,
Albert Dimocek, 15, ISxmouth  Road, Gough Square, I.ondon, E.C.4,
BESGREAT RECORD BARGAIN ! ==

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanled for the Seaman Class (from which
sclections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Signaliing Branrhes), Age 15} to 163 pears.

MEN also are required for
I SEAMEN (SPECIAL SERVYICE) ...
STOKERS

25.

Age 18 to
25.

Age 18 to

"

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Stafl Qfficer, R.N.
and R.M., 5, Suffoik Street, Birmingham; 1,
Yictoria Siroet Bristol; 13. Crown Terrace, Dowan-
hill, Glasgow; 30, Cnnning Place, Liverpool; 55,

| Whitehail, London, S.W.1: 289, Deansgate, Man-
chester; 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or 6,

Orchard Place, Queen's Park, Southampton.

Height Increased 5 Complete
In 30 Days. f-o- Course.
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.

The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS.

fend stamp for particulars and testimonials
~MELVIN STRONG. LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,
Judgate Hill, Londnn England.

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to sell Private Christ.

mas Cards. Experience not essential, Highest Commission,

Yaiuable Prizes. Free Sample Book. Choice Selection.
Apply DENTON & CO., Dept. D.29, Accrington.

All applications for Advertisement Spaces in this
publication should be addressed to the Advertise-
ment Manager, " The Neison Lee Library,”” The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

|

THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

"MONARCH, " s=:: CAMERA

Fitted with genuine GUARARTEED MENISCUS LENS, Reflex Viewe
Aoder, Nickel-plated Spring Lever Shutter, Iﬁevegl Guaéﬂ- Flfxlh;;
P e = = = = = Logihereite Handle ond apsolate
1 BALE FRIEE , | GUARANTEED TO TAKE

- . PERFECT LARGE PHOTOS
D ONLY!

EBRITISH MLADRE
 sized I X2 Lins
&, Post 3d.

*and supplied com-

& I plete with all Accessories :— Best

h\ . = == = ! Qualily Plate,Developing & U'rinting

57 OUTFIT with easy instructions for use,
and Oatat Il Testimonials Galore 1]}
W.J.Thumnas, Esq., writes: “"Developed and

printed photo, thiuk it a3 good as if taken
withs Camera which cost £3." Miss E. Le

|| Cheminent writes: * Astonished to sce re-
{| sult of my first eJort. The picture [s as good
1| as that done by a proper photographer.”

Sale Calalogue, 1,000 B:g Bargains, Pod
Free! THE LEEDS BARGAIN Co,
(UJ), 31, Kendal Lane. LEEDS.

AND THE BIKE

4 luw 15 YOURS

I supply the finest Durentrf
builtoycles on 11 days’ ap-
proval, packed free andcarr fakndlc
), paid, on receipt of small de. '

v posit, I,owest cash prices, or Rl
easy payment terms. Write s
for Free Bargaln Lists Now., [gl]

p"’sﬁenﬂ& TVE W32L03 Luis£37 CYCLE DEA

X£2,0C0

w 1v COVENTRY.
b )
worth cheap Photo Material. Sam.

ples catalogue frea. b¥ 10 En-

Ea:ge:nent any pholo, 8d.—HACKETT'S WORKS,

July Road Liverpcol

Irinted and Published every
ouse, Farringdon Stireet,
ondon, E.C.4.
11/- per annum; 5/6 for six months.
for Australia and New Zealand :

New Serles No. 69.

London E.C.4.

Gordon
{Canada),

Mossrs.

D/RB

Wednesday by the Proprietors.
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Registered for transmission by Canadian magazine post
Sole Agents for South Africa
& Goteh,

Ltd., The Flectway
F*trruu.::luu Sireet. -
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The Fleetway I{nuw
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Central News Agency, Limited. Sole Aucnts
Limited; and for Canada; The Imperial Noews Co.
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for B.D.V. Cousons

These Sturdy
“"MATCH FOOTBALLS

for 180 Coupons only.

Captains I—pick your teams now—
get them all to collect B.D.V.
coupons and you can easily get one
of the first-class goal scorers every
two orthree weeks. - Full size 5.
Beautifully made stout leather cases :

{ sections carefully assembled, sewn
with best quality extra strong waxed

thread. 'The bladder 1s made from

pure Para rubber—best quality. Fili up the coupon in this advertise-
: e Ea . [ ment and post in unsealed envelope
B{)th case anc_:i- b}ﬂdd{ﬂ are I"I“liide (postage 1d.). Note that only one
by lcaclmg Engllsh'-_I\Jfanufacturers, free voucher may be used by each
Start saving vour coupons NOW. Collector. Do it now.

BASSETT-LOWKE Scale Model Railways

Save for the “ Duke of York ™ 1. M.S. Loco, as sold by Bassett-Lowke I.td.,
Northampton. It 1s a perfect scale mode! and can be supplied in etther L.M.S.;
LN.ER,, GW.R. or S.R. colours and style. Only 260 coupons—make it the
first item on your B.ID.V. Railway System. Send for the free gift hooks now,
They are worth 5 coupons.  Shows everything you require for a complete
Rai]wa}' Svstem. Lots of other beautiful free aifts.

R Y o R e

BryGry

& T il sin PRy, e Sk R

2 S : O e s

; 2 0 g
i O \}S" ‘@‘a ] '."' o ¢
C &€

26 for Il!d. B D v Plain or \:h F "CIQQ';' ‘_-“ ‘..- -.‘.-
: ; & ® & P ¢\v gr}%iqo '._.- ..’.- & .
19 for o&d. or S N . AT S

CIGARETTES ST G

PR S0 R N
- - Q (:,55 ¥ o~ {'z o “‘o
“— just like hand made”/ & & & & O s
! ’é‘ » .,‘ 1"‘ -




