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Bernard Forrest grinned insolently at the Headmaster. '‘ You’d better not sack Nipper and Boots,”” he said.
““I'm the guilty one—and I don’t care i1 you kick me out of the school !
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Mystery and Thrills!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

The feud between the Remove and the Fourth Form at St.
Frank’s reaches a thrilling climax this week. You'll enjoy this

exciting yarn, which introduces Nipper, Handforth, and many
~ other popular characters.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Figure at the Window !

HURCH started violently.
“What was that?"”’ he asked, in a
husky voice.
Handforth and McClure looked up

C

from their work, and stared at Church. The |

chums of Study D were at prep. in the
Ancient House at St. Frank's, and outside
all was dark, A strong autumn gale was
blowing round the buildin
aqﬂi the forthcoming nignt promised to be
wild,

- “What was what?'’ asked Handforth.
“What the dickens is the matter with you,
Churchy 2" |

Church slowly shook his head.

1

of the old school, |

l

“Must have been dreaming, I suppose,’”” he
said, “But I'll swear 1 saw a face at the
window just now.”’

“A face?’:

“Well, not exactly a face,”’ said Churoh.
“It was a sort of figure—just a hazy outline,
you know. Something indistinet and blurry.”

Edward Oswald andforth and Arnold
McClure turned, and looked at the window.
The blind was not drawn, and-outside the
West Square was very black.

“Of ocourse, you were dreanung!”’ said
Flandforth gruffly. “Why on earth should a
figure stang outside our window? Get on
with your work, my son, and let’s have no
more interruptions. Blow this grammarl'

“If it comes to that, blow this algebral™’
gaid Church, glancing at the window again.
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“I was only wondering if those beastly
Fourth-Formers—-"". ,

“My only hat!” said Handforth, with a

start. “You mean-—-"
“Weli, it was only just a suspicion,”’ said
Church apologetically. “I don’t suppose

Boots and his gang will do anything to-night.
But when I saw that figure—"

“It’s more than probable!’ said Handforth
firmly. “It’s a wild eort of night—with plenty
of wind. I’ll bet the New Klux Klan are on
the job !’

McClure grinned.

“On, draw it mild, Handy,”’ he said. “Those
Fourth-Formers wouldn’t start anything at
this hour of the evening. We’ve got some-
thing planned for later on, haven’t we "’

“Rather!?’ said Handforth, with en-
thusiasm. “The Ancient Order of Avengers
is booked for a big move to-night. We don’t
want these giddy Fourth-Formers to spoil
anything!”’

Handforth got up, and went over to the
window. He looked out searchingly, but
could see nothing except the lights from the
West House on the other side of the Square.

“No, there’s nothing here,”” he said. “Must
have”been your imagination. Church, old
man,

“Yes, 1 suppose it was,’’ agreed Church.

They settled down to their prep. again, and
there were no sounds except the crackling of
the fire and the buffeting of the wind outside.

These were exciting days for the Junior
School of St. Frank’s.

Since the beginning of the term, a feud
had been in progress between the Remove and
the Fourth. In a way, it was a feud of the
Houses, too—since the Remove lived in the
Ancient House and the West Houee, and the
Fourth was divided between the Modern
House and the East House. The juniors were
at serious loggerheads, and matters had been
growing from bad to worse.

In fact, the Head had banned every kind
of fighting, and he had already “ gated ’’ both
the Forms, and had deprived them of all half-
holidays until further notice. But this drastic
action had increased, if anything, the ani-
mosity between the rival factions.

For, in order to get round the headmaster’s
ban, the juniore had formed their own secret
societies. Nipper & Co., of the Remove, were
the leaders oFtha Ancient Order of Avengers.
And John Busterfield Boots, of the Fourth,
was the Grand Master of the New Klux Klan,
These secret societies had already had several
clashes, and it was quite a fashion, nowadays,
for the juniors to be jumpy in their studies—
and to start at any unueual sound. For it
might mean that hooded or cloaked figures
were about to pounce!

One never felt certain of oneself. It was
a positive risk to go out into the Triangle,
or into the Squares—particularly after dark.
One literally took one’s safety in one’s hands
on such occasione, Indeed, most of the juniors
had grown into the habit"of going about in
parties of threes and fours.

“My stars!” yeiled Church suddenly.

?

' gymnasium.

He iooked up, pointing excitedly at the
window.

“What the dickens——'’ began Handforth.

rflﬂok!!} )

“You’'ve ruined my exercise !’” roared Hand-
forth furiously. “ You clumsy idiot—"

“There he is)l”’ gasped Church. “That
figure! One of the New Klux Klan! I knew
it all the time! ' Quick, you chaps—they’re
on us!”

Prep. was entirely forgotten.. Handforth
and McClure stared at the windew, and just
caught a glimpse of a figure outside in the
darknese. - It was a figure entirely clothed
in flowing robes, with a strange, conical hat
reaching right down to the shoulders, and
forming an effective mask. The chums of
Study instantly recognised the costume of
the New Klux Kian, -

“By George!”’ said Handforth breathlessly.
“Let’s have a look!”’

“Better be careful,
McClure.

But Handforth was already at the window,
and he tore it open. A gust of wind rushed
in, and it was very chilly. Dimly, Handforth
could see two members of the New Klux Klan
hurrying off in the direction of West Arch.

“Come on!”’ he panted. “There’s only two
of them! ILet’s capture the bounders!”’

“Better go easy, Handy——"’

“Look! They've turned, and they’re
making insulting signs at us!?’ said Hand-
forta wrathfully. “Are we pgoing to etand
that? I’ll bet they were going to try some
of their tricks—but we spotted them in time !’

And Edward Oswald, without any further
ado, leapt out of the window, and gave chase.
He ran across the West Square at full speed,

old man!”’ urged

and Church and MeClure, after a quick
glance at one another, follawed.
“Handy—Handy!”’ panted Church. “Come

back, you silly ass! I'll bet it's a trap—
they’re just luring you on! You know how
tricky those Fourth Form chaps are!”

But perhaps Oswald Handforth was teo
ramheaded to take any notice of his chums.
He was, perhaps, the only fellow in the Re-
move who would have been drawn into a
chase like this. It was characteristic of him
to act without thinking, And it was even
more characteristic of him to take no notice
of his chume.

He vanished into the darkness of West Arch,
and Church and McClure pelted after him,
fearing the worst!

CBAPTER 2.
Tar !

'

e HERE they gilu e

| Handfortn pointed eager-
ly. He had just emerged
from the shadow of the
archway, and the figures of
the two mysterious Klansmen could be eeen
on the other side of the I'riangle—right down
past the Kast House, and near the schoo!
i Only for an instant did their
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forms appear in the refleeted light from some |

of the windows. They had vanished,

“Come on!” said Handforth triumphantly.
“If we're quick, we’ll collar them!”’

“Handy "’ gasped Church. “Don’t be an
ass3! There may be a dozen of them waiting
for us!”’

“Of course!'’ said McClure. “It’s a trapl”

But Handforth was not in the mood to
listen to reasonable advice. He was already
dashing across the Triangle, towards the gym.
And Church and McClure felt in duty bound
to follow him—just to keep faith with their
leader. It was one of the penalties of friend-
ship. Many times had they accompanied him
with the certain knowledge that they were
plunzing headlong into danger. It was im-
possible to back out, and to let him go alone.

““Oh, the hopeless ass!’”’ groaned Ch A
“We ought to have run back, to fetch Nipper
and Fullwood and Watson and the others. But
Lh"s F‘qo late now—we shall have to see after

im !

“It's the only way!”’ said the other junior.
“ And we shall deserve whatever comes—for
* not holding him back!”

They ran on, and were just in time to over-
take Handforth as he turned the corner of
the gymnasium, where there were a number of
evergreens. Behind the building there was a
very quiet spot—a kind of grassy hollow. This
was the arena selected for many a fight.

“Steady—steady!” murmured Xandforth,
his voice quivering with excitement. “They
went round here, and then came to a halt,
and waved their arms about.”

“Yes—just to lure you on!’’ said Church.
“There’s still time for us to fetch the other
fellows——"

*“Oh, ecrumbs!”’ groaned Mac. “He’s off
again!”’

The low sounds of mocking laughter had
coma f{rom the darkness just ahead, and it
had proved too much for the impetuous Hand-
forth. He ran on, and Church and McClure
pelted after him with one thought in their
gninds. They would grab him, and hold him

ack!

And then, suddeniy, the disaster happened.

Without any warning, the chume of Study D

found themselves floundering in something |

It caught at their ankles,

horribly sticky.
caused

held them in a tenacious grip, and
them to pitch forward head first.

With gurgling sounds, they plunged into
the sticky mass. To make matters worse,
Handforth barged into MecClure, and then
Church got mixed up in the tangle, too. The
three juniors were not merely sitting in the
stuff—they were wallowing in it.

And i1t was—tar!

The hapless juniors could not see anything
in that darkness, but their noses were in ex-
cellent condition. And the whole air reeked
of tar. In point of fact, there was a great
pool of it in the bottom of that hollow. And
Handforth & Co. had run right into it—and
were now floundering about in a miniature
lake of the stuff.

“Oh, my hat!”’ gasped Hand{orth, as he sat
up.

“It’s tar!”’ said Church breathlessly. “I'm
sinothered—I"m absolutely bathed in the awful
stuff! Didn’t we warn you, Handy? Didn’t
we tell you—-"

“By George!” roared Handforth, with a
start. “ You don’t mean——"’

“Isn’t it obvious?”’ asked Church. “Those
beastly New Klux Klan chaps lured us here
deliberately, so that we should pitch into this
tar. And we've dome it! We’ve run right
into the tar!”

Handforth gave a bellow of rage. Until
this moment he had been too excited to
realise the rashness of his actions. And
now it was too late! This tar was particu-
larly sticky—unusually glutinous. It clung
round their ankles, it held them down.
When they tried to rise, their hands stuck
to the dreadful concoction, and it felt like
so much liquid glue.

It was easy enough to guess how the New
Klux Klan had obtained all this material.
Tarring operations were in progress out
in the lane. For the past two or three days
a steam-roller had bcen busy, to say nothing
of a tar-spray, and a gang of workmen.
usual, numbers of tar barrels had been strewn
along the grass border of the road, and the
Klansmen had obviously borrowed some of
these barrels.

“The curs!” shouted Handforth. “This
sort of thing isn’'t playing the game! All
our clothes are ruined, and it’l take us
hours—days—to get thig tar off | It's a dirty
trick; it’s playing foul !”

Handforth was undoubtedly right.

A jape was one thing, and a good, healthy
fight was permissible, too. But this
deliberate scheme to lure Handforth & Co.
into a tar-bath was going beyond all bounds.
It was nothing more or less than a
cowardly outrage.

And then, while Handforth and his chums
were still trying to extricate themselves
from that sticky, glutinous mass, figures
appeared out of the surrounding darkness.
All of them were clothed in the robes and
conical hats of the New Klux Klan.

They capered round wildly, making no
sounds except low, triumphant -chuckles.
There was something rather eerie in the
scene, particularly as the moon came out
from behind the scudding clouds just then.

There were the chums of Study D, striving
hard to get free from the tar, and there,
surrounding them in a dancing circle, were
the Klansmen. It was almost impossible to
realise that only a hundred yards away the
life of St. Frank's was going on peacefully
and soberly,

“You—you rotters!”
“We'll make you suffer for this!l Just wait
until the Avengers get busy!”

“Idle talk!” came a mocking voice. “The
Avengers can do nothing. The New Klux
Klan are their masters—always. Nothing
can reduce the power of the all-conquering
New Klux Klan!"

And the dance of triumph went on, with

gasped Handforth.

| Handforth & Co. growing desperate in their
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helplessness. For that tar was of a very
strange variety. The more the three vietims
tried to pull themselves free, the more
tightly they were held. The reek of it rose
up in suffocating waves, and the victims were
beginning to feel dizzy and faint.

CHAFTER 8.
And Feathers !

' ANDFORTH’S feelings
were bitter. He knew
that ho had led his chums
into this predicament, apd
he wasn’t exactly pleased
with himself. And it was a victory for the
New Klux Klan, too, a despicable sort of
victory. Once again the enemy would
triumph.
' “You low-down rotters!” panted Hand-
forth. “You don’t know what it is to fight
fairly, do you?” .
“We’'re full of novel ideas over in the

Modern House!” cluckled one of the Klans- |

men.
“Did you hear that?” asked Handforth

fiercely. “The Modern House! So these
rotters are Boots and his own set? I didn’t
think you were such a cad, Buster Boots.
Just wait until I get free from this stuff,
and then I'll-—"

“Now!” commanded one of the Klansmen.
“Let them have it!” ‘
| The tricksters had evidently been waiting
until the chums of Study D were almost on
the point of getting free from that tar pool.
As a matter of fact, the three luckless
juniors were just on the edge of it, and
Handforth badly wanted to dash to the
attack. But it was impossible. The sticky
tar on his boots was so thickly clotted that
he could hardly move his limbs, and if
he happened to touch his hand on anﬁ part
of his person it clung there. Church and
McClure were in the same predicament.

Swoollsh !

A number of white things came hurtling
through the air, unexpectedly. They struck
Handforth & Co., and then seemed to
“explode into a billowing mass of whiteness.

“Oh, crumbs 1” gurgled Church.
“Feathers !”

They were pillows that had been hurled
at the three Ancient House juniors—pillows
which had been specially prepared, so that
they burst immediately upon contact. The
result was startling.

Handforth and Church and McClure were
fighting desperately in a wild smother of
feathers. They were so thick that it was
impossible to see a foot in any direction.
The high wind carried the feathers round in
flurries, whirling them up and down, and
beating them into the juniors’ faces.

Naturally, a tremendous proportion of
thoso feathers clung to Handforth & Co.’s
tarred persons. Within twenty seconds the
trio were transformed. Instead of being

N —
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black from hecad to foot, they were now
white | _

“Oh, my goodness!” *groaned McClure.
“We've been tarred and feathered!”

“The cads!” panted Handforth. “Oh,
the beastly rotters!’’

trying to brush the

None of the Klans-

He looked round,
feathers from his face.
men were left., All had mysteriously
vanished—melting away into the dim
gshadows, with low, mocking chuckles.

There had been about six or seven of the
eremy. Who were they? John Busterfield
Boots and Bob Christine and their friends
of the Modern House? Or Armstrong and
Merrell and Freeman and the East House
crowd ?

It was impossible to tell. According to
one of the remarks it seemed perfectly
obvious that the Modern House section of the
Fourth was responsible. But perhaps that
had been a blind—a bluff. Still, it seemed
positive, nevertheless, that Buster Boots was
at the bottom of the affair.

Not that Handforth & Co. cared. They
had been attacked by the New Klux Klan
—and the New Klux Klan was the Fourth
Form secret society. And John Busterfield
Boots, as the leader of that society, was
morally vresponsible for the behaviour of
his men. They had performed an infamous
act. True, Handforth & Co. had not been
injured. But tarring and feathering was
beyond all limits of reason. It was the kind
of treatment that might have been meted
out to.a trio of known rotters. But Hand-
forth and his two chums were true blue—
fellows of the finest fighting spirit. ¥or them
to be tricked and tarred and feathered in
this way was nothing short of outrageous.

“We didn’t think it possible!” muttered
Church, under his breath. “We know that
Boots has been degenerating lately; he's
tried all sorts of rotten tricks on us. But
this 1s the worst of all. I didn’t think that
old Buster had it in him!”

“The fellow’s a cad!” said Handforth
thickly. “Let’s hope that we get indoors
without being spotted. But it’'ll take us
hours to get this tar off, and the smell of it
will stick to us for days.”

“But how can we get indoors?” asked
MecClure anxiously. “We’re simply dripping
with this tar—it’s falling from us in blobs
at every step we take., We shall leave a
trail all across the Triangle, and in the
lobby and wupstairs. There’ll be a big
inquiry, and—-"

“By George, yes!” interrupted Handforth.
“The best thing we can do is to dodge round
into the West Square and get some of the
fellows out here. We'll give a shout and
attract them. Perhaps they’ll be able to
help in some way.”

They were certainly in a serious predica-
ment. If any of that tar got into the Ancient
House there would be stern inquiries, It
wasn’t ordinary tar, either., It was some
patent kind of composition—liquid, and yet
as thick as treacle. And it had the con-
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sistency of warm glue. It was some patent
concoction used for roadmaking, and quite
poasibly it would refuse to come off. This
was the thought which caused consternation
in the hearts of the three victims.

But there was no sense in hanging about,
waiting until somebody came and spotted
them. They were conspicuous enough, ia all
conscience !

Three white figures—white from head to
toe. Those feathers were clinging in their
myriaas, not merely on Handforth & Co.’s
bodies, but on their faces, on their hands,
and all over their heads. In their struggles
in the tar they had got themselves saturated
in the dreadful stuff. And now the feathers
were festooned over them in such great
numbers that it was impossible to tell the
front from the rear. Indeed, they could
hardly see, owing to the feathers which
clung to their cheeks and round their eyes.
If they attempted to pull them away they
‘only succeeded in half-blinding themselves.

Staggering and lurching they came out
beyond the angle of the gym. and then made
a rush across the Triangle towards West
Arch. If only they could get into the
Sguare they might be able to attract some
of their Remove companions, for all the
junior studies were on the ground floor, and
within easy reach.

It was certainly out of the question to make
any attempt to get indoors, Even if they
were not seen they would leave a significant
trail behind them., No; the only thing to
do was to get help. Blankets could be
brought perhaps, and then they might be
carried bodily indoors and plumped straight
into a bath, or—

“Cave!” gurgled Church suddenly.

A figure had loomed up out of the gloom—
a figura in a gown which waved in the breeze.

Aud Walter Church nearly fainted when
he recognised that figure as belonging to
Dr. Malcolm Stafford himself.

CHAPTER 4.
A Silack for the Head.

NFORTUNATELY Hand-
forth had not observed
the Head’s approach, and
as he was talking he had
not even heard Church’s

warning shout.
“We’'ll have our revenge, you chaps!” he

was saying grimly. “Boots is responsible for
this—Boots and Christine and Armstrong!
They’re the three leaders of the New Klux
Klan, and—"

“Quiet, you ass!” hissed Church.

“Yes, Boots and Christine and Arm-
strong!” went on Handforth fiercely.
“Thoy’ve done this to us, and——"

“IIaltIl-, ¥

The command came through the darkness
—sharp and stern. Handforth’s words froze

on his lips. For he instantly recognised the
voice of the Head! He came to a halt, and
gulped. Church and McClure had stopped.
too. For one wild moment they thought
about making a dash for it—on the chance
that the Head would not be able to recognise
them. Then they remembered that Hand-
forth had been speaking. And who could
fail to recognise Handforth’s megaphone-like
voice ?

It was too
liberty !

The Head came striding up, and he paused
a few paces away—uncertain,

“Who is that?” he asked, trying to piztce
the gloom.

“I—I—— We—we—"

Handforth stopped, unable to £&nd
coherent words. _

“Handforth I” exelaimed Dr. Stafford.
that you ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good heavens!” ejaculated the Head, as
he took another two strides forward and
peered - at the three white figures in amaze-

late to make any bolt for

any

“Is

ment. “What in the world has happened to
}'0;1? Upon my scul! What are you dressed
in 7%

“Nothing, sirl”
“What!” gasped the Head. “You cannot
mean to tell me, Handforth, tha "

“I—I1 mean, we're dressed in our ordinavy
clothes, sir,” stammered Handforth. “But
something’s happened. Nothing much, sir—
just a few feathers.”

“Feathers!” said Dr. Stafford. “And
what is this extraordimary . smell? Tar,
surely! The whole air is recking with the

odour. Come, all thrce of you! Step into
the light here—where I can see you plainly.”

They wero almost in the shadow of the
West Arch, where all was dark and gloomy.
But they did not remain there for long..
The headmaster insisted upon them stepping
forward, so that the light from some of the
windows fell fully upon them. And as the
three figures came forward, Dr. Stafford
wondered if he was in the middle of a
nightmare,

“Good heavens!” said the Head feebly.

He did not see three human beings, but
three animated collections of white feathera.
No features were visible—nothing but
feathers. The Head took a step forward and
looked more_ closely.

“I am amazed,” he said at length.
“Indeed, I am staggered. Who are you?
Handforth I know—but who are these
others 7”

“I'm Church, sir,” said one of the figures.

“And I’'m McClure, sir,” muttered the
other,

“I might have guessed it,” said the Head.
“Handforth, Church and MecClure! Is it
possible that you have been tarred and
feathered 77

Handforth took a deep breath.

“It’s not only possible, sir, but a fact!”
he replied fiercely. “We ran behind the
gym about five minutes ago, and we fell full
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tilt into a great pool of tar, And then—and

then——"

“Yes, Handforth? And then?”

“T'd rather not say, sir,” muttered
Handforth.

“But you will be compelled to say!” said
the Head sternly. “I have no difficulty in
guessing, of course, that this is merely an
episode in the ridiculous feud which is now
raging between the Remove Form and the
Fourth Form! Good gracious! Have I not
been sufficiently drastic? I have forbidden
this quarrel—I have done my best to squash
it. And—this—this is the result!”

The vietims of the New Klux Klan were
silent.

“Go indoors at once and cleanse your-
selves!” ordered the Head, in a cold, steady
-voice. “I will question you later—but wait.
Give me the names of the boys who treated
you in this disgraceful fashion. Who are
they, Handforth 7’ ;

“I can’t tell you, sir,” replied Edward
Oswald grufily,

“You cannot tell me?”

11 NU, Eir.:: |

“I suppose you mean that you will not tell
me, Handforth ?”

“Dash it, sir, I can’t speak!” protested the
leader of Study D indignantly. “I’'m not
going to be an informer. And, as a matter
of fact, I don’t really know——"

“Enough!” interrupted the Head. “There
shall be a very strict inquiry into this out-
rage. Go indoors at once, boys, and try to
get yourselves clean. 1 will tell Mr. Lee 01
your predicamient,’ and he shall attend to

ou. Later I will make a thorough
investigation.”

“But, please, sir, we'’d rather you didn’t
take any notice!” said Handforth anxiously.
“We’re the chaps who have suffered, and
we’re quite ready to forget all about it——"

“Perhaps you are, Handforth—but I
am not!” said Dr. Stafford curtly. “When
three of my boys are tarred and feathered, it
is time for me to make a searching inquiry
into the whole appalling business, I had
hoped that this quarrel was over, but it
appears that it is growing more and more
dangerous. Enough! Go indoors at once!”

And the Head turned on his heel and
strode off. His brow was as black as
thunder.

“This is getting beyond my control!” he
muttered to himself, as he went through Big
Arch and started to cross Inner Court ‘o
his own house.: “Good heavens! Scandalous
—outrageous! I cannot altogether blame
those boys for withholding the names of the
eulprits. I never encourage the informer.
But Handforth was very rash—and I could
not fail to hear what he said before 1
accosted him.”

The headmaster was very stern as he
walked on. He could remember those words
of * Handforth’s even now. Boots and
Christine and Armstrong! They were the
three names that Mandforth had mentioned!

The enlprits!

Quite naturally the Head assumed that
Handforth & Co. had actually seen their
aggressors, He believed that Bools and
Christine and Armstrong had been ve-
cognised by the Ancient House juniors. And
Dr. Stafford decided, then and there, to have
those three Fourth-Formers brought to. him
~—30 that he could question them and obtain
a confession of their guilt. -

This feud had gone far enough! It had
to be stopped at once—it had to be nipped
in the bud! F¥or when it got to the point
of tarring and feathering it was high time to
bring the chopper down with a firm hand!

CHAPTER &.
The Anger of the Remove !
HE door of Study C, in the

Ancient  House, burst
open, and Fullwood looked
in.

“Quick, you chaps!” lLe
said breathlessly, ‘There’s trouble out in
the Triangle!”

Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson

jumped to their feet. They had finished their

prep, and had been sitting round the fire,
Ralph  Leslie  Fullwood’s words were
significant.

“Trouble 7’ repeated Nipper. “With the
enemy ?”

“Y think so,” said Fullwood. “Handforth

and Co. have been tarred and feathered!”
“Begad! Really, old boy o

“We’ll look into this!” said Nipper swiftly.
“Great Scott! The New Klux Klan can’t
have done a thing like that!
unbelievable I

They ran out, and found the passage full
of other Remove juniors, The word had soon
got about, and it was still speeding from
study to study. Over in the West House 1t
was just the same. Reggie Pitt and all his
merry men were pouring out into the
Triangle to inquire into the startling rumour
that had got about.

And . there, sure
grotesque figures.

They were soon surrounded by a shouting
crowd, and Nipper had some difficulty in
fighting his way through. Ie arrived at just
the same moment as Reggie Pitt, and they
glanced at one another after taking a look
at the befeathered figures.

“Then it’s true!” said Nipper grimly.
that you, Handy ?”

“I believe so!” came Handforth’s mourn-
ful voice. “We’re in the soup, you chaps
—up to our giddy necks!”

“Don’t come near us!” urged Church.
“We're simply smothered in messy tar—or
something even worse than tar, Keep your
distance, for goodness’ sake!”

“ Absolutely !” came Archie Glenthorne’s
voice. “I mean to say, we're frightfully
sorry, and all that sort of thing, old ghost,

It’s almost

enough, were three

“Is
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Dimly Handforth could see the mysterious-looking member of the New Klux Klan.
recklessly, and prepared to leap out of the window.

Bbu: thiz is one of those occuasions when a
chappie needs to be somewhat wary.”

Nipper went nearer to the unfortunate
trio, and he shouted for the rest of the juniors
to bo silent.

“Poor old scouts!” he said softly. “How
did it happen? Somechow, 1 didn’t think
that Boots and his men would indulge in a
dirty trick of this sort. How did they collar
you ?”

“Hadn’t we better let them get cleaned up
first 2 suggested Pitt. “They must be in a
terrible state—"

“It'll only take half a tick to tell you,"”
growled Handforth. “It’s my fault—I
brought Church and Mac into this mess. 1
ought to be kicked!”

And ho dolefully told the story.

“So you were lured into it, eh?” said;

Nipper with a nod. “The New Klux Klan
is getting altogether too blackguardly We

i

*“ Come on ! " he shouted
‘* Let’s capture the bounder [ ¥}

rﬂmil, have to tuke strong action against this
¥

“IHow can we?” asked Handforth. “Tho
Head knowsg!”

“What!” went up a concerted yell.

“The Head saw us like this—and made

inguiries,” said Church bitterlyv. “He said
he’s poing to 4nake a thorough investigation,
and he’s ovdered us to go indoors. e came
face to face with us, and——"

“Well, of course, this 18 a few degrees
more than awful.” said Nipper with a
grimace. “Just like the Head to butt in
when he wasn’t wanted. By Jove! Thero'!
ba the very dickens of a row now! You
didn’t give any names, I suppose ?”

“Of course we didn't!” said Handforth.
“You don’t think we're sneaks, do you?”

“SHorry, old man,” said Nipper. “Of course
you wouldn't sneak—I ought to have known
EanRe.

“1f it comes to that, we doun’t know who
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did it,” said Churcen. “We can easily guess
that Boots and Armstrong and those other
chaps are responsible, but we didn’t recognise
any voices, and we couldn’t spot the rotters,
because they were all wearing those masks
and robes.” !

“It was done by the New Kiux Klan—and
that’s enough,’”’ said Nipper. “The New Klux
Klan is purely a Fourth Form society, and
they can’t deny responsibility. They ought
to be ashamed of themselves, the miserable
rotters!”’ ' .

“Hear, hear!”

“Down with the Fourth I’

o Cadﬁ I!J

The Triangle was echoing with excited
voices—angry voices. By this time, practically
all the Remove fellows were on the spot,
crowding round and shouting with fury. The
rage of the Remove, in fact, was great. Three
of their prominent members had been out-
rageously treated by the Fourth, and the in-
dignation ran high. '

Over on the other side of the Triangle, col-
lected round the Modern House and the East
House, groups of Fourth-Formers were stand-
ing—looking on in wonder. They had come
out, attracted by the general din, and the
majority of them appeared to be puzzled. ,

“Yah, you rotters!” -vent up the shout
from the Removites.

“What’s the trouble over there?’ said
Buster Boote, as he came out with Bob
Christine and one or two other prominent
Fourth-Formers. “ Anybody might think we’d
been doing something, by the way they're
ehouting !”’

“We seem wo get blamed for everything,’’
5aidd80b Christine bitterly. “I can’t under-
stan o2

“It’e Handforth & Co.!”’ panted Yorke, as
he ran up. “They’ve been tarred and
feathcred!”

“What!' _

“Kact!’ said Yorke. “And these Remove
idiots are saying that we did it! They say
that the New Klux Klan—"’

“On, rot?’ said Boots. “The New Klux
Kian haven’t been on the warpath at all this
evening!”’ |

“I know tnat,”” said Yorke. “But, all the
samne, theze Remove fellows are accusing us

The hoots and jeers which came across the
Triangle were so loud that Yorke’s voice was
almost drowned. Buster Booté Hlushed with
indignation and anger. He did not like to be
accused of this affair. He had fought cleanly
from the very start of the feud, ang he would
never have dreamed of tarring and feathering
any of his opponents. He ran down the
Modern House steps, and approached the
crowds of Removites,

“ Halt a minute!’ he shouted, in his loud,
aggreesive voice. “I want to say eomething !’

“Shut up, yon rad !’

“Booh I”?

“Get back Lo your keunei, you dirty dog!’’

“What’s the idea of yelling at me ?” roared
Boects. “You don’t think I had any hand in
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this tarring and feathering, do you? You
silly idiots, I know nothing about it!”’
“Don’t make things worse by lying!”

shouted one of the Removites,

“I tell you the whole thing is a mystery
to me!”’ yelled Buster Boots furiously. *“The
New Klux Klan hasn’t moved this evening
at all! We haven’t done a thing!” 5

“That’s all rot!” interru teg Nipper, his
voice very gruff. “Handforth and these other
cha;:ﬁ recognised the New Klux Klan, and

“I don’t care what they recognised!’ in-
terrupted Boots. “I tell you we haven’t——"’
But he was interrupted. The hooting went
on at a tremendous rate, and it almost seemed
that a riot would result. The Fourth-Formers

| were squaring up to the Removites, and the

whole situation was becoming dangerous in
the extreme.

Indignation ran high—as high in the ranks
of the Fourth as in the ranks of the Remove.
There were the elements here of a dangerous
free fight!

7
% ¥
G

&
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CHAPTER 6.

Cross Purposes.

OHN BUSTERFIELD
BOOTS was in a towering
rage. ,
b He was, by nature, an
arrogant sort of fellow. He
was a powerful junior, with a strong face,
and a mop of F]aring red hair. He had always
been masterful, and he was complete ruler of
the juniors in the Modern House. And now
—when he heard the Removites hurling male-
dictions at his head, he nearly lost control of
himeelf. For he knew that he did not deserve
these hieses and hoots, He had done nothing
to earn this scorn.

“You'’ve all gone mad!”’ he roared, giaring
at Nipper and Pitt and the other prominent
Removites. “It’s just like you fellows—you’re
accusing us of things that we haven’t done!
’I‘hegyew Klux Klan has always fought fairly

“Tell that to the marines!”’

A combined yell of ‘'derision went up—of
scornful disbeliez

“You’re the ones who have played dirtily I’
went on Boote, his voice rising with passionate
hatred. “From the -very first you’ve been
playing low-down tricks on us, and then you
have the nerve to accuse us—"’

“That’s about enough, you buffoon!”
shouted Fullwood. “What’s the good of
standing there, and denying a thing that’s
obvious to everybody? These three chaps
have been tarred and feathered, and they
recognised the Klansmen i

“Who did they recognise?’’ demanded a
roar of Fourth Form voices.

“They didn’t actually recognise any faces
—but your own particular get-up is distine-
tive enougn !’ said Fullwood. “We all know
what the Klanemen look like. Some of your
men did it, Boote, and you’re responsible I’’

“I teli you our men iad no hand in it at
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allI”’ yelled Boots. I'm
the leader—-"’

“Then you've admitted your guilt 1"’ roared
Doyle, of the West House. ‘“Come on, you
chaps! Let’s go for these beastly Fourth-
Formers!"’

“No—no!” shouted Nipper. “The Head
has strictly forbidden all fighting, and we
don’t want to defy him like this| Keep your
heads, you silly asses! Get back into your
own Houses—"' _

But Nipper's voice was not heeded. His
advice was ignored, and the rival factions of
the Junior School were about to hurl them-
selvea at one another’s persons. And then,
fortunately, the srefects arrived upon the
scene. Fenton and Morrow came out, to say
nothing of Kenmore and Reynolds, and several
other prefects.

“Now, then, there's been about enough of
thisa!"’ shouted Fenton angrily. “You juniors
mustn’t start any fighting here. You know
what the Head has said|”’

“Down with the Remove

“Yah! Rotten Fourth-Formers!”

The shouts were still passing to and fro, and
one or two skirmishes were beginning in the
darkness. -

“If there are any juniors out here at ‘the
end of a single minute, I'll take their names,
and have them flogged!’”” shouted Fenton.
“You young fatheads! You’ll get yourselves
expelled if you go on like this! \%hy can’t
you keep vour heads?”’

Gradually the excitement was subdued. The
prefects went round, hustling the juniors into
their respective Houses. And so the free
fight was avoided—but only by a narrow
margin. The Fourth-Formers and the Re-
movites were hotly opposed to one another.
The feud, if anything, was more bitterly in-
tense than ever. KExcitement was at fever
pitch, and the fellows collected in their own
Houses, talking in groups.

Handforth & Co., in the meantime, had
been taken in tow by Nelson Lee, their House-
master, He asked no questions—but gave all
his attention to the task of cleaning the three
juniors. Very decently, Nelson Lee allowed
Handforth & Co. to alone in the bath-
rooms. The task of getting that tar off them-
selves was a strenuous one, and they did not
want to be bothered with any masters hang-
ing about them.

Downstairs, Nipper was having a hard time
of it in keeping the Removites cool. Over
in the West House, Reggie Pitt was just as
hard at work.

Many of the fellows wanted to go out, and
have a look at that pool of tar behind the
gym. But they were kept indoors. It was
quite likely that the Fourth-Formers were
going to the spot, too. And if any of the
rival factions happened to meet, nothing
would avert a minor riot.

“The whole thing is jolly mysterious,”
Nipper was saying, in the Ancient House
common-room. “Somehow, I can’t believe
that old Buster is responsible.”

“You don’t believe his denials, do you?”
demanded Tommy Watson.

“I ought to know!

I‘l‘?

“he’s pretty much of a wash-out:

II

“Yes, I do,”” said Nipper, frowning.
“Buster Boots has always been a truthfw

chap. He's aggressive, and he’s arrogaut.
But, at heart, he’s one of the best. It’s not
like Buster to indulge in these shabby tricks—

and it's not like him to tell lies, either.”

“But if he didn’t do it, who did?"’ asked
Fullwood.

“That’s what we &hall have to find out,”
said Nipper. “We can only suspect some of
the East House fellows. I don’t think Arm-
strong would descend so low—in fact, I don’t
think he has enough initiative. Armstrong is
full of bluster, but when it comes to action
But there
are some other fellows in the East House who
wouldn’t hesitate at doing anything dirty.
Merrell, for example—and Marriott.”

“I don’t see that it matters,”” interrupted
De Valerie. “The job was done by the New
Klux Klan, and Boots has admitteg that he’s
the leader. So he’s responsible. If he can’t
keep his own men in order, that’s his fault!
We ought to go out now, and smash those
Fourth-Formers to smithereens!”’

Nipper nodded.

- “Yes, 1 agree with you there,”” he said.
“We can’t let a thing like this pass unheeded.
Handforth & Co. have been assaulted. There’s
no other word for it. And so the Remove
must take action.”

“Good man!” said Fullwood heartily.

“We'll wait until the excitement has died
down a bit, and then we’ll get busy!” went
on Nipper. “I’'m a bit fed up with Boots.”

“But you were just excusing him——"’

“No, I wasn’t,”” said Nipper. “I simply
said that Boots himself wouldn’t indulge in
dirty work like this tarring and feathering.
But he’s the leader of the New Klux Klan,
and so he has to be taught a lesson. In
future, perhaps, he’ll keep Eir'xis beastly Klans-

men in order. Buster Boots is the fellow for

| us to go for!”’

“Hear, hear!”

“So let’s get busy, and think out a good
scheme of reven%!” said De Valerie. “Wae
leave it to you, Nipper, and we expect you
to do something drastic.”

Nipper nodded.

_ “I¥’ll be drastic all right,”” he said.,
it won’t be dirty. Always remember, you
chaps, that we’ve got to keep our hands
clean. It doeen’t matter how far these Fourth-
Formers go beyond the mark, we've got to
carry on the fight in a decent way.”

And all the other level-headed Remove fel-
lows agreed. According to all the signs, there

were some very exciting events destined for
this evening|

“But

CHAPTER 7.
The Head Takes Action !

R. MALCOLM STAFFORD
looked up with a worried
frowon as his study door

opened and Mr. Arthur
Stockdale appeared.

“Thank you, Mr., Stockdale, for coming

!
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s0 promptly,” said the Head, "1 would not
have disturbed you, only the matter is very
urgent. 1 have no doubt that you have
already nheard that three members of the
Junior School, belonging to the Ancient
House, have been tarred and feathered?”

The Housemaster of the Modern House
noddad.

“Yes, sir,”” ne replied gravely. "1 have
beard about this—indeed, the Triangle is
even now sgeething with excited boys. The
prefects are having some difficulty in calming
‘them down. I am startled that such an
event could have happened. It seems
incredible.”’

He sat down 1n response to the Head’s
invitation, and seemed rather uneasy.

“1 imagine, sir, -that you had some specific
reason for desiring this interview ?” he went
on. “Do you assume that some of my boys
are responsible for this—er—outrage?”

"1 greatly fear, Mr. Stockdale, that such
18 the case,” replied the Head. “Handforth
and his two companions had no knowledge
that I was near to them, and Handforth was
rather incautious in his speech. I could not
help overhearing certain names that he
mentioned. And they were the names of
three of your bovs, Mr. Stockdale.”

“While being naturally shocked, I am not
altogether surprised,”’ said Mr. Stockdale in
a pained voice. "This ridiculous feud has
been getting very serious of late—very
grave, indeed. I have been at my wits’ end,
and I am glad enough that some definite
action 1s being taken at last.”

“When three of our boys are tarred and
feathered, 1t 1s high time that something
drastic should be done,” declared the head-
master. “Now, Mr. Stockdale, I have heard
it rumoured that there is a kind of secret
society in the Fourth Form—a preposterous
aping of the Klu Klux Klan. Do you know
if there 18 any truth in this?”

Mr. Stockdale coughed.

“I rather fancy it is founded upon fact,”
he replied. “There is, indeed, a fantastic
secret society amongst my Junior boys. But
I can assure you that it was impossible for
me to take any action in the matter.
Nothing is definitely known. I have already
consulted Mr. Goole, of the East House, and
he, too, knows of this latest phase. But we
decided that we were helpless——"°

“I quite understand that, Mr. Steckdale,”
interrupted the Head. *“Please do not
imagine for a moment that I am censurin
you in any way. On the contrary,
sympathise with you in your difficulties. 1
know what these boys are, once they get out
of hand.”

“All the Houses are similarly affected,”
declared Mr. Stockdale. “In the Remove
the boys have another secret society, I have
heard. These preposterous organisations
have come into being because ef your recent
van.”

“Indeed!’’ said the.Head, with a start.

“Yecu prohibited all fighting and quarre!-
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ling in the open,” continuea wne House-
master, “and the boys, refusing to be
defeated in that way, formed these secret
societies. Since then they have heen con-
ducting various raids, and so forth.”

The Head rose to his feet and paced up
and down for a moment or two.

“Well, Mr. Stockdale, it must cease!” he
said grimly. “There must be an end once
and for all to this secret society nonsense.
I shall take the strongest possible action, in
order tc make the boys understand that 1
am in earnest.”

“I am entirely in agreement with you,
sir,”’ said Mr. Stockdale heartily. '

“When you go back to your House, I want
you to send Boots and Christine to me,”
pursued Dr. Stafford. “And I shall be
obliged if you will have a word with Mr.
Goole, -and request him to send Armstrong, of
the East House, also.”

Mr. Stockdale looked at the Head
surprise.

“Surely, sir, you do not suspect Boots
and Christine of any hand in this tarring
and feathering episode ?” he asked.

“I fear that I do.”

“But, my dear sir, these two boys are
‘quite above suspicion,’’ protested Mr. Stock-
dale. “I know them well, and I can vouch
for their thorough decency. Boots, perhaps,
is somewhat too aggressive, but he is quite
a good boy on the whole. I know he would
not indulge in any disgraceful behaviour.”

“In normal circumstances, yes,” said the
Head gravely. “But you must remember,
Mr. Stockdale, that these boys are unduly
excited just now. And boys are always liable
to overstep the mark without quite realising
it. It is one of the faults of youth. And I
must point out to you that I heard the names
of Boots and Christine and Armstrong
definitely mentioned as the culprits. 1 can
only assume that they were seen and
recognised by the wvictims. Otherwise, I
would not specifically send for them.”

Mr. Stockdale pursed his lips.

“I must cofess this is a shock to me,” he
said. “Boots, I know, is the leader of the
Fourth Form, and he is therefore morally
responsible for what the others do, since he
is at their head. I can only hope that he
will be able to prove to you that he has had
no hand in this unfortunate affair.”’

And Mr. Stockdale went, very anxious.
'He decided that he would not question Boots
or Christine on his own account. It was
for the headmaster to make the inquiries.
30 he west back to the Modern House, and
he made his way to Study No. 6, in the

in

Junior passage. DBoots was not there, but
Mr. Stockdale happened to come ugon. him
at the end of the corridor. And Christine

was with him. in addition to several others.
“Boots! Christine!” said Mr. Stockdale.
“You are to report at once to the head-
-master !”
“We've got to go to the Head, sir?”
ejaculated BDoets, in alarm., * DBut—but—"
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“Y have just come from Dr. Stafford, and
he requested me to send you to him
without any delay,’’ continued Mr. Stockdale
quietly. “Armstrong is to go, too. I under-
stang that the Head intends to question
you.

“But why, sir?” burst out Bob Christine.
“We've done nothing!”

“I hope you are speaking the truth,
Christine,” said Mr. Stockdale. “To the
best of my knowledge you are a truthful
boy, and you need have no fear. If you are
not guilty of this outrageous attack on the
Ancient House boys, you will receive no
punishment."’

“Of course we’re not guilty, sir!” said
Boots indignantly. “We never touched them.
I should hope we’'re a bit cleaner than that.
We don’t resort to tarring and feathering.
Why should the Head send for us? There’s
no evidence. We know nothing, sir—abso-
jutely nothing. It's no good us going to the
Head!”

“Not a bit of goed, sir,” added Christine
warmly.

““Nevertheless, my boys, you must go,”
said Mr. Stockdale. “Dr. Stafford has given
his instructions, and you must obey them.
I would remind you that the Head is
waiting now, and the soomer you reach his
presence the better.”’

And Mr. Stockdale went out, sought Mr.
Barnaby Goole, of the Iast House, and
Armstrong received similar instructions.
thren Fourth-Formers were startled
beyond measure. Why should they have been
definitely chosen like this? What evidence
was there against them?

— —
-

CHAPTER 8.

ey
WUl = What Happened in Inner Court
b

% 'eoOHN  BUSTERFIELD
! BOOTS and Bob Christine

paused out in  the
Triangle. Timothy Arm-
strong was coming to-
wards them, and the Iast House fellow
was looking pale and scared.

“Good!” said Boots. “We might as well
all go together, Armstrong.”

“I was hoping that I'd find you chaps,”
said Armstrong. “What does it mean,
Boots? Why has the Iead sent for us?”

“Croodness knows!”’ growled Boots. “But
you know what Heads are!”

““We didn’t have anything to do with
that affair,” went on Armstrong shakily.
“We can prove alibis, too—"

“No, we can’t,”’ said Boots gruffly. *“We
can only say that we were with the other
fellows, and the Head wouldn’t believe
ovidence of that kind. If we had been in
the lecture hall, listening to one of the
masters, it would be a different thing. Not
that there’s any need to worry. 1 expect
the Head wants to question us about the New

L arother sound, he was bowlad over.

Klux Klan. He’s heard about our secret
society, I suppose, and he wants to get a
few details. Naturally, he'll be disappointed.
We shan’t say a thing.”’

“Rather not!” agreed Bob.
give the other chaps away.” -

They went off towards Big Arch and passed
through. A number of the other Fourth-
Fermers had offered to escort them. DBut
Boots had refused. He said there was
ncthing to be afraid of, and he didn’t want
a whole army of guards round them.

They found themselves in Inner Court,
where the wind came hooting across the open
space and where the shadows were dim. In
the distance the 'twinkling lights of the
Head’s house could be clearly seen.

“Look here, Boots, old man,” said Arm-
strong earnestly, “what do you know about
this tarring and feathering?” ‘

“Nothing!"’

“Oh, come off it!” growled Armstrong
truculently. “It wasn’t done by any of the
East House chaps. Our section of the New
Klux Klan is innocent. So it must have
been done by your crowd.” -

“Well, it wasn’t!” retorted Boots. "My
men had nothing to do with it.”

“Then who the dickens was it ?"* demanded
Armstrong incredulously.  “Handforth &
Co. recognised the Klansmen—"

“I'm all at sea!” confessed Boots. " None
of the Fourth-Formers did it—that’s abso-
lutely oertain. And there’s only one possible
inference to draw. Some other chaps were
wearing robes just like the Klansmen, and
they did this so that we should get the
blame.”

“Looks iike it, although it seems too thick
for words!” growled Boots. “I can’t think
that Nipper or Pitt would indulge in trickery
of that sort. It doesn’t seem to fit tn with

their characters.”’
“Oh, I wouldn’t say that!” declared Arm-

“"We can’t

strong. "Look at the rotien things they've
done alrecady. Ever since this feud started
the Removites have been playing dirty
tricks. There’s no limit to their rottenness.
They’ve lost their heads, and—"

“Hallo!” interrupted Bob Christine.
“Look out!”

“What the dickens——""

“They're on us!”’ yelled Bob. "The
Avengers!”

“What!”

The three Fourth-Formers swung round.
Without warning a number of figures had
loomed up out of the gloom. And 1t was
possible in that dimness to recognise tha
cloaks and hoods of the Ancient Order of
Avengers. There were at least half a dozen
of the forms, and all of them were wearing
the characteristic dress of the Remove society.
They looked like monks in their loose hoods,
and they came sweeping up without a sound.

“Rescue, the Fourthi!” roared Armstrovg
in great alarm.

(Crash!

The next moment, before ha could Lﬁteé

a
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Buster Boots and Bob Christine were
similarly treated. They had no ochance
against these overwhelming numbers. They
weore attacked fiercely—savagely. There was
no sportsmanship in this raid. The Avengers
kicked them on the shins, punched them in
the stomachs, and performed every other
kind of foul work. 'The three Fourth-
FFormers went over, atruggflgi:g.

“You cads!” panted ts. “Oh, you
miserable curs!” ,

They had thought themselves safe in Inner
Court—for this ground was forbidden. It
was out of bounds.
not at all particular, it seemed. They had
deliberately been lying in wait. In some way
they must have heard that these three
Fourth-Formers had been ordered to report
to the Head.

“We’ve got you this time, Boots!” came a
quivering, gloating voice. “Revenge 1s
sweet !”

“You—you—you—- :

“We'll teach you to shove tar and feathers
on three of our chaps!” went on the gruff
voice of the Avenger. “As leader, I feel
that it’s my duty to punich you—"

“Then you admit that you are Nipper?”
asked Bob Christine breathlessly.

“T admit nothing—but you can guess what
you like!” came the cool reply. “Not that
you'll ever be able to prove anything. We're
going to give you a taste of something even
worse than Handlorth & Co. got. We've got
it all fixed——"

“(Cave!” came a low, warning shout from
one of the other Avengers.

“Hallo, what on earth——"

“Cave!” came the cry again.

And, with one accord, the Avengers
_dropped their victims as though they were
hot bricks. There was a scuffle, a padding
of feet, and then silence—utter silence, ex-
cept for the moaning wind, which came
hooting across from the playing-fields.
Boots and Christine and Armstrong sat up,
then looked about them. Their attackers
had gone.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” panted Bob.
did they leave us like this?”

“Let’s be thankful they’ve left us, and ask
no questions,” said Boots, picking himself
up. “They must have had a false alarm, or
something. There’s nobody coming. Perhaps
they saw a figure in the distance, and
thought it was a master. Anyhow, they’ve
chucked up the game, and we’re safe. But
wo'd better buzz towards the Head’s house
as quickly as we can—or they might change
their minds.”

“By jingo, yes!” said Armstrong with a
gulp. “They can’t touch us once we get
into the Head’s house. Thank goodness they
were alarmed over nothing!”

And, only pausing to hastily brush them-
selves down, the three Fourth-Formers
hurried on, and presented themselves at the
headmaster’s door. They felt that they had
been extremely lucky. By a mere hair’s-

bE ]

“Why

But the Avengers were |
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breadth they had esca from the enemy,
and they would be able to report to Dr.
Ty L -y
e di mmagine what X
happened in the darknei?uf Inner Court!

CHAPTER 9.
The Evidence !

HERE was an expression of
confidence on uster.
Boots’ rugged face when
he stood in the Head-
master’s study. Bob

Christine was just as calm. But Armstrong,
being a weak kind of fellow, in spite of his
burly figure, was ill at ease.

“I am sorry, boys, that I should have been
compelled to send for you in this way,” said
the headmaster quietly. “But I wish to
question you——?"

“We didn’t do 1it, sir!” panted Armstrong
hoarﬁe;ly. “We had nothing to do with it
at all!”

“If that proves to be the case, Armstrong,
you will have nothing to fear,” replied the
Head. “But do not interrupt me. I wish
to question you.” .

The Head rose to his feet, and paced up
and down once or twice. He was looking at
the three juniors closely; and once, when
he caught sight of them from an angle, he
paused in his stride and started.

. “Bless my soul!” he muttered.

A pained look came into his eyes—chang-
ing to an expression of grimness. He went
back to his seat, leaned back, and pressed
his finger-tips together. Boots and his com-
panions waited rather apprehensively. They
knew that attitude of the Head’s. He was
in one of his most dangerous moods.

“Boots, you are the captain of the Fourth
Form,” said Dr. Stafford at length. “I shall
require you to answer my questions.”

“Yes, sir,” said Boots.

“It has come to my ears that there is a
secret society in the Fourth Form,* con-
tinued Dr. Stafford. “A grotesque imitation
of the infamous Klu Klux Klan. Is this
correct 7"

Buster Boots hesitated.

“Well, yes, sir,” he admitted at last.

“And you, Boots, occupy the position as
leader of this secret society ?”

“Yes, sir.” .

“I shall not ask you for the names of your
companions,” said the Head. “Neither shall
I punish you for forming this ridiculous band.
It secems to mec that both the Fourth Form
and the Remove Form are equally guilty in
the matter—and to single out any particular
individuals for punishment would not be fair.
Therefore, I shall give a general order pro-
hibiting these secret societies from this
minute onwards.” |

‘The three Fourth-Formers were silent.

“But now for a more definite matter,”

3
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frantically, Handforth ard his two chums tried to escape from th2 glutinous tar, but the more they strucgled

he worse became their predicament.

vwont on the headmaster.
of the Remove Form were placed in a pool
of tar not long ago, and afterwards they were
frathered. 1 have every reason to bolieve
fhat this outrage was committed by the—
shom!—by the Khix Klan——-™

“It's not true, sir!” interrupted Armstrong

hotly.,  “We had nothing to do with it!”

“I am speaking to Doots, Armstrong,”
saidd the Head coldly.

“Norvry, sir!” pasped the Ilast Ifouse

junior.

"« Not only do I believe that this attack
was made by the Yourth Form secret society,
but I have every reason to suspect that yon
three bovs are the actual guilty parties,” said
De. Stafford accusingly. “I would advise
vou to be perfeetly frank in this matter,
An admission of your guilt wili mitigate
your sentence——"

“1'm sorry, sir, but we're not going to
admit guilt,” said Duster Doots firmly. *We
dida't do it, and we're not going to say thot
ve chid.”

“Do you deny this charge ?”

“Xes, sir”

1

“I am sorry to hear you say that, Boots’

went on the headmaster dangerously. “ You
stand here, self-confessed, as the leader of
this soctety, and it has already Dheen

estahlished that the three boys were attaclod

“MUhree members |

The New Klux Klan bad done their work only too thoroughly !

by your socicly. Are you telling me that
you know nothing of it whatever?”

“Nothing at all, sir,” said Boots. “It
wasn't planned by the New Klux Klan at all
—there’s not a fellow in the Fourth who
knows anything at all about it.”

“1 sce!” said the Head, drumming the
desk with his finger-tips. “And about this
tar, Doots., Have any members of your Form
interfered with any tar this evening ?”

“Not one of them, sir,” said DBoo!s
promptly. “And. surely, if we had messed
about with tar, making a pool behind tho
gym, we should have got ourselves stained, or
something ? None of us have touched tar at
all.”

“We haven't
Christine.

“We didn’t even know there was any on
the premises,” added Armstrong cagerly.

“Indeed!” said the Head, more dangerously
than ever. *““You all tell me, quite flatly,
that vou have not touched any tar? You
deny all participation in this outrage on the
Remove boys "

“Yes, sir,” said the three juniors.

The Head rose to his teet, and his face
had become very grim.

“I am amazed!” he said, his voice quiver
ing. “I am astounded that vou should have
the eltrontery to stand in front of me and ¢
tell these falsehoods!”

been near 1t, sir,” said
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“ Falsehoods, sir?” ejaculated Boots.
“Yes, Boots—falsehoods!” thundered tha
-Head. “You wretched boy! How dare you
deny this charge when your guilt is obvious ?”
“Obvious, sir?” asked Buster, thoroughly
startled by the Head’s tone. “ But—but——"
“Inough!” snapped Dr. Stafford. “I am
more painred than I can say. I am ashamed
of you, Boots—I am ashamed of all three of
you! A frank admission of your guilt might
have led to my being somewhat lenient with
you. But as it is, I shall take the most
drastic measures. Not only have you com-
mitted this rascally act, but you have the
effrontery to deny it!”

“Of course we deny it, sir,” said Bob
Christine, “We haven’t been anywhere
near ”

“Be silent!” ordered Dr. Stafford. “If you
have not had any hand in this episode, and
if you have not touched any tar this even-
ing, perhaps you will explain the meaning of
these stains?”

“Stains, sir?” asked the three juniors in
one voice.

The Head pointed with a quivering finger.

“Yes, you wretched boys!” he thundered.
“Your clothing is literally smothered with
pat{:}}es of tar! And yet you have denied

“Tar?” yelled Boots. ' “But there’s no tar
on us, sir! There can’t be! We haven't
even been near that place, or—or anything!
We haven’t touched any tar.”

“If you say that again, Boots, I will thrash
you as you stand!” shouted the Head.
“Upon my word! How dare you keep up
this ridiculous farce? - ILook at yourselves!
Took at your clothing!”

And tho three Fourth-Formers, twisting
round, and going into all sorts of contortions,
reccived the shock of their lives.

On their trousers were several dark patchos
~—their jackets, in the rear, were even sticky
with tar-stains. They had none on their
hands, but their clothing bore all the evidence
that the headmaster needed. Even their
boots were spattered with tar. And not a
Tu;g.l!te since they had denied handling the
stu :

They stood there, in the hecadmaster’s
study, palpably guilty. And they had made
their case doubly worse by telling lies!

How was the headmaster to guess that
these threo. Fourth-Formesrs had been made
the victims of a deliberate plot?

———

CHAPTER 10.

The Sentences !

| “'7@, Y Jupiter!” shouted Buster
B9 Boote suddenly.

For the moment, he had
forgotten that he was in
the headmaster’s presence.
He turned an excited face to Bob Christine
and Armstrong. They were both looking
stunned—both staring at those stains on their
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clothing. The thing had come as a dreadful
shock to them. They could not imagine how

those stains had got there. But Boots had
jumped to the truth.

“Don’t you eee?” he asked. “Those
Avengers!”’

“Eh?”’ gasped Bob. |

e we were coming across Inner Court

—

“Oh, my goodness!”

“They bowled us over, and in the con-
fusion they must have put this tar on us!”
went on Boots. “That’s it! It was all a plot
—a scheme to get us—"’

“Silence!”” interrupted the
angrily. “Boots, how dare you?
18 obvious!”

“Hold on, sir!” interrupted Buster Boots.
“We can explain these tar stains!”’

“Do you mean.that you are about to con-
fess 7"’

“No, sir!” ~

“Then I am afraid that I'cannot listen to
you,’” said the Head curtly. “I sent for you
three boys because I suspected you of partici-
pation in the outrage on the Remove juniors.
When I saw these tar stains on your persons
I knew that I had made no mistake. Any-
thin:g; that you can say will only add to your

headmaster
Your guilt

“Please, sir,”” insisted Boots, “I tell you
we can explain these tar stains! Have I your
permisgion to speak for just a minute ?”’

“Very well,”” said the Head. “I desire,
above all else, to be fair. You shall have an
opportunity of giving an explanation, Boots.”

“Thank you, sir,”” said the captain of the
Fourth, "{Vell, we haven’t touched any tar
at all—we haven’t been near any tar. We
didn’t commit that outrage on }ﬁmdforth &
Co., and don’t know anything about it.”’

“Upon my word! How dare you——"’

“Just a minute, sir!”’ went on Boots. “As
we were coming across Inner Court, in re-
spouse to your summong, we were suddenly
set upon by six or seven mysterious forms,
We don’t know who they were, but they sud-
denly left us alone, and we thought they had
received an alarm, or something. But I can
sce the dodge now. They only bowled us
over so that they could put these tar stains
on ug, They knew that we were coming to
you, and they wanted to provide some evi-
dence, so that we should be accused, and
found guilty.”

The Head looked at the juniors in astonish-
ment. Perhaps they did not realise how falge
this story sounded—how fantastically untrue.
On the very face of it, it was only an excuse
—a weak, pitiful tissue of lies in order to get
out of the responsibility., There was nothing
else for the Head to think.

“Boots, I am amazed that you should ex-

pect me to believe such a story as this,’’ said
the IHead harshly.

“But it 1s true, sir!’’

“Bilence !’ thundered Dr. Stafford. “Do you
expect me to believe such nonsense? Six or

seven mysterious figures, you say ? Who were
they 7"’
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“We don't know, sir,”’ confessed DBoota.
“We didn’t recognise them.”

“I can quite believe that statement,”” re-
plied the Igead grimly. “You did not recog-
nise them, Boots, because.there were no such
figures, This 15 nerely an excuse—an attempt
to explain away these tar stains -

“It isn’t, sir!"” shouted Armstrong desper-
ately. “Those fellows who attacked us were
Removites! They were members of the
Ancient Order of Avengers!”’

“(ood pgracious!”’ said the Head. *The
other secret society, I take it?”’

“Yes, sir!”

“And are you seriously suggesting, Arm-
strong, that tﬁese Remove boys attacked you
so that they could put tar stains on your
clothing ?”’ demanded the Ilead furiously.
“The suggestion is outrageous! You must
remember that I delinitely heard your names
mentioned as the culprits, and when I tell
you to come to my f€tudy I find that you are
stained with tar. It is enough!”

117 Bth__'J‘I

“Not another word!"" sajd the Head. “ You
are only making matters altogether worse by
those Jenials. Not only are you guilty of
the assault itself, but you have addeg to your
crime by telling me a deliberate string of
falsehoods. You, Boots, must take the punish-
ment, since you are the ringleader. You have
admitted that you are the chief of this
ridicilous secret society. There can be only
one punishment for you. To-morrow morn-
ing you will leave St. Frank’s for ever!”

I{Euater Boots staggered, his face turning
paie.

“You—you mean I'm to be expelled, sir?”’
he gasped.

“Yes, Boots—to-morrow morning you will
be expelled,” replied the Head, in a terrible
voice, ‘“And Christine and Armstrong will
be publicly flogged at the same time. Once
and for all, I intend to put an end to this
impossible situation. Not for another minute
shall it continue! And only by drastic steps
shall I achieve my end.”

“But you're all wrong, sir!’’ shouted Boots.
“I didn’t do this—neither did these other fel-
lows! I tell you it's a plot against us—a
deliberate scheme to get us into trouble! It's
not fair to sack me! You ought to make
inguiries—""

“This inguiry has gone far enough, and
you are only making matters much worse by
your present attitude,’”’ said the Head. *“You
may go!’’

He had given one giance at Timothy Arm-
strong, and, certainly, there was every evi-
dence of guilt on Armstrong’s face. The East
House junior was so scared that he had
turned as pale as chalk. He was shaking in
every limb.  There was not much stamina in
this burly weakling.

Buster Boots, after the first outburst, had
fallen intn silence. He iooked as though he
were stunned. There was a dazed expression
in his eyea.

“I shall
Punishment
master,

not order you t&f go into the
nt  Room,” continued the head-
“You wili return to your Houses,

and in the morning I shall deal with you in
Big Hall. ILet there be no disturbances, or
perhaps some other boys will be expelled,
too."’

“It's unjust, sir!”’
not gutity!"

“You are guiity of inciting all vour Form
fellows to engauge upon this feud,”” said the
neadmuster coldly. “ You are guilty of in-
stigating, and taking part in, a definite out-
rage upon three of the Remove boys. And
my only possible course is to expel you from
the school, Boots. I need not tell you that I
am grieved to take this action. .I am pained
that you should have ended your career at St.
Frauk’s so disastrously. But I must be firm
—I must take this strong action in order to
teach a lesson to all the others. Further talk-
ing will not do any good. I am quite satisfied
that you are the guilty parties, and your
putushment shall follow. Go!”

“ Yes, sir, but—-""

“Go!" repeated the Head.

And John Busterfield Boots and the other
two jJuniors turned on their heel, and went
out of the study. They went in a kind of
trance. They had ¢~ me here, expecting to be
questioned —confident in their innocence.,

But now the chopper had failen!
_Armstrong wnd Christine were to be pub
licly flogged—and Boots himself was sacked !

muttered Boots. “I'm

CHAFPTER 11.

Rough on Boots and Co !

ACKED!' said Buster Boots
huskily.

They were standing out-
side in the darknees of
Inner Court. The events

of the past few. minutes seemed almost like
a dream to the staggered Fourth-IFormers.
Christine and Armstrong were startled enough
at their own punishment. A public flogging
wae not to be lightly dismissed. There was
the pain of it—which could be easily stood.
But there was the humiliation, too—the black
mark which would be against their names.
There were the reports which would be sent
to their parents. A public flogging was a
great disgrace.

But what was this compared to the ultra
disaster of being expelled?

“Poor old Buster,”” muttered Bob Christine
rently, '

“Oh, don’t sympathise with me!’”’ said
Boots, taking a deep breath. “I can’t bear
being pitied!”’

*“Sorry, old man! I was only—""

“Besides, I'm not going to E—e sacked,’” in-
terrupted Boots fiercely. “Do you think I’m
going to let the thing rest here? Not likely!
We're none of us guiity and we’re not going
to receive the punishment!”

Thev walked on a few paces, and it was

Bob Christine who broke the silence.

“It's all verv well to talk like that, Buster,
but what can we do?” he asked. “The Heard
has satisfied himself that we're guilty. And
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when you come to look at the thing in cold
reason, he can’t be blamed. Me knows about
the New Klux Klan, and he suspected that
we were the fellows who did that tarring
business. And when we go to his study,
we've got tar spots all over us. How ecan
.you expect the Head to believe our yarn?”

“But it was true!” insisted Boots.

“Sometimes, old scout, the truth sounds
even more fantastic than a lie,” said Bob
Christine quietly., “That’s the case just now.
Hang it, you've got to admit that that yarn
of ours sounded tall. I don’t wonder that
the Head disbelieved it.”

‘““Perhaps you're right!” admitted Buster.
“But what is the meaning of it? Who were
those chaps? Nipper? Pitt? Fullwood?
Who were they?” :

“We don’t know, and it's quite possible
that we shall never know,” replied Bob.
“They were Avengers, and that’s about as
far as we shall get.”

Boots flushed angrily.

“But think of it!” he exclaimed, his voice
thick and’ indignant. “What a dirty trick!
What a foul, filthy game! Those Avengers
weren’t sure that we were guilty, but they
shoved that tar on us, so that the -Head
wouldn’t make any mistake! They deliber-
ately faked up the evidence, so that we
should be "punished! Can you think of any-
thing dirtier than that?”

Bob Christine shook his head.

“I can’t!” he replied frankly. “And I
don’t believe that Nipper had anything to
do with it.”

“It seems a bit thick,”
“But if Nipper isn’t the chap,
Anyhow, we know jolly well

admitted Boots.
who is?
that the

Avengers are guilty, and Nipper is the chief |

of the Avengers. So he’s responsible.
Those rotten Removites have been getting
worse and worse. ever since this quarrel
started. Confound the feud!”

“Yes, T agree with yvou: but it’s too late
to sav that now,” replied Bob. “You're
sacked, and Armstrong and I are booked
for a public flogging in the morning. My

only hat! What a life!”
“It's not fair!” burst out Armstrong
fiercely. “Why should we be made to suffer

like this? - We didn’t touch Handforth! It’s
outrageous ! Why should the Head jump
on us—-"

“Steadv — steady!”
gruffly. “It’s no good getting hysterical!”

“T’m not hysterical!” roared Armstrong,

“Yes, you are!” said Buster. “I'm the
chap to go up in the air, if it comes to that.
A public flogging isn’t much—it’s soon over.
But what about me? I'm kicked out of
the school! Goodness only knows what 1
shall say to my pater! T hope he’ll believe
mo when 1 tell him that I’'m innocent!”

They walked on towards Big Arch, gloomy
and depressed. All the. fight %ad been taken
out of them. They no longer had any desire
to go for the Removites. Buster Boots,
usually so arrogant, was subdued. He had no
mterest in St. Frank's now. He was sacked

interrupted Boots

—he was an outsider. And the valiant spirit
of the great J. B. B. faltered.

By the time they got into the Modern
House, they found crowds of Fourth Formers
round them. Everybody had known that
theso threo had been sent for by the Head,
and the rest of the Fourth fellows crowded
round, wanting to know how the trio had
fared.

“0Oh, don’t all shout at once!” said Boots.
“I can tell you what’s happened in two
minutes,”

“But the Head hasn’t swished you, has
he?” asked Bray.

“Armstrong and I are to be publicly
fRogged in the morning!” said Bob Christine
bitterly.

“What !”

“Flogged !”

“Oh, my goodness!” -

“But that's not the worst!"” went on Bob.
“Poor old Buster is sacked !”

There arose a confusion of startled shouts.
“Sacked I

“Oh, draw it mild, Bob! This is no timo
for joking!”

“Né6: cheese it, Christine!”

“I’'m not joking!” shouted Christine
fiercely. “TI tell you that Buster has been
sacked! We've been accused of doing that
tarring and feathering, and the Head has
come down with the chopper. And poor old
Buster, as the ringleader, has got it in the
neck 1

Percy Bray and Walter Denny—Buster's
study mates—clung to their leader.

“Buster, it's not true!” panted Bray.
“You’re not being expelled, are you?”

“Hasn't Bob just told you?” asked Boots
steadily. )

“Yes; but that’s all rot!” yelled Denny.
“It can’t be true!”

“Unfortunately, it is true-—as matters stand
at present!” said Buster Boots grimly. “I've
been sacked, and I’'m booked to leave the
school in the morning. I expect the Head
will make a public affair of it, and humiliate
me in front of the whole school. But, by
jingo, we’ll ses about that!”

The other Fourth-Formers looked at their
leader eagerly.

“What do you mean, Buster?” asked
Clapsen.

“T mean that we’re not going to sit still
under this injustice,’”” replied Boots, his eyes
blazing. “ We're not guilty, and we're going
to move heaven and earth this evening to
prove that we're falsely accused ”

‘“Hurrah !’

“Good old Buster!”

“Never say die!”

But Buster Boots, in spite of his confident
words, was experiencing a dull, sinking sen-
sation within him. What a terrible end t-h!S
was to all the recent excitement! Would it
be possible to bring the guilt bome to the
real culprits?
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CHAPTER 12.

The Avengers Prepare !

, P

1y N the meantime, all uncon-
scious of the fate which
: had befallen the enemy,
Nipper and his fellow Re-
_ ) ) movites were holding a
big meeting in the Ancient House. They
had come to the conclusion that some sort of

drastic action should be performed.

The New Klux Klan had treated Handforth
& Co. abominably, and a reprisal waa
necessary.

“Swift action—that’s what we want!” Full-
wood was saying. “We jolly well know that
the New Klux Klan is responsible for that
tarring and feathering, angothey’va got to
he taught a lesson.”

f‘chr, hear !”

“ Absolutely !” said Archie Glenthorne. *“I
mean to gay, of all the foul abominations,
tar 13 positively and absolutely the foulest.
Why, dash it, I've been worried for days
over one tiny spot of the beastly stuff. Even
old Phipps wilted somewhat when he caught
sight of the atrocity on the refined géent’s
wear,”

“Never mind about your spots of tar,
Archie,” said Nipper. ‘““We're dealing with
a sertous matter here, and we’ve done about
enough talking., I suggest that we get busy.”

“Good man!” said Handforth heartily.

“Hallo! Here’s Handy!”

““Poor old scout!”

Handforth & Co. had just come in, and
they were looking themselves again. A cer-
tain odour of tar hung about them, but they

had succeeded in getting all visible traces]

of the stuff off. And they were tender, too,
for that patent tar-mixture had been very
caustic in its effect. Their skins were burn-
ing red from the effect of it.

“Has anything been decided?” asked
Handforth, as he strode forward.
“Yes,” replied Nipper. ‘“The Ancient

Order of Avengers must get busy at once.
My idea is quite a simple one. We'll all get
into our hoods and cloaks, and then make
a determined raid on the Modern House,”

“What about the East House?”

“The KEast House chaps aren’t L so im-
portant,” replied Nipper. “Boots is the
leader of the Fourth, and so we’ll make our
raid on his headquarters. If we're quick
about it there won’t be much risk, because
we shall be in and out before any of the
proefects can get on the job. And we ghan't
be recognised, anyhow, because of our cloaks
and hoods.” .

“ And what shall we do, once we're in?”
asked Handforth.

“Grab every Fourth-Former that we can
seo, bump him, and rag the whole place
generally.” )

“Tophole!” said Reggie Pitt,
*That's the best scheme.”

Handforth stared.

nodding.

I9

“And is this all we're going to do?” he
asked. .
“What else?” asked Fullwood.

“You fatheads!” said Edward Oswald
witheringly. “What else, indeed! Those
rotters have tarred and feathered us, and
the Avengers ought to take a tremendous
stop by way of reprisal. It's no good!
ragging the fatheads. It's mno bump-
ing them. They don’t understand that sort
of thing.” '

“Wo've got to go easy, old man,” sald

Church, “We're all feeling pretty rottem

about it, I know, but we must keep our

heads.” ]
“Rats!” sald Handforth aggressively.

“There’s only one thing to be done. We've,
got to take Boots, and Christine, and the.
other ringleaders, and dump them into thlﬂi
5

“No!” said Nipper promptly. “We can’t
do that.”

“Why not?”

“Because two wrongs don’'t make a right,™
said Nipper quietly. “I hope to goodness
I don’t sound as 1f I'm preaching, but we
simply must be sonsible, Fandv. T.et the
Avengers remain a clean body.”

“It's all very well to talk
bodies,” growled Handforth.
about our bodies, before we washed
selves ?”

“Well, if it comes to that, I expect yvou're
pretty clean now,” chuckled Reggie Pitt.’
“And you can’t get away from the fach
that tar is a good disinfectant.” '

Handforth glared.

“Are you suggesting that we necd a dis-
infecting ?”” he roared.

“No, of course not,” said Reggie hastily.
“What a chap vou are for jumping to com-
clusions, Handy! I'm just trying to tell yom
that Nipper i1s right. We've got to koep
within reasonable limits. The Avengers
aren’t going to commit any outrages. We'll
leave those sort of things to the Fourth.”

“Hear, hear!” said all the other level-
headed juniors.

For a little while there was quite an up-
roar. A number of the Removites considered
that the suggested punishment was alto-
gether too mild. Something much more
drastic was indicated. Something spectaou-
lar ought to be done.

“Y don’t know; I think Nipper's right,”
said Handforth, at length. * Goodness knows,
I don't want to be vindictive. And a raid
on these chaps ought to fill the bill. But
we won't be very gentle, that's all. When
we bump them, we’ll bump them properly.
And it wouldn't be a bad ideca to take a lob
of bottles of ink, and squirt them with it.”

“That's a reasonable suggestion,” said
Nipper, with a nod. “There’s not much
harm in ink.” .

“If you ask me, you're too jolly soft!”
said Forrest, ““These TIourth-Formers have
been up to a lot of dirty games, and I think

about clean
“But what
our-
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the ringleaders ought to pe dipped in that
tar'u
‘““ Hear, hear!” said Gulliver and Bell.
“And ['ve got to agree with these chaps,
tool” added De Valerie. “We don’t want
to be squeamish.” .
But they were overruled by the majority.
The Ancient Order of Avengers had always
been fair and just in their actions, and this
was no time to start questionable conduct.
A determined raid on the enemy would be
sufficient to meet the demands of the case.
“Now, we’ve got to have the thing ab-
solutely settled,” said Nipper briskly. “I
suggest eight o’clock as the hour for
action.” _ _
“It’s a quarter to eight now,” said Pitt,
glancing at his watch. . |
“Yes, and that’ll give us time to prepare,”
said Nipper. “Let eight o’clock be zero hour.
I suggest that we all go off now to our
own studies or dormitories, and smuggle our
oloaks and hoods out. We'll collect in the
West Square, and put our Avengers' things
on at exactly one minute to eight. And
then, as the clock beging striking, we'll sweep
out through West Arch.” _
“That's good!” said Pitt. “Simple but
effective !”
There were other murmurs of agreement.
“So let’s go quietly away, and pretend that
everything is normal,” continued Nipper.
“We'll get out into the West Square in twos
and threes. In fact, it would be a pretty
d idea for us to slip out of our study
windows. Then nobody will notice us in the

passages.”

“That's “it!” said Handforth.
get into our cloaks and hoods
studiez—after putting the lights out. Then
we can hop out of the windows, and be
ready. And we all make a sudden rush f?r
the Modern House—eh? Good eEg! we'll
show them something. by George!

And =o it was scttled.

“We can
in our

—lf

CHAPTER 13.

Queer Developments !

RASH'!

A stone came hurtling
through the window of
Dr. Stafford’'s study, and
it fell with a loud thud in

the very centre ot his desk.
“Good heavens!” ejaculated Head,
startled,
He had every reason to be taken aback.
He had been standing with his back to the
firepiace, his hands clasped behind him,

Dr. Stafford felt that he had done the right
thing. Strong action had been called for,
and he had been strong. It was the only
possible way to kill this absurd feud.

And the Head bad no doubt whatever re-

ieding the guilt of John Busterfield Boots.

he whole thing was obvious from start to
finish. Doots had admitted that he was the

the
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leader of the New Klux Klan. He was the
acknowledged ringleader of the Fourth Form

movement. And those tar stains on himn had

been very significant. They were, indeed,

proof. :
For, 1f Boots was innocent—as he had

stated—how could those tar marks have

J got
upon him ?

The story he had told about

being set upon in Inner Court was obviously
a faked-vp yarn. How was it possible to
credit such nonsense?

It grieved the Head very much to be com-

lled to send a boy away from the school.

ut there were times when such steps were
necessary, 'There was no sense in being soft,
for that was just the way to give these
juniors the idea that he was weak. And
strength was required now, more than any-
thing else,

“Yes, 1 rather fancy that the feud will
die away,” murmured the Head. “ After
Boots has gone, the other juniors will natur-
ally be afraid to pursue their absurd quarrels.
I dislike to have the boys at enmity in this
way. It is bad for the school—bad for dis-
cipline. And sport, too. I beliove that all
football has ceased since this feud has
started. Perhaps matters will now improve
I

And then. at that moment, the stone came
hurtling through the window.

The Head started back, hardly knowing
what had happened for the moment. Then
he saw the stone in the middle of his desk,
reposing on some papers. A glance at the
window revealed a jagged gash in one of the
panes. It was splintered to smithereens, and
the night wind was blowing in, and causing
the curtains to billow out into the room,

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated the Head.
“Have some of these boys dared to play
about in Inner Court? But surely they
would not throw stones at one another? I
do not know what things are coming to
nowadays |

He strode to his desk, and
stone. Then he paused, his eyes openin
wider. He grabged for his glasses, an
placed them on his nose. Then he stared
at the stone again.

“Good gracious!”
oughly startled.

For it was no ordinary stone—at least, it
was not merely a stone. Tied to it was a
luggage label, and there were words written
upon the label.

“TO THE HEADMASTER OF ST.
FRANK’S. URGENT.”

Those were the words that Dr. Stafford
read on the label, and he was more aston-
ished than ever. He had assumed, at first,
that the stone had come through his window

picked up the

he ejaculated, thor-

accidentally,. But this assumption was ob-
viousg wrong., Somebody had deliberately
hurled that heavy brickbat through his

window, careless of any ssible conse-
quences. If it had happened to strike the
Head in the face, serious injury might have
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resulted. Dr. Stafford went red with fury
as he turned the label over.

“What—what is this?” he stuttered.

For there was a message on the other sido
of that label—written in printed characters,
and in some curious kind of red fluid, which
almost looked like blood. And the words
which swayed in front of the Head's eyes
wera these:

“THE AVENGERS ARE ALL-POWER-
FUL! THEY CARE NOTHING FOR
YOUR AUTHORITY, AND THIS IS A
WARNING FOR YOU TO KEEP OUT OF
THIS QUARREL. THREE OF OUR
MEMBERS HAVE BEEN TARRED AND
FEATHERED, AND WE INTEND TO
HAVE REVENGE ON THE NEW KLUX
KLAN AT EIGHT O'CLOCK PRECISELY.
INTERFTERE AT YOUR PERIL.

“THE ANCIENT ORDER OF
AVENGERS.”

Dr. Stafford could hardly believe the evi-
dence of his own eyes.

“This—this is outrageous!” he gasped.
“Never, in the whole course of my career,
have I encountered anything so utterly and
absolutely insolent. The young scoundrels!
The confounded young rascals! So they
have the audacity to defy my authority?
They tell me to mind my own business!
Good gracious! Can it be possible ?”

Small wonder that the Head was stag-
gered, for the very effrontery of this mes-
sage was beyond all bounds of common
sene or reason. And it had come from the
Ancient Order of Avengers—the  secret
society of the Remove.

And the messago it contained was a per-
fectly true one, too! For the Avengers were
preparing to have their reprisal at cight
o'clock.

Dr. Stafford glarced at his watch, and then
jumped.

Four minutes to eight!

“ Perhaps there is still time for me to put
a stop to this hooliganism!” he muttered.
“I would like to consult Mr, Lee and Mr.
. Stockdale and the other masters, but there is
not time. What is the school coming to!?
What madness is this which is sweeping
through the junior Forms? I can see that
there must be several other exptlsions beforo
I have these young fools under control !”

The Head was simply furious. He was
boiling with righteous rage. So it had got
to this! The feud had got to the stage where
all the school authority was defied and
ignored [

With a brow as black as thunder. the Head
swept out of his siudy, and he did not even
wait to don his hat. He rushed outside, and
went across Inner Court at the double. At
any moment he was exnecting to hear the
school clock chime the hour of cight. Dut
perhaps he would be in time. Once and for

:
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all, he was decided. He would put a stop to -
this civil war among his boys.

And then, just as Dr. Stafford entered the .
gloom under Big Arch, the school clock
solemnly chimed out the hour of eight.

Passing through the archway, the Head
pansed on the other side, just within the
Triangle. A number of mysterious forma
were sweeping up from the West Square.
The Avengers were getting busy! He was
just in time to witness the raid!

CEAPTER 14.

Another Disaster [

/ R OME on !’ sang out Nipper

! crisply.
Eight o’clock was just
striking, and all the Aven-

gers were ready in the
West Square. 'There were crowds of them,
and they had been collecting for some
minutes, appearing from windows, from odd
corners, and from dark doorways. All of
them were unrecognisable in their cloaks and
monk-like hocds.

1 HurrnhIJJ

“Pown with the New Kiux Klan!”

And the Avengers swept out of the shadow
of West Arch, and started across the 'I'm-
angle in a body towards the Modern House.

“Halt !” -

The command came in a harsh, furious
voice—the voice of the headmaster!

Dr. Stafford was standing there, just
beyvond Big Arch, and he was staring im
amazement at these hooded forms. Instine-
tively, Nipper pulled up, and all the ofher
leading Avengers followed his example. A
command from the Head was not (o be
lightly ignored.

And then an extraordinary thing took place
—an event which gave Nipper one of the
surprises of his life. . As he halled, staring
towards Dr. Stafford, he heard some whiz-
zing sounds.

And then—crash! Splinter] Crash!

The air became filled with the shattering
sounds of windows being smashed to smither-
eens. Nipper turned, looking at his Aven-
gers in dumbfounded surprise.

Whizz—whizz—whizz !

“(Great Scott!” gasped Nipper.

Many of the hooded figures were hurling
stones—throwing them fiercely and deliber-
ately at the windows of the Modern House
and the East House! For a moment Nipper
thought that his senses were betraying him,
But then, in a flash, he knew the truth.
Some of his followers were not content to
merely raid the enemy, and to bump them,
They were throwing stones at the windows
—committing wilful damage,

“Stop !"” shouted Nipper urgently. “You
idiots! You crazy fools! Stop this!”

Clrash! Crash! Crash!

Five or six more windows went into

amithereens, and ~onfused <houts from within
the Houses clearly told of the consternation
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on Forrest blindingly, and at last the cad was a
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Hanpdforth was like & human tornado.
battered, beaten wreck
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that was being cansed.  Uhe whole affair was
startling 1n the extreme.

Az for the headmaster, ne was so startled
that he was helpless for a moment or two.
‘That- warning message had been right, then |
I'hese boys had planned to act like hooligans,
and tc make a dastardly attack upon the
Modern House and the Kast House! It
seemed too shocking to be really true.

“Stop !” shouted the Head, recovering his
voice and the power of his limbs. “Lg?ery
boy will remain where he stands!”

-He ran forward, and it was a signal for
many of the Avengers to bolt. About a
guarter of them succeeded in running
through West Arch, and a few others dodged
round the angles of the buildings and were
lost to view, But the majority were in full
niEhtﬂ-right m the centre of the Triangle.
There could be no escape for them—unless
they deliberately ignored the Head’s com-
mand, and fled. '

But, somehow, there was no hope of get-
ting away. Discipline was deeply ingrained
into all the decent members of the Remove,
And when the headmaster commanded, it
was their duty to obey. They were so dis-
guised that they could not be recognised,
but this did not matter. They had been told
to stand, and they stood. :

The headmaster could see that all these
fipures were clothed in hoods and cloaks.
They were the Ancient Order of Avengers!
He knew them at once for the Remove secret
society. Not five minutes ago he had re-
ceived a warning that they would be engaged
upon this work, and these very boys had had
the audacity to send him that warning. He
half expccted to be swept off his feet, and
to be trampled underfoot.

But this did not happen

“Every boy here will remove these ridicu-
lous cloaks and hoods!” said the headmaster
in a fierce, quivering voice. **Waste no time!”
. “Unmask, you fellows!” said Nipper, turn-
g to the Avengers. “We can’t defy the
Head’s orders.”

“No,” came Pitt’s voice.
now.”

“Yes. but who
manded Handforth furiously.
it! None of our chaps—”

“It’s no good talking, Handy,” said Nipper.
“Our chaps did do it—we saw them. Those
stones were all thrown by the Avengers. But
I shan’t rest until I find out the identity of
the actual throwers. The cads! The destruc-
tive hounds! There must have been eight or
nine of them !”

This was true enough. Eight or nine Re
move fcllows. Who were they? Who could
they be? As far as Nipper knew t ere
weren’t nine such chaps in the whole Remove,
It was an inexplicable puzzle.

From all quarters, crowds of fellows were
appearing—fags, Fourth Formers, and seniors
in their scores. They had all been attracted
by the erashing of glass, and by the shouts
from the Triangle. There was a first-class
sensation here, and nobody could afford to
miss it.

“It’s all up

threw those stones?” de-
“We didn’t do
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Handforth was like & human tornado,
battered, beaten wreck. *‘* All right

His

The central part of the Triangle was occu-
pied by the Avengers, and by the headmaster.
Round the House doorways, in the archways,
and all the windows were filled with faces,
and eager eyes were watching by the score.

Nipper, Handforth, Pitt, Fullwood, De

Valerie, in fact, all the prominent
Removites, had already pulled their
hoods off, and they were now divest-
- ing themselves of their cloaks. They

threw them on the ground—knowing that they

would not be required any more. [For the
Ancient Order of Avengers was naturally
killed from this moment onwards. And the

rest of the Removites, following the exampie
of their leader, discarded their cloaks, too.
They stood there, in front of the Head, in
their own identities. _ .

“As 1 expected ! said the headmaster. his
voice stern and deadly. “ All you boys belong
to the Remove Form. I take it that you are
the—er—Avengers?”

“Yes, sir,”” said Nipper quietly.

“And I caught you in the wvery aet of
making an attack on the Modern House and
the East House,”’ continued the Head.

“We didn't mean to throw any stones, sir,”
urged Handforih, “In fact, we don’f know
who did 1t-—"

“Enough !” interrupted the Head harshly,
“Who is the ringleader of this dangerous
society 7

“I am, sir,” said Handforth promptly.

——
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orrest blindingly, and at last the cad was a
“I'll go to the Head—I’ll conifess ! ”?

A roar went up.

“Don’t you believe 1t exclaimed Nipper,
running forward, and facing the Head.
“That's onlv Handforth’s blutt, sir. I'm the
leader of the Avengers! As captain of the
Remove, I'm the Chief of the Avengers.
Everybody knows it, too.”

Many shouts of assent went up, and Dr.
Stafford nodded.

“] awn glad that you have admitted your

.gui]i'. in this way, Hamilton.” he said grimly.

Very well. You are the leader of the
Avengers. You have admitted this. To-
morrow morning ymhwili be expelled from the
school at the same tithe as Boots. This quar-
rel shall be settled now—once and for all I”

CEAPTER 15.
Very Serious !

| XPELLED !” repeated Nip-
per dazedly.

“Yes, you wretched
bov !” sald the Head.
“You stand there self-con-
fessed, as the jeader of this hooliganism, I
might as well inform you that Boots, of the
Modern House, has already been expelled for
the outrage upon Handforth and those other
two bovs. ITe is the ringleader of the Fourth

|
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-——and you are the ringleader in the Remove.
Enough! After you have both gone, perhaps
the rest of the boys will regain their scattered
wits,”

The Remove fellows were utterly stunned.

“But—but you're not going to sack bhim,
sir ?” gasped Handforth, running up. “I'm
just as much to blame as he 15—

“Be silent, Handforth,” commanded the
Head. “There will be a full inquiry into
this whole disgraceful affair, and the culprits
will be publicly flogged.  Hamilton is the
ringleader, and he shall be expelled. There
can be no question of innocence—for he has
confessed his guilt here.  Furthermore, 1
caught him red-handed.”

“There’s one thing I'd itke to say, sir”
said Nipper steadily. “I didn’t give my men
any orders to smash the windows.”

“ Absolutely not!” shouted Archie GClen-
thorne. “I mean, that was a perfectly foul
piece of business. None of we fellows threw
any stones!”

“It's a complete mystery, sir!” added Ni;:-
per. “Our object was to make a raid on the
Modern House, and to bump some of the
fellows—quite a harmless sort of affair. I
can’t explain why the windows were smashed,
or who did it.”

“I am shocked. Hamilton, that you should
attempt to escape vour responsibilities in this
way,” said the Head sadly. ‘I have always
held such a high opinion of you., too. 1t is
grevious that you should have sunk so low.”

“T haven’t sunk at all, sir!” said Nipper,
flaving up. “It’s not fair to say that!”

“Be silent, boy ”

“I won’t be silent!” shouted Nipper pas-
sionately. “You've sacked me for something
I haven’t done!
punishment for starting a raid on the Modern
House. I admit I planned it—but there’s no-
thing disgraceful in it. I gave no orders for

I don’t mind taking my|

windows to be smashed, and it’s not fair of:

you to think——"
“Silence !” thundered Dr. Stafford.

He was so angry that he was almost on the
point of striking the excited Nipper. The
rest of the Removites were looking on, aghast.
As a rule, Nipper always kept his temper—
he was always cool. It was something new
to see him as humanly weak as any of them-
selves. ‘

“It is not my intention to,argue with you,

Hamilton,” said the Head curtly.

this society, and you are therefore responsible
for the activities of your followers. You have

(13 Y’m
have admitted that you are the ringleader of

lead them into this crisis, and so you must:

take the consequences.
to expel you from the school.”

And Nipper had nothing to say, since, his
anger dying away, he could see that there was
reason in Dr. Stafford’s decision.

“From this moment onwards, these secret
socioties must cease,” continued the head.
master.
their eyes very wide open. If there is any
further sign of activity—if there is the
slichtest indication that these sccieties still live

“1 have no option but'

“1 shall instruct my prefects to keep
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—there will be other expulsions. I am taking
this drastic action because you boys have
apparently gone out of your minds. You will
all go indoors at once—and remain indoors.
Iivery junior boy of the school is confined to
his own house.”

And the Head turned on his heel, and
strode away.,

A babel of voices broke out directly he
had passed beyond the range of Big Arch.
His drastic action had been like the explosion
of a bombshell. Certainly it had the right

effect. From that minute onwards, there
would be no more secret societies at St.
Frank's!

~ Lven the feud was killed—for who would
have the heart to carry it on now? The two
ringleaders had been expelled.

Fverybody was too excited to take the
headmaster's orders literally. Nobody went
imto the House, and the juniors came crowd-

ing round, excited and eager. Even the
Fourth Formers hovered about, their fury
overshadowed by their curiosity. They had

been enraged at the attack on their windows,
but the Head’s announcement had cooled
them down. Nobodv had the heart to carry
on the feud now.

“Dear old boy, this is dreadful!” said Sir
Montie Trewellis-West frantically. “ Begad,
I can’t believe it! You’re not really sacked!”

“I'm afraid I am, Montie, old man,” said
Nipper quietly. “I was an ass to lose my
temper just now. But it’s so unjust—so—so
Oh, what’s the use? [ vas the leader
of the Avengers, and I suppose it's up to me
to take the blame.”

“Not likely!” roared Handforth. “I'm
going straight to the Head, and I'm going
to tell him that I'm the leader!”

. Don’t be potty old man!” urged Church.
“E’m: can't tell a fib like that—"

It’s not a fib!” retorted Handforth. “Tve
alwavs called myself a leader, haven’t I?”

“ Well, yes—but that was only your bluff,”

sald Church. “You know jolly well that
Nipper was the leader.”
_ “All the same, I’'m going to the Head,”
insisted Handforth, “Why should he sack
Nipper like this? Nipper hasn't done any-
thing 1”

“Go easy, old man!” said Nipper steadily.
“There's something very fishy about all this,
and T want to think.”

“What do you mean—fishy 7"’ asked Tommy
Watson. “Oh, my goodness! This is too
awful for words! I wish we’d never started
the Avengers!
(he first place!”

“By George, so it was!” shouted Hand-
forth. “There you are! That's proof! Tl
go along to the Head and tell him that 1
suagested the secret society, and yon other
fellows will have to back me up. Then the
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Head will let Nipper off. and punish me in«
stead——"

“Thanks awfully, old man; but there’s no
reason why either of us should be sacked,™
interrupted Nipper. “For some days ['vae
had a suspicion that somebody has been work !
ing against us, and now I know it!"” -

“Working against us?” asked Pitt quickly.

“Yes!” replied Nipper. *‘ The real Avengers
did not throw those stones. You know whas
we planned. It was just a harmless raid oa
the Modern House.” '

“But if the Avengers didn’t throw the
stones, who did?” asked Handforth, staring.
“We saw them.”

“We saw a number of cloaked figurea
throwing stones,” replied Nipper. “But I'm
beginning to suspect that there were some
outsiders amongst us. And perhaps the same
sort of thing has been happening over 1n
the Fourth. Perhaps vou weren't seized by
the New Klux Klan, Handy!”

“But we saw them!” said Church.
“You saw some figures dressed in the garb

of the New Klux Klan,” replred Nipper
‘keenly. “Just as we saw some figures dressed
in the garb of the Avengers. But I'm pratty
certain that we've been fooled! They weren’t
members of either society; they were out-
siders, wearing cloaks and hoods, and
deliberately acting so that we should all be
blamed.”

“But—but——"

“It's a wheeze pinched from the Klu Klux
Klan in America,” went on Nipper. “The
Klu Klux was started as a decent sort of
society, but it’s happened, many times, that
gangs of crooks have worn the familiar
clothes of the Klu Klux Klan, and have com-
mitted all sorts of outrages. And the Kiu
Klux has been blamed—unjustly. That's
what's been happening here. There's =
mystery that requires to be searched into—
and we’ll jolly well get to the bottom of it,
too!”

® CHAPTER 18,

Who Is The Unkoown P

XCITEMENT ran high
the Triangle.

Nipper's words had been
heard by many, and they
were repeated eagerly by

group after group.

“There was that affair the other night,
when three of us were pushed into butter
tubs, and perched on the tops of poles,” went
on Nipper. “I don't believe those Fourth-
Formers did that job at all. I don’t he-
lieve they tarred and feathered Handforth
& Co. There's an unknown crowd working
against us——"

“And working against the Fourth, too?"
asked Pitt. |

“Yes, of course.” _

“Phew! Tf that’z so, a Int of things will
be explained,” said Reggie. “You mean thab

in
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somebody has been deliberately setiing us
against each other?”

“I'nat seems to be the general idea,’
agreed Nipper. “I’ve only been suspecting
this for the last few days, but to-night it’s
more than a suspicion. It's a cert.”

“It’s a pity you couldn’t have said some-
thing before,” said \Watson bitterly. “ You’re
sacked now, and it’s too late to do anything.”
- “I haven’t left the school yet,” replied
Nipper. “There may be time to make some
investigations. I'd like to know where those
Avengers went-—the ones who ran off. They
mixed with us in the West Square, and no-
body suspected anything, because they were
disg?’ised in their cloaks and hoods. But

“0ld Boots

“Begad!” interrupted Montie!
18 comin’ across here.”

John Busterfield DBoots was striding
through the Removites, and nobody at-
tempted to stop him. An hour earlier he
* would have been seized, ‘bumped, and hurled
back to his own side of the Triangle. But
all that was over now.

“There’s one thing 1 want to ask you,
Nipper,” said Boots squarely, as he came
face to face with the Remove skipper.
“Will you give me a straicht reply ¥

“Yes, of course,” said Nipper.

“Well, did any of your Avengers attack
Christine and Armstrong and me in Inner
Court, an hour ago?”

‘“ Attack you?”

“Yes: and put tar on our clothing,” re-
plied Boots. ‘“We were set upon by six or
seven fellows wearing the hoods and cloaks
of the Avengers, and they put tar on our
clothes without us knowing it. ~ So when we
went into the Head’s study, he saw the tar,
and took it for granted that we had been
guilty of that rotten outrage on Handforth.
So I've been sacked in consequence.”

Nipper whistled.

“This is further proof!” he said grimly.
“Boots. I give you my word of honour that
none of the Avengers touched you in Inner
Court. As a matter of fact, we were all
holding a meeting in the Ancient House at
about that time. A few of the fellows weren't
there, I know. but they can all be vouched
for. Even Forrest was with us.”

“Thanks, awfully!” sneered Bernard For-

rest. ‘“Why drag me in?”
“There’s something very rummy about
thic,” said Boots, scratching his shock of

red hair. “Some of your chaps were tarred
and feathered by an outside gang—wearing
the clothes of the New Klux Klan. And we
were attacked by some gang, wearing the
clothes of the Avengers. They're working
against us, and both you and I, Nipper, are
sacked! Cheerful, tsn’t it?”

They looked at one another. and Nipper
was smiling rather whimsically. There was a
fellow feeling between these two, since they
were both in the same boat. And the sudden
revelation that there were cutsiders at work
made all the difference.

“Yes, somebody—goodness knows who—is
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working against us in common,” said Nipper,
“The trouble 1s, it secems quite 1mpossible to
prove it. We’'ve accused you chaps of lots of
rotten things during this last week or two,
Boots.”

“ And we haven't been guilty,” said Boots,
nodding. *It’'s been just the same on our
side. &Je thought you were responsible for
slashing Bob Christine with a dog whip, and
for throwing a stone and hitting somebody
in the face——"

“By George!” shouted Handforth. * Why,
we thought you fellows had done the same
thing to two of our chaps! Archie Glen-
thorne was nearly blinded by a stone thrown
out of the darkness, and Reggie Pitt was
slashed across the face with a dog-whip. That
was when the feud first started. We thought
you were responsible!”

“Well, we weren't,” said Boots. ““And we
now know that you didn't get up to any of
those dirty tricks, either. We've been ac-
cusing each other of all sorts of rotten
things.”

The excited talk went up and dowr the
Triangle like a8 wave. A great deal of the
animosity died down at once. Ior this reve-
lation had come like an avalanche.

The Fourth had been blaming the Removo
for all sorts of shabby games, and the Re-
move had been blaming the Fourth.  And
yet neither Form was guilty!

That was clear enough now, and the bitter
resentment and anger which had swept
through both junior Forms now faded away.
They were all in trouble together, and they
could tell that they were the victims of a
cunning and deeply-laid plot. -

But who were the unknown outsiders?

“It's not much good telling a story like
this to the Head,” said Nipper slowly. “ He
wouldn’t believe it—and who can blame him?
He would naturallv assume that we were
inventing the yvarn just to escape the conse-
quences, Unless we can produce the real
culprits, we're all in the soup.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Boots,
nodding. “But how the dickens can we
capture the beasts when we don’t even know
who they are? And yet they must belong to
St. Frank’s. That’s as clear as daylight, or
they wouldn’t know the plans, and they
wouldn’t be able to get wind of our move-
ments. It beats me hollow.”

Some of the fellows might easily have sus-
pected Bernard Forrest, but Forrest had been
wholehecartedly with the Remove from the
very start. Besides, he, Gulliver, and Bell
had been indoors when Handforth & Co. wereo
being tarred and feathered. Thev had also
been indoors, with many of the other fellows,

during that episode in Inner Court. 8o they
were effectually placed beyond suspicion.
But who could be the culprits? Once the

known rotters were marked off the list, it

seemed that a deadlock had been reached.
Handforth was by no means alarmed.
“You two chaps needn’t think that yow're

going to be sacked,” he said firmly. * Leave
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this to me! I'll investigate the whole
mystery, and arrive at the truth.”

“Oh, chuck it, Handy!” said Fullwood.
““This is no time for joking!”

“I'm not joking, you chumpl”
Handforth indignantly.

“Well, it’s no time for your rotl”

“You can call it rot if you like, but just
wait until I've finished my inquiries,” said
Handforth. “First of all, I'm going straight
to the Hoadmaster, and I'm going to tell him
he’s all at sea. I'm going to make him give
vou fellows twenty-four hours’ respite, so that
I can have a chance of investigating the
ease,” -

“Don’t do 1t, Handy!” urged McClure.
“You’ll only get yourself sacked, too. The
Head isn’t in any mood to listen to you.
You've only got to go to him, and he’ll jump
down yvour throat.”

“These chaps are innocent, and I'm not
going to see them suffer,” said Handforth
obstinately. “We’ve all got to join together,
vou fellows—we’'ve all got to find out who
the guilty parties are. There mustn’t be a
wink of sleep for anybody until the mystery
i3 =olved.”

roared |

Unfortunately, nobody was taking any
notice of Edward Oswald, and nobody had
any faith in his powers as a detective. This
mystery seemed like remaining unsolved for

LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER 17.
Marmaduke’s Masierly Move.

U'RE looking pretty
worried, Willy, my lad!”
said Handforth kindly.

He had encountered his
minor in the Anoient
House lobby, about five minutes later, and
Willy looked at him with anxious eyes,

“}zes, I am worried |” he agreed. “Very
worried. And who wouldn’t be? He’s in a
bad way!”

“Yes, rather!” said Edward Oswald, nod-
ding. “But he’s got me behind him, and
I’'ll do everything I can.”

“I don’t want you to interfere, Ted!"
said Willy promptly. “You can’t do any
good. You'll only make him worse.”

“There can’t be anything worse than being

1 expelled,” said Handforth gruffly.

“Expelled 7’ said Willy, staring.

“Yes.”

“Oh, you’re talking about Nipper?"” asked
Willy.

“Of course I'm talking about Nipper!”
said his major. “Aren’t you?”

“No, of course not. I'm worried about
old Marmaduke,’”’ said Willy calmly. “He’s
had terrible pains inside dately, and I'm

all t*me.

o —— oy —

having to doctor him up——"
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*You
Have you been talk-
beastly monkey all the

“Marmaduke !” gasped Handforth.
—you silly young ass!
ing’ about your
time 7"

. “Don’t you run old Marmy down!” said
~ Willy. “I tell you, ’'m worried. Unless I’'m
careful, I’ll lose him !’

“The sooner you lose him, the better!”
.snorted Handforth, striding indignantly off.
. “Heartless bounder!” said Willy, with a

frown. *“What does he care about poor old
Marmy? What does Ted care if Marmy
' pmes away and dies?”
Willy went outside, and found Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon waiting in the
Triangle. The two Third-Formers were full
of excitement over the dramatic events which
had been happening to the Fourth and the
Remove. But Willy took no notice of their
chatter. He was very attached to his pet
monkey, and he had no time for discussing
the troubles of the Removites just then.

“It’s an awful affair!” Chubby Heath
was saying. “Poor old Nipper gas been
sacked, and Boots has been sacked, too!
There’s some talk of a misunderstandin[{,
but nobody seems to know the rights of it.”’

“Talk to me about it later,” interrupted
Willy grufily. “For the moment we've got
to go to the bike shed, and give Marmy iia
evening dose of medicine. Think what a
tragedy it will be if he dies!”

Neither Chubby Heath nor Juicy Lemon
seemed particularly frantic at the prospect.
Indeed. they were thoroughly bored. and
.wanted to talk about the feud and the
smashing of the windows in the Modern
House and the East House. They wanted
to talk about Buster Boots’ troubles, and
similar matters. But Willy wouldn’t let
them. Marmaduke came first. Marmaduke
had to be attended to now, and nothing else
mattered.

S0 the Third Form trio went rocund to the
bieycle sheds, and Willy flashed on his
electric torch. He had brought a bottle of
medicine with him and a spoon. Marmaduke
had been rather a trouble in the morning.
He had refused to take his medicine, and it
had been forced down his throat, much to
the little monkey’s indignation. Willy was
hoping that the patient would be in a more
tractable mood to-day.

“You fellows have got to hold him,” he
said. “It’ll only take us half a jiffy—"

“Rats!” sgaid Juicy Lemon. “He may
bite 1”
“The poor chap is too ill to bite any-

bedy!”’ interrupted Willy., “Come along,
we've got to—— By Jingo! What the—
Why, look at him! He’s frisking about all
over the placel” '

Willy was delighted. Marmaduke, in his
little house, was chattering gaily, and his
delight at seeing his youthful master was
obvious, And there was a great change in
the monkey now. In the morning he had
been listless and sullen. Even at tea-time he
had displayed no activity. But now bhe
almost seemed to be himself again.
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“This medicine must have been doing
wonders !” said Willy delightedly. “I told
you it was powerful stuff, didn’t I? Come
along, Marmy, old man! We’ll let you out
for five minutes, and see 1if you're strong
enough to stand!”

He opened the cage and took Marmaduke
out. Chubby and Juicy were much relieved.
They hadn’t relished the thought of holding
the monkey while Willy forced some medi-
cine down his throat. .

“That’s the style!” said Willy, with a
chuckle. *“Why, I'm jiggered if he isn’t
frisking about! This is a lot better than
I had rimped for! Hi, come here, you fat-
head! Whoa, Marmy! You don’t want to
go out there.”

“He’s escaped!’’ said Chubby Heath, with
a kind of morbid satisfaction.

“It’ll take you hours to find him!” said
Juiey cheerfully.

“He can’t have got far,” said Willy, run-
ning to the door. *“He hardly had strength
to walk this evening, and now he’s almost
back in his usual health. Marvellous how
these animals recover!”

When he got outside there was no sign
whatever of the monkey. Marmaduke, find-
ing himself free, and feeling particularly
frisky after his recent illness, was making
hay while the sun shone. Liberty was his,
and so he was off somewhere into the dark-
ness.

And then, just as Willy was about to give
one of his peculiar whistles—a signal which
Marmaduke would recognise at once—there
came a smashing of twigs and the tramping

of feet. A yell of fright followed.

“He’s in those trees over there!” said
Juicy.

“Yes, and there’s somebody else there,
too!”’ said Willy, rushing forward. “ Some-

one must have been hiding, and old Marma-
duke surprised bhim. I wonder——"

Willy broke off, really alarmed. TFor
the yells of fright were being repeated. They
were uttered 1n a tone of sheer terror. A
moment later, when Willy and his chums
ran up, with Willy’s torch gleaming, they
beheld a cloaked figure on the ground-—a
figure that was almost enshrouded in the
black robe of the Avengers! And there was
Marmaduke, clawing at the figure, and
showing his teeth with anger. Obviously
Marmaduke didn’t like this specimen.

“It’s all right—don’t get the wind up!”
said Willy curtly. “It’s only my monkey!”

The figure moved, and they could hear the
panting breath of the scared one.

“Who the dickens are you?” went on
Willy. “One of those Remove chaps, I
expect? Anyhow, ou’re wearing the
Avengers’ costume. cared of a little mon-
key, eh? By Jingo! You haven't got much
pluck I’’

Willy was. rather disgusted. But then he
was prejudiced. Marmaduke could be very
dangerous when he liked, particularly when
he was up against somebody he did not
care about.
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The figure of the Avenger was behaving iIn
a peculiar way. He was trying to get up—
to crawl away without revealing his true
identity. And Willy, remembering a few
words he had overheard recently, suddenly
looked keen.

“I wonder!” he murmured. 'Come on,
you chaps—off with this hood of his!”

And the three fags jumped upon the figure
just as he was about to make a dash for
liberty. They bore him to the ground, and
with one jerk Willy pulled the hood off, and
flashed his electric torch right into the face
of the Avenger. _

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Willy blankly.

He saw the face of the Hon. Aubrey de
Vere Wellbourne, the cad of the River House
School !

CHAPTER 18.
Getting at the Truth!

&

e -HO!" said Willy Hand-
forth slowly.

“Let me go, confound
you!”’ gasped Wellbourne.
“I—I was only waiting
for somebody. 1'd arranged to meot Forrest,
and he hasn’t come yet.”

“Do you usually meet Forrest dressed up
like a monk, in a black cloak and hood?”
asked Willy.

“I—I—I—" .

“That’s right—hacker and stacker!” said
Willy. “I'm not a bit surprised, because you
can’t find a quick lie, you rotter! Take my
advice, and hold your beastly tongue!”

“But—but I don’t understand!” -said
Chubby Heath, staring at the River House
junior. “What’s this chap doing here? He's
not one of the Avengers.”

“No—not officially,” replied Willy. *“ But
iIf you only use your wits, Chubby, my son,
you'll see daylight. Lots of mysterious
things have been happening recently. Boots
has been sacked because my major and two
other chaps were tarred and feathered. I
rather think that Wellbourne ecan explain
something about that tarring and feather-

ing.”
“1 can’t!” panted Wellbourne, in acute
alarm. “I don’t know anything about it.”

“No good, my lad!” said Willy. “You
wers too prompt in your denial. It was just
as good as an admission that vou helped in
the affair. Anyhow, you're coming along
with us to Nipper, and the other Remove
fellows. 1 rather think they'd like to aques:
tion you!”

Wellbourne turned pale with fright.

“Let me go!” he gasped. “I—T'll give
vou a quid each if you’ll only——" -

“Bribery, eh?”’ interrupted Willy, with a
grim light in his eye. “If that’s your game,
my lad, you’d better dry up! You won't
bribs us with your dirty quids! This afair

has to be thrashed out by the Remove, nr?-t!

by us. Se you’ll come along.”

r
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The Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellbourne wag
shivering with apprehension. Marmaduke,
by sheer chance, had discovered him, lurk-
ing amid the bushes. Indeed, but for the
little monkey’s keenness Wellbourne's pre-
sence would never have been known.

What was the meaning of his activity?
Why had he been dressed as an Avenger?
And why had he been waiting here in the
darkness? There was something very signi-
ficant here.  Wellbourne was the biggest

rotter in the River House School. And he
was one of Bernard Forrest's greatest
friends.

Was Wellbourne the snake in the grass?

There were plenty of decent fellows at the
River House School—Harold Brewster and
Georgie Glynn, and all their set, But it so
happened that there were many rotters at the
River House, too, and Wellbourne was their
leader.

At any rate, Willy's discovery—owing to
the keenness of Marmaduke--caused a great
sensation in the Remove five minutes later.

Nipper and Handforth, together with tho
other prominent fellows, had marched into
the Junior common-room ir the Ancient
House, and all their faces were long and
serious. Nipper was to be expelled in tho
morning, and the Remove was in a state
of woe. And then Willy & Co. arrived, forcing
Wellbourne in their midst. The Hon. Aubrey
was still wearing his cloak and hood, for
Willv had not allowed him to remove them.

“Here's somebody vou might be interested
to question,” said Willy caimly. “Wao found
him in the bushes just near the bievele shed.
He was waiting there for somebody, I
believe.”

“Wellbourne ! went up a general shout.

“By George!” roared Handforth excitedly.
“Then—then-— .80 these River Housn
rotters have been busy! Look! He's wear-
ing the costume of the Avengers

“It—it was only a bit of fun!” panted
Wellbourne.  “I  haven’t been on the
premises for more than five minutes ”

“That's  enough!” interrupted Nipper.
“Why the dickens didn’'t we think of this
before? Willy, vou’re a wonder!” ’

“Don’t give me the credit,” said Willy,
“Marmadnke found him.”

“Well, we’ll get up a special feed for
Marmaduke later on,” said Nipper. © Now,
Wellbourne, you’d better speak plainly and
truthfully. So you and vour fellow rotters
have been taking part in this fead of ours,
Chqu

“Yes, on purpose to stir up trouble,’
Regmrie Pitt.  ““It's as clear as daglight.”

“»smash him!”

“Bump him on the floor!”

“Give him a thundering
Nipper !”?

“I'in going to--unless he speaks frankly,™
satd Nipper, pushing up his sleaves. “ Now,
then, Wellbourne, I'li give you your echoica.
Are you going to take o hiding from mo or

I!J‘

2

satd

good hiding,
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Thke tkree fags pounced upon the Avenger just as he was about to make a dash for liberty.
Willy Handforth pulled the hood off-—and then he gasped.

With one jerk
I'or it was not a Removite who became revealed

—but the Hon. de Vere Wellbourne, the cad of the River House !

will you tell us why you were lurking in
‘those trees dressed in these robes?”

Wellbourne locked round him like a caged
ticer,

“I—T'll tell the truth{” he gasped frantic-
ally. “But--but you necedn’t blame me. It
was Forrest’s idea !”

“What!”

“Forrest’s !

“Yes!” said Wellbourne with a gulp. “He
put the scheme into our heads, and he got us
to help him.”

“Whoe do you mecan by ‘*use’?” asked
Nipper.
“Why, Carstairs and Coats and the rest

of us,” replied Wellbourne huskily. *Forrest
thmwht it would be rather rich if we could
malko yvou fellows carry on this feud until you
were ready to slaughter one another, Forrest’s
idea was to do a few things so that cach Form
would accuse the other— —

““ And who else was in it 77 demanded IHand-
forth,

“Gulliver and Bell,
bourne. “ Anyhow, Forrest

said Well-
the

I believe,”

instigated

| making a dash fm' the door,

whole thing from start to finish. You can’t
do anything to me.”
“Can’t we?” said Handforth thickly.

“You—you rotter! You—you snake!”

“No, Handy, Forrest is the snake,” said
Nipper, his eyes gleaming. “These other
fellows are only his dupes. By Jove! And

we thought that Forrest was with us all the
time! He’s had an alibi on every occasion.
Of course, we can understand now. He had
these other fellows working for him; he
directed the operations and then laughed up
his sleeve when we were al“aw mixed up in
these misunderstandings.’

“Obh, the despicable cur

“The hound !”

“We don’t want to hear fny more from
you, Wellbourne,” said Nipper, turning to the
River House cad, “You’d better get out as
quickly as you can, because T won't guarantee
what these other fel‘m'.rs will do. And if any
of your rotten companions are lurking about
you'd better give them the tip, too. If we
find any of you here after ten minutes—?

“That’s all right,” interrupted Wellbourne,
“You won't find

!1‘!
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any of us here. I was only waiting to have
a word with Forrest, but.- I don’t think it
matters now!”

And the Hon. Aubrey was allowed to go, to
Handforth’s chagrin. But after all he didn't
belong to St. Frank’s, and there was other
work to be done. Bernard Forrest was the
traitor, the unutterable cad who had been
causing all the strife in the Lower School.

An interview with Bernard Forrest secmed
rather imperative,

— R—

CHAPTER 19.
Straight From The Shoulder |

MAZEMENT was the chief
.  emotion in the Juntor
common-room after Well-
bourne had gone. The

shock of the thing had hit-

the tellows like a sudden blow.

They hadn’t suspected Forrest because he
had always been on the spot when anything
questionable had happened. He had always
been able to prove an alibi, if necessary. The
iuniors had never drecamed that Forrest had
allies from another school. :

But now that they knew the truth it was
all so obvious.

Wellbourne and his companions of the River
House had always had their knife into the St.
Frank’s juniors. So they had probably been
only too glad to help Forrest in this despic-
able campaign of his. Forrest's guilt was all
the more atrocious because nobody in the
Remove or the Fourth had done anything to
him He had no reason to seek any revenge.
He had engaged in these activities simply be-
cause he was a young blackguard.

Of course, it was just possible that Well-
bourne had been lying—but it was very doubt-
ful. An interview with Forrest would soon
settle the question, anyhow.

“Come on!” said Handforth grimly.
“We'll soon find out the truth now. By
George! Didn’t I tell you that we should get
on the track?”

“Yes, thanks to your minor,” satd Iull-
wood. |

“Well, he’s a Handforth, anyhow,” said
Edward Oswald triumphantly.

“You'll let me do the talking, Handy, if
you don't mind,” said Nipper. “I'm more
concerned in this affair than you are——"

“Rot!” interrupted Edward Oswald. “I'm
in charge of this affair, and I don’t want any
interference. As a matter of fact, you don't
belong to St. Frank’s at all, Nipper. You're
expelled! So now you haven't got any
authority |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No authority whatever,” went on Hand-
forth firmly. “It stande to reason. You've
been sacked—and I'm in charge of things in
your place. So come along, we'll drag Forrest
& Co. out and put them through the Third
Degree !”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Hear, hear!”

“Good idea!”

“That's the style, Handy!
way |”

The others were only too ready to follow
Handforth’s lead. In an affair of this kindl
he could be trusted to do the right thing
And so a swarm of fellows poured out of the
common-room and marched along the Remove
passage until they came to Study A. Thoy
flung the door open violently. Bernari
Forrest and Gulliver and Bell swung round.
staring in‘amazement.

“Theyo they are!” went up the shout.

The “cads of Study A glanced at oue
another, and then Gulliver turned as pale a-
chalk., Bell secemcd to shrivel. But Forrest
stood there, defiant and cool. e had not lost
his head.

“What’s all this?” he asked calmly.
there any trouble ?”

“Not yet, but there soon will be!” saili
Handforth, “ We want you three fellows 1=
the common-rcom,” :

“Borry,” yawned TForrest, “we can’t com»
now !”

“Can’t you?” thundered Handforth. I
you don’t come of your own will we'll drax
you out! You've got one second to decide !’

“Oh, well, if you’re going to be violent w-
might as well humour you,” sneered Forrest.
“Come on, you chaps, these idiots seem t-
have got some bee in their bonnet.”

They were hustled out of Study A, hustled
along the corridor, and then pushed forcibiy
into the common-room. Other Removites
were appearing now—from the West House.
The news was spreading like wildfire. Even
Boots and Christine and one or two of the
other Ifourth-Formers appeared. They were
ignoring the Head’s order that they should
remain in their own Houses. This affair was
altogether too exciting to be missed.

“Now then, Forrest!” said Handforth
curtly. “Ten minutes ago we found Well-
bourne lurking about here wearing the garb
of the Avengers. Wellbourne says that he
and his other rotten River House pals have
been doing all these crooked things against
the Remove and the Fourth.”

“Is that so?” said Forrest.
bourne's a dirty dog!”

“He says that you instigated everything!”
roared Handforth. *They were only acting
under your, orders—-"

“That's a lot of nonsense!” interrupted
Forrest angrily. “I don’t know anything
about it. You fellows know perfectly well
that I've been with you all along tho line.
I'm sorry T had anything to do with the
infernal business now. If you're goin' to
accuse me——"

“Shut up, you rotter!”

“We don’t believe any of vour lies!”

“We'll give you just five minutes to con
fess !” went on Handforth, his voice terribly
angry. “Yes, all three of you! If you don't
confess we'll bump you and frog’s-march

You lead the

“I"'

“Then Well-

I vou and we'll make vou run the gauntlet—
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one after the other. By the time we've
finished with you, you won’t know how to
stand—or to sit down, either!”

“Yes, and we mean i, too!”

“ Absolutely !”

“Confess, or take the consequences!”

Gulliver and Bell looked at one another
with frightened eyes.
~ “Leave us alone!” babbled Gulliver. “We
—we didn’t wani to take part in it!”

“We told Forrest what would happen!”
gasped Bell. “We knew it would end in
this!”

There was a roar from the excited juniors.

“Then you confess ?” demanded Handforth
trinmphantly.

“Yes,” pasped Gulliver, “It was Forrest’s
idea at the very start. When the foud began
he happened to be out in the Triangle, and
he chucked a stone at one of the Modern
House chaps. Then he thought it would be
a good idea to chuck a stone at Archie—so
that all you chaps would be set against one
another. And Forrest developed it after
that, and instituted a whole series of affairs,
with Wellbourne & Co. helping. We had
costumecs like the New Klux Klan, and other
costumes like the Avengers. We changed
themy at a moment’s notice sometimes,

]

and |

mixed with you fellows, and you never knew
anything about it !”

“My only hat!”

“You—you miserable curs!”

“Tt wasn’t our fault!” bleated Bell.
rest forced us into 1t!

13

honest injun'!

The juniors looked at the two arrant funks
in contempt. It was almost impossible to
punish them; they were too pitiful. And,
in all truth, there was something in their
story. They were only Forrest’s dupes. Thoy
had obeyed his orders. From first to last
Forrest’s brain had been the evil one. All
these other fellows had only been carrying
out his plans. The evidence to that effect
was overwhelming, for Gulliver and Bell had
corroborated \Veﬁbuurne’s story.

There was no need to make any further
investigations. It was unnecessary to go into
any details regarding the various misunder-
standings which had arisen. Every despicable
act that had been accomplished had been
the work of these cads. Neither the Avengers
nor the New Klux Klan had done anything
of a questionable nature. They had fought
cleanly all the time,

These rotters had been the culprits always,
with Bernard TForrest at their head, direct-
ing. Itewas a sensational revelafion !

“For-
We never wanted to—



CHAPTER 20.

Forrest’s Choice!

KRNARD FORREST stood

there, contemptuous and
- defiant, There was not an

atom of remorse in his
r attitude. But behind the
Jdchant glare there was a look of fear in his
eyes, He knew that he had come to the
parting of the ways.

His exposure had arrived unexpectedly—
with dramatic abruptness.

Ten minutes earlier he had been safe,
without a soul-in the school suspecting him.
Now he was exposed, and facing the anger
of his Form-fellows. And all because of the
action of a little monkey! The ways of Fate
are sometimes strange!

“It won’t be fair to report us to the Head,
or anything !” said Gulliver, almost incoherent
with terror.  “We—we didn’t want to take
nart in all this. But Forrest forced us to.
He threatened us with all sorts of things
unless we agreed.”

“That’s right!” said Bell breathlessly.
“Forrest’s plan was to get Nipper and Boots
sacked, and to-night he had succeeded!”

“So you planned this from the very first,
did you, Forrest?” asked Nipper, looking at
Forrest steadily. “ You deliberately set your-
self to get Boots and me sacked from the
school 77

“I don’t know anything about it " retorted
Forrest coolly.

“What have I ever done to you, Forrest,
that you should be so vindictive?” asked
Nipper. “And what, in Heaven’s name, has
Boot's done ?”’

“Don’'t be a fooll” said Forrest curtly.
“I deny the whole thing! 'These fellows are
talking pifle! You-know what liars the
are, and you can’t prove anything at all
I'm tellin” you nnw-——straig]ﬁt from the
gh;auldor—that I don’t know a thing about
lt.."

(11 Liar I’f!

“Stmash him |”

“Yes, rather! Grab him and bump him!”

“Hurrah!”

But Handforth faced the excited mob and
held up his hand. '

“Stop!” he roared. * Leave this cad to
me ! E know what to do, and everything
will be all right if you leave Forrest in my
hands. Don’t forget that he tarred and
feathered me, and I'm not feeling particularly
friendly towards him[”

“After all, Handy, it’s my job,”
Nipper. “He got me expelled——"

“Yes, and you haven’t got any authority
now,” replied Handforth coolly. “So you
can jolly well go and eat coke, my son! I'm
dealing with Forrest, and I don’t want any
more rot !’

He turned back to Bernard Forrest, and
tore off his jacket.

“Now, Forrest!” he said.
what I'm going to do?”

said

“Do vou know

in the Lower School,
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“Y don’t know—and I'm hanged if I care,”
replicd Forrest defiantly. .

“You will care in a minute!” went on
Handforth. “I'm  going to give you your
choice. Will you go straight to the head-
master and confess, or shall 1 give you a
thrashing 1"

“You confounded fool!”’ said Forrest, be-
tween his teeth. “I’'m not going to the Head
to confess something just because you tell
me to! And X won’t fight you, either—-"

“Oh, won't yout?” snapped Handforth,
“We’'ll see about that! And let me tell you
another thing—this won’t be any ordinary
fight! I shan’t be satisfied until you're
absolutely out—smashed to pulp! I'm going
to give you the biggest hiding that you've
ever had in all your lifel But you can escape
from it if you’ll go to the Head now, and
confess that you instigated all these out-
rages.”

“You fool I” snarled Forrest, looking round
him like a trapped animal. “I'll not con-
fess| And I tell you I won’t fight—/

“A ring—a ring!”

“Hurrah!”

“Lock the door somebody, so that we can’t
be disturbed !”

“Good gad! That's a

“Now then, Handy!
agrees to confess!”

There wasn’t a single note of sympathy for
Bernard Forrest. He had Eroved himself to
be the greatest cad that the Junior School
had ever sheltered. Gulliver and Bell were
forgotten amid the general excitement. They
hadn’t even been bumped. For, after all,
they had only been the dupes—the tools.
Forrest was the real culprit.

Seldom, indecd, had the juniors been so
enraged, But for Handforth’s grim inten-
{ion, things would have gone very badly for
the cad of Study A. For the other juniors
would have seized him, and they would have
mobbed him so roughly that be might have
been seriously injured. They were excited
enough for anything. But Handforth kept
them back. He regarded Forrest as his own
particular game.

And then and there the fight started.

Forrest was no coward, particularly when
he was cornered. He could fight after a
style, and he knew quite a lot about box-
ing. He was desperate now, and he faced
Handforth with burning eyes and with his
teeth clenched. He seemed to possess extra
strength.

But, if it came to that, so did Handforth.
And the valiant leader of Study D was no
weakling with his fists. Handforth’s rcputa-
tion as a fighter was almost second to none
Perhaps he did not
possess the science of Nipper or of Law-
rence, but there was plenty of .trength
behind his blows. -

And then they went at it—hammer and
tongs. The Removites had seen many a
“mill ” in their time, but this one eclipsed
anything that had previously been witnessed.
It was a terrific affair from start to finish.

riceless scheme!”
mash him until he
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There were no rounds, and they fought with
bare fists. At first, Forrest managed to get
in a few blows, but then Handforth’s superior
stamina began to tell,

“Hurrah! Go it, Handy

“You’re whacking him!”

“I’'m going to slosh him until he agrecs
to confess to the Head!” panted Huandforth.
“There you are, Forrest—take that! And
that! Yes, by George, and this, too!”

rash! Thud! Biff! ,

In the ecstasy of his anger, Handforth was
tke a tornado, His blows rained upon For-
rest blindingly. Already Forrest’s left eye
was closed, his right ear was puffy and red.
He was becoming a dreadful sight.

But his defiance and his evil obstinacy kept
him up. . Nothing, however, could withstand
Handforth’s ferocity. And at last Forrest
went down, a battered wreck of his ordinary
self. He was beaten--utterly and absolutely
beaten. .

“All right—I'll go!” he panted, his voice
chaking with fury. “You cads—you rotten
cads! TI’ll go to the Head now, if you like!
Yes, P’ll go and confess—but leave me alone!

you hear me—leave me alone!”

“1f you’ll only express some regret, For-
rest ¥ began Nipper.

“Hang you, I'll express nothing but
scorn!” snarled Forrest. ‘I hate the lot of
you! I’ll be glad to clear out of this school—
out of your sight! I hate you more than ever
I did before, and if I get the chance to trick
yon again, Fll do it!”

Many fellows had been ready to soften
towards this battered cad, but these defiant
words hardened their hearts. Forrest was
bad to the core, through and through. How
could they sympathise with such a young
blackguard ?

— i

.

' CHAPTER 21.
The Confession !

N i Sgpgl [ V2 minutes later, Forrest

- was on his feet partially
recovered. He had been
patched up hastily, and the
Remove fellows were ready
to escort hiwi to the Head’s house. Great
crowds were waiting, in fact—and if Forrest
showed any signs of going back on his word,
he would be carried to the Head’s door by
sheer force.  The Remove had never been
quite so ang:cy as it was now.

If only Forrest had shown a little remorse,
things would have been different.

But he showed nothing but evil animosity—
and evervho:ly was hardened towards him,
There was no regret in this cad. He was
bad—thoroughly bad.

“Now. Forrest, you've got to go in to the
Head, and vouw’ve got to tell him the full
truth,” said Handforth relentlessly. “It won't
be enough if you just tell him that you're the
chief schemer. You've got to explain that
vou planned a!l the outrages, and that you
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did everything 1n your power to ferment the
| trouble.”

“Hang ycu !’ snarlea Forrest.
me alone! I know what to say!”

“You'll tell the MHead that it was yen und
your rotten pals who tarred and feathored
us,”” went on Handferth. " You’ll tell the
Head that it was wyou and your
rotten pals who threw those stones at
the windows. You’ll exonerate Nipper and
Boots. Understand? Ii you don't do the
thing thoroughly, we shall foon know--be-
cause the Head won’t hold any inquiry, And
then we shall have to rake fresh action.™

“Will you?” asked IForrest sourly. ** What
action? Are you goin’ to kill me, or what?”

“There are all sorts of ways,” said Hand-
forth darkly. “For example. there’s a dog-
whip in your own study cupboard, Korrest—
I suppose that’s where you keep it. We
might give vou a taste of that—your own
rotten medicine. But vou necedn’t worry—
we shan’t descend to those depths, But
you'll never be allowed to speak to a scul in
this school—ycu’ll be shunned by everybedy.
You’ll be spurned——*

“That’s enough !” snapped Forrest, “ i’ll go
into the Head—and P’li tell him cvery N

He walked forward. defiant and insolent.
His mind was thoroughlyv made un., Hoe knew
very well that life was impoesible for him at
St. Frank’s now The Junior Scheol was» =¢
thoronghly incensed against him that they
would not allow him to have a moment’s peace
from this minute onwards. It would be sheer
torture for him to remain,

And so. with a:s air of bravado. he went
into the headmaster’s presence.  What did he
carc? He

“Teuve

T 1
tihiraer,

was going to be sacked, so he
might as well be insolent while he was about
it! He had often wanted to cheek the Head
to his face! Might as well be hanged for a
sheep as a lamb !

As it happened, the Head was talking with
Mr. Nelson Lee and Mr., Stockdale and Mr.
Stokes. They had hbeen holding a consulta-
tion regarding the feud. In fact, there had
been a bit of ar. argument, for Nelson Lee had
been urging the headmaster to reconsider his
sentences on Nipper and Boots,

And then Forrest walked in—without knock-

mng.

“Forrest!” said the Head sternly. “How
dare you come in here——"

“That’s all right,”” said Forrest. ‘‘I’ve got

something to say.”

His tone was so charged with imperiinence
that all the masters looked at him in aston-
ishment.

“Yes. and I’ll clear up a bit of a mystery,”
went on Forrest. ** You needn’t stare at me
plike this—I'm not a ghost !V

“The boy must be mad!” said the Head,
in amazement., ‘“What on earth have vou
. been doing, Forrest? You are in a dreadful
condition [*’

“T know it—so you needn’t tell me!”
sneered Forrest. “Cne of the fellows has

knocked me about like this—he simashed me to
pu]p.!..
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““Good heavens'

wonder——"

“Oh, let me get it over quickly!” said
Forrest coolly, “I've come here to confesa—
by order of the Remove! It was I who started
this business. I knew there was a feud
between the Remove and the Fourth, so I
miado it a bit worse. 1 threw stones at some
of the chaps, and slashed them across the
{aces with a dog-whip.”

“ Are you in your right senses, Forrest?”
demanded the head, aghast.

“Yes, of course I am,” retorted Forrest. “‘1
sot lots of other fellows in to help me—Gulli-
ver and Bell, and a good few of those River
House chaps. Oh, . don’t care about
sneakin'—if they get into trouble, all the
better. We planned evervthing very nicely.
We tarred and feathered Handforth, and
those other rotters. We smashed all the
windows. And, by gad, it was I who threw
that stone through this window here—with
that fake message on 1t?7”

“You unntterable young scoundrel!” said
Nelson Lee sternly. “Have you no remorse,
Forrest? How dare you come here, and ad-
dress vour headmaster in such an insolent
tone? If vou have done these things, and
you are confessing, why do you not express
your regiet?”

“Becan -~ L m not regretful—that’s why!”
said Forrest sourly. “I'm jolly glad I did it
all—and if it hadn’t been for an accident
I should have seen those two goody-goody
cads sacked from the school. As it is, you'd
better let them off. They didn't do anythin’
to dezerve the sack. As for me, I don’t care
a twopenny-halfpenny string if you kick me
out of the school rew. T'm fed up with the
mouldy old place, anyhow. 8St. Frank’s makes
me sick. Tt's always been a rotten hole—
alwavs-will bet”

The Flead’s face turned pale with anger.

“You—you wretched youth!” he said, in
& quivering voice, “I am amazed—stag-
gered—that you should come to me, and ad-
dress me in this way!”

“Thought vou would be!” said Forrest,
nodding.

“You imperlinent young jackanapes
shouted Dr. Stafford. “So you admit your
guilt ? You confess that it was you who——"

“Oh, don't go over it all again, for good-
ness’ sake!™ interrupted Bernard Forrest.
“Haven't I told you once? How many more
times do you want. tellin’? Sack me, and get
it over!” ‘

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated the Head,
glancing helplessly at the other masters. ‘ The
boy must have taken lecve of his wits! Never
have I been so addressed !”

“Well, it’s about time,” gaid Forrest, with
a grin. “There’s too much starch in you,
old chap—that’s the trouble with you!”

Not a word of regret for his conduct—not
a trace of respect for his headmaster ! Bernard
Forrest was at the end of his tether, and he
didn't care a hang what happened, That was
just his character—his way. He knew that

e was bookedn for expulsion, so he had ceased

What in the name of

I"

1
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to worry. Ir- a vindictive, vicious sort of way,
he was quite enjoying himself.

But the truth had come out—and the
situation was saved.

et —

* .
CHAPTER 22.

The End of the Feud.
R. STAFFORD mopped his

brow

“Well, upon my soul I™
he eaid huskily. “I feel
quite weak, Mr. Lee—quite
exhausted | That boy! That
wretched, impertinent— —"

“Don’t concern yourself over him, sir,” said
Nelson Lee. “]1 have known for many
months that Forrest was bad—but I'd always
had a sneaking hope that he might improve.
Instead, I am afraid he has steadily grown
worse. It will be a good thing for St.
Frank’s to get rid of him.”

“We shall certainly get rid of him!” said
the Head grimly. “Whatever his previous
offences, he would be expelled for his very at-
titudo towards me in this room! In no circum-
stances could I overlook such studied in-
solence. But, good gracious! To think that
those two boys were to have been expelled
in the morning—and they are quite innocent
of the charges. I am pained—shocked—that
Forrest could have been so cunning, and so
deceitful. It grieves me terribly, Mr. Lee.”

Bernard Forrest had been sent away to his
own House. He was to be expelled on the
morrow. And there were many hoots and
jeers sounding from the Triangle. Nobody
made any attempt to silence them. The Head
realised that it would do the school good to
relieve itself in this way. And Forrest was
go utterly bad that he deserved all the scorn
that his schoolfellows heaped upon him

Nipper, Buster Boots, Bob Christine and
Armstrong had seen sent for, and they would
soon be in the Head’s study.

“ And what of these other boys 7”’ the Head
asked with a puzzled frown. “What of
Gulliver and Bell, and the boys belonging to
the River House School? Forrest mentioned
many names——"’

“In the circumstances, sir, I should stmnﬁly
advise you to deal leniently with these other
boys,” said Nelson Lee. “Those from the
River House, of course, cannot be punished
by you, since they are not under your juris-
diction, And I fear it would only cause
trouble if you complained to Dr. Hogge.
As for Gulliver and Bell, a sound flogging
will easily fit the case, I think.”

“ A public flogging ?”

““No, I should hardly think so,” replied
Lee, shaking his head. “H»ove them in your
study here and give them a good talking to,
and then thrash them. I am quite certain
that they are Forrest’s dupes. Torrest has
boen the viper all the time.”’ '

Nelson Lee often gave the Head advice of
this sort, and Dr. Stafford never refused to
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act upon it. And so that part of the question
was settled.

And then Nipper and Boots and Christine
and Armstrong came in—to say nothing of
Handforth and Reggie Pitt. Theso other
two juniors hadn’t been sent for, but they
felt that they were essential.

“Well, sir,” asked Handforth eagerly, “did
Forrest confess 7" _

“Yes, my boys, Forrest has confessed,”
gaid the Head kindly.

“I thought he would!” said Handforth. “I

thrashed him enough, anyhow. I gave him
the hiding of his life, and he knew——"’
- “Ahem!” coughed the Head. “We need
not inquire into any details, Handforth, It
18 quite sufficient for me to know that Forrest
i8 the real instigator of all the recent trouble.
I can well understand the animosity between
the two Forms. Those belonging to the
Fourth believed that the Remove were guilty
—and vice versa. It has been a long series of
misunderstandings.’’

“So it seems, sir,” said Nipper, nodding.

“ Naturally, Forrest is to be expelled on
the morrow,” eontinued the headmaster.
“And in view of these circumstances, the
punishments that I inflicted upon you boys
will now be cancelled. But cannot you be

friends?’ he added, looking at them
earnestly. “Is there any need for this
quarrel to continue? The cause of the

trouble—Forrest—is to be removed. Can’t
we have this matter settled now ?”

“I'd like to have it settled, sir,” said
Nipper quietly,

" éplendid 1" beamed the Head.
Boots 7”?

“If Nipper will take my hand, sir, I shall
be the happlest chap in the school,” replied
Buster Boots promptly.

“Here 1t is!” said Nipper, extending his
hand and smiling his friendliness.

They gripped. and Handforth patted them
both on the backs. 4

“That’s the style!” he grinned. ‘“No more
rows-~-no more feud! Of course, wo shall
have some good old rags now and again—and
plenty of japes, too.” _

“Yes—yes—ahem !—quite s0!” said the Head
hastily. “It gives me great pleasure, boys,
to seé you so friendly again. The junior
captain of the Fourth is shaking hands with
the captain of the Remove. Nothing could
be better!”

“We're only too glad that it’s all over,
gir,”” esmiled Nipper. “There have been mis-
understandings all along the line, but they’re
cleared up now.”

“Rather!” said Boots heartily. “Thank
goodness !”’

“ And so say all of us!” murmured Reggie
Pitt.

They were all smiles—all as happy as sand-
boys. Now that the truth was out, these
juniors knew that there had never been any
cause for them to hate one another. They
were pals again—friendly rivals.

And so they went out into the open, where

the moon was shining down upon Inner
Court, There were crowds there—throngs of

“ And you,

| your regret.

| terrupted Forrest insolently.
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Removites and Fourth-Formers. EBut it was
noticeable that the rival factions were keeping
well apart.

“My only hat! Here they come!”

““Arm in arm, by Jingo!”

“Well ’'m blessed !’

Nipper and Buster Boots came out first,
arm in arm, and chatting amiably. Then
came Handforth and Bob Christine, while
Reggio Pitt and Armstrong brought up the
rear., 'They were al!ll looking supremely
contented.

“It’s all right, you chaps!” sang out Hand-
forth joyously. “Forrest’s been sacked. and
these other fellows are exonerated!”

“Hurrah

“Good old Nipper!”

“Three cheers for Boots!”

“Hurrah !” '

“And the feud’s over!” roared Handforth,
“No more fighting—no more silly scrapping!
So if any of you fellows start any of your
rot, I'll biff you!”’ <

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T—I mean——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Remove and the Fourth, taking
their cue from the respective skippers. frater-
nised freely. And they were only too glad
to. The two Form: were reconciled, They
all went back into the Triangle in groups,
talking, laughing, and discussing the general
situation. Once again the Remove and the
Fourth were friends. The old feud was over.

And, by the same token. the last had been
heard of the Ancient Order of Avengers and
the New Kiux Klan!

P

CHAPTER 23,

Drummed Out !

OU have disgraced the
school that has sheltered
vou, and wou have dis-

honoured the badge that
you wear on your cap,”
said Dr. Stafford, in a stern, relentless voice.
“Bernard Forres:, you are to lcave 8St.
Frank’s forthwith, but I may be able to feel
just a little pity for you if vou will express
If you will give me some indica-
tion of remorse——"

“You ean spare vourself the trouble!” in-
“I don’t want
your pity! I'm not a bit remorseiul—and I
don’t intend to induige in any idictic heroies,
I'm jolly glad to be leavin’ this hole, and
there yvou have the truth!”

The Head compressed his lips.

“That 15 cnough, Forrest!" he said coldly,
“¥You had better not sneak again, Go!™

The school seethed with anger,

“ Sisssessss !V

A low -hiss started =somewhere among the
juniors, and it was tzken up by the whole
school, until Big Hall was echoing and re-
echoing with the sihilant sound. DBernard
Forrest turned and waved his hand towarde
the massed ranks. '
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“That's it—go ahead!” he jeered. ‘‘The
more you hiss the better I like it! I don’t

care a snap for any of you, and you can

darned well hoot your heads off for all IF
care |
Two prefects came along, and escorted

Forrest off the platform. And these two pre-
fects had been instructed to remain with
Forrest until he was off the premises.

Dismissal came, and St. Frank’s poured out
into the open. Everybody was amazed at
the truculent behaviour of Bernard Forrest.
Right to the last word he was defiant and
callous, There wasn’t an ounce of sympathy
- for him in any House.

Twenty minutes later Bernard Forrest came
out of the Ancient House with a sneering
smile on his face. His shiny topper was set
at an acute angle on his head—a rakish tilt.
He had even the audacity to light a cigarette
—although somebody soon knocked it out of |
his mouth. He came with a swaggering gait,
apparently enjoying the whole programme.

Bui then IForrest paused, rather surprised
by what he saw in the Triangle,

Not a sound greeted his appearance.
Fivery member of the Junior School was out
there in the open, but there were no hisses—
no hoots. Only—dead silence.

And Forrest now saw that he would be
obliged to walk between two long lines of
cadets, all in uniform., The Junior Cadet
Corps had prepared this as a surprise, and a°
sucer turned Forrest’s lips as he watched.

“ By pgad, they’ve got somethin’ special up
for me,” he said coolly.

And then, as he reached the bottom of the
stepz, two ficures approached him. One was
Nipper, and the other was John Busterfield
Buots.  They were both in uniform, and
behiind came Handforth, Pitt, and several
more. All their faces were grave and stern.

“1ait!"” commanded Nipper quietly.

“What the deuce——  Oh, just as you
like ! said Forrest, finding that his way was
barved. **What the dickens do you want
row ? I'm leavin’ you, aren’t 1?7 Do you
want to kiss me good-bye?”’

Nipper held up a school cap, and showed
.+ to Forrest.

**This is your cap, Forrest,”’ said the Junior
captain sternly. ‘It bears a badge that you
have disgraced. You will take the cap, and
perhaps, at some later date, you may feel
some tinge of remorse.”

“What peurile rot!” said Forrest savagely.

The badge was torn from- the cap, and
thrown down. And then the same ceremony
was wone through with his old cricketing
blazer,

“Very pretty—very picturesque!” suneered
Forrest. ‘I don’t want these confounded
things!”’

‘The cap and the blazer had been forced
upon him, since they were his property. But
he tossed them aside, and gave them a con-
teriptuous kick, And the Junior Schooi
stood watching, boiling with rage.

Everybody had been hoping that Forrest
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last minute. But the contrary was the case.

As the cadets stood back, he was allowed
a free passage straight across the Triangle,
towards the gates. And he swaggered along,
his head in the air, his eyes gleaming with
resentment and feigned amusement.

And then the drums started.

The drummers of the Cadet Corps were
following Forrest in the rear, beating
solemnly. The Scamp of the Remove was
being drummed out in real earnest! And not
a single hiss sounded—not a single shout of
derision,

At the gate he turned, and suddenly all
his arrogance seemed to drop from him. Hia
shoulders hunched, and he seemed to realise
the full meaning of all that had passed—that
he was being expelled with ignominy, that
he had disgraced the school and its honour.

Then the moment passed, and his old
brazen smile returned—but it was now very
forced. He turned on his heel and walked
away, and a number of the juniors solemnly
closed the gates, and this was the signal for
a general babble of voices.

“Pah!” said Handforth, in a disgusted
tone. ‘‘The cad—the unutterable worm! By
George! If it hadn’t been for Church and
McClure, I should have knocked him flat !’

“Instead of that, he wunearly knocked ua
flat!’”’ said Church breathlessly. ‘‘We had an
awful job to keep Handy still!” -

““The air seems sweeter now!” remarked
Nipper, as he took a deep breath., *‘I've
always known Forrest to be a cad, but I
never dreamed that he could be so utterl
base. Well, he's gone now—and we can all
breathe again,”

““Rather!”’

“I mean to say, laddies, there was a cer-
tain dashed murkiness in the atmosphere
while that foul blot was marring the land-
scape,” said Archie Glenthorne. “Good gad!
I scem to taste a frightful tang in the air,
even now! The bally old atmosphere won’t
be right until some time next week., I mean,
it’ll take all that tiine to become purified!’’

Upon the whole, there was very little
demonstration. Bernard Forrest had gone—
and the school settled down to its normal life.
Once again the Remove and the Fourth were
friends, and there was not likely to be another
feud of the same sort.

As for Gulliver and Bell, they were very,
very subdued. They had visited the Head,
but nobody made any inquiries. And it was
generally agreed that these two outsiders
should be left alone. After all, they had only
been dupes, and they were not so much to
blame. And they had had their punishment.

And thus ended the great feud at St.
Frank’s—with the instigator of it all gone,
and with the air thoroughly cleared.

THRE END.

Mr. Brooks at his best! That wsll be your
verdict when you read “THE RASCAL OF THR
REMOVE ! "—the opening of a smashing new

geries beginning Next Week. Make sure of your

would reveal just a trace of sorrow at the

\ copy by ordering in Advance /
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TRACKETT GRIM’S GREATEST CASE!

NOTE,—

Eeandiorth flatly refused
- Mr.Edwy Searles Brooks®
offer of assistance in the
writing of this story. It
LOW appears as it came
from his pen, with the
except.on that certain
errors in spelilng and
punctuation have been
corrected by the Editor.

A O R T R TR TR B AN T T
IN  PREVIOUS CHAPTERS:

WHAT'S HAPPENED

Having recovered the Blue Ruby from
Armand Rocke, the master crook, Trackett
Grim, the world's greatest detective, and his
assistant  Splinter, are flying across the
Pacific in their wonderful aeroplane when they
are forced to descend. They are picked up by
a sailing ship which, later, is attacked by
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Foiled Again !

T would be more correct to say, Splinter,

that something has hit us!” szid Trackett

Grim, with his usual sagacity. “We have

been rammed by something. Look! 'The
wreckage is already beginping to come to the
“surface!”

They were standing on the edge of the iceberg,
iooking down at the sea. And there, sure enough,
chunks of wreckage were coming up. Other
vhings were coming up, too—men by the score!
They were swimming desperately, and grabbing
at the iceberg., And among them was—Armand
Rocke himself!

“ Ah. Trackett Grim!” he
“We meet again!”

“Yes, anl now I am the master of the situa-
tion!” roared Trackett Grim,

In a trice, he knew the truth. Armand Rocke’s
submarine, ploughing its way through, the ocean,
under the surface, had biffed into the iceberg by
accident. I-Jwrybcdy knows that icebergs go
down for a loug way under the surface of the sea,
And this lecberg was no different to any other.
The submarine had crashed into it at full speed,
bursting itseld to bits.

By pow Armand Rocke and all the members
of his gang were eclimbing on to the berg.
There was a light of greed and cunping in
Armand Rocke's eyes.

shouted savagely.

““This is an unexpected pleasure, Trackett
Grim!” he said, as he came face to face with the
master detect:ve “I want the Blue Ruby! 1

made a mistike when I blew up that pirate ship.
I forgot that yon had the Bluz Ruby on you, and
I thought I had killed you. But this is much
better. Iland over the ruby, and I'li allow you
to livel”

“You can ;o and eat coke!” retorted Trackett
Grim. with fine bold deflance. I don't care

NOW READ THIS STUPENDOUS INSTALMENT,

EDWARD
OSWALD
HANDFOKRTH

Armand Rocke's submarine. The sailing ship
is sunlk, and our two intrepid heroes find them-
selves om n raft, at the mercy of the Pacific.
After drifting about for days, they sight an
iceberg and, as their raft is slowly sinking,

SUNITHHNH e

they jump on to this. Suddenly something
hits the iceberg below the watcr line. What

is it ¢

a snap for you and all your men! I have

recovered the Blue Ruby fcr my client, anod ! will
pever give it up!”

““We'l' see about that!” snarled Armand Rocke.
“ All my men are here, and you are powerless
against us! Men, sarround these two! Surround
them, and search them! I shall never be satisfied
unti! i have the Blue Ruby in my possession
again!” '

Things looked very rocky for Trackett Grim and
8plinter. Fearles; as the great detective was, he
could not exypect to.win against such odds as this.

But Providence came to his aid.

For, abruptiy, there was a tremendous explosion,
The engines of the submarine had blown up!
Everybody had thought that the vessel had sunk,
but they were wrong. And as the boilers burst
%n bhs iceberg shivered and splintered from end
0 en

And just as Armand Rocke's men were about to
surrouna our heroes, so the iceberg broke into
two! A great gap appeared between Trackett
Grim and Sp'inter and the rotters., It widened

rapidly. A shout of triumph went up from
Trackett Grim’s lips,
““Foiled again, Armand Rocke!” he shouted

mockingly.
And, by George, he was right.
was foiled, and no mistake!

Armand Rocke

Off to the Klondike!

RMAND ROCKE shook both his fists at his
victorious enemies.
A_ ¢ Al right, you rotfers—wait!” he
bellowed. % You've eluded me this time,
but 1'll have you yet!”
“Yan!" roezred Splinter., “ We've dished you,
Armand Rocke, and we’ve still got the Blue
Ruby! We'll never be -sutisfied until we have
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returned [t to Sir Esau Starrs, and our case Iz
eunded !

Further conversation was Impossible, for the
two sections of the iceberg had drifted far apart.
Trackett Grim and Splinter found themselves on
the smaller portion. It wasn’t much bigger than
a4 billiard table, and It was top-heavy, too.
There was every likelihood that the iceberg wouild
topple over, and precipitate them into the cold
sea.

Then, just at that moment,
thing seemed to happen. :

For the little iceberg was suddenly swept
round and carried off at a great speed, leaving
the othar piece of the berg standing, as it were.
At the same tilme the air became colder, and It
was seen that the mea was boiling and foaming
ou every slde \

“What does it mean, guv'nor?” asked Splinter,
in an awed voice.

“There Is nothing to worry about,”
Trackett Grim, who was never at a loss.

& Vvery curious

replied
(11 we

have been caught in an Arctle current, and we |

are being whirled northwards.”

“Into the Arctic, you mean, sir?”

‘“ Undoubtedly,” replied Trackett Grim coolly.
“But what does It matter? All hope seemed
lost a few minutes a&go, but once again Armand
Rocke has been foiled. There’s nothing for us to
worry about, Splinter. I think the best thing
we can do Is to have a nap. We're warm enough
in these fur coats of ours, and so we'll sleep.”

And they did. Jt was a wise thing to do.
When they woke up they stared about them in
amazement. They had slept all through the
night, and another day had come. And there, on
elther hand. was land!

It was a startling discovery. During the night,
they had been drawn into a great river, and now

the little iceberg was drifting along on the
current. ]
“Land, sir!” panted Splinter, with delight.

“We're saved!”

“So it seems,” replied Trackett Grim, rising
to his feet, and examining the river banks with
interest. ‘““By QGeorge, this is lucky, Splinter!
We are on the Yukon!”

“The Yuxkon sir!” sald Splinter. “How do
yvou know?”

Trackett Grlic shrugged hls shoulders.

- %[ know every river by sight!” he replied
slaply. *“ It is my business to know things,
Splinter! Tu's ls the River Yukon, and we are

on our way to the Klondike!”
““Well T'm blessed!” said Splinter, aghast.

It was toc much for him to realise all at once.
But he had read about the Klondike—and he
knew that It was a place where they had lots
of gold rushes. But before he could think much
about the subject the lceberg drifted ashore, and
he and Trackett QGrim leapt upon the bank
They felt like new men. It was splendid to be
able to stretch their legs, and walk up and down,

The first th'ng was to find a town, or a village,
ot something of that sort. Then, perhaps, they
would e able to filnd out exacﬁly where they
were, #nd they could then set off for civilisation.

But before they could begin there was a sudden
series of shouts, and a dozen Esquimaux came
rushing down upon them.

“Hold!" eried Trackett Grim. “We
friends !

“ Seize th~ strangers!” shouted one of the
ssquimanx.  “ They are trespassing on our land!
The,?r'-aﬁ com here to rob us of our furs! drab
'em!” d

“*You bet!” shonted the other Esquimaux.

The -next moment, Trackett Grim and Splinter

are

were Hahtinz desperately against these savage
men of the worth. '
[t was 1 hopeles: fight from the wvery start.

The Ezpumaux were sreat big fellows, and tuey
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were determined ruffians, too. They weren’t the
ordinary kind of Esquimaux—they were a criminal
gang. And they seemed to know, lastinctively,
that Trackett Grim wa3s an enemy-—a detective.
They swarmed over him and over Splintec. It
seemed that all hope was gone.

Crash! BJdf!' Thud!

The battle went on, and Trackett Grim and
Splinter were giving a good account of themseives.
They got in a lot of good hefty blows, bubt the
odds were too great. At last, they were held
by their enemies,

‘30 you thought you could defy us, eh?" said
the Chief of the Esquimaux. *“ We're going to
take you to our village, and we’ll keep you
prisoners. You're English, aren't you?"”

““Yes—and proud of it!” replied Trackett Grim,
in ringing tores,

“We like capturing Englishmen!” said the
Esquimau, with a grin of triumph. * We'll hold
you to ransom, and get a big price for you.”

But just then a number of shouts came from .
the distance, and when Trackett Grim and
Splinter glanced round they saw that hundreds of
men were sweeping towards them-—-rough-looking
men, many of them with knapsacks on their
backs. They were running as hard as they could
go, and all of them were looking tremendously ex-
cited, They swept up like a human avalanche.

They didn't take any notice of the Esquimaux
and the'r prisoners, but just swent over them as
though they did not exist, swinging by on their
way, shouting excitedly, and with a wild execite-

ment in their eyes. And as last they had
passed on, leaving most of the Esquimaux
stretched on the ground., with all the wind

knocked out of them,

Splinter sat up, gasping.

“What does it mean, sir?” he aszked. bewildered.
“Who are thoze men? Why did they dash along

like that, without saying anythinz to us, or
offering to hdlp us?”
Trackett Grim rose to his feet. and his eyes,

too, were gleaming with sudden excitement.

“Don't you understand, Splinter?” he snapped
“That was a gold rush!”

“What!” roared Splinter.

¢“ A gold rush, my lad!"” replied Trackett Grim.
“Haven't you seen them in the pictures? By
1 lucky chance, a gold rush is on at the moment,
and we ar2 saved from the Esquimaux! Come,
Splinter! We'll join this gold rush—and make
our fortunes.”

— G

Through the Trackless Snow!

RACKETT GRIM and Splinter were tre-
mendously exeited at the prospect of
making their fortunes on the Kiondike.
Having suddenly discovered that a gold

rush was on, they were in a fever of impatience
to join the great rush. Trackett Grim, indeed,
was so excited that his veins were standing out
on his face like whipecord, and Splinter was as
red as a beetroot, and his eves gleamed like stars.

““ When shall we start, sir?” he panted eagerly.

“ Now!” retorted Trackett Grim, in his usual
concise manner.

“ But we need stores, sir—and traps and things,”
said Splinter. “We can't set out across the
trackless snow without provisions, and—"'

“FEnough!” interrmupted the great detective.
“*“You evidently mistake me for an ordinary man.
Splinter! How dare you? You know that I need
none of these things! My powers are so0 greak
that T can go forward intn these Arctic snows,
and evervthing will be all serene!

“By jingo, ves, sir!” said Splinter. ¢ [I'd for-
gotten that!”

e gazed at Trackett Grim with admiration.
The famous ineriminator was a3 cool as a cucum.
her—which wasn't surprising, considerinz that the
termperature was forty below. But Trackett Grim
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was cool 'n another way, too. This famous man—
indeed, he can safely be described as a superman
—never got excited. Always he was cool,

“0Oh, erumbs!? ejaculated Splinter, in sudden
dismay. “I've just thought of something,
guv'nor! We can't go!”

“What do you mean?”
Grim.

He looked at Splinter with annoyance. It always
made him wild when his young assistant cast
doubts upon his great abilities. And he mow
saw that Splinter was looking at him with eyes
that were full of consternation.

“Why, sir—the gold rush has passed by!” said
Splinter, ¢ All those men have gone off to the
Klondike—to the goldfields! They are out of
sight., How can we follow them through this
trackless waste?”

Trackett Grim snapped his fingers impatiently.

“Tut-tut!” he exclaimed. ¢ No other man on
earth could do this thing, Splinter—but I can!
Only a detective could follow this gold rush.
But have you forgotten my powers as a tracker?
While other men would be in a complete fog,
[ can see everything! There are no marks in
the snow—since the downfall is so tremendous.
But I can follow! XNever have I failed to track
my man!”

Splinter was satisfied. Once again he had mis-

'demanded Trackett

judged his famous master, and he felt duly
s(uashed.
And so they set off, our famous pair. Off

they went into the vast unknown stretches of
the Aretic. The snow was coming down in blind-
ing flurries, and the cold was so intense that
both of them would have frozen in their tracks
if they had only paused.- But they kept straight
on—always on!

Never once was the great detective at fault.

Although the trail was obliterated to ordinary
eyes, Trackett Grim. saw it. He was like some
hound on the trail. With his head bent low,
and his gaze fixed on the snow, he walked on, and
Splinter came faithfully behind, having {full
confidence in his great master.

Onwards to the goldfields!

It was a great thought—a thought{ which sent
Trackett Grim's blood surging through his veins
like the dickens. .

And then, at last, after wearying miles—after
marching onwards for hours without rest—the
pair came to the summit of a great mountain.
Below them stretehed the plains of the Yukon.
In the distance was Dawson City.

The Klondike! The place where gold could
always be found! The air was crystal clear, and
the sun was shining from a brilliant blue sky.
In fact, a thaw had set in, and for the past few
miles the going had been rather stiff.

“(Come, Splinter!” said Trackett Grim briefly.

They were the first words that he had spoken
for many hours, And down they went—down the
mountain side.

But they went faster than they had Intended.
For hardly had they taken a couple of steps when
they went slithering down, and hundreds and
thousands of tons of snow came tumbling after
them.

1t was an avalanche—a deadly, menacing Arctic
avalanche!

—— —

Gold!

OWN they went—down, down!
‘ Quick, sir!” panted Splinter.
an avalanche!”

¢“Y1 know that, you young fathead!™

roared Trackett Grim, &s he struggled madly

against the ever-growing force of the snowslide.
“Keep close to me, and all wiil be well!”

They clutched at one another as they went

slithering down that mountain side. They were

L1 ltl‘s

‘mass. of snow!
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accompanied by immense rnasses of snow. Then,
at last, when all hope seemed gone, our heroes
came to a halt. The avalanche was over-and
they were at the rottom of the mountain pass.
But over them were hundreds of tons of snow.
They were buried alive—buried under this vast

“What are we going to do now, gir” asked
Splinter desperately.

“\What are we going to do?"” repeated Trackett
Grim. ““We're going to fight our way ont, of
course!”

It was a brave speech, considering the enormous
difficulties. A®d so Trackett Grim and Splinter
took spades and picks, and foot by foot they
fcught their way out of that deadly mass of
SNOW. .

For hours they worked, sand at last they had
constructed a great tunnel. And they saw the
daylight—for when it seemed that nothing on
earth could save them, they broke througn the
final ecrust.

“Free!” shouted Splinter joyously.

“There's no need to make a fuss, young 'un,”
said Trackett Grim. “0f course we're free,
Have you ever known me to be at a loss? And
look here! What’s thisft”

He bent down, and picked up something from
the ground. It was enormously heavy. In fact,
it was so heav{ that Trackett Grim could hardly
lift it. And yet it was only a4 small, rugged piece
of rock, by the look of it.

“Great guns!” gasped Trackett Grim. *“Look!
It's a nugget! Splinter, my son, we've found
cne of the richest °strikes’ in history!”

And his statement proved to be true. F[or
when they examined the ground about them
they found hundreds of such nuggets. Many
of them were as big a3 cckernuts, while the
ground was simply filled with nuggets as big as

(Continued on page 41.)

66 Be a
= Turkish

Adventurer

All you need is 2d. to make a most thrilling
find. But this quest hangs on a request—
the four magic words “a Cadbury Turkish
please.” You say them in a sweet shop
and you would'nt change places with a
pirate! O gee! O glee! It's Cadbury’s!
P.S. You can tell the mater that Cadbury’s
Turkish Delight is practically a perfect
What luck! .

food.
s
(adburys
urkish Delight )
2 Ty 2d Macshnuallows too. 2
See the name ‘(&dbury "on cvery piece of chocolate.
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Edwy Séaries Brooks
chats with his readers.

NOTE.—1} eny reader writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are

likely to interest the majority.
c/o The [FEditor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
Street, LONDON, E.C.,. Every letter will

acknowledged in these columnas,

All letters should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon
have my personal attention, and all will be

But please note that the acknowledgments cannot appear

for at least 6 weeks after the letters reach my hands, Letters of very special merit will be

distinguished by a star (®) against the sender’'s name,
My photo exchange offer iz open indefinitely: my auto-
first, please.—E.S.B.

are natur:lly easler for me to answer.
graphed photo for yours—but yours

AVE you ordered an extra copy of No. 72,
dated September 17th—next week's
issue? 1f not, why not? There may be
two answers to this question. Firstly, ,

you may have forgotten all about my little

suggestion—or, secondly, you may not feel in.
clined to whack out that additional twopence
on the chance of roping in a new reader.

» s .

Ia a week's time, that new series will start, and
{6 will be a golden opportunity to introduce the
St. Frank’s characters to people who have never
yet met them,

- *® L

[t wili be a golden opportunity, also, to shove
up the membership of the St. Frank’s League a
good few notches. It will be a fine chance for all
the putters-off to join up, and also for those who
are already members to take another step
towards getting their Bronze or Silver Medal—as
the case may be. And think what a happy man
you'll make the Chief Officer of the League it all
this happens!

* * *

*[t's all so simple, too. Those who are not
already members just get Section C of the League
Formi 1n their extra copy signed by the non-
reader they give it to. All they've got to do
then is to send this {n to the Chiet Officer with
the Form out of their own ordinary copy signed
under Section A. And back comes the Certificate
and Badge to them at once. Now, could anything
be easier?

L L i

As to those who are already Members, look
what a fine chance it will provide for them to
kill two birdz with one stone. They can do their
whack in this united effort I'm trying to get
you ail to make and, at the same time, take

another step towards getting the particular }Iedu.l1

they're after.

'!1 %

S0, dou't forget, all of you! I'm relying on
every one of you to do your bit as soon as No.
72 comes out pnext Wednesday. You've still gof
2 weck In which to mark down your **victim,”
and plan the form of your own particular share In
this Big Push. But there's one thing you ought
to do NOW, and that is to MAKLE SURE of your

Communications which name writer's age

extra copy of No. 72 by ordering it from your
newsagent AT ONCE.

D. H. Newland (Melbourne), Lucy Cole (Suther-
land, N.8.W.), Jaeck C. Crawford (Sydney), W. E.
Drennan (Sydney), Rob Frazer (Greenslopes, 8.
DBrisbane), N. F. Hoddell (Enfield), J. A, Evans
(Shelfield), Viector O'Dare (Chard), Jack E.
Ockenden* (Pyrford), Mrs. Gracie P. Wilson*
(Loughborough), Jacob Whithoy (Beaconsfield,
S.A.), George DBuist* (Arbroath), D. Staynes
(West Brompton), W. A. Picton (Longley), Rita
M. Enteggart (Dundalk), F. C. Reddae (London,
N. 22), Wm., E. QGodden (Basingstoke), Reggie
Fdwards (London, N.W.1.), Jack Hunter* (Nelson),
Frank Fletcher (Manchester).

L L] »

_The stories in the * Monster Library,” D. H.
Newland, were not merely copies of various series
that appeared In the Old Paper, years ago—but
the actual series themselves, made into complete
book form. So it is scarcely any wonder that you
noticed a similiarity! You mustn't think there
was any hanky-panky about it, because the
“Monster Library ” stories were always acknow-
ledged to be reprints, and I think ninety-nine
readers out of a hundred knew this.

» % L

Here are two quotations for readers who have
aa idea that they are getting too old to read my
school! yarns This is what W. A. Picton says:
““A while bick I was reading your chat, and
saw part of a letter from a reader of 17 who
scemed to consider himself too old to be reading
the * Nelson Lee Library.” But am 27, and-
my father, who Is a reader, i3 65.” Thanks, W. A.
Picton, for your nice letter—and I am glad to
hear that your father is just as much a boy as
you are—or as I am, if it comes to that! The
other quotation is from a letter from Frank
Fletcher, and this ‘s what he tells me: “[ am at
an age when most chaps consider themselves too
old to read books of this description—past 18—
and I ean safely say I have never found anything
lackinz, re humour, adventure, and excitement,
and everything. 1 have a brother, aged 20, who
xnows a good book when he reads one, that takea
my copy »f the Old Paper to work with him to
read ta his spare. time—and that I thionk i3
ample proof that one is never too old to start
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reading it.” Esxactly, Frank, old man. Your view

is exactly the same as mine.

* +* 'Y

Certamnly, Wm. E. Godden, your nephew is
eligible . as a new reader, if you want to qualify
for a St Frank’s League Membership Ba.dge.
There i3 wo stipulation that the introduced reader
should be outside the family circle, as you
suggest. Go right ahead, and get thal nephew
of yours te join the erowd. No. 1 of the Old
Paper—that {2, No. 1. 0ld Series—was called
‘“ The Mystery of Limehouse Reach,” and was a
detective story. St. Frank's did not appear In
the Old Pisper uutil No. 112, and the yarn itself
waz called “Nipper =t St. Frank’s”

x

Seorry I can't send you my photo unless I have
yours first, Jack Hunter. You tell me that you
haven't a photograph of yourself alone—thus
implying that you have a photograph of yourscll
with others included. @Good encgugh! Send onc
along to me, and [ don’t care if there are twenty
other people in the photograph. As long as you
are included, T shall he satisfied—only 1 hope
you won't be like the chap who sent me & news-
paper cutting of the photograph of the crowd at
the Oval and said: “This is my photograph,
Mr. Brooks—you'll find me semewhere in the
middle, iust towards the left.”! :

- s

“ Brainy " (Bedlford), V. Muddox (Pelerboroughs,
H. Milier* (Bethnal Green), “Dorothy ”* (Edin-
burgh)y, H. W. Dobson (Hornsey), Roland C.
Beacham (Toranto), *“ Bruin” (Catford). Leslic
Strachan (Forezt Hill), “Jazzmania”™ (London,
E. 17). “Handy'~ Admirer " (Acton), Joe Brooder
(Rathdowney), R. Westover (DBrighton), \W. Stanley
Hughes* (Stoke-on-Trent), A. D. Luke (Plymouth),

Maurice Stodel (Shorediteh), “Harry & Co.”"
(Huddersfield), Albert Winchester (Highgate),
J. W Boucher* (Camberwell), Terence Sullivan®

(Tufnell Park,y Jehn Exley (Londen, E.1..

L]

That’s the stvle, V. Maddox! You say: *I
will write to you every time I feel a bit fed up,
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minute, though! That sounds as if I'm hopiog
that youre often fed up, doesn’t it? Well, lots
of us are Inclined to get the blues now and again.
So, when you feel a dose coming on, just write
to me. I nmever get the blues. And that’s really
an honest fict, you know. I’m one of those for-
tunate people who take life philosophically, with-
out worrying over anything.
- : 3

Now ani again, readers nave told me that tnev
dislike my habit of re-telling the main eventa ol
a series in ench successive story. They tell me
that it is a waste of time—but I always relort
that there are new readers every week, and these
new readers naturally like to get a grip eof the
seriea, even it they started in the third or fourth
yarn. Wel', this Is what W. Stanley Hughes says
“ Another thing I should like to say is, what
splandid ide: it iz to publish a kind of synopsis -
the previous week’s. It refreshes the minds of
old readers -and gives new readers just a chanee
of immagining wh-t has gone before.” I hope the
restb of vou will see the point, and be paticnt
when you come across a few paragraphs which
are expressly written to refresh your memories,
and to he'p rnew readers.

» - % *

A, D. Luke af 8 Paradise Place, Plymouth, i3
an enthusiastic Member of the St. Frank’s League,
and he has a bit of advice for all other readers,
In fact, 'm going to quote his exaet words: “1
am 4 Meinber of the St. Frank’s League, and 23

such 1 advise every reader to join., 1 have
correspondent. all over the world through the

Correspondents’ Column.” So buck up, you fellows
who have been hesitating! The League isn't
nearly hig en ngh yet, =0 let's zee if somethir:
can't be done,

and want so ncone cheerful to write to.” [ hope
I shall get lots of letters from you—— Wait a
e T T . 0 o e w s, | three miles, and quite by chance Splinter happened

= TRACKETT GRIM’S GREATEST CASE ! u_
.: (Continued from page 39.) ::
I ™ g Wy iy g g S S B
walnuts and acorns, They crammed their pocketa

with them, and then Trackett Grim had a
thought.
“We must stake ocur elaims!” he deeclared
firmly.

They looked round {or some stakes, and soon
found them. ‘Then, with a feeling of pride and
happiness, they staked their claims., OQOut there
‘n that wildernezs of the Klondike they drove
the stakes in, and from that minute onwards the
ground was theirs.

“Now we'll get on to Dawson City!” said
Trackett Grim. *“ At Dawson we shall be able to
buy all sorts of machinery, and then we ean come
hack and work our c¢laims. Think of it, Splinter!
By the time we gzet back to England we shall be
millionaires!”

¢ perhaps we shall be able to buy an Austin
Seven, sir,” suggested Splinter eagerly.

“We'll have one each, Splinter!” .retorted
Trackett Grim. * But let us not delay. We must
nurry.”

And they continued onwards—ever onwards
tawards Dawson City. They went for two or

to glance back. Then he stood frozen to the
ground, It was some IJew moments before
Trackett Grima noticed that his voung assistant

was absent. Then he looked round, and saw
Splinter still there, rooted to the spot.
“ What’s the ratter, you young ass?”’ de-

manded the great detective.

“Look, sir!” paunted Splinter, pointing with 2
quivering finger.

And when Trackett Grin; looked he jumped with
sudden rage. For, back along the trail, some
tigures were tc be seen, And they belonged to
Armand Rocke, the master crook, and his gang!
Once again the great criminal was about to
cross Trackett Grim’s path!

But more! With a s=sudden shock, our herces
saw that Armand Rocke and his gang were about
to jump their claims! As evervbody knows, the
Klondike is full of eclaim-jumpers—rotters who
go abont jumping ca all the claims they -can
find. It is one of the laws of the Klondike that
when a elaim is jumped on, the ground becpmes
the property of the jumper.

And, to Trackett QGrim’s and Splinter's horror,
Armand Rocke and his gang were preparing tc
leap-—to jump upon their precious claims!

' Neot week’s concludine insalment of (his wonder'u
worial is @ real stumney  Non® mdge if. vow chane '—
. H



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT.

Al LETTERS wn reference (o the

League should be addressed to the Ohisf Officer, L'he St, Frank’s
League, ofo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,Ths F

lectway House, Farringdon St., London, E,0,4,

L'nguiries which need an immediate answer should bs accompanied by a stamped and address=d envelope,

An Exeter Club.

CAPITAL letter is to hand from

A G. D. Edwards, 38, Fore St., Heavi-
tree, Exeter. This correspondent is

keen on camping, and likes to camp

out in the country and bike to and from work.

The club he is running is a big success.
Two large attics have been turned into a club
room, om the windows there is a view for
miles. The place is well furnished with car-
pet, a long table, clock, armchair, other chairs
and a card table. Iach member pays 6d.
per week, and the club is very useful in
winter time.

Biking in Lincolnshire.

A West Country chum (A.F.) wants to
make a oycling tour of an extended nature,
and as he is curious about Lincolnshire, 1
ghould certainly advise him to go there. I
spent a good many hours on a push-bike in
that county recently, and can guarantee good
roads and interesting and attractive scenery.
My correspondent can proceed along the main
western highway near which he lives; he must
aim for Henley, from which town there 18 a
cross-country route leading via Hertford and
Ware into East Anglia.

The British Amateur Press Association.

Mr. W. A. Downes, St. Kevin’s Park, Still-
organ, Co, Dublin, informs me that much
useful business was done at the Annual Con-
vention at Birmingham. Members of the
S.F.L, interested in amateur journalism
should certainly get in touch with Mr.
Downes, who would be glad to hear from
amateur journalists and see their liter
efforts. Tg)e subscription is half-a-crown, an
there is no age limit.

A Description of Meilbourne.

B. Stevens, 22, Queen’s Avenue, Auburn,
Melbourne, sends me a chart of his own
making, showing the principal streets of the
capital city of Victoria, with details of train
services, etc., and the traffic at the peak
times., There is an interesting account of the
Capitol Theatre, the ceiling of which keeps
changing colour.

Cheers for the Leaguel

A jolly letter has just come to hand from
Chas. 'Neill, of the Boys’ Home of
Montreal, Canada. He says he finds the
League of immense assistance to him. He had
for long been looking out for such a chance.

Camping at Mountain Ash.

J. P. J. writes to say he is going camping,
and asks for tips. He should get a Scout’s
cooker at a sports’ shop, also ground-sheet,
and portable tent. Cooking your own food is

art of the 8. There should be no litter
left when camp is struck, and permission must
be asked to pitch tents.

No Equal to the ‘“ N.L.L.”'

A, H. G. writes from Newcastle, Staffs, to
say that he gets more and more convinced
there is no finer boys’ paper than the
NeusoN Ler LiBrary, with Edward Oswald
Handforth taking the chief part. Right on
the wicket again!

CORRESPONDENTEG WANTED.

Arthur Fluck, 25, Hopkins Street, Weston-
super-Mare, wishes to hear from readers who
are interested in football, also those in his
own district who would help to form a
sports’ club.

John Wright, 105, South Frederick Street,
South Shields, Co. Durham, wishes to cor-
respond with readers.

illiam Thompson, Sherrygroom, Dungan-
non, Co. one, Ireland, has over 312
“Nelson Lee Libraries *’ for sale, including all
numbers of the new series to date.

G. Lodge, 24, Ingelow Road, Battersea,
Londen, S.W.B, wishes t0 hear from his

(Continued on neéxt page.)

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for membership ot the
St. Frank’s League will ba pnblished agaln
next week. All holiers of BRONZE MEDALS
who have gualified for SILVER MEDALS and
wish to exchange thele medals for the higher
award shonld send their medals fogether with
a stamped addressed envelope, to the Chiet
1 Officer, the St. Frank’s League, ¢/o *‘ The
1 Nelson Lee Library ” Gough Housa Goug's |
Square, London E.C.4.
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nearest Organising Officer, also from mem-
bers.

Chas. Watson, 130, Wellington Parade, Kast
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to hear
from members in his district who will help
him to form a club; he also wants to cor-
respond with readers anywhere.

Kenneth Slack, 9, Harrison Street, Currock,
Carlisle, wishes to correspond with readers in
Australia, South Africa, India and America
interested in cyeling, photography and sports:
also with readers who will help form a club
in Carlisle,

J. 8. Ricketts, 5, Caroline Row, Venton-
league, Hayle, Cornwall, wishes to hear from
readers in his part of the country who are
keen on foothall; so that matches may be
arranged.
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Clive Gahan, 186, Elizabeth Street, Rich-
mond, Victoria, Australia, wishes to hear from
the 0.0. in his district.

V. M. Sellers, “Winchester,”” 10, Campbell
Street, Balmain, Sydney, N.S.W,, Australia,
wishes to covrespond with readers aged twenty
and over. :

Jack Hambleton, 51, Birch Avenue, 0ld-
ham, Lancs, wishes to correspond with readers
living in Northern Scotland and Ireland, in-
terested in sports and birds’ eggs. All letters
answered.,

J. Unsworth, 7. Barkstone Street, Harpur-
hev, Manchester, wishes to hear from readers
in India, also in his own district.

J. P. John, 7, Oakland Street, Miskin,
Mountain Ash, Wuales, would like to cor-

respond with readers in New Zeuland and

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

EBoyg are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
svlections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
signalling Branches), Age 15} to 163 years.

MEXN #so are required for

SEAMEXN (SPECIAL SERVICE)} ...

Ane 18 to %5.

STOKERS Age 18 to 25,

GOOD PAY, ALL FOUND.
‘EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by lelter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N.
and R.AM., 5, Sufolk Street, Birmingham:; 121,
Victoria Street, Bristol; 13, Crown Terrace, Dowan-
hill, Glasgow; 30, Canning Place, Liverpool; 55,
Whitehall, London, S.W.1: 2389, ~ Deansgate, Man-
chester: 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or 6,
Orchard Place, Queen’s Park, Southampton,

SAFETY REVOLVERS

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.

Accidents impossible. Fortheatricals,sports,
e%-::. Protection against.footpads, dogs, eto.
ANEW MODELS. BElue steel or nickei finish. -
Six chamber . . « B/= post{ree
Elzht " bl i ' 8/ " " "
Ten » (Cowboy model) - 128 . ..
Blank Cartridges for SBafetiea 1,8 per 100.

Carriage 9d. any quantity. Catalogue fres on request.
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO. LTD.,
74, High Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

- Cure yoursel

top Stﬂmmerlng'! as I dic?. ”.Eifrl-r

iculars Y REE. —FRANX B. HUGHES, i
Bouthampton Row, London, W.C.1.

&2,000 ples catalogue free. 12 by 10 En.

Targement. any photo, Bd.—HACKETT'S WORKS,
dJuly Road, Liverpool.

worth cheap Photo Material, Sam-

All applications for Advertisement Spaces in this
publication should be addressed to the Advertise-
thent Manager, * The Nelson Lee Library,” The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

._.Ill..llllllI'IIIIIIIl.lllllIiII EEEPERNREGERGNTONEESER]

Fuad,

Cunada.
mmmGREAT RECORD BARGAIN !! =

THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

) ARCH. >i=:: CANMIERA
Rood, LARGE

Fitted with genuine GUARANTEED MENISCUS LENS, Reflex View-
finder, Nickel-plated Spring Lever Shuiter, Lever Guard, Flexible
=, Leatheretts Hand'e and absolutely
 GUARANTEED TO TAKE
1 PERFECT LARGE PHOTOS
B ozd 31 xz; BRITISH MADE
i 8ized5 ALY RS ond gupplied com-
BN\ pogt 3d, | Plete with uil Accessories :—Best
= N\ e o} Quality Plate, Developlng & I'rinting
o OUTKIT with easy instructions for use.
RN Send P.O. 2/- to-day for complete Camerd
and Outfit Testimonials Galore 11}
Al W.J. Thomas,Faq., writeg ! “* Developed and
1l priuted ph{‘to, think it as good as if taken
8 with s Camera which eost £3."" Misa E. Le
4 Chcruinent writes: ** Astonished to see re-
i[ sult of my (irat effort, The picture is as good
A us that done by a proper photographer.™
7l Sale Catalogue, 1,000 Big Bargains, Iost
¥l Free! THE LEEDS BARGAIN Co,
il (UJ), 31, Kendal Lane. LEEDS.

Sl L B

| SALE PRICE

|

FREE—EGYPT AND THE MYSTIC EAST.
My great Egyptian Packet is Absontely Free, and con.
tains stamps depicting the Mighty Pyramids, the Mystic
Sphinx, Temple Pylon Ruins, and portrait  of Kin
also Siam, Malay, China, Japan, Hyderabad,
Gwallior, and a host of other Interesting and Pietur-
esque stamps., Ask to see my special approvals,

VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK, Eung.

In 30 Days. 5" Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
The Malvin Strong System NEVER FAILS.
Bend stamp for particulars and testimonilals,
<MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,
Ludgate HIill, London, England.

Height Increased Complets

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to secll Private Christ-

mas Cards. Experience not essentinl, Highest Commission,

Yaluable Prizes, Free Sample Book. Choice Selection.
Apply DENTON & CO., Dept., D.29, Accrin:ton,

CUT THIS OUT

*NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON, VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these coupong, with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)
ditect to the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4. By return yon will receive a handsome lever
self-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold
nib (fine, wmedium, or broad), usually 10/6. Fleet price
4/-, or with 5 coupons only 2/9. De-Luxe Model 2/- extra,

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors
: ( Advertisement
London, E.C.4. Hegistered for transmission by Canadian magazine } AT
Scle Agents for South Africa: Central News Agency, Limiled,.

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

11/. per annum; 5/6 fer six months,

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway
ces: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street
post. Subscription Rates: Inland and Abroad,
Sole Agents

0

for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Capada: The lwmperial News Co.
(Canada), Limited.

New Serles No. 71. NIR

September 10th, 1927.
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B o adBed
for B D V Coupons

These Sturdy
"MATCH " FOOTBALLS

for 180 Coupons only.

-

Captains ! —pick your tcams now—-
get them all to w]lrc* B.D.V.
coupons ‘and vnu can eab:.m ‘get one
of the first-class goa] SCOrers every
two or three weeks. [ull size 5
Beautifu]ly made stout !f:dtnf,r Cascs |
sections carcfully assembled, sewa
with best quality extra strong waxed

thread. The bladder 1s made from -

pure Para  rubber—best quality. Fill up the coupon in this adverlise-

Boih’ I bluld . s ment md post  mm unscaled envelope
b CAEC Ain Dl cr ﬂ;[' made (postdage “od.) .~ Note™ that only one

by lC&dlI‘lﬂ,’ f:.nﬁhsh Manufacturers. free voucher may be used by each

Collector. Do it now.

ﬂr‘-"

BASSLTT LOWKE Scme Modef Rmeu,uys‘

Save for lhc '‘Duke of York™ [ M.S. Clovkwork L.oco, as sold l)‘ B: assett- Lnu}\t.
Ltd.. Northampton. Itis a perfect scale model, pr o[m]lul by a pm«ul‘ul Spring
mechanism, and can be supplied in either L.M.S., L.N.E. R.. G.W.R. or S.R.
colours and style, Only 260 ﬂﬂllp{}ns——nmku it thf: first item on your B.D.V.
Railway Systemn. Tenders frr:c unttl further notice. Send for the free mit

Stalt saving your coupons NOW.

o whllh AR N ow T

[ Bt g FWE .S L

i F N e PR

hnf)ka now. They are worth 5 coupons.  Shows everything you require {or a 1
comulete Railw ay "n~t::m Lots ol other beautiful iree mbts, 8
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20 for 11d. Plain or a L (A
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