


2 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

o

R AR RO

T |

Mr. Pycraft took a flying leap. It was his intention fo cluich at ths stonework in the centre of the
fountain but, unfortunately for him, he misjudged the distance. The result was disastrous. With
a terrific splash he fell into the peol iiself ; amd.the surrounding jwniors roared with laughter.
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A Gorilla Visits St. Frank’s ! Excitement, Japes and Fun !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank's stories now appearing in * The Popular,” every Tuesday.)
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Rivalry between the Remove at St. Frank’s and ihe Fourth Form at the
River House School bas opened afresh. Both Nipper and Hal Brewsler
think that their respective Forms are enlitled fo be called the * lop dog,”
and they set out lo prove 1t. [fapes are the order of the day. Youw'll all
enjoy every chapter of this lively school yarn.—Ed. '
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CHAPTER 1.

Twenty-five Pounds Reward !

F

R

“** How much-?”

“Twenty-five quid!”
; 1}111'1.-*6 Ascott and Georgie Glynn regarded their leader in awe, and Ascott shook his
1071,

“"There isn’t so much money in all the world!” he said dreamily,

The leaders of the Commoners at the River House School were standing in the quad,
near the main entrance. It was a cool September evening, and there were a number
of other River House Fourth-Formers standing about in groups. It would be time.
for calling-over in another ten or fiftcen minutes.

“Well, what about this twenty-five quid 7" asked Glynn curiously. * Any chance of
us touchking a bit ?”

"I don’t sve why not,” replied Hal. with a grin. “If it wasn't so late this evening,
we might organise a hunt of our own.,”

“A hunt?” said Ascott politely,

HTWENTY-FIVE quid!” said Hal Brewster, with a whistle,

17 }FOE.,’
* What for—the twenty-five quid ?» _
“In a way,” rephied Brewster. *“You see, a gorilla has escaped——"

“My only hat! A which?”
“A gorillat»

“Well, T'm )iggered!” said Ascott. *“You don’t mean to say that it's roaming about
loose over the countryside 7
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1fingswood and Norton and Driscoll, and
one or two other juniors, came round, all
interested. Hal Brewster was hcldtn? an
cvening newspaper, and his eyes were gleam-
ing with sudden interest.

“What's this about a gorilla?” asked
Littlewood, of Study No, 8. ‘““Are you
spoofing, Brewster 17

“No, of course not,” replied the Junior
skipper. “It’s here, plain enough, in this
newspaper.”’

“Where
Mann. _

“1 found i1t on the hall table,” replied
Hal. *“I believe Wellborne, or one of those
other Honourableg, brought it in. Wanted to
see the result of the four-thirty, [ suppose.
Anyhow, it’s the laie evening edilion, and
this piece of news is in the Stop Press,”

They gathered round with more interest
than ever.

“Let's

briskly.

“There's nothing much,” said DBrewster.
“It appears that a gorilla escaped from that
circus in Banningion. You know the one—
we've seen the bills about. Well, this gorilla
cescaped during the afternoon, and now it’s
missing.”

**Ay only sainted aunt!”

“Yes, it's got loose,” went on Brewster.
“The eircus proprictor-is offering twenty-five
quid reward for its return, alive., They're
getting up scarch parties, and the police are
on the job, too.”

“We'd  better keep our windows closed
to night!” said Reeves nervously.

*Ass!”

“Oh, I don’t know!” protested Reeves.
“Gorillas are pretty awful animals, you
know. And they can climb like the dickens,
too. We shonld look pretty funny, shouldn’t
we, if we found the giddy thing in our
dormitory in the middle of the night!”

Hal Brewster laughed,

“MThere’s not one chance in a thousand,
you ‘chump!” he said lightly. ““And as for
us carning that twenty-five quid reward, it’s
a myth. T expeet the gorilla will have been
captured by now, anyhow. You know how
the newspapers like to make a song about
trifles,”

did you get it from " asked

hear the details,” said Lang

“lIs it a dangerous animal?” asked
Pringle.
“It doesn’t say,” replied Brewster. ““It's

inst a young gorilla, and it’s got away from

the circus. There aren’t any other details.”
He handed the newspaper to some of the

other fellows, and he changed the subject.

“"We've got to do something about St
Irank’s,” he said thoughtfully, *“The term
has only just started, and, so far, it's a case
of honours cven. DBut we're going to show
Nipper and his ecrowd that we can beat them
holow at japes.” .

“Tt's all very well to talk,” growled Ascott.
“But what about a wheeze? We haven't
thought of one yet.”

" And to-morrow’s a half holiday, too!” caid
Glynn.
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As Hal Brewster had said, the term had
only just commenced, and there was a keen
 revival of the old rivalry between the juniors
of St. Frank’s and the Fourth Form at the
River House School. Brewster didn’t know
it, but his rivals were getting rather busy at
that precise moment.

At any rate, there were some mysterious
movements behind a hedge that overlooked
the school buildings. Nipper himself was
crouching there, and the redoubtable Kdward
Oswald Handforth was in evidence, too.
Church and McClure and a few others were
also present.

Yet it was unlikely that they were con-
templating a raid, for the party, after all,
was a small o™ and Brewster & Co. were
in force in the quad. None of the River
| House fellows had the faintest idea that an
enemy party was so necar at hand.

“Look here,” said Kingswood, after he
had been reading the newspaper. “1 don’t
see why we couldn’t get up a gorilla hunt,
you chaps. We could slip out after calling.
over——"’

“Imposs interrupted Brewster. “We
can’t break bounds, you ass!”

“But there’s that twenty-five quid——"

“It’s no good being tempted by an offer
like that,» interrupted Hal, shaking his head,
” M?’ dear ass, if the Head found out he
n}nu d sack us. XNo, we mustn’t even think
0 e .

“Hallo!” broke in Ascott. “Who
dickens 1s this 7"

There was a suddep movement amongst the
juniors who were gathercd about the gate-
' way. They leapt in all directions, and at
the same moment Brewster & Co. heard the
humming exhaust of a motor-cycle. And as
thev stared towards the gateway the machine
itself appeared,

It came swerving into the quad, and all
the River House fellows imediately recog-
nised the cool, self-possessed figure of Vivian
Travers in the saddle, Travers, of the St,
I'rank’s Remove, was a keen and daring
motor-cyclist, '

He proved it now,

Opening up the throttle after he had
entered the quad, he went swinging round
in a wide cit*ﬂc, and the River House fellows
dodged in all directions. With supreme ease,
Travers avoided them, picking his way with
uncanny preeision.

“Hi!” roared DBrewster. *“ This
race-track, you St. Frank’s fathead!™

‘“Stop it, Travers!”

* Look out, you idiot!”

“Hi! Mind where you're going!”

Vivian Travers chuckled. He opened the
throttle still more, and the engine roared in
response. Then, with a sudden swing of tho
handleba¥s, Travers spun round, the back
wheel skidding wildly. There was a smother
of dust and smoke, and Brewster & Co. stared
in alarm, ) :

“Great Scott! He's over

Travers was sprawling on the ground, and

T”

the

isn’t a

1%

|

his motor-eycle was lying on its side, the
back wheel spinning and the engine roaring.
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“He's hurt!»

With a sort of despairing effort, Travers
managed to wriggle round and switch off
the engine. Immediately the roar died away,
and Travers sank back.

*Oh, the ass!” said DBrewster anxiously.
“He asked for trouble—and now he's got it!”

“Quick! Let's help him up!”

“He came an awful cropper!” said Ascolt
breathlessly. ‘ He must have been dotty!”

They all gathered round the fallen motor-
cvclist in alarm, and Travers was gently
lifted to his feet. He looked dazed and be-
wildered, and he passed a hand wearily over
his brow,

“It’s all right!” he mufttered. “What-—-
what happened ? For the love of Samson! 1
—I'don’t seem to remember——"

“Take it casily, old man!” said Brewster
gently, “You're a bit dazed. And you
ought to think yourself jolly lucky that
yvou're not badly injured!”

CHAPTER 2.

A Present from Nipper !

ANDFORTH grinned
“By George!” he

s aid wonderingly.

“The ass has done 1t,

yvou know! Skidded
like the dickens, and come an awful eropper!
It"s a wonder he didn’t hurt himself!”

“Perhaps he has,” said Nipper. “He
told us he was going to skid over, but he
needn't have done it so realistically! DBut
it's just hike Travers!”

From Dbehind the hedge the St, Ifrank’s
juniors could sce everything that was hap-
pening, and, true to the prearranged plan,
every one of the River House juniors had
run across to the spot where Travers had
come his cropper. INot a soul was looking in
the dircetion of this hedge.

To be exact, Travers' ““accident ” had been
in accordance with a set plan. Travers was
merely a decoy, But even his own school-
fellows had never Dbelieved that he would
take such unnecessary risks,  Certainly,
Brewster & Co. did not suspect that Travers
had skidded purposcly.

“Now then, Nick—now's your chance!”
said Nipper briskly. *So-long, old man—
and good luck!”

“It’s a beastly shame we can’t De there,
to sce how it works!"” said Handforth regret-
fullv. “But I bet it’ll Le a seream!”

Nicedemus Trotwood, of the West House,
was cool and smiling. He was a very inno-
cer.t-looking junior, was Nicodemus, but he
was deceptive. For, in reality, he was “hot
stuff.”

“T'Il tell! yvou all about it afterwards,” he
said cheerfully. *“But you can safely leave
it to me—and I'll make these River House
bounders equirm before I've done with em!”

There was no time for any further con-
versation. Trotwood slipped through a con-

venient gap in the hedge, and ran lightly
across the intervening space. The other St.
Frank’s fellows had the gratification of sce-
ing him dodge into a window, and vauish.

“Good!” murmured Nipper. “He hasn’t
been seen by a soull”

“Thanks to Travers!"” said Church, with a
grin.

In ordinary ecircumstances, it would have
been well nigh nmpossible for Trotwood, or
any other intruder, to get into the River
House School like that. But Travers was
doing his part well, and Hal DBrewster and
all his merry men were gathered round the
intruder,

Uunfortunately for them, he was the wrong
intruder!

Travers allowed a full minute to elapse,
and by that time he was convinced that the
trick had been accomplished. He allowed the
dazed expression to die out of his eyes, and
he grinned in that cool way of his.

“Well, well!” he said genially. **So that's
that!”

“Eh?” said Hal Brewster, witi a suspicious

note in his voice., ““What do you mean,
Travers?”
“Qh, nothing, dear old fellow!”

“You scem to have recovered remarkably
quickly !” said Ial. - .

**Merely my extraordinary powers of re-
cuperation,” said Travers coolly. *“Being a
St. Frank’s fellow, 1 am naturally hardy
and strong i

“Rats!” interrupted several of the River
House fellows.

“And now, if you don’t mind, I will re-
mount my, steed, and give you a further
exhibition of my astounding ability,” said
Travers. ‘ Although making no claim to
be a trick rider, I am nevertheless capable
of numerous stunts ”

“Look here, you spooling 8t. TFrank’s
rotter!”” interrupted Hal Brewster darkly.
“What’s the idea of all this?”

“The idea, dear old fellow?”

“Yes, blow youl!l”

“Woell, the fact is s

“I believe you skidded over on purpose!”
said Brewster, with deeper suspicion than
ever.  “You were only pretending to bo
dazed! Do you deny it?”

“As a matter of fact, I don’t,” grinned
Travers.

“Why, you—you—

“Now, now!” said Vivian Travers,” wag-
ging a solemn forefingar at the River House
captain. **Don’'t get excited, Brewster, dearv
old fellow. It doesn’t improve your looks.
At the best of times vou are not very easy
to gaze upon; but when you get excited, it
becomes a positive hardship to look at you.”

Hal Brewster  breathed hard. This
andacious St. Frank’s junior had made a
deliberate raid on the River House School—
singlehanded! It was altogether too thick.
Brewster and a number of others gathered
round more closely—more menacingly.

1
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““There’s something behind this, ou
chaps!” said Brewster. *‘Travers didn’t just
come here to stage a fake accident.”

"Well, well!” murmured Travers. *“ What
ideas we do get, to Le sure! As a matter
of fact, Brewster, dear old fellow, 1 have
brought you a present from Nipper.”

“Oh, you have, have you?”

“Quite a nice little present!” nodded
Travers. "I am, in a way, a special am-

bassador, and my mission is one of con-
stiderable lmportance.”
“Blow your mission!” said Brewster.

“What’s this present you talk about?”

“Ah, yes!”? said Travers, fumbling in his
pocket. “Now, Brewster, I want you to
realise that this present is exceptionally effec-
tive. You may not like it at first, but——-"

While he was speaking, he had casually
thrown a leg over his motor-cyele, which,
by this time, had been picked up. Now, with
a sudden movement, Travers shoved down
the kick-starter.

Zurrrrrh |

The engine roared on the instant, and a
number of juniors backed hastily away.

“Loolk out!” yelled Ascott. *'Mind what
you're doing, you St. Frank’s ass!”

It was all over in a flash.

» Lravers produced an object from his pocket
which looked exactly like a revolver. Before
Brewster could dodge he found the revolver
poin¥mg straight into his face.

“This is Nipper’s present!”
I'ravers, pulling the trigger.

““Here, what the——"" gasped Brewster.

Splash!

A long, thin line of blackness squirted out
fr. 1+ the revolver barrel. It spread itself
over Hal Brewster’s face in a smother of
black liquid and spray. In a second his
whole appearance was changed.

“Don’t worry!” grinned Travers. “It'll
wash off 1”

The surrounding River Iouse juniors were
so surprised that they could hardly take
any action for the moment. When they did
recover themselves, it was too late! For
Vivian Travers was in the saddle, and he
had slipped in the clutch. He was gliding
off, and the fellows were dodging out of his
way.

“Stop him!” hooted Brewster wildly.
“You—you rotter! Look what he’s done,
you chaps! Stop him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Travers derisively.

There was a wild rush towards him as he
swung round. A great wave of indignation
had swept through the crowd. This solitary
St. Irank’s fellow had had the nerve to
squirt ink into their captain’s face—and now

sang out

he was trying to get awayl It was the
limit in nerve!
Recklessly the Commoners dashed at

Travers, but, with an exhibition of uncanny
skill, Travers made circles round them. He
swerved giddily, spinning round and avoiding
all the clutching hands. Moreover, he made
those River House fellows dodge for their
tives. Then, with a final chuckle, he opened

I

—
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up the throttle, and roared oft :.urough the
gateway.

The chagrined Commoners heard an echo
of laughter mingled with the noise of the
motor-cycle’s exhaust.

Then the lone raider had gone.

CHAPTER 3.

Nicodemus on the Job !

AL BREWSTER splut-
tered furiously.

“Didn’t you stop
him?”? he shouted.
“You fatheads! You

Why the dickens didn’t you grab

asses |
him ?”
“He was too joll

quick for us!” gasped

Ascott. *“Ile nearly ran half a dozen of
us down, tool”

“Look what he’s done to me!” roared
Brewster.

“VYes: we can see!” nodded Kingswood.

“You look an awful sight!”

“T’m smothered!” hooted Brewster.

“With blue-black ink!” said Pringle
indignantly. :

“ And it’s a present from Nipper!” added
Glynn. . .
Hal Brewster fairly danced with rage.
“The nerve!” he panted, as he wiped his
inky face with his handkerchief, and only
made his appearance worse. ‘‘1 never saw
anything like it! Just one St. Frank’s
chap—here, amongst the lot of us! Hae squirts
ink into my face, and then gets away! It’s

—it’s outrageous!”

“T1 should think it is!” said Ascott fiercely.

“It’s—it’s the worst thing that’s hap-
pened to us yet!” went on Brewster, with a
gulp of dismay and fury. ‘“There might be
some excuse for us if a whole crowd came
along, and raided us. But Travers alone!
One chap by himself! Oh, my only sainted
aunt! St. Frank’s will yell its head off over
this!”

Nipper and Handforth and the other St.
Frank’s juniors, who were watching from
behind the hedge, were inclined to burst into
a roar of loud laughter—just to show Brew-
ster & Co. that they certainly would yell
their heads off. But they resisted the temp-
tation. It would be most unwise to let the
River House fellows know that there was
anything else on the programme.

lang-clang!

“There goes the bell for calling-over !’ said
Glynn gruffly. “We’ve got to go indoors
now, anyhow. You'd better get yourself
washed, Hal. You look terrible!”

“I feel worse!” said Brewster thickly.

Even after he had cleaned himself, and
had donned a fresh shirt and collar, he was
still Dboiling. After calling-over, he and
Ascott and Glynn went to Study No. 1, and
a few other fellows crowded in, too, They
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were all talking excitedly and heatedly about | however, they felt that it was worse than at

the recent raid.

“"You'll have to do something now, Brew-
ster!” Kingsword was saying, ‘“Hang it,
we can’t let these St. Frank’s fellows walk
over us like this! It’s getting too thick for
words!"”’

“Leave it to me!” growled Brewster. “I'll
think of something!” -
“We'll all think!” said Kingswood, “Two

heads are better than one—and ten heads are

better _than two. Ii we all concentrate, we

might be able to think of some stunt.”
Hal Brewster cooled down after a while,

“We shall never think while we’r» in this
state of mind,” he said. * We'd better do our
prep, and then we'll hold a meeting after-
wards,”

“Yes, it'll be botter to eettle our minds,”
agreed Norton, nodding.. “Come on, you
chaps. Let’s get prep done.”

It was a sensible suggestion, and all the
visitors crowded out of the study. Drewster
and Glyrn and Ascott were left alone.

“When you come to think of it, Hal, that
chap, Travers, is a caution!" said Ascott,
with a grin. “I mean, fancy coming into
the quad like that, and squirting you with
ink—"

“Can’t you forget about the ink?” growled
Brewster, glaring. :

. “Well, I mean i

“It was a challenge!” said Brewster
darkly. “And, by Jote, I'm going to take
it up! To-morrow’s a half-holiday, and those

St. IFrank’s fellows will wish they hadn’t
etarted this girid’y fend! We'll get our own
back—treblefold !™

He walked across to the wireless set, and
switched it on, The sweet strains of cham-
ber music filled Study No. 1 with its
melodious echoes.

“Oh, cut that off!” said Glynn appealingly.
“It’s awfull”

“You don’t appreciate good music,” said
Brewster, frowning,

“It’s like a lot of cats squalling!’ said
Glynn. \

Perhaps there was something wrong with
the composition, but Glynn’e description was,
if anything, rather near the mark. The
music may have been very highbrow, but
it was undoubtedly difficult to listen to. It
had been quite all right at first, but now it
had changed its character, and had become
strenuous.

Brewster glanced at his watch.

“It’s all right—this epasm is just over,”
he said. “We want to hear the news.”

“Oh, blow the news!” said Ascott wearily.
“Let’'s do our prep.”

But he and Glynn knew that there would
be no peace for fifteen mintues, at least.
Hal Brewster was a “radio fan.”” His set
was a good one, with a powerful loud
speaker. Hal made a hobby of his wire-
lees, and he was always adding new gadgets,
and proclaiming that he had vastly improved
the reception. Ascott and Glynn had never
detected any real difference. Sometimes,

other times.

“Don’t keep on messing it about!”’ said
Ascott, ar Drewster fingered the controls,
“That’'ss the worst of you, Hal! You're
never satisfied! As soon as you get the giddy
thing right, you muck it up.”

“Rats!” sard Brewster. “I’m improving
the tone.” : '

It scarcely sounded like it, judging from
the screeches and howls that proceeded from
the loud speaker. HHowever, after a moment
or two, these disturbances ceased, and the
announcer’s voice came clearly and distinctly
from the big loud speaket.

“This is London calling,” said the B.B.C.
gentleman, over the ether. “Here is a sum-

13

mary of to-day’s weather——’

“Same old stuff!” sighed Ascott. “What
the dickens do we want to know about to-
day's weather? Haven’t we been able to ece
for ourselves what it was like " -

“Shut up, you aszes!” roared Drewster.

He was always having this trouble. Whilst
he appreciated the wirelese, Ascott and Glynn
were frankly bored by it; and they were
always inferrupting.

For the moment., Vivian Travers’ descent
upon the River House was forgotten. But
if these juniors had considered Travers’
action daring, what would they have $aid of
Nicodemus Trotwood’s game? For, at that
precise moment, Nick was crouching under
their very table!

He was in a precarious position—and ho
knew it.

But, if the worst came to the womt, he
would face the music cheerfully; and he was
hoping that he would be able to work his
“stunt ’’ before he was caught. Nicodemus
was a cheerful junior, and he was an optimist,
too. So far, he had escaped detection; and
he saw no reason why he should be dis-
covered,

Trotwood had been busy in Study No. 1.

While all the fellows were at ecalling-over,
he had hastily rigged up one or two wircs,
tucking them under the carpet, and taking
the leads to a point under the table. And
now, at his hand, there was a little switch.
Hal Brewster hadn’t the faintest idea that
his precicus wireless set had been interfered
with. Certainly, there wae nothing in the
tone of the instrument to suggest this,

“And the matter is still in  debate,”
the announcer was saying, in referengo to
some political matter. “We will now turn
to a subject that will doubtlese interest every
public school in the kingdom.”

“Hallo!” said Brewster.” “What’s this, I
wonder ?”?

“Oh, some rot, as usual!’’ said Glynn.

“It may not be generally known that a
feud is now in progress between two very
famous schools n Sussex,” continued the
announcer. ‘“Al the moment, the battle is
inclined to languish, but there is every reason
to believe that it will Hare up very shortly.
The two echools involved are St. Frank’s
College and the River Houge School.”
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“Well, T"'m jiggered!” said Ascott and
Glynn, in one voice.

“Ye gods and little fishes!”” breathed Hal
Brewster. .

They all stared wonderingly at the loud
speaker, startled by this reaﬂy
statement.

astonishing

CHAPTER 4.

Straight from the
Shoulder !

HERE was every
reason for Brewster &
Co.’s amazement.

They had never
believed that their
with 8t. Frank’s would be mentioned
like this, on the wireless. In fact, they could
hardly believe their eare. Yet how could
they doubt their ears? The announcer was
speaking, and there could obviously be no

doubt about it. L .
Hal Brewster looked at his dimly glowing

valves, and he was tempted to touch one of

the controls; but he checked himself. He

did not want to miss a single word of this

surprising item of news.

But if the River House fellows had only
known it, they were being fooled in a very
simple way.

Nicodemus Trotwood, under the table, had
merely touched his little ewitch. By that
action, he had cut off the aerial, making it
impossible for the set to receive the wireless
s.gnals that were in the cther. The valves
were still glowing, and the controls were set,
g0 there was nﬁthing to show Brewster that
anything had been done.

And the announcer’s voice came out of
the loud speaker, just the same as before.
Uncannily enough, “the tone was almost
identical—and if, indeed, there was some
slight difference, the gu_niors were not likely
to take much notice of 1t.

Nick Trotwood was doing amazingly well.

As any of the St. Frank’s fellows would
have told, Nick was a very clever ventrilo-
quist, and he was now throwing his voice
from under the table, and into the mouth
of the loud speaker. It was an exceedingly
brilliant exhibition of hkis art, and it was
all the more praiseworthy because he had
got 4the announcer’s voice “to a T.”

His e¢yes were sparkling merrily as he
crouched under the table. Now that he had
switched the aerial off, he could make any
statement that he liked! And Nick liked
something very unusual in the way of an-
nouncements !

“The latest news from Bellton i8 not very
exciting,”’ continued the voice. * Bellton, as
our listeners may know, is a small village
in Sussex, not far from the town of Banning-
ton. The famous St. Frank’s College 1s
situated just outside Bellton, and the River
House School is in the same neighbourhood.
It will perhaps be necessary to mention that

rlvulrﬁ_
]
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the River Hougse School 18 a comparatively
emall and insignificant institution.”
“What's that?” said Ascott blankly,
“Shut up!’ hissed Brewster, his lace red

with excitement. *“Don’t interrupt! We
shall miss the next bit if you do!”

“But—Dbut he said——"’

“Never mind what he said!” panted
Brewster. “Dry up!l”

Nicodemus Trotwood obligingly waited
until the little argument was over. In this

respect, he was far more consideraté than
the average wireless announcer,

“It will perhaps be interesting to all our
listeners to hear a few facts concerning
these two schools,”’ continued the supposed
announcer, from the loud speaker. “t.
Frank’s is a magnificent college, with five
Houses, and the Remove Form at this school
is renowned for its daring, its originality,
and ite general braininess.”

“Well I’'m dashed!” said Glynn breath-
lessly,

“Under the leadership of a very able
skipper, named Dick ‘Hamilton—but more
commonly known to his friends as Nipper—
the Remove Form at St. Frank’s is a very
vital force,” pursued the announcer smoothly.
“And supported by such stalwarts as Vivian
Travers and Edward Oswald Handforth and
Reggie Pitt, the St. Frank’s Remove is forg-
ing weil ahead in this keen rivalry with the
River House School.”

“Forging ahead, eh?’ said Brewster
thickly. “Why, of all the idiotic——""

“Shurrup !’

“Dry up, Hal!”

_“The River House School, as some of our
listeners may know, cannot be compared to
St. Frank’s,” continued the loud speaker.
“Indeed, the less said about this migerable
place, the better. If one is to be absolutel
fair, 1t cannot be described as a school at all
—but really as an apology for one. That is,
of course, as compared to St. Frank’s.”

Hal Brewster nearly boiled over.

“Well, of all the——"" he began.
“An apology for a school!” breathed
G(E::}rim Glynn indignantly.

, my only aunt!” said Ascott.
Again Nick Pi‘rotwmd obligingly waited.
“0Of course, there can be only one result
of this feud betweenr the two schools,” he
went on, after the three juniors had checked
themselves. “Naturally, St. Frank’s will
come out on top. The Fourth Form at the
River House School is under the leadership
of a paltry youngster named Hal Brewster

“A paltry youngster!” gurgled Brewster.

#—— And the whole Fourth Form is,
without the slightest doubt, a set of mugs,
without a decent idea amongst the lot of
them,” said the loud speaker cheerfully.
“We do not, of course, like to make these
statements, but truth is truth, We feel that
our listeners would much prefer to hecar a
really true account of—"

“But it'e all lies!” gasped Glynn
dignantly.

in-
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The motor bike skidded wildly. There was a smother of dust, and Travers sprawled on the ground.
‘“ Great Scott ! He's over ! '* yelled Brewster & Co., in alarm.

“Listen!” hisscd Brewster., “He hasn’t
finished yet!”

“In a nutshell, it may be said that
the IFourth Form at the River House School
consists of duds and duffers!” declared the
alleged announcer. ‘““There is not one fel-
low among the whole crowd who can be
deseribed as an ordinary British boy. From
Hal Brewster downwards, they are all half-
witted. In fact, to be painfully blunt,
_Brewster & Co. are simpletons and fatheads
—to use a typical schoolboy term. Thus it
will be scen that the River House School
can never hope to reach the high standing
of St. Frank’s. Nipper and his merry men
will mdoubfr}di}f win this race for
supremacy, and they will win it easily. We
extend our official sympathies to those hope-
less ehumps at the River House, who, 1n
ths_u feeble way, believe that t}lev can work

jape against St. Frank’s, Poor idiots!
'llwv might just as well try to fly to the
moon !

DBrewster & ("o. were quite dazed by this
time. Their faces were red, their cyes were
gleaming, and they were seethmﬂ' inw ur(]h

“And now, to turn to other tu]m% salid
the loud speaker. “At Manchester to-
day——"

Click !

Trotwood heard it just in time. Ie cecased
speaking abruptly, and he had judged well.
For I1al Brewster had swiiched the set off,
and it would have been most embarrassing
if tﬂe loud speaker had continued its good
work.

But Nick Trotwood had successfully ac-
complished his mission, and now he was
grinning to himself in the gloom under the
study table.

CHAPTER 5.
Spoofed !
(o) T’ S an outrage !
[ shouted Ilal Brewster
I fur;%{,lali.rl
- “We' write to
) the DB.B.C. about

1t !” roared Ascott.

“Yes, rather!” yelled Glynn. “And we’'ll
get the whole Form to back us up, too!
We'll send them a long protest——"

“Fatheads! Mugs! Duffers!” said
Brewster hoarsely. ‘“Did you hear, you
chaps? 'That announcer called wus every
name——"" "

“Of course we heard!” said Glynn ex-
citedly. *It must be a plot! Those St.
IFrank’s chaps must have Dbribed the an-
nouncer pr

““Rats!” said DBrewster., “The B.B.C.
wouldn't s=anction anything like that! In
fact, I ean’'t understand how they ever

allowed the announcer to say such things
over the wireless! It's—it’s too awful for,
words !

“They ought to be prosecuted for libell"

L sald Glynn excitedly.
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“Don’t be potty!” retorted Brewster. “A
libel is a written statement. When a dam-
aging thing is spoken, it's slander.”

“Well, they ought to be prosecuted for
slander, then!”

“We’'ll write them a stiff letter, anyhow!”
sald Brewster hotly., “I’ve never heard such
drivel in all my life! He said that the
River House School is an insignificant place.
He called me a half-wit!”

“He called us ail half-wits!” roared
Ascott,

‘““And said that we don’t stand an earthly
chance against St. Frank’s!” went on

Brewster, bubbling over like a volecano. “I
—J—I—— My hat! I can’t think of the
words I want!” he added helplessly. * The
whole thing’s an outrage!”

“Let’s go and hear what the other fellows
have to say!” put in Glynn quickly.
“They’ve got a wireless set in Study No. 5.
It’s a dud thing belonging to Driscoll, but
I believe it works a bit. Perhaps they've
been listening in, too.”

“Yes, and there’s another set in Study
No. 11,” said Brewster. ‘“Come ont”

They pelted out of the room, and, as it
happened, they met Iladley and Commer-
ford and Grant, the chums of Study No. 11,
out in the passage. They weren't looking at
all excited.

“I say, you chaps!” panted DBrewster.
“Were you listening in just now ?”’

“Yes,” said Hadley, in surprise. “My
hat! What's the matter with you fellows?
What are you so excited about?”

“You heard what the announcer said,
didn’t you?” roared Ascott.

“Yes, of course.”

“And aren’t you wild about it?"” hooted
Brewster.

“What on earth should we be wild about ?”
asked Commerford, in amazement. *“ It was
ﬂnldy the;,usua.l stuff. Weather, political news,
anG——

“You’re mad!” said Ascott breathlessly,
“You haven’t been listening at all! Didn’t
vou hear what the announcer said about St.
Frank’s and our place ?”

By this time a number of other Fourth-
Formers had collected round, atiracted by
the excited shouts. Amongst them were
gris%oll and Buller and Pringle, of Study

o. 5.

“Here, what’'s it all about?” asked
Driscoll, pushing his way forward. ‘““My
set’s on now, and we've been listening for
the last twenty minutes. We haven’t heard
anvthing about St. I'rank’s.”

““Haven’t  heard anything?”
Brewster & Co., in one voice.

“Of course we haven’t,” put in Pringle.
“What rot! The B.B.C. wouldn't spout any
news about' us, you chumps!”

Hal Brewster passed a hand over his brow.

“But—but we heard 1t!” he ejaculated.
“My wireless—— DBut wait a minute!” he
added quickly. “ What station have you been
getting 2

“London, of course,” said Driscoll.

“We were listening to London, too!” said

echoed

' ment.
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Ascott. '“Well, I've never known such a
rummy thing!”

“But what did you hear?” demanded a
dozen juniors.

“Why, the announcer said that there was
a feud between St. Frank’s and the River
House!” panted Glynn. *‘““He said that

Nipper & Co. are full of ideas, and that

we're a lot of half-wits and duffers—”

“What!"” roared the crowd.

“It’s a fact!” said Brewster, in bewilder-
“We heard every word—and [I'll
swear to that announcer’s voice! 1 can't

understand——"

“There's been some trickery somewhere!”
put in Kingswood, of Study No. 2. “You
fellows have been spoofed.”

“Spoofed ! '

“There can’'t be any other explanation,”
sald Kingswood. “These chaps didn’t hear
anything like that on their sets, so it stands
to reason P

“Wait a minute!” panted Hal. “I'm
going to have another look at my set! By
jingo! If anybody has been monkeying
about——'

He broke off, aghast. He couldn’t pos-
sibly understand how any trickery had been

erformed, but, in face of what these fel-
ows were saying, it was positive that some-
thing was deeidedly wrong somewhere.s

Brewster & Co. ran into Study No. 1;
and then, before they could reach the wire-
less set, they pulled up short. They were
attracted by a large, square piece of card-
board which was propped up in the centre
of the table.

“Look at that!” gurgled Brewster.

The others were looking. Daubed on the
piece of cardboard were the fatal words:

“Dished again! Poor half-wits!—Nipper.”

Hal Brewster reeled back.

“My only Uncle Jehosophat!”
breathed. “Then—then it was a jape!”

“0Oh, corks!” said Glynn feebly.

“A jape!” repeated Ascott, in a whisper.
“Bl;lt'—-but how the dickens did they work
1t 7’

Hal Brewster recovered his coolness. Now
that the thing was explained, he was no
longer excited. His resentmont against the
B.B.C. evaporated. That great corporation
was now exonerated.

“I don’t know how they did it, but it was
jolly clever!” said Brewster tensely. “DBy
Jove! What a whecze! And we wero
sucked in, you chaps! We believed every
word! Oh, my goodness! We shall never
hear the last of this!”

“Oh, but it couldn’t have been done!” pro-
tested Glynn. ‘“We heard the same an-
nouncer speaking! And you didn’t toueh
the set, Hal! T can’t understand——"’

“Look at this!” roared Brewster.

He pulled a wire up from beneath the
carpet, and he found a switch aftached to

the end. '
“There you arc!” he ejaculated.

he

“I can'd

imagine bow it was done, but there's been
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some monkey business here! They must
have switched us through, somchow. Those
rotters were probably outside, speaking into

a telephone arrangement, and the voice
came out through our loud speaker.” _
“But—Dbut how?” asked Ascott. ‘“This

switch was under the table!”

Brewster started.

“"Ye gods!” he breathod. "“So it was!
That seems to prove that ono of those St.
Frank's fellows was under our table all the
time 1”

They nearly knocked the table over in
their frantic efforts to gaze beneath it. But
now the space was empty. The trickster had
decamped.

Nicodemus Trotwood, in fact, had taken
advantage of the opportunity to make him-
sclf searce. Ile had crept out of the study
window, and had intended to dodge across
Ehe] quad to the safety of the neighbouring
edge.

But Fate had been against him.

For while Brewster & Co. were still star-
ing in mystification at the switch, a com-
motion sounded out in the corridor.

“Hi, Brewster!” came a yell. * We've got
him! We’'vo grabbed the rotter!”

Brewster went flying out of Study No. 1,
with Glynn and Ascott after him. And
there, in the passage, they found a crowd of
grim-looking juniors, tightly holding on to
Nicodemus Trotwood, of St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER 6.
Dished Again [

ICK TROTWOOD
grinned.
“Hard lines, Brew-
ster!” he said coolly.
“You were properly

"diddled, weren't you?”

1al Brewster pushed his way through the
‘crowd, and he stared ominously at the St.
Frank’s Removite.

“Bo it was you,
‘a grim voice.

““Yes, please, teacher!” said Nick meekly.

“You—you silly fathead!”

“Checse it!” grinned Nick. *“You've col-
Jared me, and now 1 suppose you’re going
to put me through the mill. All right, my
‘sons. I don't care! You can’t kill e, and
‘the wholé of St. Frank’s will be yelling at
the joke later on this evening. You’ll be
able to hear our cackling quite clearly if you
listen, at the windows!”

“You won’t be able to cackle for a month
—after we've finished with youl” said Ascott
fiercely.

“But the others will cackle!”
wood, with perfect composure.
don’t~you start the slaughter?
I’'m a fatalist!”

His very coolness only scemed to make
matters worse. Nick looked such a simpleton,
too. Iis eyes were innocent, and his face

was it?” he said iIn

reﬁlied Trot-
“Well, why
Go ahead!

I

was altogether guileless. Yet no fellow had
a more deceptive appearance than the elder
of the Trotwood twins. Cornelius Trotwood,
who looked exactly like his brother, actually
was a simpleton.

“Well, you've got to thamk me for this
capture, you fellows,” sald the Hon. Aubrey
de Vere Wellborne. “I1 was coming across
the guad with Carstairs and Coates when
I spotted the beggar. Vernon and Beesley
came along, and we grabbed him.”

“Which only proves, Wellborne, that you
can be useful sometimes,” replied Brewster,
“We've got to make an example of this
raider,”

“Mind you don’t lose me!” said Nick Trot-
wood calmly. “I'm only one against a big
crowd, but T might get away even yet!”

“Don’t you believe it!” said DBrewster.
“Hold him tightly, you fellows!”

“No need to tell us that!” said Kings-
wood. “We're doing it already!”

“That’s twice we've been japed in one
evening!” said Littlewood bitterly. *“ You'll
have to pull up your socks, Brewster! First
of all, Travers comes along and chucks ink
in your face, and now this ass has spoofed

ou.”

4 Hal Brewster grunted.

“Why remind me ?”’ he retorted. ‘Do you
think I don’t know it? But, by Jove, I'm
going to make him sit up! Bring him along
to the Common-room. We shall be quiet
there, without any danger of interference.”

“Hear, hear!”

“What about tar and feathers?” suggested
Pringle thoughtfully.

“Too for him!” replied Ascott.
“We're going to use boiling oill”

TI’IE}' pushed the Iluckless Nick Trotwood
before them down the dimly-lit corridor. At
the end there was an outer door, which led
into the quad. The Common-room door was
just to the left, nearly at the end of the
passage.

The River House fellows had nearly reached
their objective when a bombshell descended
upon them.

“What is all this noise?” demanded a
rasping, unpleasant voice from behind them,
in the gloom. “Halt!”

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Brewster. “Old
Wragg!”

This was an unexpected complication. Mr.
Bernard Wragg was one of the under-masters
at the River House School—in fact, the
master of the ¥ourth Form. Iie was about
as popular as a rainstorm during a cricket
match.

“Stand at attention—every one of you!”
commanded Mr. Wragg sourly, “1 simply
won’t have all this noise in the passages!
It is disgraceiul. No, do not turn round,
Brewster! Stand at attention, or I will give
you ,a hundred lines!”

Hal Brewster gritted his teeth., He knew
that it would be fatal to gaad Mr. Wragg
when he was in one of these wunpleasant
moods. The whole incident was unexpected,
for it was very unusual for the Form-master
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to sally out from his own lair at this hour
of the evening. And, of course, it was just
the luck of things that he should arrive on
the scene while they were giving their atten-
tion to the St. Frank’s raider.

“You!” came Mr. Wragg’s voice. “Who
are you, sir? What are you doing in this
school 277

Trotwood turned round,‘and looked down
the passage.

“I'm a St. Frank’s chap, sir!” he said
meekly,.

“1 inow well enough that you are a St.
¥rank’s boy!” snapped Mr. Wragg. “And
I need no telling that you are not here by
invitation. Go, sir! Leave these premises!”

“Yes, sir—gladly!” said Nick, with a grin
al the helpless juniors surrounding him.

“There i1s a door at the end of this pas-
sage!” said Mr. Wragg tartly. ‘ Go at once,
hoy, and do not let me see you here again!”

“Yes, sir—thank you, sir,” said Nick.

He walked coolly and easily to the outer
door, and Brewster & Co could have
slaughtered him on the spot for his deliberate
“nerve.” He reached the door, opened it,
passed out, and closed the door after him.

Brewster & Co. remained at attention, wait-
g for further orders from the interfering
Mr. Wragg. As no orders came, DBrewster
looked round, and found the crowd of juniors
all standing at attention.
in the gloom, there was no figure.

“Can we dismiss, sir?”’ asked Brewster.

But there was no reply.

“He's gone!” said Hal, in bewilderment.
“Well, I'm blessed! I—I don’t scem to
remember—— But how could he have got
away ?” he added blankly. *‘He wouldn’t
have gone into one of our studies—"

“Look!” breathed Ascott dazedly.

Right down the passage, at the far end,
the juniors caught a glimpse of Mr. Wragg
himself, strolling down another corridor, In
conversation with the headmaster. It was
as clear as daylight that Mr, Wragg had
never been in this passage at all!

“The—the place must be bewitched!” ejac-
ulated Kingswood. “Wragg was here——"

“He wasn’t!” yelled Brewster suddenly.
“Quick! After that St. Frank’s chap! Catch
him! He’s dished us!”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Don’t you remember?” roared Brewster
wrathfully. ‘Great Scott! I’d forgotten all
about it until this minute! That chap,

Trotwood, is a ventriloquist!”

“My only hat!”

“But—but he couldn’t——"

“He did!” yelled Brewster. ‘“He must
bhave thrown his veice behind us all, and we
thought that old Wragg was speaking! And
this accounts for that wireless mystery, too!
I expect Trotwood was hidden wunder our
table, and he gh.rew his voice into the loud
speaker!” :

“Oh, crumbs!” said Kingswood. “That's
three times we’ve been diddled this evening!”

remembered

Down the corridor,
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CHAPTER 7.
\ River House Ruetions !}

T was useless, of course,
to make any search
for Nick Trotwood.

By the time the
juniors got outside,
the raider had vanished. He had disappeared
into the heavy dusk of the September even-
ing. DBrewster & Co. soon gave up the
search, and went indoors to the Common-
room. They were not only exasperated, but
they were furious. The calm way in which

Nicodemus had got away left them breath-

less. They had simply allowed i.im to go—

and had seen him walk out through the
doorway without lifting a finger to stop him!

“"Why couldn’t some of you chaps have
that Trotwood is a ventrilo-
quist ?”’ asked Ascott gruffly. ‘“You’ve all
got rotten memories!” ;

“What about yours?” demanded Little-
wood.

“Oh, 1t’s no good growling at one another,”
put in Hal Brewster. ‘“We’ve been nicely
spoofed, and now we've got to have our
re'ilmhga; To-morrow’s a  half-holiday,
an .

“It’s no good being a half-holiday, unless
we've got some good ideas!” said Commer-
ford gloomily. *“And, as far as I can see,
there 1sn’t a ghost of a jape in sight. These
St. Frank’s asses are having everything their
own way.”’

Hal Brewster gursed his lips.

“(Give me a chance!” he said.
think of something——"

“That’s what you keep saying!”
Driscoll. * Promises are no good,
We want to see some action!”

In the meantime, Nicodemus Trotwood had
arrived back at St. Frank’s, and he found
a crowd of fellows awaiting him in the
Ancient House lobby. Handforth & Co.
werc there, and Nipper, and Archie Glen-
thorne, and Travers, and quite a number of
others. )

“Well, did it work ?”" asked Nipper eagerly.

“Tell us what happened, Nick!”” said Hand-
forth. “Did you wangle it all right?”

Nick chuckled.

“It went off like a dream!” he replied.
“Brewster & Co. were spoofed up to the
eyes!”

He went into details, describing how the
chums of Study No. 1 had swallowed -every
thing that the loud speaker had apparently
given forth.

And the St. Frank’s juniors shrieked with
laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Poor old Brewster!”

*"Ha. ba. hal”

“And you managed to get away safely,
too!” said Nipper, clapping Nick on the
back. “Good man!”

“T’ll soon

umbied
rewster.
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“But they collared me!”’ explained Trot-
wood. “Before 1 could get away, they
grabbed me, and—"

“What!” shouted Handforth. “But why
didn’t they tear you to bits?"”

“Well, that eeemed to be the general
idea,” admitted Nick. “But Mr. Wragg
seemed to butt in.”’

“How do you mean—he ‘seemed’ to butlt
in 2"’ agked Nipper curiously.

“Well, those bounders were leading me to
their Common-room, so that they could per-
form the execution with due ceremony, when
Mr. Wragg secmed to order them to halt,”
explained I'rotwood coolly. “Then he geemed
to give me the order of the boot. So, of
course, I obeyed instructions, and passed out
into the cold, murky night.”

“But why did old Wragg only ‘scem’ to
do these things?’’ asked Handforth, staring.

“Because old Wragg wasn’t really there!”
chuckled Nick. “You see, I know his voice

pretty well, and so I tried a bit more
ventriloquism, and——"’ :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good for yon, Trotwood!' grinned
Nipper. “You spoofed them again, did
you ?"

“Up to the eyes!” said Nick modestly.

There were further shrieks of merriment
when Nick went into full details regarding
tho final trick he had played upon the River
House juniors.

“W'EI{, vou chaps, this
perfect evening!’’ said Nipper genially. “I
rather think we’ve shown Brewster & Co.
that we're tho top dogs. We shall be justi-
fied in doing a little crowing.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Good gad!” said Archie Glenthorne
mildly. “I may be wrong, laddies, but it
gcems to be that there’s something wrong
somewhere. T mean, dogs don’t actually
crow, do they? KEven top dogs—"

“Ha. ha, bhal”

“I got a bit mixed, Archie!’”” chuckled
Nipper. “But never mind. As long as we
keep on the alert, after this, we ehall remain
cock of the walk. But, by Jove, we shall
need to be wide awake. Brewster will move
heaven and earth to get his own back!”

“We’re not afraid of him!” said Hand-
forth calmly. *“Those River House chaps
can’t work any japes on us. We're too
smart for ’em!”

“By the way,” said Nipper, turning to
Trotwood. “I suppose you eaw nothing of
the gorilla on your way back from the
River House School 27

Nicodemus grinned. '

“Not a sign of it!” he replied. “T1 don’t
believe there is a gorilla, anyhow. It's only

a yarn—"

“No, it sn’t!” put in Nipper. “I was
talking to Browne, of the Fifth, not long
ago. He’s just come from Bannington, and
he says that there’s a rare lot of excitement
over there. All the people have got the wind
up, and they’re barricading their windows
and doors!”

is the end of a
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“My hat!”’ said Church. “It’s not so
serious as that, 1s it?"” .
“Well, this gorilla seems to be a ferocious
beggar,” said Nipper. “Browne half hinted
that the Ilead mighs restrict bounds to-
morrow. Not that there’s much fear of the
gorilla coming anywhere near St. Frank's.
He was last seen on the further side of Bun-
nington, near the Helmford Road.”

“0Oh, well, we needn’t worry,” said Hand-
forth. “He's bound to be captured before
to-morrow afterncon.”

“1f he isn’t, and if there’s no restriction
of bounds, we might get up a hunt,” said
Nipper thoughtfully. *“ Twenty-five quid, my
song, 18 twenty-five quid. Lots of people are
out for that reward.”

“If the gorilla isn’t found by to-morrow,
the cffer might be raised,” said Tommy W.at-
sonn. “They’ll probably be promising filty
pounds reward.”

The juniors broke up, and Nicodemus was
escorted back to his own House by Reggie
Pitt and a few other West House stalwarts,
There was much chuckling throughout the
Junior quarters that evening. Without ques-
tion, Brewster & Co. had been japed very
successfully.

At the River House School a full meeting
of the Fourth Forin was gathered in the
Common-room. Hal Brewster was quite in-
different to the storm of eriticism that was
showered on him.

“If you can’t think of eome jape,
Brewster, you’ll have to resign from the
captaincy !”” said Kingswood, in a truculent
way. “A skipper’s no good unless he leads!”

“Hear, hear!” :

“It’s time we had another skipper!” said
Mann.

“By gad, so it is!” ejaculated Chapman
sourly. “What do you say, Wellborne, old
man ?"’

“We ought to have had a new skipper
terms and terms ago,”” replied Wellborne,
with a sneer.

All the Honourables were naturally op-
posed to Ifal Brewster. But Hal ignored
their jecrs,

“Listen to me, you fellows!” he
grimly, addressing the whole Form.
been thinking——"

“Marvellous!”” yawned Delaney.

“What did you think with ?"” asked Gadsby,
in mock surprise.

“All you Honourables had better clear
out,” said Brewster tartly. “We Commoners
can handle this affair withont your help!”

“Thanks!” drawled Wellborne. “We

wouldn’t help, even if you asked us to!”

“I’ve been thinking!” repeated Brewster,
“And I’ve got a wheecze—to be worked to-
morrow afternoon!”

“Good man!” said Driscoll briskly., *“Let’s
have it!”

Hal Brewster gave an ontline of the scheme -
that was in his mind., As he proceeded, he
received suggestions from numerous other
fellows, and, gradually, the expressions of the
Fourth-Formers changed. ;

said
“I've
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They began to losc their fed-up looks; they
smiled, and then, soon alterwards, they

chuekled.

Finally, they roared with merriment.

IIal Brewster’s prestige was restored—and
that night the Commoners went to bed with
the happy presentiment that the morrow
would be a day of disaster for their St.
I‘'rank’s rivals!

—— 2

CHAPTER 8.

é a
ﬁ& The Plotters !
é
o U HE September after-
T e B noon was fine and
® % sunny, and, although
autumn was now

making its mark on
the countryside, Bellton Wood was looking
almost at its best.

Behind the hedge, near the end of the
lane, a crowd of juniors were collected round
a larce wooden box. The lid was hinged,
and 1t stood copen, revealing the contents.
In the background, the wood was silent and
chadowy,

“Well, that’s that!” Hal
with satisfaction,

The others chuckled.

“I hope they’ll be pleased when they open
thie box!” grinned Ascott. ,

They looked within. The box contained
a number of oddly shaped wooden logs; and
I&f!ln;‘.d to the top :i,cg was a card, bearing the
words :

“It’s cur turn this time—Hal Brewster.” -

The skipper of the River MHouse Juniors
closed the lid, and he prepared to fasten the
iron claspas.

“Of course, we may have to wait for an
hour or two,” he said thoughtfully. “That’s
the only fly in the ointment, my sons. It’s
no good acting until a solitary St. Frank’s
chap comes down the lane——"*

“Listen!’ interrupted Glynn excitedly.

They all held their breaths.

On the afternoon air there came a queer,
bird-like call. It was the cry of a curlew,
and Brewster, who was the leader of the
Curlew 1‘atr0f, gave an ejaculation of satis-
faction. -

“That's the signal!”’ he said briskly. “Good
We weren't expecting success for a
tong time yet!”

All the River House juniors—at least the
Commoners—were Boy Scouts, and they in-
stantly recognised that faraway cry. It was
hromn a Scout who was stationed some dis-
tarice up the lane, and it meant that a
St. IMvank’s junior was coming along, alone.

Action was now the order of the minute.

Brewster & Co. hurriedly left the vicinity
of the box, and they halted, at length, near

said Brewster,

NPT ‘1
0

the stile. There was a footpath here, which
ied through the wood. Tt was generally

used by the River House fellows when they
came o the village. .
Ascott peeped cautiougly round the hedge.

LEE LIBRARY

“Ifere he comes!” he murmured.
get ready, you fellows!™

“Who is he 7’ asked Brewster.

“That baronet chap—S8ir Jimmy Potis!”
sald Ascott.

“He’ll do fine!” said Brewster.

They all retreated some little distance up
the path, and then, after waiting for a little
time, they commenced talking. And they
talked loudly.

Jimmy Potts, striding down Bellton Lane,
heard those voices, and he checked. An ex-
pression of mild alarm came into his eyes.

“River House bounders!” he murmured.

He was alone, and he could well under-
stand that Brewster & Co. were approaching
the stile, from the footpath. He and they
would arrive at the same spot together, and
Jimmy needed no telling—at least, so he
thought—that his position would be un-
enviable if the meeting actually took place.

“I rather think,» he murmured, * that this
is a case where discretion is the better part
of valour. I don’t sce any reason why I
should be ducked in the ditch!”

He knew the fecling that was in existence
at present. Any solitary junior, belonging
to the rival school, was pounced upon and
“put through the mill.” So, whenever a
fellow went out by himself, he was generally
on the alert, '

Jimmy Potts was no exception.

He dodged quickly behind the hedge and
crouched there. It was his intention to re-
main in hiding until the River House crowd
had passed out of sight, Then it would be
safe for him to emerge. Of course, he had
done exactly what Brewster & Co. had
desired him to do!

The River House fellows rcached the stile,
and they were talking amimatedly:

“My dear chaps, it’ll be the finest thing
imaginable!” Hal Brewster was saying.
“Think of it—a whacking great six-valve
wireless set for the common-room!”

“'We'll knock spots off those St. Frank’s
fatheads!”” said Ascott boisterously.

“Rather!” agreed Brewster. “We've
often talked about it, haven’t we? We've
often suggested the idea of the whole Form
contributing and buying a recally big set.”

“ Better

“The box 13 vready, isn’t it?” asked
Kingswood cagerly, .
“Ready and waiting!” replied Brewster.

“We've got our Scouts’ hand-truck, too, so
we shall easily be able to take the box home.”

“We shall have to keep our eyes open for
thoze giddy St. Frank’s chaps, though!” said
Ascott cautiously.

“Oh, we needn't worry,”
“There arc plenty of us. You see, the great
thing about =& big wireless set for the
common-room is that it’ll he public property,
in a way of speaking. Lots better than small
sets in ona or two studies. It’s a thing that
the whole Form can enjoy——""

Jimmy Potts, who had heard practically
.the whole conversation, now found it im-
possible to understand anything further, Tor
the River House fellows* had passed out of
carshot. They wece continuing their way

replied Brewster.
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down the lane, still talking animatedly and
rather excitedly.

“My only Sunday topper!” murmured
Jimmy, taking a deep breath,

He waited until the crowd had passed
round a bend in tho lane. Then, instead of
continuing his way td the villagé, he broke
throngh the hedge and ran back towards St
Frank's as fast as he could go. A River
House scout, watching closely from a high
tree-branch, grinned gleefully to himsell

“Good!” he muttered. ““He's taken the
bait! He's swallowed it whole—hook, line
and sinker.”

That particular junior had ncver uitered a
truer word! For Jimmy Potts rushed into
the Triangle at St, IJrank’s, and he quickly
gathered a crowd of Removites round him.
Handforth was demanding to know ‘what it
was all about, when Nipper arrived on the
scene,

“Steady, Jimmy, old son!” he said.
“Don’t get so excited, What's it all about 7”

“1 heard it quite by accident,” said Jimmy
breathlessly. “I hadn’t the faintest idea that
I should get hold of anything important.”

He explained how he had hidden behind
the hedee in order to let the River House
fellows go by, and then he went into details
concerning what he had overheard.

. “They've bought a whacking great wireless

set for their Common-room!” he explained
tensely. ‘““Evervbody in the Fourth has con-
tributed, according to what I heard. The set
must have arrived at the station, and they’ve
gone down to collect the box. They're bring-
ing it back on a Scouts’ truck.”

Handforth was inclined to be mdignant.

“Well, what the dickens does it matter ?”
he demanded. “Blow their wireless set!
What’s the idea of getting so jolly excited 7”

But Nipper's eyes were gleaming.

“My dear old ass, don't you rcalise the
possibilities *” he said. *“Jimmy's right!
Here's our chance to make a raid!”

“My only hat!”

“You—you mean, raid the wircless set ?”

“Why not 7’ said Nipper. * Brewster him-
self said that it would be practically public
property. And we could do with a super-se
in our Common-room, couldn't we?” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Call the chaps together—and we'll go
down in force!” said Nipper briskly, “It'll
be a fair raid, and we shall do those River
House bounders in the cye once again!”

But this tim> appearances were deceptive!

T T ; CHAPTER 9.

e, o

P\ AL BREWSTER
e grinned widely.

gl “Well, everything

seems to have gone

according ¢to
schedule,” he said with satisfaction., *We've
only got to get the box on to the truck, and

l
1

;-“ Nipper Nibbles the Bait ! |

then wheel it into the road, and the St.
Frank’s chaps will think that we have just
come from the station.”

“ Nothing casier!” chuckled Ascott.

“They'll be in pretty strong force, so we
shall have every excuse for bunking and lcav-
ing the spoils in their hands,” continued
Brewster.  * But, of course, we shall have to
put up a pretty stiff fight to begin with.”

Kingswood made a wry face,

“Then it’s not going to be all honey!” he
remarked. “Those fatheads might lay into
us like the very dickens! And I expeet wo
shall be hopelessly outnumbered. A jape’s a
jape, but I don't sce why we should get black
eves and thick ears——"

“No nced for that, my son!” interrupted
Brewster. “We'll just pretend to scrap at
first, and then we’ll bolt. Of course, they’ll
feel all the more pleased, and they'll call vs
a sct of weaklings. Then they'll carry tho
booty off, and chey’ll get the surprise of their
lives when they find that they’ve only collared
a lot of old logs of wood!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The River House juniors had got back to
their rendezvous, and they now prepared to
get busy on the next move in the game.
Scouts’ hand-truck was pulled from amongst
the bushes and placed close alongside the
Leavy wooden case. Just then Driscoll came
running up.

“Better look sharp!” he panted. *“I be-
licve those bounders are coming down the
lane already! They mustn’t see us taking
t}1i5”box out of the wood, or they'll smell a
rat!

“Come on, you chaps!” said Brewster
briskly, “My hat! They haven’t lost much
time!”

He hastily fastened the iron elasps, and the
lid was tightly sccured.

“We were going to put ropes round it, but
there isn’t time now!” said Glynn hurriedly.
“Not that it matters. It’s labelled and every-
thing.”

The box certainly looked as though it had
come by railway. It was addressed to Hal-
Brewster, at the River House School, and
there were big placards stuck over it—*With
Care "—*This Side Up "—*Do Not Crush ”
—and similar legends.

“Wait a tick!” panted Brewster. “We'd
better shove one or two nails in. It'll look
all the more realistic, vou know. The clasps
aren’t sufficient. Besides, it might jerk open
beforo they get the thing to St. Frank’s.”

They had brought hammer and nails, and
it only took them a few moments to drive a
fow of the latter in. Naturally, the box had
been brought to this spot empty, and plenty
of rough logs had been found in the wood.

“Whew! She's heavy!"” gurgled Ascott, as
he helped with the lifting.

“All the better!” grinned Hal. “They'll
think it’s a tremendously valuable prize.”

The box was soon on the truck, and then
the latter swas pushed through the gap in
tho hedge, and the danger was now over.

\ The St. Lrank’s fellows could come along as
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soon as they pleased. 'In fact, the sooner the
beiter,

There were about a dozen River House
icllows, all told, and half of them commenced
pulling and pushing the truck, whilst the
others marched along, fore and aft, as a kind
of bodyguard.

Brewster & Co. came along the lane briskly,
and 1t wasn’t until they turned the bend that
they beheld an immense crowd of St. Frank’s
juniors bearing down upon them, Nipper and
Handforth and Reggie Pitt were in the lead,
and there must have been a couple of dozen
others, They gave a yell of triumph when
they beheld the enemy,

“River House rotters!”

“Down on ’em!”

“Hurrah !”

Jrewster & Co. came to a sudden halt,
apparently confused and startled.

“Quick, you fellows!” roared Brewsier at
the top of his voice. “They're too many for
us! We can't risk a scrap!”

“But what are we going to do?” asked
Ascott in alarm.

“Bolt!” yelled Brewster. “Bring that
trugk round—and look lively! Come on—all
of youl”

The truck was swung round, and then,
helter-skelter, the whole River House con-
tingent took to their heels. With a perfect
roar of miscellancous war-cries, the St.
I'rank’s battalior gave chase.

“Come on—come on!” urged Brewster
anxiously.
~ “They're gaining!” exclaimed Kingswood.
‘Quicker, you chaps—quicker!”

If Nipper & Co. had had any doubts, they
were dispelled now. For Brewster and his
merry men seemed to be in the last throes
of consternation and dismay. They were
running like hares, dragging the (truck
along with them. But, of course, the whole
- thing was hopeless from the very start. The
Saints were not hampered by any truck, and
so they were easily able to overtake their
~rivals. Foot by foot, they gained, and at
last Brewster decided that the time had
come to show fight.

“We ecan't do it!”’ he roared. ‘Stop, you
chaps! We've got to fight it out!”

“They mustn’t get this box 1” yelled Kings-
wood frantically.

*““Great Scott, no|”

“"Don’t let ’em get our wireless set!”

The breathless Commoners turned at bay,
and Hal Brewster ran forward towards the
oncoming Removites, his face red, his eyes
agrlow with alarm.

“Pax!” he shouted desperately.

“Pax be blowed!” roared Handforth.
“This is a raid!”

“Yes, rather!” sang out Nipper. " Sorry,
Brewster, but——-"

“Oh, 1 say, cheese 1it!” interrupted
Brewster. “You can’t raid this box, you
chaps! It’s ours!”

“Just collected from the station, eh?”

grinned Fullwood. *“If it’s all the same to
to you, my sons, we'll take charge of it!” |

Brewster worked up a very realistic in-
dignation.

“You—you burglars!” he shouted furiously.
“This box is ours! You can’t come along
and bone it like ‘this!”

“Watch us!” grinned Handlorth.

“ But—but i1t's not tuck!” hooted Drewster.
“It'e not fair to raid anything else but
tuck e

“Rot!” broke in Handforth. * Ail’s fair
in love and war, my lad! We know what
your game 18, and we know that that box con-
tains a big wireless set for your Common-
room! Well, we're going to have it in
our Common-room |”’

. “Ha. ha, hal™

“You're dished again, Brewster!” said
Nipper cheerily. ‘‘Are you going to give
in sensibly, or will you show fight? Don't
forget that we're in strong force——"

“Blow you!” yelled Brewster. *“We're
not going to knuckle under like this!
What do you say, you chaps?” he demanded,
whirling rourd upon his followers.

“No fear!” they shouted. “River House
for ever!” :

“Hurrah!” * i

“Down with St. Frank's}!”

Brewster & Co. formed themselves into
a square, clenched their fists, and prepared_
for the onslaught. From first to last, the
thing had been  done with remarkable
realism.

Little did the St. Frank’s crowd guess
that their River House rivals had come pre-
pared for all this, and that they were
actually anxions for that important-looking
packing-case to be raided!

CHAPTER 10.
To the Vietors, the Spoils!

00D gad! A spot of
bother, what ?’’
Archie Glenthorne,
of the Ancient House,
turned the bend in
the lane, and his monocle dropped out of
his eye. He had known nothing of the
excitement, and he came upon the scene
at the crucial moment. The 8St. Frank's
juniors had just flung themselves with all
their mught into the %uttle. And Brewster
& Co. were fighting desperately,

“What ho!” said Archie, rolling up his
sleeves, “ In other words, on the ball! Odds
scraps and battles! 'LThis i1s where Archie
leaps into the good old front line! 8t
Frank’s for ever, and all that sort of rot!”

As a rule, Archie avoided any kind of a
fight, since it was liable to make a mess of
his 1mmaculate clothing. But just lately
there had bheen so many scraps with the
River House {ellows that he had grown
accustomed to them. He felt that 1t was
his duty to back np his Form-fellows when-
ever a “mill " developed.
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* This is Nipper's present !** said Travers,

He pulled the trigger of the small pistol he held, and

a long thin line of blackness squirted ouf and spread itself over Hal Brewster’s [ace,

And this one in the lane appeared to be
an outsize 1n scraps.

Archie hurled himself forward, and
cntered into the spirit of the battle with
tremendous gusto. Not that his help was
needed. Alrcady Brewster & Co. were show-
ing signs of weakening.

‘“Stand firm, yvou chaps!” gasped Brewster.
“We're not beaten yet! We mustn’t let
these chaps get that box!”

“Never!” panted: Ascott. “After all the
trouble we've taken-="

“It’s as good as ours alrcady, my lad!”
sald Handforth enthusiastically, as he
biffed Ascott in the ribs, and then landed
a beawmty on Kingswood's nose. *“Come on!
What's the matter with you fatheads? Why
don’t you fight?”

““One more rush—and we'll have them on
the run!” roared Nipper. “Come on—all to-
gether 1"

“IHurrah

* Absolutely !”

“Now then—Ilet it go!”

Even 1if it had been a genuine scrap,
Brewster & Co. would have stood no chance.
But, as it was, they decided that this was
the moment for retreat. After all, there
was no sense in getting themselves battered
and bruised just for the sake of a jape.
They had carried the affair on sufficiently
to give the enemy the impression that there
was no spoof about all this,

“It's no good, you chaps{” panted Hal
Brewster. “We can’t do it!  They've
beaten us! We'd better bunk!”

“It's the only thing!” gurgled Driscoll.

I!‘I

“Bunk!” howled Ascott, in realistic dis-

'may. ““But—but what about our box?”
“We shall have to Mave it!” replied
Brewster.

“Oh, my goodness!”

The River House fellows retreated. They
did not wait for another rush by the St,
Frank’s fellows. They bolted down the lane,
and came to a halt after they had reached
a respectable distance. Then they turned,
and shook their fists at their rivals.

“Yah! Rotters!”

‘““Raiders !”

“That's our box, you 8t. I'rank’s bur-
glars!”

Nipper & Co., who had gathered round the
prize, yelled with laughter,

“Ha, ha, "

“Poor old Brewster!” prinned Nipper.
“This is one of your unlucky days, my
son! In fact, you've had two unlucky
davs in succession "

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“All right—you wait!” hooted Brewster
furiously. “You've only whacked us this
time beecause vou're a stronger force.”

“Well, 1t was your own fault!” shouted
Handforth. “If you will go about collect-
ing wirecless sets on trucks, you ought fo
provide a stronger escort., Why didn't vou'
bring the whole Fourth with you? Then von
might have stood some chance of whacking
us. Not much chance, of course,” he added
cheerfully. “In fact, not one chance In a
giddy mllion [”

““Ha, ha, hal”

Hal Brewster shook both his fists at the
raiders.
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“We’ll have our revenge for this!” he
sald threateningly.

“Splendid ! said Nipper. “If you want
vour wireless set again, just come along to
St. Frank'’s and take it from the Ancient
llouse Common-room.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of eourse,” said Nipper, ‘‘it may need
a bit of taking, but you never know your
luck.”

“ All right—crow away !> shouted Brewster.
“You think you're jolly clever, but we'll
get our own back one of these days.”

“We'll think of you while we're listening
to the wireless this evening !” sang out Full-
wood gaily. “Thanks very much for the
sct, you chaps. It's just what we needed.”

“Ha, ha, ha}”

“You're a lot of robbers!” said Kings-
wood angrily.

“Here, steady!” protested Nipper. “A
raid is a raid, and we are perfectly justified
in seizing this box.” ”

“Yes, of course you are,”
Brewster, ‘*Dry up, Kingswood, you ass

“What the dickens——" began Kings-
wood.

“We'll do the same to the Saints one
day !” went on Brewster, “If they can
raid our property like this, it gives us leave
to raid theirs. And, by jingo, we’ll get our
own back with interest!”

‘““ Hear, hear!” roared all the other River
1louse fellows. :

The St. Frank's juniors howled with mer-
runent. Brewster ‘& Co., still shaking their
fists, retired, and vanished from sight,
Brewster considered that the comedy had
gone far enough. There might be an anti-
climax if they kept it up much longer. As
it was, they had cleared off at the correct
moment. Everything was perfectly natural.

“Well, we're not doing so badly on the
whole!” chuckled Nipper, as he inspected
the prize. “Come along, you fellows.
Let’s take this straight up to the school, and

admitted

1"

into the Common-room. We'll unpack it
there, and fix it up straight away.”

“Good egg!”

“Wait a minute!” said Reggie Pitt

politely. “There's just one little point that
needs to be settled. Where do we come 1n?”
“Eh?” said Handforth,

“Where,” said Reggie, ‘“do we come in?
1t’s a fat lot of good to us West House
fellows to have a wireless set fixed up in
the Ancient House Common-room, isn't 1t?
Don’t we get a share of this loot?”

Nipper grinned.

“My dear chap, we can’t-cut a wireless |

set in two, can we?” he asked. “But as
.the. Remove is divided between two Houses
we'd better settle the thing in the easiest
way.”

“There’s nothing like a perfect understand-
ing,” nodded Reggie.

“Well, T suggest that the Ancient House
has the set this term, and the West House
next term,” said Nipper. “Then we can
keep it up like that—turn and turn about.
Are you West House fellows satisfied 77

.
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“It doesn’t matter whether they’re satis-
fied or not! We've got the wireless set!”
sald Handforth aggressively. ‘* Besides, there
aren’t more than half a dozen West House
chaps amongst us. I don’t see why they
should have the giddy thing at all! If they
want to listen to the wirgless, they can come
to our Common-room!”’

“Hear, hear!” chimed in the other Ancient
House juniors.

“That’s all very well—=" began Jack
Grey.
“Cheese it, my sons,” grinned Nipper.

“We don’t want to squabble over the plunder,
do we? And it isn’t a very wise policy to
stand here, arguing. Brewster & Co. might
get some reinforcements, and swoop down
on us again. So the sooner we get to St.
Frank’s the better!”
“Yes, there’s something in that!” ad-
mitted Handforth, glancing down the lane.
Without any further ado, the truck was
seized, and conveyed in triumph to St.
there would be no

Frank’s.

In all probability,
further squabbling about the contents of this
packing-case when once its character was dis-
closed !

CHAPTER 11.
Not What They Expectled!

ERE we are!” said
Handforth briskly.
They were in the
Ancient House Com-
- mon-room, and the
big packing-case was set down on the floor,
and the juniors who had been carrying it
stood back and wiped their heated brows.
Other juniors were crowding in, anxious to
join in the triumph. They wanted to see
what kind of a radio set it was.

Even those fellows who had always pro-
fessed a contempt for wireless were now
eager. It made rather a difference when
they remembered that this set was a prize
of war. It had cost them nothing, and it
was to be public property. And Brewster
& Co. had been dished. BSo there was every
reason for genera] satisfaction. _

“Buck up and open 1t!” said Harry Gres-
ham briskly. '

“Yes: let's get some crowbars, ¢» some-
thing!” put in De Valerie.

“Rats! There’s no need for that!” said
Nipper. *“The box is only secured by these
iron olasps Just a minute, though,” he
added. ‘““There are natls as well.” '

“Oh, they’ll soon come out!” scid Hand-
forth impatiently. *“Never knew such a fuss
over opening a giddy box! Leave it to me!”

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“1f it’s all the same to you, liandy, dear
old fellow, we want to have a look at this
wireless set,” said Travers smoothly. ‘' And
if we leave it to you the whole afternocn
will be wasted in arguments.”
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“Y¥{a, ha, ha!l"

“You—you silly ass!” roared Handforth.
“1{ you're asking for a punch on the nose,
Vivian Travers—-"

“I’m not!” said Travers promptly. ‘' Make
no mistake, Handy—I'm not! I never ask
fo: things like that.”

It did not take the juniors long to unfasten
the iron clasps, and then somcbody brought
a poker, and prepared to use it on the lid,
with tho idea of foreing the nails out.

*"Go easy!” said Nipper. *This .. a good
case, and there’s no need to smash 1t up.
If wo use a little care——"

“What's the matter?” asked Tommy Wat-
son, as Nipper paused.

A rather startled ehprcsalﬁn had come into
the Remove skipper’s face. He was staring
at the big packing-case in wonder—and sus-

picion. All in a flash his previous cheeriness
htd gone,

“My only hat!” he breathed. |
wonder—

Ile broke off

“What are you wonderin’
boy ¥ asked Lregellis-West.

**My sons, we've been
Nipper steadily,

*““What "

“8noofed!”

“ But—but—"" |

“We've been spoofed!”

again, rather breathless.
about, dear old

spoofed!” said

repeated Nipper

ﬂuliberﬂtcly. “There's no wireless set in this
oR.

“lfow the dickens do you know that,
before the box has been opened?” asked

Haudforth tartly. *“You may have good
eyes, Nipper, but I’'m dashed if you can see
through solid wood!”

“I may not bo able to see through solid

wood, but I know jolly well that wireless
sets don’t move about of their own accord!”
retorted Nipper grimly. *“Just now this box
quivered-—it fairly shook! And nobody was
touching 1t!"”

“Oh, crumbs!”’

“It's a jape!” continued Nipper. * And
now 1 come to think of it, it was a bit rash
for Brewster & Co. to take delivery of this
bo themselves, wasn't it? They were ask-
ing for it to be raided. If they had only

had it sent by the railway wagon, there
would have been no risk at all!”

“For the love of BSamson!” murmured
Travers.

“ Look—look {”"

Nobody was taking any notice of Nipper
now. All eyes were directed towards the big

packing-case. Most of the fellows had been
disinclined to credit Nipper’s statement; but
they were disinclined mno longer. Yor the
box was positively quivering, and now there
came the sound of heavy thuds from within.
“We didn’t notice anything before, because
the box had always been on the move!” said
Nipper. “Of course, there’s a River House
chap inside. Well, he's asking for trouble!”
“And we'll give him some!” said Hand-
forth iIndignantly. “Of all the nerve!
Diddling us out of our wireless set!”

-

fangs.

I9

“Ha, ha, hat” =
“Dear old fellows, forgive me for butting

in, but don't you ‘think that another ex-
plandtlun is possible?”  asked , Travers
smoothly. “Don’t you think it’s far more

probable ‘that this box contains a St. Frank's
inhabitant ?”

“Great Scoti!” said Nipper.
you've hit it, Travers!”

A Removite, no doubt,” nodded Travers.
“A solitary unfortunate, grabbed by Brew-
ster & Co., and—"

“We'll soon
briskly.

But then, before anybody coulud attempt
to force open the lid, there came a number
of heavy, dmastatmw thuds from within the
big packing-case. The lid actually bulged
and bent, and then one corner of it split
open. -

“Here, steady!” gasped
“You'll Dnl;. iu.ut yﬂulself, you ass!
going to open this lid—"

Crash!

With a final splintering of wood, the lid
flew open and shot back with such force that
two or three fu.,llm*.a in the rear were necarly -
hit. They enly just dodged back in the
nick of time, .

“Look!” screamed Duncan,

Half rising out of the packing-case was a
hairy, grotesque figure. All those Removites
stood spellbound, rooted to the floor in
amazement and alarm. -

This was no unfortunate St. Frank’s junior!
The thing was an animal—a brown, hunched,
hairy creature, with long arms, and with a
hideous face!

“I expect

see!” interrupted Nipper

Fullwooed.
We'ro

“The gorilla!” gasped Handforth fran-
tically.
Until that moment, all the juniors had

fmd escaped
And here it

forgotten about the gorilla that
from the circus in Bannington.
was—here, in this box!

The creature had risen now, and it was
standing there, gripping the ed"e of tho
woodwork, looking round with head}, gleam-
ing eyes. The teeth were bared—great, ugly
The animal was terrifying in aspect.

Just for one fleeting sccond Nipper had a
suspicion that it was a jape, after all. This
was only a River House fellow, dresscd up—
just & wheeze, to scare the St, Frank’s boys.
But then, in another flash, Nipper knew
that this theory was untenable.

No human being could disguise himself so
cleverly as this! It was a real gorilla—
the genuine article! The great, long arms
—the huge head, with its enormous ears, and
with those horrible fangs

At ihat moment the gorilla opened its
mouth and uttered a screaming, gurgling
cry. It was a bloodcurdling ery, and the
last shred of doubt fled.

Comedy had turned to drama—and the
Common-room was now a place of deadly

| danger |
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CHAPTER 12.

Monkey Business !

o HE spell only lasted for
a few seconds.

Then the juniors
started backing away
—frantically, madly.
Panic-stricken, they nearly fell over them-
selves in their anxiety to get as far as pos-
sible from this unwelcome visitor.

Most of the fellows were still bewildered
and scared. They were not able to think
clearly. Nipper, perhaps, was the only one
to keep a perfect?y clear head.

‘“Easy, you chaps—ecasy !’ he said earnestly.
“There's danger here—and if we get into a
panic one of us mught ‘get killed! Don’t
let the brute know that we’re afraid of it!”

“We're not afraid of it!’ said Handforth,
automatically pushing up his sleeves.

Nipper seized Handforth’s arm,
dragged him back,

“Don’t start any of your rot, Handy!’ he
said tensely. “And we needn’t fool our-
selves. We are afraid! This gorilla 1is
dangerous. It could kill one of us at a blow,
if it liked. We’ve got to go easy—and we’ve
got to—-"

“Jook out!” yelled Hubbard wildly.

The gorilla was rising higher out of the
box, and it was evidently his intention to
emerge, -

“Quick !’ shouted Nipper. “Come on, you
chaps! The only chance we've got is to shut
that lid down again—and bottle him up!”

There was a sudden rush. Handforth and
Travers and Nipper and two or three other
valiants made a plucky attempt to imprison
the dangerous-loocking monster. But before
they could swing the lid down the gorilla
uttered another screaming cry, and leapt a
.clear six feet into the air. e landed with
a thud on the floorboards, and swung round,
his long arms reaching out menacingly.

“Good gad!’”’ gurgled Archie, {)acking

h“'a -
“éuickwtha door!” panted somebody.

Those juniors nearest the door tried to get
at the handle. A sort of panic took place
over on that side of the room, and it seemed
ages before the door was opened. Then
there was such a rush to get out that the
fellows jammed themselves in the doorway.

“ Steady — steady l” shouted Nipper.
“You'’re only making things worse, you

and

idiots! Take it calmly!”

But if the juniors were scared, so was the
gorilla.

This, indeed, was the only gratifying

f[eature of the startling situation. Without
question, the brute could easilly have killed
anv one of those boys if he had made a
sudden rush. But his journey in the box,
and his confusion at finding himself sur-
rounded by these youngeters, probably had
the effect of frightening him a great deal.
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He slowly turned round, his fangs still
 showing, his eyes glittering evilly.
. “Don’t move, any of you!” eaid Nipper
tensely. “Don’t run! If you do, he’ll prob-
ably make a rush, and grab you! For good-
 ness’ sake, keep calml”’
“Why not make a sudden dash at him?”
Isugge::;ted Handforth breathlessly, “If three
or four of us grab him from behind——"
“No good, Handy!' interrupted Nipper.
“He’s got the strength of ten of us. 1f we
attack him, he’d do awful damage. As
long as he keeps peaceful, let’s—"

Nipper broke off. The gorilla, with a
sucdden rush, leapt on one of the tables.
There was a wild scramble amongst the
juniors, Then, with a bound that was
astonishing in its agility, the animal jumped
to the top of a bookecase, clawed his way
upwards, and finally erouched upon one of
the cross-timbers that ran along the ceiling.
These were of polished oak, and were dis-
tinctly ornamental to the Common-room.

“Thank goodness!’”’ said Nipper, with
relief. “Can’t you see, you chaps? He's
more frightened than we are! Anyhow,
we're safe for the time being!”
“Help—help!” yelled Hubbard, at
his voice.

“Keep quiet, you idiot!"” roared Hand-
forth. “What's the good of howling for
help ?”’

“Perhaps somebody will come with a gun!
gasped Hubbard. “The brute ought to be
shot! He'll—he’ll kill somebody e

“All of you had better get out into the
passage!” said Nipper evenly. “Don’t rush
—take it calmly. Handy! Travers! Help
me to close these windows, will you?”’

" “Any old thing,” said Travers coolly.

“But what’s the idea?’’ asked Handforth,
with his nsual obstinacy.

““Luckily, we haven’t come to any harm-—
and there’s no reason why we should,” re-
plied Nipper. “We'll close these windows,
and then go out and lock the door. The
beggar will be bottled up in the Common-
room, then. Afterwards we can tclephone to
Bannington, and coliect the twenty-five quid
reward |”

“Great Scott!”

“We'd forgotten

“My only hat!”

Nipper’s calmness was spreading. In less
than a minute the windows were closed; all
the fellows were outside, in the *passage, and
 the door was locked.

“My goodness!” breathed Gresham. “I
thought he was going to get one of us!”

Some of the f'unic-rs, urther along the
passage, were talking excitedly; they were
preparing to rush out into the lobby, and to
tell everybody else about this startling affair,

“Hold on, there!” sang out Nipper. “ Let’s
keep this to ourselves for the moment.
There’ll only be a terrific sensation if we
don’t. And same of the domestice might go
into hysterics !’

“I’'m blessed if I can understand it!’’ said
Reggie Pitt, scratching his head. “It’s a

the top
of

3

reward !”’

about the

i mystery! I can’t believe that Brewster &
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Co. would deliberately play such a horrible
trick on us!”

“That’s what I've been thinking!” said
I'ullwood. ““ Yet these River House bounders
did play a jape, didn’t they? They must
have known that there was no wireless set
iz that box!” . .

“Of course they knew it!”’ replied Nipper.
“They must have seen Jimmy Potts coming
down the lane, and they shouted ail those
21’1:1;,:? about the wireless set just to spoof
him.

“The tricky bounders!”
nantly,

“Then they must have shoved that gorilla
in the box!” said Fullwood angrily. “What
a di,l;t}’ trick! 1 thought better of Brewster

“Oh, cheese it!”’ broke in Nipper. “How
do you suppose they got the gorilla in the
box? Of course they didn't do it!”

“Then how——"

“This isn’t a time for answering riddles!”
said Nipper impatiently. “1 expect the ex-
planation is quite simple. Those River
House bounders probably left the box behind
a hedge somewhere, and while they were
gone the gorilla came along, got in tfw box,
and closed the lid. Then he must have
found himself imprisoned. Anyhow, I don't
believe that Brewster & Co. knew the
truth!” -

This, as a matter of fact, was astonishingly
near the actual truth,

For while Hal Brewster and his companions
had been fooling Jimmy Potts, the gorilla
had discovered the box, after wandering aim-
lessly out of the wood. Perhaps he had
felt that the box would provide him with a
good resting-place. At all events, he had
quickly heaved the logs out, throwing them
into a fern-smothered ditch, and then he had
climbed inside, closing the lid on the top
of him. Later, Brewster & Co. had nailed
the box down without taking another look
inside, ‘

Now, the gorilla was a prisoner in the
Common-roenre, and it wouldn’t take long for
Nipper to telephone to Bannington, and to
get somebody from the circus to come along
and capture the creature. That would mean
a nice little reward of twenty-five pounds. In
fact, the situation was mnot without its
humorous side. For the River House fellows
had unwittingly captured the gorilla, and had
handed the prize to their rivals!

said Potte indig-

CHAPTER 13,
Getting Exeiting [

RASH-crash!

“What was that?”’
gasped Harry Gre-
sham,

All eyes . Wero

turned upon the Common-room door. A
sudden splintering of glass had sounded, and
a complete silence had followed.
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said Handforth ex-

“Wo'd better look!”’
citedly.

Nipper hurried to the Common-room door,
turned the key, and opened the door an inch
or two. He looked in cautiously, but could
see no sign of the prisoner. He opened the
door wider.

“Go easy!” said Tommy Watson. “Ie
might be waiting o

“Great Scott!” said Nipper blankly.

He flung the door wide open, and rushed
into the room. The others, after a moment’s
hesitation, followed.

The gorilla had vanished!

One of the windows was smashed, and it

was obvieus that the creature had broken
cut, and was now at la.rge again! This was
a totally unexpected development. Iven

Nipper had not imagined that the brute
would escape like that.
“There he goes!”

juniors.

They rushed to the window, and they wera
just in time to see the lumbering form of the
gorilla leap through one of the open windows
of the School House. The Common-room, on
this side, overlooked the junior wing of the
School House, and by craning the watchers
could see Big Arch. The gorilla had entered
a window close by.

“Great pip!” ejaculated Handforth. “He's
gone into the lab!”’

“Oh, my goodness!”

“What shall we do now?”’

“Keep cool—that’s what we've got to do!”
replied Nipper grimly. “ This affair is getting
serious, my sons! That beastly gorilla will
have the whole school in a panic before long,
and there’s no telling what harm he will
do. He’s got to be captured—and quickly!”

*“Well, whoever captures him, the twenty-
five quid will be ours!” argued Handforth.
“We brought him to 8t. Frank's, and—"

“Never mind about the twenty-five quid
now!” said Nipper. “If we cver do touch
that moncy, we shall have to thank Brewster
& Co. It was very decent of them to cap-
ture the thing and then hand it over to us.”

“Decent!” said Hubbard excitedly. *“It
was an awful thing to do!”

“They didn’t do it intentionally,” said
Reggie PPitt, *“I'll bet Brewster & Co. knew
nothing about the gorilla. Still, we shall
hear all the faets later on. The main thing,
at the moment, 1s to get that brute, and to
lock him up somewhere where he can’'t do
anv damage,”

“We'd better warn the school, too
MecClure.

“Ass!"” <norted Handforth.

“ But, Handy——"

“If the masters get to know anything about
this, we shall all be ordered indoors!” said
Handforth. *‘“Then we shan’t be able to take
any part in the capture! The best thing 1s
to buzz to the laboratory, lock the gorilla
inside, ‘and then barricade the doors and
windows!"

gshouted one of the

TSJ‘

said

“Yes, that's possible,” said Nipper.
| ““ Nobody seems to have scen the beast yet.



For the gorilla had reached out both his enormous arms

and, lifting Professor Tucker froms the floor, had whirled him high into the air !

The juniors, looking throughthe laboratory window, gasped In horror.
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Iverything’s quiet cutside.
a pame!”’

'he more nervous juniors amongst the
crowd decided that they would have nothing
to do with the hunt. Gorillas were all very
woell in the Zoo, when they were behind bars,
but it was rather too much of a good thing
to have one of the creatures wandering about
St. Frank’s. There was a rush upstairs, whese
the fellows locked themselves in their bed-
rooms and went to the windows to watch
developments.

But the more determined juniors,
such as Nipper and Handforth and
'I'ravers and Pitt, rushed to their
studies, armed themselves with
cricket stumps, and then sallied out
on the hunt.

As Nipper remarked, as they
went towards the School House,
the zooner the gorilla was captured
the better. There was no time to
go about warning the rest of tho
school,

In the meantime, some rather
curious events were taking place
in the laboratory.

As it happened, the sole occupant
of the lab was Professor Sylvester
Tucker, the absent-minded scienmce
master.  Professor Tucker had
really shut himself away in order
to make some adjustments to his
powerful telescope. Astronomy
was the professor’'s hobby, and
nothing else really mattered in his
life.

Having arrived in the laboratory,
the professor had forgotten what he
had come for. Now he was slowly
pacing up and down, completely

My bat! What
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average individual would doubtless have
received the news with stoicism and calmness,

“1 do not belicve for a moment that (he
collision will occur prior to that date,” con-
tinued the professor, absent-mindedly laying
his glasses on one of the benches and walk-
ing away in deep thought. ‘I shall have to
make verv careful calculations Dear me!
What is this 7"’

He was passing one of the windows, and
a shadow had fallen across him. Glancing up,
he beheld a figure in the window.

It was

lost in thought. An idea had
occurred to him—a theory concern-
ing a certain constellation of stars

that he had been concentrating
vpon of late. i
It was an exciting theory—a

startling, stupendous theory.

At lcast, it was to the professor,
Any ordinary individual would no
doubt have been unmoved by such
a problemi. But Professor Tucker
was almost overwhelmed by the
possibilities.

“T am convinced,” he said,
coming to a halt and removing his
spectacles, “that these stars are a
positive menace to the solar
system. And if my calculations are correct,
there will be a devastating collision two hun-
dred million years from now.”

This was indeed a staggering thought.

“Yes, a collision!” said the professor firmly.
“And there can be no doubt in such a
cataclysm the solar system will be completely
wiped out. Good heavens! What a
catastrophe!”

Exactly why Professor Tucker should ba
so startled was a bit of a puzzle. Certainly,
he would never live for two hundred million
years to witness this disaster, and any

The juniors, looking throughthe laboratory windc
and, lifting Professor Tue

very blurry, for, without his glasses, the
professor was more or less helpless. He could
only see things through a kind of mist.

“Go away !” he said severely. “How dare
you come here, interrupting me ?”

He took it for granted that one of the
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Loys had altempted to climb in through the
window, Actually, the gorilla was skulking
there—on the  window-sill—eyeing Professor
Tucker with caleulating carnestness,

The professor felt for his glasses, imagining
that he had left themm on his forehead, as
was his usual custom. But they were not
there,

“(iood gracious!” he said testily. ‘“Who
has had my spectacles? This is most annoy-
As for you, sir,” he added, turning to

g !
the window, "I will not be interrupted.
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“How dare you!” said the science master
angrily. “Did I not tell you to go, boy ?”

Possibly the gorilla recognised that Pro-
fessor Tucker was in no way afraid of him.
At all events he moved cautiously aside,
mamntaining his stare. If the professor had
bolted he might easily have attacked him.

~ “Who are you?” demanded the professor
mpatiently. * Where are my . glasses? Can
you see my glasses anywhere, boy? If so,
give them to me at once!”

The gorilla did not deign to make any
reply.

“I shall get angry with you!” said the pro-
fessor warmly. “What do you mecan by
ignoring me like this? Who are you, young
man? Let me have your name!” ‘

The gorilla opened his mouth, bared his
fangs, and uttered that horrifying screaming
cry Ef hés.h

““Good heavens!” ejaculated the pr 5
with a start. “What Jin the wnrld--i—ﬁmﬁgi’r
dare you?” he said hotly. “You young
rascal! What do you mean by making those
outrageous noises

He advanced upon tho blur and reached
out a hand. It was his intention to seize this
boy by the scruff of his neck and to thrust
him out of the laboratory,

But the gorilla dodged and avoided that
grip. He was still uncertain regarding this
strange human being who expressed no fear
of him.

And at that moment a

; crowd
arrived at the

open

of juniors
window,

CHAPTER 14.

Rough on the

|I iy n.

Professor!

ELL, well!”

m u rmured

Vivian
Travers.

He and

the other fellows had half-expected
to find the laboratory empty, ex-
cept for the unwelcome intruder.
They were astonished fo find,
therefore, Professor Tucker en-
gaged 1n a heated, if one-sided,’
conversation with that savage-
looking gorilla.

“Great Scott!” said Handforth

blankly.

. Some of the other fellows had

¥

r, had whirled him high into the air!

Leave me in peacel”

The gorilla was apparently satisfied
Professor Tucker was not dangerous. He
gave a leap and landed on the floor. Then
he stepped sideways, still eyeing the professor
with that steady, baleful glare.

that

For the gorilla had reached out both his enormous arms laboratory, too.

gone to a window further along,
and these were gazing into the
They hesitated to
enter, lest they should cause the|
gorilla to make a sudden attack. '
“I am growing tired of this nonsense!”,
said the professor testily. ‘“Good gracious,’
boy, do you not realise that I am in the
middle of a most iniricate problem? How
dare you come here, interrupting me in this
way ! I order you to go!”
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“Greal guns!” breathed T'ullwdod.
doesn’t know it’s a gorilla!”
“Oh, my only aunt!”

“No wonder he’s talking to him so
calmly!

“Look out there, sir!™

Professor Tucker turned and frowned at
- the windows.

“Ah! Some more of you, eh?” he said
angrilv. “This is altogether too bad! Here
am I in the midst of a dcep problem——

Dear me! What is the problem that I am in
the midst of 7 I don’t seem to remember
This is most distressing! I have completely

forgotten what I was thinking about! How
extraordinary !”
“Do vou mind coming to the window, sir ?”

asked IN1pper quictly  “Yes, this window,

sir. Therc's something unpnrtant we want to
tell you.»

T hr, professor frowned.

““I shall do mnothing of the kind!” he
retorted, “I came here for solitude, and I
do not intend to be disturbed. Go away!”

“But it’s very rmportant, sir!” urged
Nipper,

He turned to the other juniors who were
ncar him,

“If he comes we'll grab him and yank him
out!” he whispered. “It’'s the only way.
i) lmt* brute might attack hlm at any moment
now!"

Al]l the fellows were quivering with excite-
ment, and some of them were ready to bolt
at a sccond’s notice. They weren’t cowardly,
but they did not relish a tussle with that
dangerous-looking monster.

The professor scemed very obstinate. He
took no mnotice of Nipper's appeal—which was
a very sensible one, But, then, the professor
had no idea that he was in any danger.

“What is the matter with you, boy ?"” asked
the science master testily, as he stood blink-
ing at the gorilla. “Why do you stand

there in sllcnce" How many more times
must J——
“Sorry, sir!” interrupted the gorilla.

“But you’d better go to thﬂ window, as those
fellows have asked you.’

Handforth's eyes ncarly goggled out of his
head.

“By he
spoke !’

“Oh, crumbs!”

“My stars!”

All sorts of ejaculations came from the
startled juniors. Without quvstion a deep
voice had come from the gorilla!

“Ah!" said the professor. *‘‘So you have
a tongue, then?”

George !” panted.  “It—it
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“Therc’s danger, sir!” said the gorilla
carncstly.  “Please go to the window at
once—wilhout another secoud's waste of
time.”

“1 will do nothing of the sort!” snapped
Professor Tucker. “I have never heard
such nonsense in all my hfe!”

“ By LJ(’OIF,"E‘ " ¢jaculated Handforth, with

a start. “We've been spoofed, after a,ll you

chaps! 1t's not a real gonl'a' It’s one of

those River House fellows dressed pI”
“But it can’t be!” said Nipper. “Hang

it, I can tell a real gorilla from——-"

“Dry up, you ass, and help!” said
animal.

“I say, this—this 1s uncanny!” muttered
Tommy Watson uncumfnrtubly. “I don’t
like 1t, you know!”

“Haven't you fellows got any - brains?”
came a voice from near by. “I'm doing
all this—I'm making the gorilla speak. Wae
want the professor out here, don’t we?”

They turned, and found that Nicodemus
Trotwood, of the West House, was with
thnn}l. And, in a flash, they realised the
truth,

"Then—then it’s you!” gasped Handforth.
“Of course it's me !” said Nick. “Tho
professor’'s in danger, and we've got to get
him out of 1t !”

The apparently startling
solved. Nicodemus Trotwood was a very
clever ventrilogquist, and it was his voice
that was apparently coming from the mouth
of the goriflm It was rather a good dodge.

“Look out, sir!” roared the gorilla
abruptly, “Get to the window—quick |”

The professor jumped, and, for a moment,
it seemed that he was to be scared into
obeving the command—as Nicodemus had
intended. Then he pulled himself up, and
uttered an angry snort.

“I remember now!” he exclaimed, “Of
course—of course! In two hundred mil-
lion years—— Go, boy! Go at once! I
must think this matter out. It i1s of wvital
importance, and I cannot be disturbed.”

He advanced ungnlv upon the gorilla, and
all those juniors held tﬂmr breath. Some
of them wanted to yell out a warning, but
they couldn’t find their voices in time.

The professor grasped the gorilla’s arm,
and then he uttered an ejaculation.

“Good 1" he sard. “What are

gracious |
you w caring, young man? A fur ceat? But

the

mystery was

this is ridiculous! Mere we are, in Sep-
tember, and the afternoon is quite warm,
too! 1 have never known such nonsense

»

He broke off, gasping. TFor, without warn-
ing, the gﬂrllla had reached out beath his
enormous arms, and, lifting Professor
Tucker from the floor, had whirled him high

into the air.
T”

“Look out, sir! roarcd half a dozen
volces.,

“Help !” gasped the professor. “Upon
my sou 1 How dare you——-

Nipper and the other juniors were filled
with horror. They expected to sce the un-
fortunate science master dashed to dcath
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But the gorilla only gaver

before their eyes,
his vietim a heave, and
on to a bench néar by.
bumped, but he was scarcely hurt. Then
the intruder leapt across the laboratory
in a couple of bounds, and took refuge on
another bench, at the far end of the big
apartment. There were some bottles handy,
and he picked one up, and tossed 1t on to
the floor.

Crash |

The bottle broke, and a mass of whitish
vapour arose as the chemical spread over
e ]iﬂﬂ-

*“ Look here,

sent him crashing
The professor was

you chaps, we've got to get
the professor out of this!” said Nipper
urgentlyv, “ Are you game ?”’
“Yes!” panted two or three of the others.
“Then come on!”

The juniors leapt into the laboratory, and
rushed across to the bench. Fortunateiy,
they took no notice of the professor’s pro-

tests, but they whirled him over towards the
window, ﬁ expecting the gorilla to
attack I'h{'m at any second. No attack
came, and they succeeded in getting the
professor out, and then they rushed him
across the Triangle towards the Ancient
House.

“It’s all right, sir!” said Nipper quickly.
“You're safe now ”

*This 1s an outrage!”
professor. “I shall
punished |”’

“You don’t understand, sir!” interrupted
Nipper. “There’s a big garllla in the labora-
tory, and it was this brute that grabbed
\OU 'JJ

““A—a pgorilla!” ejaculated the professor,
in amazgment.

“Yes, sir!”

“ Ridiculous!” said the professor, as he
found himself on his feet. “Preposterous!
How dare you tell me such a fantastic story!
You know very well that gorillas do not
walk about openly, entering laboratories!”

It was hopeless to argue with him. So
they left himm on the Ancient House steps,
and rushed back towards .the laboratory.
The next thing was to bottle the gorilla
up, and keep him a prisoner.

But they were too late.

Even as they rushed across the Trangle,
a brown form appeared at one of the win-
dows, and took a flying leap into the open|

said the unfortunate
have you severely

CHAPTER 15.

More Excitement !

QOK out I
“He's escaped
again !”’
The Removites

halted, gripping their
cricket-stumps grimly. But there was really
no need for them to worry, for the startled
animal was making for I%g Arch, bis idea |
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evidently being to get away from all {his
noise and commotion,

No doubt the gorilla had been in
tivity all his life, and his reeent freedom
had wearied him., e was now bewildered
and scared, Indeed, the creature was moic
to be pitied than anything else. Obviously,
in his present state, he was not likely to
attack anybody wunless he himself was
goaded,

The main idea of the Removites was to
capture the brute as quickly as possible,
They felt responsible, since they had brought
him into the school. The fact that they had
done so all unconsciously made little thﬂu
ence. But for them 8t. Frank’s would
never have seen this alarming visitor,
“What are we going to do now?” asked
Handforth blankly.

“Follow him!” replied Nipper. “And,
if possible, we’ll keep him in tlhn open. It
would be simplv awful if he got into the
fH?Iad‘s house. Come on—and let’'s go carc-

u ?|u

By this time the gorilla had vanished into
the gloom of Big Arch. But, as it hap-
pened, Cuthbert Chambers and Bryant of
the Fifth were coming through into the
Triangle from the opnosite direction. They
didn't see the gorilla until thev were
actually within the shadow of Big Arch.

“My dear chap. you can leave it to me!”
Chambers was saying, in his pompous way.
“When I make a promise T—— Hallo!
What the—— By glory! What’s that?”

He and Bryant came to a halt, petrified.

“It's an animal!” gasped Bryant. “A—

can-

monkey of some kind! Great Scott! It's
the gorilla!”

“Help!” breathed Chambenrs,

With one accord, they turned and ran.
Nobody could really blame them. TFor in
the shadow of Big Arch the menacing,
crouching figure of the gorilla, with his

enormons arms and his hideous countenance,
might well have scared the stoutest heart.

But the sudden movements of Chambers
and Bryant scarced the gorilla, too. He gave

a leap into the air, bolted back, and then
ran across, with a lumbering t:ot towards
the Modern House.

“IHere he comes!” shouted Handforth.
“Let’'s head him off |” _

“Look here!” said Nipper quickly.
“Qome of wvou fellows dash round to the
bicyele shed. There’s a big crate there,
standing at the back.”

“Yes, but what—" :

“Some chap's new jJigger was sent 1n
it the other day,” went on Nipper. “ Bring
it here—into the Triangle. Then we’ll try
to drive the gon]!a into it. It's a strong
crate, and he’ll never pet frec once we
have him inside.”

{4 Bub_‘___ll‘

“Don’t argue!” yelled Nipper.
be too late soon!”

Grosham and Fullwood and two or three
others dashed off. Just then Bob Christino
and Roddy Yorke and one or two others
appeared in the Modern House doorway.

“It mighs
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“What's all the cxeitement out
asked Bob Christine curiously.
the matter with you chaps?”

He and the other Iourth-IFormers stared
at the Rewmovites in wonder. Nipper & Co.
were  looking  flushed and  excited and
anxious. There was no apparent cause for
their consternation.

“Go back!” yelled Reggie Pitt:  * Look
cut, you asses! To your right—your right!”

“What the——" began Bol.

Then he dried up. e had just caught
signt of the gorilla, advancing over the
stone balustrade, near the steps. Naturally,
Bob Christine and the other Fourth-IFormers
were stageered. It wasn’t usual to stroll
oul of doors and to find a dangerous-looking
monster like this in the Triangle.

here 1”7

“What's

“Don’t let him get indoors!” shouted
Nipper. “Get in, you chaps, and slam the
doors !"’

“And close all the windows!” shouted

somebody clse. °*

Bob Christine took a leap backwards, and
the others followed his example. The next
moment, the heavy doors of the Modern
House were "slammed to, and the gorilla,
startled by the crash, leapt eideways, and
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fook a stand almost in the middle of the
Triangle. He remained there, turning slowly
round, watching the juniors, bewildered by
all this noise and commotion,

, “Poor beggar!” said Nipper. “He's
frightened out of his life!”

“Yes, but he's dangerous!” said Watson
breathlessly. “If he attacks any of us
I1i! Look out! He’s coming!

There was a rush. The gorilla had only
made a small move, but the juniors nearly
fell over themselves in backing away.

Things scemed to be at a deadlock for the
moment,

The goriila made no further move, and no-
body quite knew what to do. During these
tense moments loud voices could be heard
from behind the Modern Houge door.

Mr. Horace Pyeraft, in fact, was making
himszelf unpleasant,

The ill-tempered master of the Fourth was
in a hurry. He had decided to go to the
village; and he was exasperated when he
arrived in the lobby to find the doors closed,
and a small group of Tourth-Formers stand-
ing there, apparently guarding the door.

“What is all this?” demanded Mr. Pycraft
testily. “Why have you closed this door,
Christine? Open it at oncel”
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“But—but we can’t, sir!”’ gasped Christine.

“Cannot!”” retorted Mr. Pycraft. “In-
deed! And why not?”

“There’s danger outside, sir

“What ridiculons nonsense!”” interrupted

Mr. Pycraft, pushing the juniors aside, and
preparing to open the door. “I do not ap-
prove of these—ahem !—practical jokes!”

“It’s not a liﬂkt’_*. sir!” shouted Yorke.
“There’s a gorilla out there!”

A what?”

“A gorilla!”’ -

“How dare you say such absurd things,
Yorke!”” demanded Mr. Pycraft angrily.
“Take two hundred lines for impertinence!”’

“But it’s true, sir!”

“If you repeat that assertion, Yorke, I will
take you to 1y study and cane you!”
threatened Mr. Pyeraft. “ A gorilla, indeed!
Rubbish, boy—rubbish !’

“But we saw it, sir—

2y

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Pyecraft,
breathing hard. “ Will you open these doors,
or not? This is sheer, calculated insolence!”

'I!l

“All right, sir—go out if you want to
said Bob Christine grimly, “But you’ll be
sorry for it! Ilaven’t you heard that a
gorilla escaped from the circus——"

“Yes, and it was reported, this morning,
that the animal had been captured!”’ said
Mr. Pycraft tartly. “So you cannot deceive
me with these nonsensical statements. No
doubt sume of the other boys are playing a
-——er—joke upon you. But I refuse to be in-
volved in any such nonsense!”

Mr. Pycraft roughly pushed Christine out
of the way, %rasped the door, and swung it
open. Then he strode out on to the steps.

Slam ! .

The heavy door closed behind him, and he
heard the bolts shot. Christine & Co. were
taking no chance. After all, Mr. Pyecraft
had asked for this, and he deserved every-
thing that he was likely to get,.

“How dare you?” shouted the Form-
master angrily. “What do you mean,
Christine, by slamming this door——"’

Then he {)roke off. He had just caught
sight of the gorilla, and his heart gave a
wild leap. Mr. Horaco Pycraft was not a
man of ron nerve. He was, on the contrary,
weedy and cowardly, and when he saw that
gorilla his blood seemed to turn to water.

There it stood, not ten yards from him,
slowly turning. eyeing the juniors—and now
eyeing him. Its fangs were bared, and its
eyes were glittering with evil purpose. At
the firet glance, Mr. Pycraft could see that
this was no junior, dreesed up. It was the
real thing!

—_———

CHAPTER 16.

) Mr. Pycraft Cools Down!

ELP!” ecreamed Mr.

Horace Pyoeraft
wildly. “Hel p—
help!”’

“Keep cool, sir!”
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ghouted Nipper. “He won’t harm you un-
less you go for him. We're waiting for a
crate to come, so that we can drive him nto
it

“Help!”” shrieked Mr. Pyeralt, leaping
clean over the stone balustrade, and landing
on the gravel of the Triangle.

He bolted, and it was the worst thing he
could have done. For the gorilla, finding
something unusual in this action, immediately
gave a series of leaps, and went careering off
1 pursuit.

“Look out, sir—he’s after you!”
Handforth. :

“Save me!” babbled Mr. Pycraft.

“I'm fed up with this!”’ said Handforth,

yelled

with a sudden determination in his voice.
“The conly thing to do is to grab tnat
gorilla, and punch him in the eye! That’ll

subdue him!”
“Kecp back, you ass!” urged Nipper.

Handforth, reckless as ever, was exasper-
ated by the unneccessary delay. At least, it
secemed unnecessary to him. However,
Church and McClure secized their leader, and
clung on to him like limpets.

“Cheese 1t, Handy!?’ gasped Church,.
“You'll only get killed!”

“Lemme go!” shouted Handforth angrily.

“Not likely!” said Mae. “Hang on,
Churchy !”

By this time a number of other fellows had
seized Handforth, too. '

“Easy, dear old fellow,”” said Travers.
“We're rather fond of you, and wo don’t
want to see you torn limb from limb!"’

“Lemme go!” hooted Handforth.

He struggled wildly, and he was hurled
to the ground, and held there by a pile of
juniors.

In the meantime, Mr, Pycraft had become
aware of the fact that the gorilla was after
him. He was panic-stricken—and nearly
erazy with fright. Perhaps he realised that
this was entirely his own fault; for, if he had
taken notice of Bob Christine, he would not
have come out into the Triangle at all.

“Help—help!” he bleated, in a feeble voice.

He gave a quick glance over his shoulder,
and he nearly had heart-failure on the spot.
The gorilla was just behind him, reaching
out one of his long, hairy armes.

“Save me!” shriecked the Form-master.

He gave a mad leap sideways, and then
made a rush at the fountain. It occurred to
him that he might find safety by climbing
the stonework. DBut in his haste he made a
miscalculation.

With one leap, he reached the edge of the
fountain-pool, and then he tried to throw
himself upwards, so that he could grasp the
stonework in the centre. Unhappily he
overbalanced, and fell with a terrific splash
in the centre of the pool.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In spite of the dramatic nature of the situa-
tion, the crowd of juniors could not help
yvelling with laughter.

There was something very funny in Mr.
Pyeraft diving face downwards into the pool.
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of foam and solashes.

Perhaps it was just as well for him that he
had made this error, For the sudden tumult
of water caused the gorilla to back away, and
then he gave a series of sidelong leaps, until
he reached the wall of the West House. He
crouched there, at bay.

“What on earth are we going to do?"
asked Nipper, {rowning. “The poor brute
is getting frightened out of its life. Yet

we daren’t go too mnear, because he might.

attack one of us.”

By this time Mr. Pyeraft’s screams and
shouts had attracted widespread attention.
Prefects were running out, and Mr. Beverley
Stokes, of the West House, appeared on the

scene.,  Mr, Barnaby Goole, of the East
House, sallied forthh also. Nipper looked
rather anxiously for Nelson Lee. Unfor-

tunately, the latter was out with the IHead
at that particular hour,

“What on earth 13 the matter out here?”
asked DMr. Stokes sharply.

“It’s the gorilla, sir!” said Pitt, running
up. “There he is—uagainst the wall!”

“Well T'mn jiggered!”” said Barry Stokes,
staring.

1Ie took one look at the gorilla, and then
his attention was attracted by Mr. Pycraft,
who was now sitting up in the fountain-
pool. Beveral prefects ran to Mr. Pycraft’s
aid, and they helped himm out of the water.

“Guns—guns !’ said the frightened Form

master. “Why can’t you get guns, and shoot
the monster? Shoot it, I say! It nearly
killed me!”

“Lasy, sir—easy!” said Morrow. “The
rorilla doesn’t scem to be dangerous. e
hasn’t attacked anybody yet.”

“Just what I was thinking,”” remarked

Fenton, the school ecaptain. “These juniors
have kept their heads better than some
people!” he added pointedly. “And if we
all keep calm, there’s no rcason why——"

e broke off, for at that moment a couple
of the headmaster’s grooms appeared on the
scene. DBoth of them were carrying shot-
guns. But they had not come in answer to
Mr. Pycraft’s appeal.

These men had heard about tke gorilla
some little time earlier—for the news had
spread rapidly throughout the school. One
of the other masters—Mr. Btockdale, of the
Modern House—had sent a messenger for
men with guns, and now they had arrived.

“By jingo! That’s better!” said Jack
wrey, nith a a sigh of relief. “We're safer
now " '

Most of the other fellows agreed. There
was somoething cheering in the sight of those
guns. There was no longer any danger. A
couple of rounds, and the dangerous brute
would be put out of action.

“Where i1s he, sir?” asked one of the
p'rc]mms, as he came running up to Mr. Stock-
dale.

“Over there!” said the HHousemaster,
pointing. “I am plad that you have come.

There 15 a great deal of exeitement heve,
and danger, too, probably.”
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The Form-master vanished amid a smother’

The Triangle was packed. Removites and
Fourth-I'ormers and Fifth-F'ormers had come
erowding out; they were all standing round
in a wide semi-circle. The gorilla, in the
meantime, was keeping his place against the
West House wall. 1lle was eyeing the ecrowd
cautiousiy, and he did not look particularly
dangerous. In fact, the larger the crowd,
the more the gorilla crouched back.

Just at that moment, when the men were
about to raise their guns to their shoulders,
Willy Hawdiorth arrived on the scene.

The cheery young leader of the Third Form
had been out with Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon. But he had heard a few rumours,
and he had come running back, Willy,
after one glance at the scene, darted forward.

“Go easy, there!” he shouted. “There’s
no need to shoot—yet!”

“Here!"” said one of the grooms. “Get
out of the way, young gent! You’re in
the line of fire!”

“And 1 mean to be!” said Willy grimly,
as he faced the two men with the guns.
“What’s the idea of this? That gorilla 8
valuable! He belongs to a circus in Ban-
nington !’

“He might kill some o’
gents!” replied one of the men.

to sheot him, and make sure—

““Shoot him be blowed!” interrupted Willy
indignantly. “The trouble is none of you
know how to treat animals! I don’t believe
he’s dangercus. There’s no need to be
scared because he looks ugly!”

And Willy, to the counsternation of every-
body, turned on his heel and walked straight
up to the West House wall, where the
gorilla was crouching!

these young
“We've got

LH)

CHAPTER 17.
Willy Does the Trick.

ANDJFORTH
MINOR " shouted
Mr. Stockdale, in
alarm. “Stand bacl,
you young rascall”
“Yes, come back, yvou young idiot!"” roared
Handforth. “Hi, Willy! You mustn’'t—"

But it was too late. Willy had reached
the gorilla’s side, and he was now grinning
cheerfully into the brute’s face. There was
something extraordinarily coo! about the
Third-Former’s action. He hadn't hesitated
for @ second; he hadn’t displayed the slightest
fear. lle walked up to the gorilla as though
he had known it for years.

“Come along, old follow—come along!” ho

said scothingly. “They’ve scared vou,
haven’t they? But it’s all right—you’re safe
enoueh1”

Perhaps there was something in Willy’s
voice-—somoe quality which the animal under-
stood. At all events, he made no attempt to
attack the fag. Ie simply remained motion-
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Hal Brewster and his two echums stared in dismay at the piece of cardboard propped up on the table,
for writien upon it were the words : *‘ Dished again ! Pcor old half-wits ! Nipper.”’

Jess, fixing his gaze upon Willy in a stead.
fast way.

“Come along, old fellow!” said Willy,
gently seizing the gorilla’s arm. *“We're
not going to hurt you. We're pals, aren’t
E:? Anyhow, 1if we’re not, we soon will

»

Everybody watched, fascinated.

‘This was a most unexpected development.
Nobody had had time to stop Willy, and it
would now have been a fatal mistake to make
a sudden rush. So the only thing was to
stand quite still, and look on—hoping for
the best.

The gorilla was quite capable of killing
Willy with practically one blow. Yet it was
impossible to shoot the animal, especially with
a shotgun, for Willy was t00 . close.

Surprisingly enough, the fag remained un-
harmed.

Most of the juniors knew that he had a
“way ” with him where animals were con-
cerned. It was almost uncanny. Willy had
several pets, and he could make them do
exactly as he pleased. They understood him
in the most astonishing fashion.

As Handforth major had often said, it was
just a gift—about the only gift that Willy

possessed !

“That’s better, isn't 1t?” said Willy
cheerily. “Don’t take any notite of thosc
fatheads, my lad! We're pals, and we’ll

And as for shooting

just ignore them, see?
you, the idea is duttyT You're as harmless

as a kitten!”

The gorilla looked at him inquiringly, and
almost with softness in its eyes. The fright-
ened look had gone, and the fangs were no
longer bared.

Willy had seen somcthing which the others
ha. miszed.

| in their wildest state,

The goriila was nearly worn out from ex-
lmustimlmand on. the top- of that, it was
frightened. Badly frigntened. The crowds
of Juniors, pressing round him and follow-
ing him about, had scared him severely.
Appmuztly he knew--inst-inctively, that Willy
w... a friend.

There was nothing of bravado in the fag’s
behaviour, however; he was unconscious “f
doing anything notewurt-hy. Willy took it
all as a matter of course. He understood
animals, and he was never nervous of them.
A savage dog, unapproachable by the majority
of people, could be easily won over by the
cheery leader of the Thlrd He had demon-
strated this many times.

Willy knew, too, that gorillas are not the
savage creatures that they are gencrally sup-
posed to be. In actual fact, gorillus are
generally timid, peace-loving creaturcs. Even
in the wvirgin forest,
they will seldom attack human beings.

This particular gorilla had probably never
seen a forest; the chances were that he
had been born in captivity, and a kindly
word acted like magiec.

“Come along!” said Willy, giving the
hairy arm a tug. )

The gorilla moved a step or two, as docile
as a puppy, but he paused and gazecl un-
certainly at the big semi-circle of watchers.

Vv;]ly nodded.

"They’re putting the wind up you, are
they 2 he said gruffly. “I thought so! Well,
we’ll soon alter that!”

He looked up, and found Mnr.
paratively near,

“You might clear the Triangle, sir,” he
said earnestly. *‘‘He’s all right, you know—
only a bit windy. He’ll be better if there
aren’t so many chaps looking on.”

Stokes com-
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“Upon my soul!” said Mr. Stokes. *“You

had better leave him, Handforth minor. 1le
might atlack you P
“Don’t you believe it, sir,” broke 1in

Willy.

“Ile’s as friendly as you like.”

“There 1s a crate hcre, which some of"

the boys have brought,” said Mr. Stokes.
“If you could induce the gorilla to enter
1t ”

»

- “He won’t need much inducing, sir,” said
AWWilly, “But I’'m afraid he won’t move until
the crowd has dispersed. The poor beggar
15 too frightencd. These chaps didn’t know
how to treat him.”

‘ Mr. Stokes turned, realising that Willy
had the matter well in hand,

“All you boys must get out of sight,”
he said quickly, *“Go indoors—or into the
squares. At any rate, get out of the Triangle,
and make as little noise as you can.”

“But my minor will get hurt, sir!” pro-
tested IHandforth. - '

“I think not,” said Mr. Stokes quietly.

Very unwillingly the crowds dispersed.
They went into the West Square and the
Iizst Square and through Big Arch into Inner
Court.
and into the lane. Anywhere, in fact, so
long as they became invisible.

Then, at last, when the Triangle was clear,
Willy grinned at his strange companion,

“That’s better, old man, isn't it?” he said
in a kindly voice. ‘“Now we'll sce what can
be done? 1 won't let them hurt you.”

Astonishingly enough, the hairy, ferocious-
looking brute unow accompanied Willy with-
out hesitation. It was really a remarkable
‘sight—this fag strolling across the Triangle,
arm in arm with the ungainly, fearsome-
looking gorilla.

“It’s a bit of a dirty trick, shoving you
in’ this erate, but I suppose it'll do for the
time being,” said Willy ecritically. *“Any-
h-ow, it’s strong enough.”

The gorilla walked right into the erate, and
then Willy closed the end, and secured a
number of ropes that had been placed ready.
He had done the whole thing with consum-
mafe ease.

“Great Scott!” breathed Nipper, who was
watching from behind one of the buttresses.

“Willy’s done it! The gorilla’s in the
crate!” .

“Well, I'm blessed!”

“That kid’s a wondcr!”

From all sides the juniors and seniors

came out, for it was clear that there was
now no danger.

“Hurrah!”

“Well done, Willy!"

Excited shouts were ringing out,
of the fellows were cheering, too.
forward, raising both his hands.

“Dry up!” he shouted urgently.

“You've done wonders, Willy!"’ said Full-
wood enthusiastically.

and many
Willy ran

Others svent through the main gates,
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“Never mind what I've done!”’ roared

Willy. “Why can’t you asses be quict? Do
you want to scare him again? 1f he gets
really desperate, he’ll soon smash this crate!
He’s harinless enough as loug as he’s treated
properly. And he doesn’t like a lot of
Noise.

Fortunately a diversion occurred at that
moment,

A light motor-van drove ir through the
cateway, and a few shouts went up when
it wae seen that a big empty cage was loaded
on the van,

NEXT WEDNESDAY Inwanananananan
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Scated beside the driver was a tall, lean
individual, rather flashily attired. HHe was
wearing an anxious expression—but his eyes
lighted up wjith relief and pleasure when he
caught sight of the crate standing there in
the Triangle,

“By gum, Jack, they’ve got him!"” he said
gladly.

“Looks like it, eir,”” sald the driver.

The tall man jumped down, and he ran

acrdss the Triangle until he reached the
crate. He was looking more relieved than

ever after he had given the gorilla a brief
inspection,

“It’s all right, sir—there’s nothing wrong
with him,” said Willy calmly.

“A bit tired, and scared,”’ nodded the tall
man. “Well, thank goodness he’s been
found. I've had a rare mightmare since yes-
terday, “one way and another.”
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Mr. Stokes and Mr. Stockdale and two or
three of the prefects aEpmached the stran er
“Does this animal belong to you?” as
Mr. Btokes briefly,

“Tt does, six ¥’ sald the other. “ My name’s

Wentworth — proprietor of Wentworth’s
Cirens.”

“Then I'm very glad y{)u ve come, Mr.
Wentworth,”” gaid the Housemaster. “ And I

can assure you that we shall be very pleased
if you will take this gorilla off the premises.

“You won’t be as pleased as I shall be,
gir!” said Mr. Wentworth heartily,

“MY ONLY
SAINTED

AUNT!"”

Poor Brewster !

He and the other Fourth-Formers at
the River House School have been ‘“ done
in the eye ’’ properly, and Nipper and his
;:heery supporters are crowing loud and
ong.

But is Brewster beaten ?

He is not !

Brewster is a determined sort ef chap,
and he means to get his own back on the
St. Frank’s Removites ‘“ or bust in the
attempt.”” And next week he thinks of an
idea ; a stanning, amazing, marvellous,
winner-all-the-way, mirth-making idea
which has Nipper & Co. groggy immedi-
ately and completely T

This yarn is absolutely a top-notcher,
written in Edwy Searles Brooks’ very
brightest and hest style.

“THE CRUISE OF

BLUE BIRD!”

More stirring chapters of this gripping
adventure serial,

ORDER iN ADVANCE'!

THE

CHAPTER 18,
The Reward !

circus proprietor
Hht ar\d the van driver,
ﬂ_l assisted by one or

two of the St

Frank’s masters, had

10 difficulty in transferring the gorilla from
the crate to the strong cage on the van.
After the door of the cage was bolted and
locked there was a general feeling of satis-

faction.
“You’re all right now, Kruger, bﬂ}f *? gaid
Mr. Wentworth rnrxtentﬂdjy “You've had

your ru,

_ Inui you've cost me a pretty penny,
too! St

I'm glad to get you back again.”

-
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The gorilla sat hunched inside the cage,
quite docile.
“Well, it’s a very rummy thing,”” said
Mr. Wentworth a8 he turned to Mr. Stokes

and the otlers. “I’ve never known Kruger
to do anything like this before. He's a
nervous sort of animal, and he doesn’t usually
like excitement. I can’t understand what
made him come into this school.”

“How did you know he was here, Mr.
Wentworth ?” asked Nipper.

“Heard it down in the village,”” replied
the circus proprietor. “I’ve been going all
over the countryside, chasing here, there,
and everywhere. Somebody in the village
told me that the gorlla was here at the
school, so 1 came along at once.’

“We are very glad to see you here,”
marked Mr. Stokes dryly.

“And we can explain how tha gmllla got
into the school,” said I \1pper “We brought
him in.’

“The deuce did !I”
Stokes, staring.

“Not intentionally, sir,” said Nipper. “ You
see, there was a bit of a jape on, and we
collared a big packing case from—well, from
somebody.”

“We’ll let it go at that,”
Stokes.

“And I can only think that the box must
have been standing in the wood, or behind
a hedge,” suggested Nipper. “Perhaps the
gorilla got in without Brew I mean,
pmhap& “the gorilla got in without the other

aps knowing anything about it. They
must have shut him in, and nailed the hd
down, without having a suspicion of what
they had done.”

“That’s very likely,” said Mr. Wentworth.
“Kruger has always had a fancy for getting
into boxes and things. It’s one of his
favourite dodges. In fact, he does a trick, in
the ring with a box. Crawls into it, and
closes the lid down on himself, and then
waits until he’s told to come out.”’

“Well, of course, that explains it,”’ said
Mr. Stokes. “The poor brute found this
box, and went through his usual perform-
ance. I don’t think it would be advisable
to make any very close inquiries,”” ho added
dryly. “I am quite satisfied that the gorilla
was brought into the scheol unintentionally.™

“ And how did you manage to get him into
that eratc?” asked Mr. Wentworth curiously,

Ie-

you ejaculated Mr.

murmured Mr.

“This youngster did it—e ntlmiy alone,”’
| sard Mr. tuke:: mm{.atmg Wil

“Oh, cheese it, sir gmwlecf Willy, “1
was hupmg you w Dull?iﬂ t say anything about
it,’

“Theu ‘ou were hoping in valn, young
man,” said Mr. Stokes. “Upon my word}
I’ve never seen anything like 1t! Crowds of

boys were attempting to catch the gorilla,
Mr. Wentworth, and we were, indeed, on tha
point of shootine the animal.”’
“That would h'm- been bad,”” said the
circus proprietor. “Not that I wasn’t half
expecting it. The police. told me, plainly,
that the animal wuan be shot on sight.”
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“But this youngster walked up to him,
made friends, and induced him to go into the
crate,” emiled Mr. Stokes. “I wish you had
been herc to see it.”

Mr. Wentworth at Willy with
genuine intercet.

“And how did you do it, young ’un?”
he asked. .

“If it’s all the same to you, sir, I'd rather
not  discuss the matter,”” replied Willy,
“Thero was nothing 1n 1t at all—-absolutef’y
nothing. I could sce that the poor thing
was tired and frightened, and so 1 spoke to
him kindly. How else would you speak to
animals? I'm blessed if 1 can understand
what all the fuss is about!”

And Willy thrust his hands into his pockets,
and walked off, thoroughly annoyed. .

Mr. Stokes chuckled.

“He’s a very matter-of-fact youngster,”
he explained, to the circus proprietor. “And
he has a wonderful way with animals. I’d
like to know if he was in any rcal danger.”

Mr. Wentworth glanced at the gorilla.

“Well, now that he's safely locked away in
that cage I micht as well be perfectly frank,”
he said,  “When Kruger 1is tired and
irritated he’s likely to be a bit dangerous.
You surprise e when you tell me that that
youngster handled hun so easily.”

“] think that Ilandiorth minor has sur-
prised us all!” put in Mr. Stockdale, with
velicf.  “The boy’s bchaviour was simply
remarkable.  And the strangest thing about
it all was that he did it in ‘the most un-
conscious way. I am convinced that he had
no idea of auy danger.”

“Well, thege’s the matter of this reward,”
said M. %{'untworth_ pulling out a big
bundle of currency notes. “I've got the
gorilla back, and I want to pay over the
twenty-five pounds reward. Cheap at the
price, too! I never drecamed that I should
ot the old fellow .back alive.”

“The reward, ch?” said Reggie Pitt
briskly. “This is where we come in, sir!”

“Yes, rather!” chorused a number of other
Removites,

Mr. Stokes chuekled.

“I1 think I'll leave you in the hands of
these boys, Mr. Wentworth,” he said. “They
certainly did all the capturing, and I sup-
pose they are entitled to the reward.”

“Well, I n::-n];,r waut to give it to the ones
who earned it,”” said the circus proprietor,

Mr. Stokes and the other masters walked
away, and in a very short time order was
yestored in the Triangle; Nipper & Co. ]
gathered round Mr. Wentworth, and they
were looking pleased and happy.

“Well, it’s our reward, you chaps,” said

looked

Nipper. . “We brought the gorilla into the
school, and we can claim the twenty-five

quid.”

“But who am 1 to give it to?” asked Mr.
Weuntworth, puzzled.

“I'mm the Iorm captain, sir, so you can
leave it in my charge,” replied Nipper
promptly.

“By George!” grinned Handforth. “This
is on¢ in Lhe eye for Brewster & Co.! They |
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| captured the giddy gorilla, strictly speaking

—but we grab the reward!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We thought we were raiding a wireless
sef—and  we’ve really raided twenty-five
quid!” said Nipper, with a chuckle. “That’s
right, sir—vou can hand it to me. It’ll be

| quite safe.”

Mr. Wentworth placed the bundle of notes
in Nipper’s hand.

“Yes—quite sale,”” he agreed dryly. “Bafe
for about half an hour, eh? I kuow what
boys are, when they get hold of some money.
Well, it's none of my business. 1've got my
gorilla, and you’'ve got the reward. So
we're all satished, eh?”

““Yes, rather, sir!»

Shortly afterwards the wvan drove out of
the Triangle, and the whole incident was
over. lfortunately, nobody had been hurt,
and tho damage in the laboratory was only
trivial,

My, Horace Pyeraft had vanished. As a
matter of fact, he was in bed, wrapped in
blankets. He was not likely to suffer any-
thing worse than a slight cold as a result of
his ducking, however, As for Professor
Tucker, he had preobably forgotten tho whole
imcident by this time; he was back again in
his problems.

And so Mr. Beverley Stokes and the other
masters, after a short consultation, decided
to let the whole matter drop. When all was
said and done, the Removo hkad captured the
gorilla in the first instance, and so the Re-
move was entitled to the reward,

&

¥

CHAPTER 19.
Not a Bad Day’s Work !

@ HUBBY HIEATII was
= red with indignation.
\ “It’s all rot!” he
w” protested. “You're
- crazy, Willy! You're

off your silly rocker!”

Willy Handforth glared.

“Sav that again!” he said threateningly.

Chubby gulpcd.

“Well, it's not fair!” he amended, “If
you're not off your rocker, you must be up
the pole!» ;

“You silly ass!” roared Willy
making it worse!”

“1I can’t help it!” said Chubby Ileath.
“That reward is yours, Willy, and you
ought to jolly well claimn 1t!”

“Of course you ought!” said Juicy Lemon
excitedly, |

“Twenty-five quid!"” said Owen minor in
a frantic voice. “T'wenty-five qud, you
know! And those fat-headed Remove chaps
have got it! It's really ours!”

“Yours ?"” repeated Willy, staring.

“ Not—not ¢xactly ours,” said Owen minor,
“Still, it’s yours, Willy!”

“I don’t choose to claim’ ™ ift!”
Willy coldly. “And as you fcllows

fre

“You're

replied
don’t
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come into the picture at all, the thing’s
settled. Understand?” he added aggres.
sively, * Settled!”

'The fags were nearly besides themselves.

They were gathered in a corner of the
Triangle, and they had been holding an in-
dignation meeting. It struck them that the
whole thing was wrong. Willy had really
captured the gorilla, and yet the Remove had
grabbed the reward! It was, to put it mildly,
gutrageous,

“I'm blessed if I can understand you!”
sald Juicy Lemon mournfully.  “Only this
morning, Willy, you were complaining that
you were nearly broke!” -

“Yes, and you were talking of touching
your major for five bob!” said Chubby.

“That’s quite true,” he agreed. *“ What
about it 7"

“Now vou've got a chance of getting

qiids, and you won't even look at 1t!”
protested Chubby. )
“Of course T won’t!” said Willy, “What

I did was nothing. Do you think I'm going
to claim money just because I said a few soft
words to a giddy gorilla 7
“That’s not the point—'
“Yes, it is!” said Willy. “I don’t make
pals with animals because I want money for
it! I don’t like the idea of the thing!” he
added obstinately. ' So you can all dry up!”

“Well, it’s not fair!” said Owen minor
bitterly., “It’s not fair to us! We were ex-
pecting a feed——"

“Then you can expect!” broke in Willy.
“Of all the nerve! 1 should like to know
what you fellows have done #”

“Well, you see »

“I see a crowd of asses!” said Willy tartly,
“If you chaps had given a hand with the
capture, I should have eclaimed part of the
reward as the Third’s share. But the Third
did nothing.”

“You're the captain of the Third!” argued
Chubby Heath.

‘““And, as captain of the Third, I refuse to
take any money for being pally with that
gorilla!” retorted Willy. “ And if any more
of ‘'you chaps talk to me on the subject again,
I shall get busy with my fists!”

The Third gave it up.

At precisely this same moment, half the
Remove was gathered round the Ancient
House steps. They were crowding round
Nipper, and they were all looking excited and
cager. It was nearly tea-time, and the juniors
had visions of a luxurious spread. With so
much money, they could have something
extra special in the way of feeds.

“Twenty-five quid will go a long way,”
said Handforth with satisfaction. ““Even if
we divide it equally throughout the whole
,Rem,?'re, wo shall have over ten bob each

“But the whole Remove didn’t help in the
capture,” gaid Jimmy Potts, grinning., “In
fact, lots of fellows have been out all the

afternoon, and don’t even know anything |

about 1t,"”

“The money ought to be shared amongst
all- the chaps who raided Brewster & Co.,”
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said Reggie Pitt firmly. “That’s the only
fair way to divide it.”

Nipper chuckled.

“Well, we don’t want to have any quarrcl-
ling over the giddy spoils,” he said.
“Besides, what about Willy 7

“Willy ?” repeated Ilandforth, with a start.

“Yes,” nodded Nipper. ‘““Where does he
comoe in 7"

“By George! I'd forgotten Willy!” said
Edward Oswald, *“But now I come to think
of it, he ought to have & bit, eh? After all,
he persuaded the gorilla to go into that
crate.”

“Exactly!” said Nipper, with another
chuckle. “It was Willy, in fact, who really

made the capture.”
“Let’s give him a fiver,

]

suggested some-

body.
“We'll be fair about it,” said Nipper
thoughtfully, * Strictly speaking, Brewster &

Co. ought to have the reward——"

“Rats!”

“Cheese it, Nipper!”

“But as we raided that box the reward is
ours!” proceeded Nipper calmly.

“That’s better!”

“We brought the gorilla to St. Frank’s,
and, if you look at it like that, we can right-
fully claim the reward,” continued Nipper.
“But, after all, it was Willy who did the
final deed. So I’'m going to suggest that we
should go halves.”

*“And I sccond the proposal,” said Hand-
forth heartily. * Fourteen quid each!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Your mental arithmetic is rotten, Handyv,”
said Nipper. “I suppose you mean twelve
pound ten each 7*’

“Xh?” said Handforth, colouring. *Oh,
well! What’s the difference ?”’

Some of the Remove fellows looked dis-
appointed, but they could not very well
grumble. It was certainly a fact that Willy
had figured very largely in the capture.

“Come on, then—we'll get it over,” said
Nipper.

He counted out half the money, and walked
across the Triangle to the spot where Willy
& Co, were standing. Some of the other
Remove fellows walked over, too.

“Just a minute, Willy,” said Nipper.
“Here's some money for you,”

“Money !” shouted the fags in one voice.

“Half the reward,” said Nipper.

“Hurrah!”

“There you are, Willy!” yelled Chubby
Heath, “These Remove chaps have done the
decent thing! It isn’t even necessary for vou
to claim the tin!”

Willy shook his head, - |

“If you're giving me this money because 1
induced that gorilla to go into the crate, I'm
not taking it!” he said bluntly.

“But my dear young ass »

“T'm not taking it!” said Willy firmly,

“It’s a present from the Remove, then,”
smiled Nipper. ‘I think T understand your

oint of view, my son, and I entirely approve.
ut surely you’re not going to refuse if the
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Remove chooses to treat the Third to a feed,
are you "

Willy looked doubtful for a moment, then
Jie grinned.

“Well, if you put it like that, it’s dil-
ferent,” he said cheerfully. “The Remove
won the reward for capturing the gorilla—
but the Remove is going to invite tho Third
to a big feed. ¢ch 7” :

“That's it!"” nodded Nipper.

“Good man!” said Willy, taking the
moncy. “We won't bother you to buy our
supplies, so we'll take the cash.”

** Hurrah!”

“Uood old Remove!”

“Three cheers for Nipper!”

“Dry up, wvou young asses!” grinned
Nipper. *“I don’t want any of your cheers!”

So everybody was pleased. At least,- the
Remove and the Third were pleased: the
Fourth felt decidedly out of it. But, then,
the Fourth had done absolutely nothing, so
1}1({}' could not presume to make the slightest
claim.

Tea that evening promised to be a feed of
feeds—thanks, in the main, to Iial Brewster
& Co.!

CHAPTER 20.

Too Awful for Words !

O you think it’ll be
safe?” asked Glynn
dubiously.
IEAE

houses !”

safe as
paid Hal
Drewster.

About a dozen River House juniors paused
outside the main gateway of St. Frank’s. It
was just about tea-time, and they had
decided to come along to St. Frank’s to do
a little “crowing.” The victory was theirs,
and they thought it would be just as well
to let Nipper & Co. know that they were
fully aware of their triumph.

“They might scrag us if we go in,” said
Kingswood.

“Too many of wus,” replied Brewster.
““Besides, we can have our handkerchiefs
in our hands.”

“Do you think they'll recognise them as
white flaps?” asked Ascott. ;

“If 1 know anything about your handker-
chiefs, T doubt 1t!” replied Hal Brewster,
with convietion,

“You silly ass

“Still, we can have a try!” grinned
Brewster., “And my handkerchief is pretty
clean, anyhow.”

They couldn’t resist the temptation of
going in and blandly inquiring how their
rivals had enjoyed the wireless programme
that afternoon, In the opinion ¢f Brewster
& kCo._, the result would be well worth the
risk.

It might have .struck the St. Fraak’s fel-
lows as remarkable that the River House
juntors had heard rothing of the surprising

L} ]

1

|

to beat a rapid reireat.
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events that had taken place that afternoon.
Yet it was not remarkable at all.

After the scrap in the lane, Brewster &
Co. had gone back to the River House
School, and they had been playing football.
Now that the game was over, they were
free to come along and make sarcastic in-
quiries. As they had come over the fields,
and along the towing path, they had met
nobody from the village; they hadn’t even
encountered a Bt. Frank’s fellow. So they
arrived at the old school totally oblivious of
the gorilla episode.

“I suppose we’d bette: go straight into the
Ancient House, ¢h?” suggested Glynn, as
they walked across the Triangle. *There’s
nobody about, and it would be rather good to
barge into Nipper's study——"

“Hold on!” said Brewster.
body !”

The tall, lean figure of William Napoleon
Browne emerged from the Ancient lIHouse.
The Fifth Form skipper eyed the visitors
with grave misgiving. '

“Brothers, brothers, what is thig T see?”
he exclaimed, pained. “Let me urge you
The coast may be
clear at the moment, but 1 can assure you
that the enemy battalions are comparatively
near at hand——"

““Cheese it, Browne!” grinned DBrewster.
“Can’t you see that wé’re here under the
white flag?”’ ;

And the River House fellows waved their
handkerchiefs.

“I am thankful for the reminder, Brother
Brewster,” said Browne gracefully. *“You
will pardon my error, but, for the moment,
I had a suspicion that you had come from
a funeral.”

“A funeral ?” ejaculated Ascott, staring.

““These various picces of black erépe,” ex-,
plained Browne, indicating the handkerchiefs.

“You funny, lanky chump!” said Brew-
ster, grinning in spite of himself. *‘We’ve
come here to have a laugh at Nipper & Co.’s
expense.” '

“Indeed ?” said Browne, with interest. *I
rather thought that Nipper & Co. were in-
clined to laugh at yours! However, we are
all liable to make these little blunders.”

“Of course, you haven’t heard about the
jape we played,” said Kingswood, with a
chuckle. ‘' But we're going td Nipper’s study
now—-—

“I am afraid that such a quest will be
hopeless,” interrupted Browne. ‘I have it
on the best authorvity that Study C is now
bleak and bare. There are no cheery cries
ol Pass the sardines,” or ‘Chuck us the
muflins.” Iowever, if you venture into the
Common-room, I have no doubt that you,
will be more successful. The clans have
gathered, and I fear, alas, that there will be
an appalling epidemic of indigestion later on.”

Browne nodded in a kindly way to the
visitors, and passed on.

“He's a funny sort of -ass, but we know
where to find the bounders now, anyhow,”

“ Here's some-

Eh
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said Brewster. "“Come along—we’ll go to
the Common-room.”

*“And don’t forget to show your handker-
chiefs)” said Ascott, turning to the others.

They invaded the Ancient Jlouse, and
within a few moments they arrived at the
Common-room. They strode straight in.
Every River House fellow held his handker-
chief in front of him,.

“Pax!” said Brewster briskly, as he
entered. *“ Respect the white flag, you
chaps!”

“Welcome, old scouts!” said Nipper, as a
{{ell of laughter went up from all the other
emovites, “My dear chaps, you couldn’t
have ecome at a better moment. You can
stand there and watch the lions feed!”

**Ha, ha, hal” _
"No larks, now!” said Kingswood
cautiously. “You won’t jump on us, will
I*S‘J
you ?

*“ As skipper of the Remove, I give you my
word that you are perfectly safe,” replied
Nipper gemally. “ You came here “under the
white ﬂag——and that stands good with us.’

Brewster & Co. looked about them with
wonder—and with keen  disappointment.
Everybody was smiling; everybody was
happy. There wasn’t the slightest sign of
indignation or discontent.

“Well, my hat!” said Brewster. "You
fellows seem to be having a pretty good
tnne' Has sumebody come into a fortune?”

“Not exactly,” replied Nipper. ‘“We're
just having a feed, that’s all.”

The River House fellows looked at the
good things that were rapidly being de-
molished on every hand. By all appearances,

this was a feast of feasts.
' “What’s the idea, then?”

Nipper rose to his feet.

“1 suggest, all you fellows, that we should
drink Brewster’s health |” he said boisterously.
*“He, as the donor of this feast——"

“The which 7"’ broke in Brewster, staring.

“The donor.”

asked Ascott.

“What the dickens do you mean—the
donor 7
“Well, dear old son, you supplied the

cash  for 55‘3 spread, didn’t you?”’
- Nipper blandly.

HI?”

“Yes, of couuﬁ'-

“What on earth——"

“ But perhaps vou don’t know the details 7"
said Nipper, with excessive politeness. “Did
vou, by any chance, lcave that packing-case
i the wood this afternoon, Brewster?”

Hal Brewster grinned.

“We came about that packing-case!l” he

agked

said. ‘“What did you think of the wireless
sei 7"

“Ha. ha, ha!” yelled the other River
House fellows, '

But, somechow, the laugh seemed to go
ﬂ:tt.

“You haven’t answered my question,” said
Nipper. *“Did you leave that big packing-
case in the wood—alone 7"
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~ “Well, yes,” replied Brewster, after think-
ing for a moment. “It was alone for five
or ten minutes. But what about it?"”

“Nothing much—except that the escaped

gorilla got into that packing-case,” said
Nipper, with a grin.
“What 7"

“Honest Injun!” said Nipper, nodding:

“That—that gorilla got——"" Brewster
paused, his mouth agape. ‘‘But—but we
filled it full of logs!’ he burst out.

“1 don’t know what, you filled it with, but
when we opened it, it was full of gonl[a‘”
chuckled Reggie P;Lt “The beggar must
have got in while your backs were turned,
and then you carelessly nailed him down!™

“My only Aunt Martha!” breathed Hal
Brewster, reeling,

“Of course, we had a bit of a dance with
the merchant, but in the end we collared

him,” explained Nipper. “Willy, of the
Third, helped, but that’s only a detail.
You'll be pleased to hear, Brewster,

that we mﬂarg the twenty-five quid reward.”

“The reward!” yelled the River House
fellows in strangled voices,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And this is the result!” added Nipper,
waving his hand towards the spread.

“But—but it’s ours!” roared Brewster,
turning red. “If that gorilla got into our
box, we——"

“ Exactly,” murmure. Nipper. “But, don’t
you see, we raided the box—and as we really
made the capture, the rewsrd became ours.
1t was very decent of you, Brewster to work
thet jape. We’re having a high old time,
thanks|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Try again!” grinned Handforth. “You
thought. you had us on toast—and we’ve got
yor on toast! It was your jape, but we've
got the laugh over youl”

And the Remove laughed—Iloudly, and at
great length.

Hal Brewster gave his companions a
sickly look, and then all the River House
juniors crawled away. When full realisation
dawned upon them, they could have gnashed
their teeth with helpless rage.

Once again they had been “done brown.”

They had actually captured that gorilla, but
the St Frank’s fellows had bagged the
reward !

It was a bitter pill to swallow—and it only
served to intensify the rivalry between the
two schools.

THE END.

(Nipper & Co. have certainly scored a
great triumph this week; dul wait until
next. Brewster & Co. won't take this sct-
back lying down, you can bet, and soon
they'll be after the St. Frank's fellows
blood. Amazing—and amusing!—things
happen at St. Frank's, as you will see for
yoursclves when you read next Wednesday's
grand, long, complete yarn, which is
| entitled, “ My Only Sainted Aunit!”’)

G ook
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S BETWEEN 1287
OURSELVES @

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READERS

jority,

The Edior,
LIBRARY,

[ E. S. BROOKS The

OU mention the subject of long or

-l short series—Ronald (. Beecham

(Toronto). Which de you, yourself,

like the better? Here is a subject

which lots of readers can mention in. their

letters to me. The more I know of your

wants, the better chance I have of pleasing
you.

* * -*

I’'m sorry you've forgotten that story—
Reg. T. Staples (Walworth)—in which the
word ‘““had ” appears consecutively so many
times. I have never heard it myself, but
you tell me that plenty of readers are sure
to know it. If so, I would like one of them
to write to me, giving the yarn. I always
enjoy your letters, Reg., old man; they are
very refreshing and brainily worded. T shall
reaﬁy have to think about producing a
story, as you suggest, with Nipper taking
the leading part. No, not a story, but a
whole series. I wonder how the majority
of readers would like it? A whole series,
with Nipper right bang in the front?

* * *

I'm not quite sure about that “Ilow Much
Do You Know About St. Frank’s ” idea—
Jamies Campbell (Edinburgh). The Editor
will probably start a feature of this sort if
a sufficient number of you readers express a
desire to have it. There are five Houses at
St. Frank’s—Ancient House, Modern House,
West House, East House, and School House.
The latter is not a boarding House, as you
probably know.

» S

Just a word to all you boys and girls (bless
your hearts!) who are sending me regular
weelﬂf letters. I'd like to make it clear
that I can’t refer to you by name in these
columns every week. It really depends upon
the subject matter of your letters. Naturally,
they are all interesting to me, but I can only
deal on this page with subjects which are
likely to tickle the interest of the majority.
But, if you escape mention here, you're
bound to get a letter from me through the
post every now and again. By “every now
and again ” I mean once in a while—or, as
yvou will probably call it, once in a blue moon!

NOTE.—If any reader writes to me I |
shall be pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are likely lo intercsi the ma-
Al lelters shouwld be addressed .
EDWY SEA?%S BROOKS,

Farringdon Street,

clo
NELSON LEE
Fleetway House,
LONDON. ECA

p— -

SYDNEY OLDHAM

I appreciate your well-meant criticism—
“"R. L." (Holloway)—but you must remember
that my job is to write the kind of stull
that i1s best liked by the majority of our
readers. And, really, I don’t think many
others will agree with you that Willy Hand-
forth and Edward Oswald Handforth should
be dropped out of the stories. You don't
actually say this, but you imply it
Curiously enough, Vivian Travers—whoir
you dislike so much—is very popular with
the majority of recaders. But not being a
super-man, I cannot please everybody.

* & *

1

|
You seem to be aunother reader who does

not like old Handy, Rose Colman
(Canonbury). Now, I wonder if all ou
readers think that there is too much of

Handforth in the stories? This is a point
which I should very much like to be settled.
#* #* *

Handforth’s birthday—Harry Bodison
(Birkenhead)—is April 18th. '
* * #*

You can have that snap taken as soon as
you like—Btanley Thompson (Southampton).
Send it along to me, and I will, in return,
send you an autographed photo of myself.
And this applies to everybody else, of course.
The more recaders’ photos I can collect, the
better I shall like 1t. My albums are filling
up very nicely.

* : ] *

Go ahead—John  Butcher (Chadwell
Heath). Correspond with me as regularly
as you like, although you mustn’t be down-
hearted if it is a bit onesided. But you
know I shall always be pleased to get vour
letters, and you can ask as many questions:
as you like concerning St. IFrank’s and its
occupants.

-
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IF IT’°S THRILLS YOU WANT, THIS IS THE YARN TO SUIT YOU!

INTRODUCTION

ON PAGE 39

By COUTTS BRISBANE

-
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Already Jack and Ned bave experienced many exciling and perilous
adveniures during their cruise through Southern Scas, but 1his week they

encounter what must surely be the most exciting and pertlous of all.

For

ihey find themselves trapped on the lava-sirewn side of an ertpting volcano !

B
Salvage !
HI. boat raced back to the encamp-
ment. It seemmed but a minute or two
before she had taken aboard the re-

Jack, roused
grecting Trotter
Then the

mainder of the men.
from sleep, tumbled aboard,
and Coombes with astonishment.
boat set out once more, turned the point—
and saw the Blue Bird plugging her way
through the gate of the ]d"“(’)ﬁ]

For the convicts had scen the entter dis-
appear, and guessed that another attack was
coming, They had made haste to fly.

Outside a heavy sea was still running.
Pitching heavily, the Blue Bird forged out
of the gals way.

“Pull!” roared Manby, but already he
knew that the chance of success was gone,

To shoot etraight and board the schooner
was comparatiyely easy in the smooth lagoon,
but exccedingly difficult when boat and Ehlp
were tossing in a heavy sea.

None the less, he opened fire. Ned and

Jack and Tretter, with a borrowed rifle,
blazed away also, though with =no wvizible
cffect.  The boat gained, however, the men

pulling furiously.

“IKeep at it! Spurt! We'll get "em yet!”

L
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The rifles cracked. There came a reply
from the schooner. Several men, lying Hat
on the deck, fired from the stern just as tho
boat rosc or: a wave. There was a thud and
a ripping sound at the bows, water came
streaming in,  Once again luck was with the
convicts. A bullet had torn along one of the
bow strakes, gashing an opening a couple of
feet in 1@11gfh throngh which the sea poured.

Coombes stripped off his jacket and tried
to stop the leak, but the plank gave to the
pressure,

“No go, sir!” he shouted.

And there’s a squall coming!

Reluctantly Manby had to admit that it
was useless to continue the pursuit. A heavy
shower of rain swirled down wupon them,
blotting out the schooner; the wind howled
furiously., There wasn’t a moment to be lost.
Watching his opportunity, he gave an order;
the boat was pulled round between seas .'.md.
driven by the blast of the squall, tossed back
through the opening of the lagoon, and was
rowed back to camp with half her crew bail-
irs to keep her afloat.

They beached her and got ashore. Depres-
sion succeceded the momentary exhilaration
of the chase,

“We can’t do
P

it.
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“I thought my luck had changed, that I

had made a fortune,” said Manby bitterly.
“And there it goes! My ship, a load of
first-cluss shell, and a safe full of pearls
tha: would have set us up for life, all gone.
And poor Sinclair i3 a prisoner of those scoun-
drels, doomed to die as soon as they have
no further use for him., If only 1 could
save him, I'd willingly sacrifice the ship and
the pearls, but the chances are those fellows
will lose the ship and themselves out therc
amongst the reefs.”

“But we’ve got a chance yet, dad,” put in
Jack. "Mr. Sinclair will try to save the
ship. He has the chart you made of the
peesage through the reefs. There’s quite a
lot of clear water before they get to the
worst part. Maybe he’ll wait about, tacking
to and fro till this blow 1s over. And 1if we
caa’t go after them in the boat, what about
getting the ’plane up? The motors won't
be badly damaged if we get it up quickly,
will they, Mr. Trotter ?”

““No. And the petrol tanks are strong.
They should hold out. But I don’t quite
sce how we're to get the ’bus up without
lighters and hoisting tackle,” replied Trotter
gloomily. -

“You don’t, eh?” shouted Captain Manby,
suddenly recovering himself. *Then, young
fellow-medad, you’ve still got a bit to learn
from an old hand. It can be done.
got the tide to help us. There’'s a twelve-
foot rise here, and we can do a goed deal
wi'' that. Timo, take all the men who are
fit. Cut down trees. Cork trees—any light
wood—enough for two big ralts, savee? Cut
plenty creepers for lashing. You boys scoot
up to the French huts and see if there arc
any barrels, or kegs, or cordage. Take Ah
Moy, fetch anything that’s likely to be handy
down to the beach. Jump to it. Trotter
and Coombes, come along with me m the
dinghy and we’ll investigate the ’plane. A
jou ot real work’ll do you good, my boys.”

“That’s more like your old form, sir,”
replied Trotter, with a grin. *“Here’s for it.”

Everybody was suddenly busy. Timo led
the men into the bush beyound the spot
where they had camped. The axes rang on
trunks. Captain Manby and the airmen got
the dinghy into the water and pulled away.
Jack and Ned and Ah Moy went off at a

We've |
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trot through the bush and presently reached
the French huts.

The doors stocod open. The two smalier
huts proved to be emipty of anything useful.
They had been used merely as sleeping places,
and contained nothing but piles of dricd
grass, dirty blankets, and an aucient smell.
But the larger hut, which had been the
eating aud living-room, contained a quantity
of things that had evidently been salved
from the wreck of the ill-starred convict ship.

There were half a dozen good-sized barrels
that had once held the wine rations of the
ship’s crew, a good deal of rope of vartous
thicknesses, scveral blocks, bolts and cleats
that had becn part of the vessel’s rigging, a
grating or two, and a few light spars.

“Shlip breakee up. Thlem fella bling
piecee,” murmured Ah Moy. ** Allee goadce.
Bling alongee beach. Rollce balell dlown.
Me walkee piecee stlick.”

He picked up a couple of the spars and
staggered off with them while the boys
rolled a barrel apiece after him. They re-
turned for others, and in the course of half
an hour bad all the stuff piled just above
high-water mark. :

Captain Manby and tha airmen, rewurning
from the inspection of the ’plane, came
ashore and looked the pile over.

“Capital!” exclaimed Maunby. *We’ll find
a use for all this. Things aren’t so bad as
they- might have been. Those fellows were
in too much hurry. They sunk the ’plane
in about five fathoms, and 1 think we’ll be
able to get her up tairly easily. Ah Moy,
put good plugs in those barrels instead of the
bungs. See that they fit well. Then come
back to camp and cook firh., You boys come
aboard and we’ll leave you to catch ’em.”

The work progresscd at a great rate. The
men hardly stopped to eat, for they all
understood that the chance of regaining the-
ship hung on the speed with which they
got the ’plane into working order again.

Trotter chimbed a tall tree and returned
to report that the schooner was hove to some
three miles away, and that the weather was
moderating,

“But that volcano of yours scems to be
waking up,” he added. *“We saw a bit of
smoke from it as we came along this morn-
ing, but there scems to be a lot more now.

CAPTAIN MANBY is skipper of the schooner
Blue Bird, which is bound for the Malea
atolls, in the Southern Pacific. He is
accompanied by his son

JACK MANBY, and his nephew

NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving boys.
From a native Captain Manby has learned
that in these atolls is an uncharted
island—supposed to be practically inacces-
sible—the lagoon of which is full of pearl
shell. The captain is successful in filnding
this unknown island; and to his surprise
discovers that it is inhabited by a number
of French castaways. At first they are
friendly, but later, when Captain Manby
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WHAT'S ALREADY HAPPENED:

finds out what they really are—ship-
wrecked couvicts—their attitude changes
and they capture the Blue Bird and its
valuable cargo. The conviets man the
schooner and she starts to sail out of the
lagoon. 'The captain decides to give chase
in a cutter. In addition to the majority
of his crew, he is accompanied by two air-
men named Trotter and Coombes, who
have arrived on the scene and whose seca-
plane has been sunk in the Ilagoon.
“Row!" yells Manby excitedly. “1f we can
get her before she reaches the open sea,
we have a chance yet. Row!”
(Now read on.)
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I hope we're not going to have an eruption;’_;d?aft moved towards the sandbank, impelled

*Oh, blow the volcano!” snapped Captain
Manby. “Give an eye to the lashings of
those rafts. They must be strong and we
raustn’t miss this afternoon’s ebb. Jump to
it.ij

They jumped, for the old Navy training
made them swift and handy. As the light
fogs were rolled down to the water they
were bound together with tough creepers and
made thoroughly secure with a final lashing
of rope. In an incredibly short time, two
rafts floated by the shore.

“Now those spars will come in handy to
rig sheers, We secure the rafts about eight
feet apart, rig the sheers over the gap be-
tween, sccure the ’plane, hoist her as far as
we can at low tide, then, at flood, tow -the
raft and the ’plane suspended to it to a bank
where she’ll be left high and dry at the next
low tide. And then we shan’t be long repair-
ing her floats, 1 hope.”

““No, sir. If only those brutes didn’t
damage the propeller or the fuel tanks, we
shan’t be long getting after them,” replied
Trotter. ““Will you have these crosspieces
secured about here, sir?”

“Yes.,” Manby lent a hand, his Kanakas
jumping about like monkeys to obey him.

Then the sheers were rigged, the tackle put
in place, and the double raft was shoved ofl
and slowly rowed up the lagoon with the
dinghv towing 1t.

The big shark cruised past,
accompanied them.

“Better discourage that brute. The men
will have to do a bit of diving to secure the
tackle,” said Trotter.

Jack had brought his rifle. Waiting a
chance when the shark came olose, he let
drive and scored its hide with a bullet. Away
it went, disappearing at speed, and was seen
no more that day.

The tide was now ebbing fast, and it
needed a good deal of carcful manccuvering
to bring the raft exabtly over the sunken
’plane, which was clearly visible through the
clear water, though the light was failing.
The cutter’s grnpnel and a heavy chunk of
rock anchored it in place, then over went
Big Timo and a couple of other men, after
they had been ecarefully instructed how to
fasten the ropes.

Thev had to dive several times, but at
last the ’plane was secured, and all hands
heaved on the tackle. The ’plane lifted from
the bottom. Supported by the water, she
wasn't an unmanageable weight, and the
combined strength of the crew hoisted her

some way.,

“'Vast heaving! That’ll do, I think,”
said Manby at last. *“This tackle won’t
stand a greater strain. Now we stand by
and wait for the tide to turn. Over yonder
is a good bank of sand. We'll try to get

he: there.”

Slowly the tide began to make. It gathered
strength, running up the lagoon in loug
ripples and bringing in a multitude of fish.
The anchors were got in, and slowly the

turned “and

by the oars and guided by the dinghy.

The sun sct, darkness came, but Manby
provided a number of torches, and by this
light the raft, with its dependant burden,
was finally brought to the sandbank. ‘Lhere,
a?f the ’plane grounded, the raft was cast
off.

““She’ll lie here sweetly enough. Now for
an eyeful of sleep,” said Manby. " We need
it. And by next ebb we’ll have your bird
safe, or 1I'm a Dutchman.”

They paddled back to camp, weary, bub
well satisfied with their work, while high
above them gleamed an intermittent light
from the top of the hill. No one had noticed
it before. Manby blinked at it and shook
his head doubtfully,

“If there's an eruption, I hope it waits till
after we've settled this business,” he mut-
tered. ““If that blamed volcano was to start
now it would upset our applecart entirely.”

‘Then they all slept.

The Eruption!

ITH the first peep of dawn, Manby,
\}‘,f with the airmen and a half-dozen

of the hands, made back to tho

sandbank, carrying with them the
barrels that Ah Moy had plugged. As they
had expected, they found the ’plane sitting
securely upon the sand in a couple of feet of
water. They made fast the barrels to the
floats which, holed in several places, were at
present uscless, and as the tide rose these
proved suflicient to float the machine, which

{ was towed to the shore.

“We should be able to get these repaired
by the early afternoon,” said Trotter, after
inspeeting tf‘jE damage done to the floats by
the convicts’ axes. ‘“‘1f those brutes had
only thought of smashing the propeller they
would have fixed us. As it is, we’ll be able
to get after them before they're so very
much older.”

“And what will you do then, Mr, Trotter?”
asked Ned. “You haven't any bombs.”

““ And if we had, souny, we s{muldn't want
to blow your ship to rags with ’etn. No. 1
don’t scem te have had time to talk since
we arrived in this hectic island, but I have
something in the way of a surprise for those
blamed pirates. After that little turn up on
(Grraden it occurred to me that a spray of
bullets is worth a lot of moral suasion, so,
finding a nippy cruiser commanded by a
chappie I happened to know, at DBoru, 1
borrowed a Lewis gun and some ammunition
of him. I've been carrying it in ballast, but
it can be fitted up pronto. I don’t think the
Blue Bird’s decks will be quite healthy
when we get busy with it.”

“Have you scen her this morning, sir?”
asked Coombes.

“so. She may be out of sight by now.”
Captain Manby turned to his son and Ned.
“There®s nothing for you two to do in the
meanwhile. (Go up that hillside a bit and
sec if you can locate the ship.”
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“Yee, sir. Come cn, Ned,” replied Jack,
L.'s;;::ud the two promptiy trotted off into the
.sh.

“What’s the fearful hurry ?”’ asked Ned.

“In a minute be'll remember about the
volcano, and tell us nct to go far up. Let’s
be out of hearing,” replied Jack, and set the
pace.

Surely enough. voice

Captain  Manby’'s

came booming after them a few seconds later,
but the words were indistinguishable.

“But why should we goc far up?” asked
Ned. '
“I want to have a look at the place where
that smoke and the glare came from last
If we won’t go now 1t isv’t likely

night.

we'll have another chance.
very far. The hill is only a few hundred
feet high. We’ll have to go half-way to the
top to be able to see any distance.”

This was true enough, E)::n:' on thi- side the
lower slope of the hill was covered with
scrub high enough to obscure the view,
They climbed through i., and presently came
out on clear ground not far from the cave

And it isn't really

. where Papa Benoist had killed the sailor
Pascal.
Here they halted and stared seaward.

From that elevation they could see the reefs
near the island, with many others strefching
away mto the distance to northwards—a
regular maze amidst which it seemed almost
impossible for a ship to pick her way.

Jack and Ned clawed at the surface of the rock and hung on,
blinded by smoke and dust, deafened by tho uproar, while loose
earth and large chunks of rock hurtled past them.,

A speck of white showed against the dack
blue of the sea to the south, perhaps a dozen

mules away.

“There zhe is! 'There’s the Blue Bird!”
cricd Jack. *Trotter will find her easily
enough.”

“Yes. But ’ve been thinking—what will
he do when he does?” asked Ned. " Sup-
pose he and Coombes shoot down all convicts
o deck. D’you think one of them can go
aboard? 1 don’t see how they can take the
ship, and it won’t do us anyv good if she goes
on to one of those reefs.”

“Qh, dad is going along with them, and
perhaps there’ll be room for one of us,” said
Jack. “It’ll be easy enough. Shoot the

deck clear, then run alongside, and then
dad’ll get abeard and put the helm over and
€'l back after making. fast the | 1tches. And
don’t forget that Mr. Sinclair will be there.
They won’t dare to kill him when they sece
the ’plane coming. Most likely they’ll get in
a funk and try to get him to plead for them.
‘They'll say it was all Benoist’s fault, and
th 5 he was the one who instigated all the
plot.”

“Perhaps. But it seems to me that
getting aboard is going to be the difficulty.
But we'll wait and sce. Let’s go down. It’s
vather smoky up here.”

The wind )l:ud veered about several points,
and now the plume of smoke above the peak
—a good deal heavier than it had beeny
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before—had veered with it.
driftingﬁ' down the hillside, pungent, stifling,
hot, like air from the mouth of a furnace.
As the pair paused, looking up at the top
of the cone, they could zce a gleam of fire
reddening the underside of the mushroom
of smoke that hung above it. Suddenly the
whole hill trembled violently. Stones, dis-
lodged from above, came rattling down,

"We must get down!” eried Ned. " Come
cn, It's going to erupt, and a
Another wviolent tremor. The ground

heaved as though it had been thrust up from
below; deep rumblings sounded, then with
a terrifie grinding roar part of the hill
slithered away, to pile itself crashing upon
the brushwood below.

The boys were thrown down.
at the surface of the
by smoke and dust,

They clawed
rock, hung on, blinded

LEE LIBRARY

the cone close to the top, and from it a fiery
worm began to snake a way down the right
side of the hill. It was a vent-hole. Perhaps
i* would suffice to relieve the pressure inside.
If it did not, the whole top of the hill would
most probably be blown off, or perhaps tha

island and all those on it would be blown
sky-high.

Swiftly the lava stream ran down the
deelivities, reached the bit of bush that

fringed the base of the hill not very far
from the place where Jack and Ned had
undaergone their ordeal upon the reef, and
crawled through it towards the beach, while
the brushwood flared furiously.

But the boys hadn’t waited to see this.
Death was very close to them. Another
earthquake would most likely strip the

remainder of the soil from the rocks and
hurl them helplessly

deafened by the
uproar, while loose
earth and large
chunks of rock
hurtled past them.
But that a project-
ing crag a little
above sheltered
them, they would
inevitably have
been carried down
and buried beneath
the debris.

IFor perhaps half
a minute the down-
fall continued, then

the landslide
ceased, the dust
and smoke were

swirled away by a
blast of colder air
rushing up the hill- |

todestruction,
Thero was only one
possible way of
escape, They took it.

Crawling on
hands and knees
they reached the
ledge and sidled
; along it, the shcer
precipice on the one
hand, & mass of
debris on the other,
which a tremor
might at any
moment preecipitate
to the rocks be-
neath, carrying
them with it.

For two breath-
less minutes it was
touch and go, then
they came out upon

side. Rubbing the a broader platform
dust  from  their that ended in a
ecyes, the boys sort of bracket upon
were able to see the cliff face, and
how mnarrowly they there  they  had
had escaped death. perforce  to stop.

Ouly a few yards Above them was
hC‘lU'N "Whl'.“l‘i} thE}’ JACK MANBY the llﬂECﬂlﬂle rock
lay the wlole side slope; below them
of the hill had fallen away, leaving a|a hundred feet of cliff dropping to hard

sheer face of rock exposed, and completely
cutting off their retreat on that side. Above
and to the right the fall had stripped away
all the grass-bound sgoil that had accumu
lated In the course of centuries, leaving
only a smooth, steeplv-tilted surface across
which they could not hope to climb. Only
te, the left—the side where the hill dropped
precipitously into the sea—did a long ledge,
running along the brink of a hundred-foot
rock wall, offer a negotiable path.

“That's the way we’ll have to go!” said
Ned hoarsely, trying to clear his throat of
dust. “And we’d better bo quick, The
ground is trembling like—like—"

“Like a boiler that's going to blow up!”
put in Jack. “And look up there! It’s
fire running out—it’s laval”

A red hole had appeared in the side of

coral with never a ledge or crevice to break
its surface.

“We're done for!” said Jack despairingly.
“Unless dad can do something we'll stick
heore till we're shaken off or the lava bursts
out above and frizzles us.”

“Rot! Never say die!” cried Ned, and
stripping off his jacket began to wave it
to and fro in the faint hope that someone
below might see it between the drifting
clouds of black smoke tnat swirled about
them.

(The two plucky British boys are cortainly-
in a ghastly position. They can’t possibly
get off the voleano, and any minule it's
likely to Durst into cruption! Will they be
rescucd tn time? Next week’s intenscly
cxeiting instalmeant of this magnificent
seriad will tell you.)
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The Editor.

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers :
send him one now. Address it to: The |Editor,
“Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, I2.C.4, '

| He Wants to be a Cook.
| There is a good bit of bnusiness doing

No Need to be Alarmed.

N enthusiastic reader up at Bolton
A says he 1s afraid pretty well all the
world has been discovered by this

time. He need not worry, Of course,

it depends a bit on what is meant by dis-
covery. As a matter of plain, unvarnished
fact, there are vast tracts of the world which,
to all Intents and purposes, are undis:
coverable. You may say you know where
they are, and that they are there. The same
with the valuable tea-kettle which went
swinging down into the depths of the sea.

My Bolton chum should glance at a map of,
say, South America. It will be an eye-opener
to him.

Just let him follow the frontiers of Brazil,
the old-time empire which stretches from the
waters of the Atlantic right across the Con-
tinent as far as the vertebra of mountains cut-
ting off Chile. There i3 a gaudy fringe of
Latin civilisation down the coast. There 1s
Rio de Janeiro, and there is Bahia, but the
Brazilian Empire did not go far inland except
In name, any more than does the present
republic. The Amazon country includes an
immense ferra incognita of swamp and jungle,
and there the Nature kingdom holds sway.
There are wide waterways down which no
boat could sail. The forest is supremo; there

18 a barrier of dense vegetation hiding the
danger marshes which are the home of the
most gorgeous flowers—and of poisonous

gases whiech mean death to any adveuturer.

Too Facetious hy Half.

One can easily sympathise with the reader {

wiho is plagued to death by a would-be witty
pal. He is no pal in the ordinary sense. He
wmakes game of everything, and one likes a
dash of seriousness at times. But there it
1. There are those who like to strut round
in the cheap rig of sarcasm and satire. They
are conceited asses at best. The world is not
rolling on entirely for their benefit. The
experimenter with this absurd form of humour
13{1(;{]:1‘:&.5 a prize bore. A little wit is a jolly
hrne thing, but who wants it every hour of
the day? Not I, for one!

amongst my correspondents in the culinary
line. I have many letters from aspirants in-
quiring lhiow they may become chefs, other-
wise chief cooks at hotels.

Actually the best way to graduate for such
a position as a chef is to get taken on at an
hotel orv restaurant and learn the practical
part. You have to know the lower grades.
i.e,, how to wash plates and dishes, before
you can suitably Afll them.

Then lessons in the elements of cookery arve
good as an extra aid; although, of course,
there are a lot of fellows could never in
their lives be cooks. One knows the in-
efficiency of some freaks who claim to be
cooks—at camping parties. T have been
there, and had some of that fantastic mosh
called a stew which is like nothing on earth.
It’s enough to make the real cook writhe
or break down and weep salt tears—but he
mustn’t cry in the soup, as has happened!—
to see the treatment good victualling material
receives at the hands of the inexperi. We
know the stew with hard lumps which, it
fired out of a gun, would penetrate a wall
of granite.

But enough. The camp cook who foozles
his job generally gets his deserts. The right
chastisement is that he should eat his own
wicked concoctions. That would bring the
facts home to him. DBut there is more room
for good cooks in the world than ever.

This Musical Business.

Looking through my letter bag 1 find
several requests for assistance in the forma-
tion of bands. T applaud this movement to-
wards the waves of beautiful harmony.
Natwrally, some bands are bad, but there is
always some music lover to love even a bad
orchestra. It is a question of degree.

The gramophone with a dyspeptic squeak,
or the piano which has keys which give forth
that uneven wood-chopping sound if you hit
them hard enough, but which otherwise are
dumb as the harp on Tara’s walls, all have

(Continued on page 44.)
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iheir uses. And, secriously, ‘there is mot
enough music study. Some enthusiasts give
up the hobby through lack of encouragement.
But the fellow who can knock off a lnch air
s ulways wanted.

The Hidden Trouble.

Of course, it’s as old as the hills and the
stars and other long-established institutions,
this business of the worry that preys on you.
1t ean’t be forgotten, uml the move one tries
to dismiss it, the more it’s there, so to speak.
Dut that's becausg;
kas its notice to quit and docs not
the job has not been grappled- vith,
a4 case of some bad, unhap]n* bit of work
one has doue, well}’ thc ‘only” thing iz jolly
well- to go” baek “und* sot THatters - kit 1f
it is a pal who has been wronged, you can’t
leave him wronged. ... .- . L. .

A corvespondent whose letter set this para-
graph going, says he is bothered over a dirty
trick ho'pl.l:,mi a*chum!* But™he has -done
nothing toput¥things rvight! MHis duty” is

cpuit,

plain as paint: "‘he can srm-i_s:lué'u'ufll the
tangle " by, apologising.  llard  cheese, . this
;r;mlu”‘y huuuwﬂ. Quite s0,  Ho is# it hard

to have out’s f{*l.!ll'l"‘\ ]uut and oue's pud“
‘uuil’ﬂ[_'lld in lh{. mud. . s g

A
e

: ...onnzsmﬂm.ms WANTED

E,Iu L)mmgh 9. I’a]meutun Road, Rath-
_mmesﬂ- thlin,«S. W.1, wants- issues .of the
N LiTe e published in the summer of 1926
dealing with Australian Test matehes.

a3 with .the tooth that

It at is,
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Leslie Clark, T.a Weda, Victoria Park Road,
Kelvin Grove, Brisbane, Queensland, -Aus-
tralia, “wishes to hear from readers in Bris.

bane, also from stump collectors in British

West Indies,

S, Waile, B.AM./S.N.&8 3, London, W.C.1,
would hke to obtain No. 1 old serics
“N.IJ.[J.’; Albﬂ' NU. 112.

Maurice Marichal, 19, BSevern Terrace,
Worcester, has “N.L.L.,”” new and old series
for sale, -.

George Rudge, 20, ligh Sfreet, Stenes
house, Plymﬂuih. wants.to hear Imm readers
in  Plymouth who are interested in  his
library. i

B. C.. Homewaood, b Wall End Road,
London, E.B, wishes to convspmnl with stamp
enlléctors; e has sheets - uf-. stimps. - Also
wishes to- hear fromn veader§ iu Auistralia,
Canada, France and Jreland. ‘.

Joe Prag, 470. Maiu Street, Belgravia,
Johannesburg, T ratisvaal, Suul’h Afi‘fta,
wizhes to coryespond with readers keen. on

PR T

phiotography and’ stamps.

C Newson and Alan F, 'ﬁh.lu 22, Tre-
velvan . Htreet v Wavville, »_near, . Adelaide,
Scuth. Austlalia. wish: to. hear from redders
anywhere, interested . in, pigeonaracing,  sports,
stamps, wiveless and _photography ;- alse from
Peter Young,, {omu, Gilasgow, - A'i luttets
promptly d:h“f.‘led L lw'j‘ P
“R- A, Perty. 25, 11 0! Sireet,: ﬁ}!t;,tnner
Road. l.eicester, wan : to & hifar © ffom’ "a
reddor in-his distyic L‘ﬂ“‘f‘{i about 19, Ift‘n o
eveling” and -walking, lle mli f.*piy promptly
ty - all letters.

Mizs  Auleen Mt_l‘imm]d \"uite 'b'fr(-et
I'-v wherston, “andr.ilm }New Zealand, wwh—*s

to' hear - from gir' ‘redadersTonly n Ii.nglaud

"'n.,utl..md and Amerivai’ agc 1618, 3
Miss Joan “a]lu;r ‘80, Hd:LIhdnL Roadl,

(dt'm{] London, 'S. E. B “.Jsh#:b to hLdl‘ fm.n

*

Lir ! 1i.*adm s only.

Branil I\uw

195% Coven.
try Models.
Fully Guar-
anteed. Sent
on 15 days'
AdLpproval,
Pucked  free
& - Carriage
paid, Money
refunded if
dissatisfied.
Write to-day

.ﬂ
1 ]
a
]

o T
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ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to sell Private Christ.
mar Cards. - Experience nu1 essential. Highest Com.
mission,  Yaluable * Prizes, - Free, Sample ' Bouk., Apply
Denton & Co., Dept. 1129 aunrtugtuu

Stop Stammering ! °I%, Par.
ticulirse PREE. —-FRANK B, BUGHI—'S 7.
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1

GROW TALLER APD INCHES (v your

height, Details free,--
JEDISON, 39, BOND STREET, BLACKPOOL.
"NELSGH LEE” PEN COUPON VALUE 3d.
fend 5 of these coupuns with enly 2'9 (and 2d. stam

direet tu the PLEET PEN CO,, 119, Pleet Street,
E.C.4. By return vou will receive a handsome lever selt-

yoursel!

filling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold nib
usually 10:6. Fleel Price 4/s,
e Luxe Mrdo] 21

{fine, nodinm, or broad,

or with 5 coupuns only 2'9. ‘bxtra.

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Prorr:etnrs, The Amalgamated Press,

Ltd.. The Pleetway Honuss,

Farringdon Street, London, 1.0.4. Advertisement Cffices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, K. ¢ 4.

Registered for transnnssion bty Canadian magazine post.
5/6 for six months.
New Zealand : Messrs,

New Series No. 125,

Subseription Rates :
Sole Agcents for Soulh Africa: Cefitral News Agency, Limited, Bole A
Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Canada; The lmperial News

Iniand and Abroad, 117, per anoum;
nts for Ausiralia An
0. (Canads), Linidted.
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