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Already the mysterious ** unkiown menace ™ bas made itself felt at St. Frank’s.
This week it strikes again, tnvolving Nelson Lee and Nipper and the other juniors
in a series of the most amagying and dramatic adventures !
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CHAPTER 1.
The Figure in the Fog!

LICK !
The goli-club came down cleanly, and the little white ball went soaring
over the fairway, well on its journey towards the sixth hole. '
“Good drive, sir,” said Willy Handforth approvingly.
Nelson Lee smiled. He slipped the driver back into the bag, and Willy shouldered
it comfortably,
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“Your honour, Joyee,” said Mr. Stokes.

“It's really too bad, Barry,” laughed Mues, Deverley Stokes. “ You're not plarving
as you should do to-day, or I shouldn't have beaten you on that last hole.”

“Don't voa believe it,” said her husband. “I'm playing at about my average
—but you're too good for me.”

They drove off, one after the other, and then all three players walked away across
the fairway, separating slightly so that they could reach their respeclive balls,
‘Ihey were cach attended by a caddie. ‘These caddies were Willy Handforth, Chubby

teath, and Juicy Lemon, The fags were only too willing to make themselves useful
m thiy, way. There was no official payment for such services, but it was pretty
certain that they would get tipped at the end of the game.

It was a raw November afternoon; the sky was overcast, and the air damp and wind-
less,  The St. Frank’s Golf Links were looking drab and rather dreary—particularly
as this part of the course adjoined Bunnington Moor. As far as tihe eye could
¢, the moorland rolled away, undulating and bleak, into the hazy distance,

Nelsonn Lee was a keen golfer, and when Mr, Beverley Stokes, the Housemasler
nf tue West House, had suggested that Lee should join in to make a threesome, Lee
Lad willingly consented,

“I'in not altogether sure, Lee, that it's wisa for you to be out here in the open,”
reimmarked “ Barrvy ' Stokes, as he and Nelson Lee walked along together, with Mrs,
Stokes belween them., “I haven't forgotten what happened last week.”

Nelson Lee laughed,

e

“Then you should have forgotten, Barry,” lie said admonishinglv. “‘Yhen vou're
on the golf-course, you should forget everything, ‘The great sccret of this game is
to concentrate on the ball.” ;

“1 think Barry is right, Mr. Lee,” said Mrs. Stokes, who was young and active
and very attractive,  "I've been thinking tho same thing, oaly I didu't like to
wention it"

“If T were to adopt such a policy as vou sugeest, T should be a coward,” said
Nelzon Leo gutefls. "1 know vou don't mean to imply any sveh thing—Dbut perhaps
1 lonk at the matterein a different light.”
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“It’s not cowardly to be cautious,” said
Mrs. Stokes bluntly.

“I am carrying on with my duties and
my activities just the same as usual,” said
Nelson Lee. “ Any other policy is abhorrent
to me. If I am to be attacked by some
unknown assassin "

“Please don’t speak like that, Mr. Lee,”
put in Mrs. Stokes.

“Perhaps I am somewhat a fatalist,”
smiled the famous schoolmaster detective.
“But, come! Here's your ball, Barry, and
I should advise you to use a mashie,
You’re in a bit of a hollow there, and
;:tn:.i’li have some trouble in getting out of
1t, *

The young Housemaster grunted, and
fook his mashie from the bag which Chubby
Heath was carrying. He made a very im-
perfect stroke, the ball slicing off at a
tangent, :

“I warned you,” chuckled Lee. “You
must concentrate on the ball, Barry.”

They said no more until the next green
was reached. But after they had holed out,
Mr. Stokes renewed the subject.

“Look here, Lee, I'm uncomfortable,” he
said gruffly, “Joyce is uncomfortable, too.
When we asked you to join us, we had for-
gotten that danger of yours. I'm feeling
responsible——" -

“My dear fellow, forget it,”” interrupted
Lee. “1 was coming to the links this after-
noon, anyhow, for a practice round. If
there really is any danger, I'm safer with
you than I should be by myself.”

“That affair on Guy Fawkes night was
dreadful,” saild Mrs. Stokes gravely. “You
were attacked unexpectedly, Mr. Lee—and
you were rendered helpless before you could
put u§ any fight,”

“I know,” nodded Lee. ‘““A simple plan.
A tiny dart was thrown at me, probably
from a blow-pipe, and within ten seconds
I was unconscious.”

“It might have been a poisoned dart,”
said Mr. Stokes. “Ye gods!  You migilt
have been killed on the spot; Lee.?

“But I wasn’t killed—I was only drugged,”
said. Lee. “Then I was carried to a big
bonfire that had been prepared by the River
House boys, and I was placed on the top.”

“Substituted on that fire for a guy!"” said
Mrs. Stokes with a shiver. “And those boys
came along and lit the fire without knowing
that any change had taken place! Oh, how
awful! You were only rescued by a hair’s
breadth, Mr. Lee.”

" Yes, it was a narrow escape,” admitted
the detective. “The trouble 1s, I don’t
know who my assailants were.”

“Haven’t you any inkling regarding their
identities 7" asked Mr, Stokes.

“Not the faintest,” replied Lee. “ Natur-
ally, the police have been making +inquiries,
but they have discovered absolutely nothing.
As far as I know, there are no enemies of
mine who would adopt such devilish methods,
No suspicious characters have been seen in
the neighbourhood g

“Ixcept that yellow-faced man, who caused

|
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a scare at the school last week,” n
Mrs. Stokes quickly.

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful,

“The yellow-faced man,” he mused.
wonder if there really was such a man?”

“But you saw him yourself, didn’t you?”

“l saw somebody, Barry,” answered Lee.
“A man threw a stone through my study
window—and on that stone there was a
warning message. At the time I thought it
was @ practical joke—and 1T had an idea
that the mysterious figure was wearing a
mask. Perhaps it was a mask.”

“But the fact remains that you wero at-
tacked, and that you were nearly done for,”
said Mr. Stokes. ““And now you’re out here

put

'I'I'I

on the links. If those dangerous beggars
can go for you once, they can go for you
again,” .

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Aren't we playing golf?” hLe asked
mildly.

Nelson Lee was looking quite con-

tented, Mr., and Mrs. Stokes

obviously uneasy. Not until they
were on the links had they realised that
they might have brought Nelson Lec¢ into
danger. Ordinarily, of course, they would
never have dreamed of such a thing. DBut
they could not forget those startling incidents
of the previous week,

Lee had been attacked by unknown, mys.
terious enemies., Nothing had transpired
since to clear up the mystery,

But Nelson Lee was not the kind of man
to skulk in hiding, and he was carrying on
in exactly the same way as usua:f, even
though he knew, better than anybody else,
that his danger was as acute as ever.

Yet he was so capable of concentrating on
one thing at a time that he had played
perfect golf this afternoon. At the next
tee, however, his drive was well off the
mark. He pulled the ball badly, and it
left the fairway and wvanished amidst some
clumps of bracken, well in the rough,

THEY went to the next tee, but while

were

“I know the place, sir,” said Willy
promptly,

“You see?” smiled Lee, turning to his
companions. “That’s what you’ve done for
me |”

“Oh, Mr. Lee, it’s too bad of us—=*

began Mrs, Stokes,

“I'm only joking, of course,” smiled Lee.
“We're all lable to pull or slice, no matter
how much we concentrate.”

Mr, and Mrs, Stokes drove in turn, and
they kept to the fairway. Lee went off to
help Willy in the search for the elusive
“pill,” And it was at this point that Lee
noticed, for the first time, that the greater
bulk of Bannington Moor had vanished. He

stood still, watching the fog which was
slowly but relentlessly rolling across the
moors, enveloping everything and every-

where in a blanket of gloom,

“Afraid we shall have to chuck it up!”
came a hail from Mr. Stokes, some distance
away. ‘“Look at this fog! Never knew it
to come down so quickly before!”



THE NELSON LLE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES o

It was quite dramatic. As Lee watched,
the figures of Mr. and Mrs. Stokes and
Chiubby Heath and Juiey Lemon vanished,
swallowed up in the encroaching mist,

“A pity,” murmured Lee. “It's impos-
sible to finish the game now.”

IIe looked round for Willy, but Willy, too,
had wvanished in the fog. Of course, at
this time of the year a fog was always liable
to descend over the
moor; but it was
only on rarve occa-
sions that it dropped

as suddenly as this, P

Lee could not help
thinking of those
mysterious enemies
of his. What a
chance for them now
—if it should hap-
pen that they wero
on the wateh! Then
Le laughed to him-
scif, There was not

one chance in a
thousand that any-
thing sensational
could happen.

He hurried on,
‘surprised by tho

density of the fog.
He had seen 1t com-

ing, but he had
tiought that it
would only be an
ordinary mist. It

had dropped like a
blinket, and was so
thick that he could
hardly sce a yard in
auy direction. And
all sounds, naturally,
had become dead-
ened. Fog — and
particularly thick
fog—has the gualiry
of muflinge all
sounds.

“Willy !” shouted
T.ee, as he hurried
forward.

There ecame no
reply. And  then,
abruptly, a figure

WHCO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S.

“Be a sport, sir! Spring us a quid! 1
hayen't eaten a square mea!l for dayvs, and
1 hardiy remember what it's like to have
a night's lodging.”

Lee pulled out some silver, and handed
the man half-a-crown. Ile wasn't in the
least alarmed, but he was by nature charira-
ble. No doubt this fellow would squander
the money, but

“Half - a-crown?”

said the 1 a n
hoarsely. “Ain’t
you got no more
BT e than ‘that for e,

guv ' nor "

“Don’'t you want
it ¥ asked Lee, his
voice suddenly be-
coming sharp.

“I asked you for
a quid, didn’t 17"
“And, like an
idiot, I offcred you
half-a-crown,” said
Lee, putting ¢t h o
coin back into his
pocket. “You'd
better not  bother

nie——""

“I'm  desperate,
hang wyou!” snarled
the other, his voice
becoming menacing,
“You'll give me na
quid, or I'll take all
you've got on you!
Do vou hear me *”

“You've made a
mistake this time,
my friend,” replicd
Lee enrtly, “1I am
not to be intimi-
dated by your
threats.”

He made as if to
brush past, but the
tramp, with a shout
of rage, made a sud-
den move., Lee had
expected a  punch,
or a kick, perhaps,
He had seen, from
the light 1in the
man's cves, that he

e
e

CECIL DE VALERIE.

rose from behind a was a dangerous
heavy  clump  of _ . character. B u t,
P It f‘fmffantcd A fairly prominent member of the ;ceeri 4 T:Lr:e wat,
se menacingly, , e PR s_— ; e had not antict-
“Just a minute, Nemone. A capable junior, very heen il B Dty
guv'nor!”  said a  on all sporls, but inclined to be weak i move.
noarse, strained character. For, like a flash,
voice, ) the man reached
ILec stepped sideways and

nearer, ahd at the first glance he could tell

grasped the golf club which Nelson Leo

that this man was not one of his mysterious | was carrving. Willy had the bag, but Lee

enemies. He was fairly big, and he was
dressed 1n rags and tatters, He was a tramp,
His face was ugly, and set into an expression
of menacing aegression,

“What do you want?” asked Lee.

“Money, guv'nor,” replied the other.

had taken this mid-iron in readiness for his
next shot. And now the tramp whipped 1t
from Lee's hand before the detective could
guess his motive,
“Won't give me a

: quid, won't you?”
panted the fellow.

“All right—we'll see!”
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He whirled the club round, and Lee only
just dodged in the nick of time. The shaft
caught him across the shoulder, and split
with a vhattering crack. The club did not
completely break, however—the iron head
was sti)’ firmly held by the splintered shaft
—and, wrasping it savagely, the tramp ageain
charged to the attack.

Nelson Lee rushed forward to close with
the man, but one of his feet caught in a
projecting tuft of grass, and he half

stumbled.

Before he could recover, his assailant
swung the club round again, end there was
e dull, ugly thud. Without a cry, Nelson
Lee collapsed. The iron club had caught
him on the side of the head, and he was
stunned.

“Well, you asked for
tramp savagely.

He flung the club away from him—flung
it far into the fog. Then he knelt down
by Lee's side, and took possession of Lee’s
pocket-book.

“Five quid—ten quid—fifteen!” he mut-
tered gloatingly. “Thunder ! What a
find ! This'll see me clear out of the neigh-
bourhood.”

He was about to stumble away into the
fog when another thought struck him. He
ocaught sight of his own tattered garments,
and he looked at Nelson Lee's thick, warm,
Harris-tweed, plus-four suit.

“Why not?” he muttered. “Might as
well make @ proper job of it while I'm
aebout it!”

it1” panted the

CHAPTER 2.
Mystery!

" OT you, you little beggar!” said
Willy Handforth triumphantly,

He dived behind a clump of
heather, and picked up a clean
white ball with mesh mearkings.

“That’s the chap!” he told himself.
;‘}’rgctimliy a new one, and too good to
ose.”

He pocketed the ball, and then glancea
ruefully at the enveloping fog.

“No more play to-day, by the look of
it,”” he muttered. " Hard lines! And Mr.
Lee was whacking old Barry Stokes hollow.
Ever Mrs. Stokes has been better ©.an
Bariy this afternoon.,”

It was natural that Willy should desire
the victory to go to his own Housemaster.
He regarded Mr, Beverley Stokes as a rival
—Mr. Stokes being the Housemaster of the
West House.

“Ahoy, there!” sang out Willy, placing
his hands to his mouth, cup-like. ** Mr, Lee!
This way, sir! I’ve found it, sir!”

No reply came from the fog, and after
a while Willy tried to find his way back
to the fairway. He thought he had a good
idea as to where the green was situated;

but when he came to walk forward into the
fog he was soon muddled up. He possessed
a keen sense of direction, but this fog was
so dense that he had already lost his bear-
Imngs,

There was nothing by which he could
guide himsclf, Every clump of bracken end
gorse looked the same. There were no
trees, no landmarks of any description. He
walked blindly forwerd, shouting now and
again.

“"Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered at
length., “Who'd have thought it? I'll bet
I've walked in the wrong direction, and that

I'm half a mile away from the rest. What
a fathead!”
He came to a halt, and listened. The

silence was uncanny, With the lowering of
the fog, an intense, brooding silence had
descended upon the links, Suddenly, a
faint, vague, far-away shout reached Willy’s
ears, and he recognised the wvoice of Mr.
Stokes.

“All right, sir!” he shouted. “T'm
here |” -
He ran in the direction from which the

voice had seemed to sound. After a while
he paused and shouted again.

5 “‘]Is that you, Handforth minor?” came =
ail,

“Yes, sir!” yelled Willy.

“Well, stop where you are, but keep
shoutin%- now and agein,” called Mr. Stokes.
“This fog is tricky, and I’'m not sure yeb
in which direction you are.”

Willy kept giving a hail every now and
again; and presently, with dramatic sud-
denness, some figures materialised out of
the dénse white fog. The foremost were
Mr. and Mrs. Stokes, and they nearly fell
over Willy before he could get out of their
way. 1
" Oh, here you are,” said the Housemaster,
“Isn’t Mr. Lee with vou?”

“Haven’t you seen him, sir?” replied
Willy. “I thought he was with you.”

“But didn’t he go in the same direction
iLS you?” asked Mrs. Stokes. ““How ridicu-
ous |”

"I hope he's all right!” muttered Barry
Stokes anxiously.

Willy saw that Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon were here, too, for the two fags had
kept close to Mr. and Mrs, Stokes.

“Well, he can't be far off, sir,” said
Willy. “He’s probably searching for us.
Fancy this fog coming down so suddenly.
Let’s hope it lifts just as quickly.”

“Not much hope of that, I'm afraid,”
sald Mr. Stokes, glancing round. *“ Looks
like settling on us for the night. That's
the worst of this moorland—you never know
when you're going to be caught. Mr. Lee!”
he added, raising his voice. “Mpr. Lee!”

They waited, but no answering hail came
to their ears.

“You don’t think anything’s happened
to him, do you, sir?” asked Willy, with

THE FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE WILL BE HERE SHORTLY—
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a sudden note of anxiety in his voice.
mean, thar affair last week——"

“Now, don't get any silly ideas into vour
head, voung "un,” broke in Mr, Stokes, fully
aware that the same “silly” ideas were
in his own head. “No need to make a
mystery out of nothing. Mr. Lee iz probably
within a hundred yards of us at this very
moment.,"”
~ “"How about spreading out, sir, and mak-
ing a search?” suggested Chubby Heath,

“We shall do no spreading out,” replied
Mr. Stokes promptly. “You youngsters
miuize keep with us—or you'll get yourselves
lost.  Fven as it is, we shall have enough
trouble 1o find our way.”

7

Lee Liad had on tho fateful Fifth. And
Wiliﬂ. at least, didn't like the look of things
at aill,

“Seems to me that somebody must have
been lying in wait for him,” he muttered.”
“Then, when the fog came down, the rotter
took advantage of it."”

“Well, we can’t do anything,” said Chubby
Heath nervously, “It's mo good messing
about here on the links. We might search
for hours and find nothing.”

“I don’t like that elub being smashed.”
said Willy, frowning. “I wonder what the
dickens can have happened ?”

“There wasn't anybody on the course.”
said Juicy Lemon, glancing over hiz shoul-
der into the fog. **We had the whole place

He shouted again, but to ourselves. We didn't see
there was still no reply. _SE= a living thing—and the links
A:u{l!‘_ so0n, as chey were % were clear enough before
walking over the springy s == c wn.” .
turf, Willy darted Eﬁ *Bt'{:?: > 7 {hi fng‘ o i Hing,”
the left and vanished into = = ';[‘hmers_ . ”“tu ing,
e e === == replied Willy. There ave
P P . —1 . a good many clumps of

“Come  back, you young — i gorse, and some rotter might
idiot 1 shouted Mr. Stokes. g — easily have been lurking
“What are you doing?” e e R behind one of them. And

“It's all right, sir—I'm —— e S r there are some bunkers, too
here.” said  Willy,  “My = =4 T T ——and what about the old
only sainted aunt! Look at - hasliys - sand-pit 7
this! Something must have T o “The fog’s pgetting

happened !

He appeared in view again, and now he
held @ simashed golf-elub in his bhand. He
had caught the glint of the metal head as
it lay in the grass.

“What is it ?” asked Barry Stokes sharply.

“One of Mr. Leec’s clubs, sir—hiy mid-
iron,” said Willy, ““And look at it—necarly
smashed i twol”

Mr. Stokes took the club and exchanged
a swift glance with his wife. Mrs. Stokes
was looking worried now,

“What do you think can have happened,
Darry?"” she asked in a low voice.

“Heaven only knows!” muttered her hus-
band. “Why should this mid-iron be
smashed? Tt looks to me as though it might
have been used as a weapon. It was broken
in the struggle. I don't like 1t, Joyce.”

“Oh, but we mustn’t think such things,”
said Mrs, Stokes. “There may be a perfeetly
simple explanation, Barry. Mr. Lee might
have stumbled, and the club was smashed,
perhaps, as he tried to save himself,”

“T wish I could believe you,” said Mur.
Stokes grimly,

They went round aimlessly in eireles, wan-
dering over the course, and shouting occa-
sionally. But still they found no other sign
of Nelson Lee, and all their shouts were un-
answered. They found themselves unexpee-
tedly at the third green—when Barry could
have sworn that he was near the sixth
groeen.

Willy & Co., following behind, were whis-
pering amongst themselves, Thew, too, knew
all about the narrow escape from death that

thicker,” said Chubby with
shiver,
Mr, Stokes glanced back at the fags.

a

“You boys had better keep close,” he
said. “We'll get back torthe road—if weo
can find it,"

“But we can’t leave Mr. Leo like this,
siv!” protested Willy.

“The chances are that Mr. Lee has already
gone home,” replied the Housemaster of the
West House. ““Having failed to find us, he,
no doubt, made tracks for St, Frank's. Anc
that's what we’ll do.”

HEN they got to the road, they

W found that the fog was not so thick

here. It was at its worst on the

moor. And when they arrived in

the Triangle of St. Frank's they could sce

gleams of light streaming from the lighted

windows. It was getting dusky now, and

most of the school lights had been switched

on. There was nobody within sight, and
Mr. Stokes turned to his wife.

“You'd better hurry indoors, dear,” he
advised, “If I can find Mr, Lee I'll bring
him along.”

“You must,” said Mrs, Stokes. “We in-
vited Lim to tea with us, don't forget.”

She went into the West House, and her
husband, with Willy & Co. at his heels,
entered the Ancient House. In the lobby
they came across Gulliver and Bell, of Study
A, with some small paper packages in their
hands.

“Just off to the sanny, sir,” voluntecred
Gulliver. *“Taking a few tit-bits to Forrest.”

)

~LOOK OUT FOR FULL DETAILS NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!
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Mr. Stokes was not interested in Bernard
Forrest—who, by the way, was due to come
out of the sanatorium within a fow days now,
His broken arm was mending well, and he
would soon be fit to resume his normal place
in the Remove. His other 1njuries were
practically well.

“Never mind Forrest,” said Barry Stokes.
“Have you seen Mr. Lee?”

“Not since the middle of the afternoon,
sir,” said Gulliver. ‘“Didn’t he go off with
yvou on to the golf links?”

“] saw him go out in plus fours, sir,”
put in Bell.

“We lost one another in the fog,” ex-

lained Mr, Stokes, *“If you haven’'t scen

im come in, I needn’t question you any
further.”

LE

LT .. Y C— . P— | wwr momn e o Tl mmnn T r\r;t"h
g s5elode OI1l, allua wollb LW IyElnull LTo o
study. It was empty, and the fire was burn-

ing low. In the meantime, Willy & Co. had
dashed upstairs—to Lee's bed-room. This
was empty, too. They came down and re-
ported, and then Mr, Stokes made some
systematic inquiries. They led to the definite
certainty that Nelson Lee had not yet re-
turned.

“Well, it's infernally queer,” said Mr.
Stokes, removing his tweed cap and scratch-
ing his head. “The only thing I can think
is that he must have remained on the links
—probably searching for us.”

“Unless something else happened,
said Willy,

“Something else?
pened "

“‘,I don’t like that club being smashed,
sir.” -

“Neither do 1,” grunted Mr. Stokes,
frowning. “Why was it smashed? And
how was it smashed? If there had been a
fight, we should have heard 1it.”

“I don’t think so, sir,” said Willy, shak-
ing his head. *“That fog muffled all sounds
—unless they were right near us,”

“I'm wondering if we'd better tell the
police,” said the Housemaster anxiously.
“I can't believe that Mr. Lee has been kid-
napped, or anything like that—but it looks
nasty. It looks ugly, young 'un. What a
pity he got separated from us!”

Mr. Stokes went to the door and stared
out into the foggy Triangle.

“T think you'd better go indoors to tea,
sir,” advised Willy. “I'll keep my eyes
open, and as soon as Mr. Lee comes in I'll
pop along and give you the word.”

“Good man!” gaid Barry approvingly, “I
know I ecan rely upon you, Handforth

Eir, 'y

What could have hap-

‘minor.”

They all went out into the Triangle to-
pether, and Mr. Stokes vanished into his own
House. A figure had come out from the
Ancient House in their rear. It was the
figure of Teddy Long, of the Remove, and
Teddy was looking excited and eager.

He was bursting with curiosity, and he
badly wanted to question Willy. But just
then voices—many voices—came out of the
fog from the direction of the main gates.
Willy & Co. hurried forward., and found
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themselves confronted by a big party of Re-
movites and Fourth-Formers, all of them
overcoated, and some carrying bags,

“Well, thank goodness we're back,” came
the voice of Edward Oswald Handforth.
“What a beastly shawme, this fog messing
up our gamel”

“Can’t be helped, Handy,” said Nipper,
the junior captain. “We must expect these
things in November. They're sent to try
us !

“We were winning hands down, too,”
grumbled Handforth, "“We were already
two goals ahead, and then this fog had to
roll up! Rats to 1t1”

“It's a lot worse here than at Helmford,”
came the voice of Vivian Travers.

The junior eleven were rather fed-up, They
had been playing an away fixture this after-
noon—a mafch against Helmford College
Juniors—and things had been going well with
them until the fog had stopped the game.
So they had come home by an ecarlier train,
and were in time for tea,

“I say, you chaps, have you heard tho
news?” %urst out Teddy Long, as he rushed
up.
“Oh, you're always full of news!®” said
Nipper. *“What 18 1t this time? Has Mr.
Crowell been flirting with one of the house-
maids ?”’

“Oh, don’t be funny!” panted Teddy.
“Mr. Lee has been kidnapped!”

“What!” went up a general yell.

“It's a fact!” shouted Teddy, overjoyed at
the sensation he was creating. “1 heard
it from Mr. Stokes! Mr., Lee went out for
a game of golf, and he hasn’t come back!
He's been kidnapped by somebody, and per-
haps murdered! Mr, Stokes is going to tell
the police!”

“Look here, Long |” snapped Nipper, grip-
ping Teddy Long fiercely by the arm. *Is
this true? If you're spinning a yarn, you
young blighter——"

“Oh! %nu‘re hurting me!” gasped Teddy,
in agony.

“Just a minute!” said Willy, pushing for-
;.:ard. “Don’t take any notice of that gas-

ag.‘)?

Nipper released the howling Teddy.

“I knew it,” he grunted. ‘““One of these
days I'll give him a thorough thrashing. I
suppose there’s no truth in the yarn at all?”

Willy didn't answer, :

“Ts there any truth in 1t?” added Nipper
sharply,

“Well, T don’t know—it’s difficult to say,”
replied Willy., “Mr. Lee went on to the
links, and he hasn’t come back yet; but
there’s no absolute evidence that he was kid-
napped, or that he met with foul play.”

“But he’s disappeared?” asked Handforth
tensely. “By George! I’ve been afraid of
this all the week.”

Nipper had gone pale. For days he had
been uncasy; he had urged his beloved
“ouv'nor ”’ to be extra careful. And Nelson
Lee had always told him. to make his mind
easy. Lee had refused to acknowledge that
there was any danger,
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Nelson Lee made to rush in and close with the tramp, but he slipped and stumbled. Before ha
could recover his balanee, his assailant had swung the golf club round and there came a duil

thud.

““Do vou know exactly what did happen?’
asked Nipper, turning to Willy.

“That’s just the trouble,” replied the fag.
“T was on the links at the time, but the
fog hid evervthing.”

And he gave the full details of what had
happened, as far as he knew., The Re-
Pl )
niovites and  Fourth-Iformers, crowding

rotind, were excited and uneasy,
Tiiere was a sinister look about this affair,

——

CHAPTER 3.
A Grim Discovery!

e HY was the golf club smashed?”
asked Nipper wonderingly,
“You say that vou found the

club, but that Mr, Lee himself

liad eone?”

“fhere wasn't any sign of him at all,”
replied Willy,

“*And he hasn't come

“I'm afraid not.”

“Thero was a fight,”
citedly, “JYsn't 1t as clear es daxlight?
Some crooks must have rushed at Mr. Lee,
and he tried to defend himself with the golf

A
F’

back yot?

saldd Handforth ex-

club=--and smashed it in the process. But
they were too many for hum, and they
carried him off.”

“Well, well,” said Travers. *“Handy,

dear old fellow, there's no evidence to prove
that Me, Lec was attacked at all™

stick at anything.

Without a cry Neison Lee collapsed to the ground.

“No evidence ?” echoed Handforth., “How

did the golf club get smashed, then?”

“I'm not rash enough to suggest any
theory,” replied Travers. At the same time,
there’s no harm in assurming that Mr. Leo
might have broken the eclub by acecident.
What kind of accident, I don’t know, Dut
to jump to the conclusion that he had a figh:
with some crooks, and that he got the worst
of it, is a bit too thick.” ;

“What abowt those ecrooks who grabbed
him the other night?"’ demanded Handforth.
“They put him on the top of that bonfire,
ncar the River House School, and meant to
burn him alive! Rotters like that wouldn't
I think we ought to
get up some search parties, and go out on

to the links.”

“We'll think about it after tea,” mur-
miired Travers.

“After tea!” shouted Handforth., “Do

vou put yvour tea before Mr. Lee i1s found?
We ought to go now—without a minute's
delay! We might be able to get on his
track, and rescue him——=" 3

“(‘heese 1t, Handy,” put in Nipper. “We
couldn’t do anvthing on the links. It's prae-
tically dark by now—and the fog is thicker
there than it i1s here. We might search all
night long, and find nothing in this smother.”

*You're a fine sort of chap,” said Hand-
forthh aceusingly. *“Mr, Lee is your guar-
dian, and veou don't seem to care twopence [”
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“] care for the guv’nor more-than any-
body,” replied Nipper calmly. “But I
happen to have confidence 1n his ability.
Mr. Lee isn’t the kind of man to get caught
twice.”

“If he wasn’t caught, where is he?” asked
Harry Gresham., “Why didn’t he come back
from the links?”

“He might have lost himself, and perhaps
he's wandering over the moor now, trying
to find his bearings,” suggested Boots, of the
Fourth. “It’s easy enough to get lost in
a fog—especially on the links. They’re next
to the moor, and there’s nothing to tell
where they end, and where the moor
hcgins." ' :

“Well, let's get indoors,” said Nipper.
“After tea we’ll see how tfhmgs stand—and
if the guv'nor hasn’t come back we'll go
along to Mr. Stokes, and ask his advice.”

Nipper's calmness reassured the others,
And although they were puzzled about Nelson
Lee’'s disappearance, they were by no means
alarmed. They might Eava thought differ-
ently if they had seen Nipper, three minutes

later, when he had reached the privacy of

Study C. .

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson had gone into the study with him
and it was not until the light was switche
on that they noticed any change in their
leader. :

“Begad!”” ejaculated Sir Montie, adjust-
ing his pince-nez, and eyeing Nipper with
concern, ‘‘You're looking frightfully seedy,
dear old boy—you are, really!”

“I’m very worried, you chaps,”
Nipper in a low voice.

“But just now you told us that——"" began
I'ommy Watson,

“I know !” interrupted Nipper. “I didn’t
want to get the fellows into a scare. But
I'm worried, all the same. I can‘t help
thinking that something awful might have
happened to the guv'nor.”

“Well, of course, it looks really fright-
fully bad,” admitted Tregellis-West, “We
shouldn’t have thought anything ordinarily,
but after that norrid business of last week, a
chap gets the wind up.”

Nipper paced up and down, all his indif-
ference gone. His facc was tense, his eyes
filled with trouble. His chums watched him
uncemfortably.

“Perhaps Handy was right,
said Watson, in a tentative way, ‘1 mean,
perhaps we ought to get up some search
parties, and go to the links.”

“If I thought it would be any good, I'd

o,” replied Nz%per, halting. “But in this
og we should be all at sea. KEven with
lanterns we couldn’t keep our bearings.
There aren't any lanes or hedges or trees
to guide us, If the fog lifts we might get
up a search Party—but by that time, per-
haps, the guv'nor will have come back.”

“Let’s hope so, dear old boy,” murmured
Montie.

““Besides, we should look awful asses if
nothing dramatic had really happened,” con-
tinued Nipper. “There's no telling with

said

after all,”
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the guv’'nor; he might have spotted some-
thing, and perhaps he went off on the trail,
We're only alarmed because of what hap-
pened on the Kifth., And if he got back and
found that we were making a panic stricken
search for him, he’d never forgive me.”

“That’s just it,” grunted Watson. “ And
while we’re messing about here, like this, he
might be in danger.”

“We've got to keep level-headed,” said
Nipper steadily. ‘“No good Fettiug into a
scare. On the face of it, there’s nothing con-
clusive. Mr. and Mrs. Stokes and those fags
lost sight of the guv'nor on the links, when
the fog came down, They found his mid-iron
smashed—and that’s all. Nothing to point
to foul play, really. Let’s stick to facts.
I know the guv'nor as well as you chaps—
a lot better, in fact—and 1 know that he
isn’t the man to go under easily.”

Tregellis-West shook his head.

“It’s no good, Nipper, old boy,” he said.
“You can’t spoof us, you know, You're pre-
tending to be calm and cool—and yet, all
the while, you're bubbling with worry.”

“Well, perhaps I am,” confessed Nipper,
“The trouble is, I don’t know what to do,
You chaps bad better be getting tea ready,
and I'll pop to the guv'nor’s study, on the
off-chance that he’s come back.” |

T just about this same time, a two-
seater motor-car was crawling
through the fog out of Bellton. It
had come from Caistowe, and was

now on its way to Bannington, and the man
at the wheel was Inspector Pearce, of the
Caistowe Police. The man beside him was
Sergeant Warren, also of the Caistowe
Police, They had been out on a special
mission that afterncon, and the fog had un-
expectedly caught them., Now they were at-
tempting to get through to Bannington.

“TFog’s thinning a bit along this road, sir,
I think,” remarked the sergeant, after the
last house of the village had been left
behind.

“Yes, it seems a bit better,” agreed his
superior officer. “Can’t get into top, though.
Keep your eyec on that side of the road,
Warren.”

“Xes, ue" _

They continued to ecrawl, the headlights
serving them but poorly. There was plenty
of light, but it was only beaten back and
reflected by the fog. The car was not fitted
with any speecial fog-light, and it was diffi-
cult for the inspector to see the grass border
of the road. However, his ¢ompanion
warned him if he grew too near, or went
too far away.

As they crawled along the sergeant caught
sight of something dark and still lying in
the grass, ncar the roadside. The car had
gone past before Warren could definitely dis-
tinguish what the object was,

“Just a iinute, sir,” he said in a startled
volce. ‘1 saw sﬂmethmg just now.” i
“What do you mean—you saw something?
“Lying on the grass, sir,” replied the ser-

[ geant. “I only r:a.ugflt a glimpse of it as
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we went by, but it secemed to me that it
waz like somebody lying there.”

“A leap of stones, 1 expeet—or perhaps
an old log,” said Inspector Pearce. *'1 dou't
think .I shall trouble to stop, Warren.”

“You'd better, sir,” urged the sergeant.
“I'm sure it was a man.”

The inspector grunted, and stopped the
car. -

“All right—run back and sce,’
.ﬂmx'ﬂj’.

The sergeant elimbed out and made his
way back along the foggv road. The in-
spector waited impatiently in the meantime
—for he was convinced that his subordinate
had allowed his imagination to get the better
of him, But a moment later he had reason
to ehange his mind.

L

he said

1]

suit of distinetive pattern. “Help me to
turn him over, Warren.”

The figure of the man in plus-fours was
lving face downwards, In an unnatural
attitude. One glance had been suflicient to
show Inspector Pearce that the man was
dead, And now, gently and gingerly, the
two police officers turned the body over,

" Probably had a fit of some kind, sir,”
suggeated the sergeant., *“Or he might have
been taken bad by a sudden heart attacl.”

The inspector caught his breath in with
a startled gulp. |

“Look at this, Warren!” he ejaculated
hoarsely. '*Look here!”

He pointed, and the sergeant stared open-
eved, dumhbh. The dead man's waistcoat, on
tiie left side, was soaking. A dark, ominous:

ir
o

“Quick, sir!” stain was showing—
came a  gaspmg and in one spot.
shout. “I was there was a jagged
vight! It is - a hole in the cloth,
man {” c oy .

“Well, TI’'m mmf]!ulﬁ*d manq '1“i33
hanged ! mutrered ‘£ B by 28

il e : J e 1nspector
the Inspector, leap- grimlv. “A  bullet
- - " -
ng out. | wound,  Warren!

He ran nn‘ok, and He was shot—cither
found Sergeant by a rifle or a
Warren bending revolver 1
over something 1n e i
the damp grass. . g Mightn't it have

“Drunk 7 asked | Unseen, unheard, the sinister figure crept | been suicide, sir?"
the inspector. towards the armchair in which sat Nelson | Suggested the

“Dead, Silr I Lee. In one hand he held a knife. ‘?f"{{l”.‘:‘ld " t";{‘l‘gﬁ*iﬂnt

“How do wou Tamie . o elter look
brnnt® domandsd | Nearer and nearer ..., now he was| ,oind  for t1he
the inspector immediately bf*.hmd' the unsuspecting | weapon, hadn't
sharply. “Here, let | Housemaster - detective. Up went the | we?”

e come theve 1 man’s hand ; the knife gleamed dully Before doing  so.

“He's cold, sir, as it flashed downwards ... . Inspector Peareo
and getting stiff, T And the deadly Fu Chang Tong had made a quick cx-
believe,” muttered struck once more ! amination. He tore
EL‘I k;f“::gﬁf‘p"t“ HLH,‘:_ This is only one of the many thrilling 31:,::?1“ f*f)';}ro‘;““’if?"‘h
s o'q | incidents in next week’s stunning school ; e,
vou  thin we'd e : chest, T'his un-
better back the car, yarn, chums, which is entitled : fortunate man had
so that we can get ‘ ’ been shot through
_ "That a good Sp— —d death must have
idea,” said the ] : been instantaneous.
other. “You back the car, Warren—I'll f He had probably been walking along the
stay here. road, and he had staggered into the grass in

The sergeant was so agitated that he| his death fall,

caused the gears to fairly shriek before he
got them properly engaged. Then he
backed the car erratically, until it was be-
vond the point where the figure lay in the-
web grass,

“Turn her in a bit,” said the inspector.
“We want thoso headlights over this way.

Yes, that's right. She’ll do just like
th‘ﬂ.ti"
The headlamps were now showing full

upon thoe grass border of the road, but the
fog was still curling round in thick, swirling
masses,

“A gentleman, by the look of him,” said
the inspector, as he gazed down at the silent

When a quick scarch was made, no weapon
was found. There was no indication of a
revoiver or a rifle. Near the body wes a
cap of the same material as the suit. It
had fallen off when the man had crashed
down,

“There's no weapon—and that proves thas
it's @ case of murder,” said the inspector,
taking a deep breath. *“An ugly business,
Warren, Robbervy might have been the
motive—— Doesn’t look like it, though,”
he added.

e had removed the leather wallet from
the coat inside pocket, and a glance showed
him that there were many notes in it. Ie

figure, which was eclothed in a plus-four

took out a card, and then he gave a shout
of astouishment and consternation.
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“What is it, sir?”" gasped the sergeant.

“They’ve got him, Warren!” said the
inspector, with a whistle. “Don’t you re-
member that affair of last week? It was
r%pprted to us, but we could make nothing
of it"

“You—you don't mean Mr, Lee, sir?”

“I dol"™

“They tried to burn him,
they've shot him!"” panted the
“Mr. Nelson Lee!”

The inspector looked at the face of the
dead man—and Sergeant Warren looked,
too. It was not exactly the type of face
they had expected to sce. Neither of them
had ever met Nelson Lee, for, as it hap-
pened, they were both comparatively new
to Caistowe, having been drafted there
from a rural district, many miles farther
along the coast.

But never for an instant did they doubt
that this body was not the body of Nelson
l.ee. The dead man’s face was distorted,
and that, alone, would have been suflicient
to render it unrecognisable. And in that
light, and what with the fog, it was hard,
indeed, to make a definite identification.

“There'll be a sensation over this, sir,”
«aid the sergeant, in @ hoarse whisper. I
mean, Mr. Nelson Lee, the famous private
detective! Why, the London papers will be
full of it in the mornming.”

“Never mind the London papers,” said
the inspector. “Confound the hounds who
did this, Warren! Look here! TI'll swear
that the cloth is scorched. The poor maen
must have been shot at close quarters.”

The inspector found a few letters in one
of the pockets—addressed to Nelson Lee—
and he found Lee’s name engraved on the
back of the gold watch. There seemed to
be no shadow of doubt that this was actu-
ally the body of the great detective,

“*What do vou think we'd better do, sir?”
asked the sergeant.

“We must take this body into the village,”
replied the inspector. “ You'll have to help
me to lift it aboard the car, Warren. We'll
take it to the George Tavern.”

“The lendlord might object.”

“I can’t help that—we'd better not take
this body up to the school,” said the in-
spector, shaking his head. “I1 dare say
there’s & shed at the George which will serve
as a mortuary for the time being. The in-
quest will have to be held there, too. Come
along, Warren—it's ugly work, but it’s got
to be done.”

and now
sergeant,

e —

CHAPTER 4.
A Shock for St. Frank's!

R. MORRISON NICHOLLS, the

D headmaster of St, Frank’s, reached
for the telephone,

He had just finished his tea, and

he had come into his study to do a little

work. It was very cosy in there, with a
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bright fire burning in the grate, and with
the softly-shaded hghts glowing.

“Hallo!” ecalled the Head, as he placed
the receiver to his ear. “Who 1s that,
please 7"

“I want to- speak to the headmaster,”
came & grave voice.

“You are speaking to him—I am Dr.
Nicholls,” replied the Iead.

“1I am afraid 1 have some bad news for
you, sir,” said the voice. " I'm Inspector
Pearce, of the Caistowe Police.”

“Well 7

“It’s about Mr. Nelson Lee, sir.
of your Housemasters—"

I know that!” said the Ilead sharply.
“What of him? Has anything happened
to him? T heard a rumour, some time ago,
‘hat he had failed to come back from the
golf course, but I did not imagine that
there was anything serious——"

“It is serious, sir,” interrupted the in-

Ile's one

spector. " Very serious indeed.” .
“You mean that he has met with an
accident 7"

“Worse than that, sir.”

“Not—dead | ejaculated the
horror.

“I"'m very much afraid thet I do mean
that, sir,” said Inspector Pearce, who was
doing his best to break it gently.

Head, in

“Mr. Lee dead!” said Dr. Nicholls, in
agony., ‘‘This is aeppalling! How did it
happen? Did he meet with an accident?
Tell me, inspector! This is a dreadful shock
to me.”

“1 was sure it would be, sir, and I fear
there’s another shock,” came Inspecior

Pearce’s voice. “There’s no doubt that
My, Lee was—murdered.”

Dr. Nicholls said nothing; he sat there,
with the receiver held tightly to his ear,
staring dully across at the wall on the
other side of the room. His face had become
pale end haggard.

“Did you hear me, sir?” came the police
officer’s voice.

"1 heard you,” said the Head, trying to
speak steadilv. “I am stunned, Inspector
Pearce. You tell me that Mr. Lee is dead,
and that he has been murdered? 1t is horri-
ble—horrible! I cannot believe it!”

“It's true, sir, all the same—although
I hate telling you so,” said the inspector
kindly. “I've taken the body to a shed
at the back of the George Tavern, and I'm
arranging for the inquest to be held there

to-morrow,””

“Inquest !” panted the Head. “This
sounds ghastly, inspector! The George
Tavern, you say?

“1 thought it better not to bring the body

1to the school, sir.”

“You were very sensible—and T must
comapliment you for your thoughtfulness,”
said Dr. Nicholls gratefully. “Thank you
very much indeed, 1nspector. It was bettor
—far better—that the body should be kept
awav [from the school.”

(Continued on page 14.)
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Lectures !
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In response to many requests from readers of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

Professor Puddleditch continues bis amusing leclures on

tnnatural > bistory.

By Reggie Pitt
Lecture S—THE RADISH

Sycamore's were alrecady in the Hall

when the door banged open and in

shuffled DProfessor Puddlediteh, bur-
dened with his almost unportable dictionary,
without which reference book he rarely
appeared, In his buttonhole, partly con-
cealed by his swaving white beard, reposed
a small bunch of radishes.
. He tottered up the stops to the platform
and puffed his cheeks at the Form with the
exertion of his efforts,
“This morning, boys,” he began, when
had recovered his breath, “our weekly
talk will be on some of the lesser known
aspeets of that every-day article of garden
produce—the radish,

“The wradish is generally spherical in
shape to begin with, changing sometimes to
halt-moon; this being, of course, after some-
body has taken e bite out of 1t,” The pro-
fessor illustrated this by removing his
buttonhole of radishes and biting one, hold-
ing 1t up for examination to the class. “If
I may be a little facetious, I should deseribe
its colour as—radish—er—reddish, see? Ie,
he, het”

The professor raised two fingers gently.

THE }m}:a of the Fourth Iorm of St.

hoe

“8sh! Not too much laughter, boys,” he
hegged of a stony-faced audience which
showed no signs of exercizsing its risible

faculties, “I always believe in lightening
the text of these serious talks by the intro-
duction of sundry witticiams which fall so
readily from my tongue.

“Well! To continue our topic; the radish
i3 closely allied to the watereress. As you

probably know, it has been descoribed by
that clever American botanist, Al Lotment,
as watereress with knobs on. These knobs
or protuberances, he avers, fix the plant so
firmly in the ground that the weekly
tornacdo fails entirely to uproot the sturdy
little growths. Thus nature counter-
balances her elements and preserves the
food of the people from destruetive forees
which otherwise would successfully assail it.

“The flavour of this little red vegetable
appoals to some people. There ave, in fact,
two flavours. One 15 reminiscent of tough
string, while the other savours of aerated
cotton wool. The composition or substance,
or whatever you call it, also varies; some-
tiznes being as hard and as unwelding as a
pebble, at others, possessing the spongey
resilience of rubber. Why folk cat the
things at all is a mystery which has never
been solved.”

At this juncture, the professor carcfully’
polished his spectacie case, put the spectacles
back into his pocket and attempted to fix
the oase on his nose. T'ailing in this, he
reversed the process and -continued his dis-
COLLr3e,

“The radish has also
notoricty,” he went on.
pamphlet by Watteau
‘ Historioa! Inaccuracies,’
Rufus was referred to Red Nob or
Radish Mead., Also that this remark once
so ineensed him that he shot his companion
in the—er—New Forvest.”

One of the boyvs couldn't stand this and
interrupted the lecture by execlaiming:

(Continued on page 44.)

some historieal
“We read in a
Chump entitled
that William

43
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BY ORDER OF THE TONG!

(Continwed from page 12.)

“I rang you up, sir, because I thought
you ought to know as quickly as possible,”
continued the police officer. " Perhaps you
will eome down, or send somebody——"

“VYes, yes, of course!” broke in the Head,
in agitation, "1 will certainly do that,
inspector. But are you sure? Man alive!
Is there no possibility that you may be mis-
taken? What does the doctor say? Is there
no hope at all?”

“I tried to get hold of Dr. Brett, sir, but
he’s been called away on an urgent case 1n
Edgemore,” rteplied the inspector. “ Not
that it matters. It'll do when he comes
back. Mr. Lee is dead—and has been dead
for at least an hour.”

“Beyond all possibility of doubt?”

“1 think I know a dead man when I see
one, sir,” replied the inspector quietly.
“Mr. Lee was shot through the heart. We
haven’t found eny weapon, and so far there
is no clue to his murderer. But I am get-
ting to work almost at once—="

“Shot through the heart!” muttered the
Head. *“Worse and worse! Then, indeed,
there is no possibility of your being wrong.
The George Tavern, you say? I will come
down at once!” -

He hung up the receiver abruptly, and
sat back in his chair, looking years older.

. “Horrible—horrible |” he muttered husk-
ily.

He had valued Nelson Lee as a f[riend,
and this news of his tragic death appalled
him. And as the responsible controller of
this great school, too, he had other matters
to think about, There would be an ugly
sensation over this. All the newspapers
would make as much ocapital out of this
as possible, and throughout the length and
- breadth of the land St. Frank’s would be
discusscd—and discussed in an unsevoury
way.

Yet, to do Dr. Nicholls justice, he only
ave this stdde of the affair a passing thought.

11 his concern was for Nelson Lee himself,

There came a tap at the door, and Mr.
Pagett entered.

' O0D gracious!” ejaculated Mr.
G Pagett, startled.

I§e had received no invitation to

center, and now he beheld Dr.

Nicholls, sitting back in his chair, and star-

ing straight in front of him-—his face pale,

his whole figure looking shrunken. The

master of the Fifth Form stepped forward,
filled with concern.

“Ts anything wrong, sir?” he asked
anxiously. ‘‘Are you il%?”

Dr. Nicholls started, and sat forward.

“T beg your pardon, Mr, Pagett,” he said,

“T really did not know that you had entered
the room.”
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“1 came to ask your advice on the subject
of those examination papers, €ir e

““ Kxamination papers!” echoed the Head
bitterly. “They can be put aside, Mr.
Pagett. 1 have just heard some terrible
news; Mr. Lee, of the Ancient House, 1s
dead.”

“De-dead |” stuttered Mr. Pagett, horri-
fied. * Mr., Lee!”

“ And worse than that, Mr, Pagett—he was
111!11‘[_[[11"0& 1"
“Good Heavens!"”

“Shot through the heart, and found some-
where near the village, I understand,” con-
tinued Dr, Nicholls. *A ghastly affair, Mz,
Pagett. I trust you will forgive me if I
ask you to leave me now. I want to think;
I must decide what shall be done.”

“But—but can you give me no details,
mir?”

“Are details necessary?” asked Dr.
Nicholls wearily. ‘“Is it not sufficient, Mr.
Pagett, to know that Mr. Nelson Lce has
been murdered? In any case, I know
scarcely any details, He was found shot, and
he has been carried to the George Tavern,”

Mr. Pagett stammered something, and
backed out of the study. Some few minutes
after he had gone the Head uttered an
ejaculation of annoyance, and he ran to the
door. But by this time Mr. Pagett was gone,
and was probably in the Ancient House.

“A pity—a great pity,” muttered thae
Head. ‘I should have told him to keep the
news to himself for the present. T hope he
will not be unwise enough to mention this
matter to any of the boys"”

But Mr, William Pagett had already becn
unwise.

He was so startled that he blurted out the
dreadful news to the first person he met—who
happened to be Morrow, of the Sixth.
Morrow was in the Triangle, on his way into
the Ancient House to have a friendly debate
with Fenton, the captain of the school. He
suddenly found a figure running up out of
the fog, and when it arrived it clutched him
fiercely by the arm.

“Hallo! What’s wrong, Mr. Pagett?” he
asked in surprise. “You look a bit groggy,
v

“Have youn heard the news, Morrow ?”
asked the Fifth Form master huskily, *Mr,
Nelson Lee has been murdered |”

“Wha-a-a-at!” gasped Morrow, jumping
back in startled amazement.

“I am sorry, Morrow—I should not have
spoken so bluntly,” said Mr. Pagett. *But,
unhappily, it is a faet that Mr, Lee is dead.

I am staggered—I am bewildered by the
shock of 1t!"

“Tt’s too awful to be true, sir,” said Mor-
row, with a gulp. ‘“Mr. Lee! Decad?”

It only took Mr. Pagett a minute to blurt
out everything he had heard.in the head-
master’s study, and then, of course, the news
spread like wildfire. . :
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ORROW, having got into the Ancient

M House, came upon William Napo-

lecon Browne and Stevens of the

Irifth. He told them, and Browne

and Stevens were stunned. One of the Re-

movites overheard the news, and before long

there were swarms of juniors crowding round,
shouting for details.

“It can't be true!” said T'ravers, when
he heard, “I don't believe it! It's only
some silly exaggeration—some idiotie yarn ™

“But Love, of the Fifth, says that Browne
told hium!” panted Harry Gresham. ““And
DBrowne got 1t from Mr. Pagett, I believe!”

They ran into the lobby, where there was
a secthing crowd. Everybody was shouling
at once, and in the middle of it all Mr.
(rowell, the Remove-master, came in. One
look at his faco was suflicient, My, Crowell
vwas pale and lmggard.

“TIs it true, sir?” went up a dozen excited
inguiries.

“Boys—boys!"” said Mr. Crowell, holding
vp a hand. “For Heaven's sake control
vourselves! Do not make ali this noise!”

“Is it true that Mr. Lee is dead, sir?”

“There is no shadow of doubt,” replied
Mr, Crowell sadly. “I have spoken with Mr,
Pagett—and Mr. Pagett heard these awful
tidings from the headmaster’'s own lips. Our
Housemaster has gone, boys—and it is your
duty to behave yourselves decently and
quictly in this great hour of trial.”

“1 don’t believe it—it can’t be true!” said
Handforth, with a gulp. “Mr. Lee, you
kinow ! Our Housemaster! Oh, it's too
ghastly to be true, sir! The finest IHouse-
master in the world

“(ontrol vourszclf, Handforth,” broke in
Mr., Crowell. **No useful purpose can be
corved by any demonstration. Do not agk
me for details. because I do not know them,
The only facts known at present are that
Mr. Lee was found shot through the heart,
and that his body has been taken to the
(tcorge Tavern. T neced hardly add that
every boy is strictly confined to gates.”

Ile went away, leaving the crowd stunned
into silence,

And if there had been any doubts in the

1

niinds of any of the fellows, they were soon |

set at rest, For Biggleswade and Conroy
major, of the Sixth, came in from the fog.
"They were both looking gravely troubled.

They brought definite confirmation of the
shocking news,

They had been in the villuge when the
police car had driven up to the George
Tavern; they had actually scen the body
carvied into the hotel yard, and thev had
;}i‘ﬂfd, there, that it was the body of Nelson
A0,

The whole school was staggered, DBut it
was the Ancient House which felt the blow
the most—sinece Welson TLee had been the
Housemaster of the Apcient House., He had
been loved by mearly all his boys—seniors
and Juniors alike. He had never been as
boisterous and as “pally ' as Mr., Stokes, of
the West Hounse; but all those fellows who

Lad thoroughly known him had loved hLim.
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“I can't belicve it,” said Handforth dully.
“Mr. Lee, vou know! One of the best—ona
of the straightest and truest! What shall
we do without him?”

“It's no good talking like that, Handy,"
said Church huskily. “There’'s no doubt
about it—everybody sayvs the samo thing.
Biggleswade even saw him carried into the
George Tavern! Those fiends havo got him
at last.”

“Yes, they tried to burn him on that bon-
fire—and now they’ve shot him,” said Travers
sombrely, “By gamsm:t I shan't be satis-
fied, at least, until his murderers have beev
caught !V

“I'lIl catch them myself!” panted Hand-
forth desperately. “The brutes! Tho
hounds! Oh, can’t we do something?”

“For goodness’ sake, Handy, control your-
self ! urged McClure. *“What can wo do?
It's a job for the police—and i1f we try to
interfere we shall .only get snubbed.”

“I say, I've just thought of something!”
put in Reggie Pitt, of the West House.
“Where's Nipper ?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Perhaps he hasn’t heard the news yet!”
said Travers, with a startled look on his
faco. *I say, how awful! Poor old Nipper!
He'll be bowled completely over when he
hoars this!”

It was strange, indeed, that Nipper, of all
the Removites, was the one who hadn't
heard the terrible news. But Nipper, at that
motuent, wasz in Nelson Lee's study. It was
because of this that he had so far been
spared.

ll!

CHAPTER 5.
Another Mystery!

NIPPEH grunted and turned away from

the fireplace.
He had just put some more coal
on, and he remembered that Tommy
Walson and Tregellis-West were waiting for

il

him out in the passage. They had said that
they would come along after preparing tea.
But Nipper wanted no tea. I[-)Ie was so
anxions about his “guv'nor” that food
or drink had no appecal. He couldn't got
the idea out of his head that Nelson Luw
had met with some misadventure.

“The guv'nor's been pretty secretive of
late,”” ho told himself disconsolately., “When
I asked him about those mysterious men who
attacked hLimn last week, he put me off. Tried
to make me believe that it was only &
trific. Dut there's something behind 1t all
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—something that he suspects. By Jove! 1
wish I could get hold of a clue|™

He moved over to the desk, and sat down
in Nelson Lee's chair. Idly, aﬁsent-mindedly,
he pulled open the drawer in front of him.
He had- no intention of making any search
of that. drawer, but his gaze happened to
light upon a card. It was in full view, and
he eould hardly miss seeing it,

“Hallol What's this?” he muttered won-
deringly.

He took the card out, turned it over, and |

then'caught in his breath. There were some
printed characters on it—executed in_ ordi-
nary blue-black ink, and apparently with an
ordinary pen. He read the words:

- 'l;i'le last time we failed. The next time
we chall succeed. You have three days
more,”’

“ (ireat Scott!” ejaculated Nipper.

Three days more! When had thiz card
been delivered? And how? Nipper looked
into the drawer again, and found an enve-

lope. It was addressed in the same printed
characters as the card. And the postmerk
on it was four days old| '

So when that message had been delivered,
there were three days of grace for Nelson
I.ee. The time was up! And now Nelson
Lee had vanished! There was something
horribly significant in this discovery of
Nipper's—coming, as it did, immediately
affer Nelson Lee’s strange disappearance.

“They’ve got him!” muttered Nipper
frantically. “Something must have hap-
pened out there on the golf course! They
took edvantage of the fog e

‘He hurried to the door, and dashed out.
As he had half-expected, Tregellis-West and
Watson were hanging about 1n the passage.

“Begad!” groaned Sir Montie.

He and Tommy Watson had only just
come along; they had heard the awful
news, and now they were in agony. They
did not know how they could tell their
chum. At the very moment of Nipper's exit
from the Housemaster's study, they had been
discussing, in low tones, how they could
break the news. They now looked at him
with sad, compassionate eyes. _

“I'm glad you're here, you chaps,” said
Nipper earnestly, “I'm pretty certain that
something has happened to the guv’nor.”

“0Oh, my hat!” breathed Watson.

“I’ve found & card in his study,” con-
tinued Nipper. "“Look at thisl ‘Three
days more." That means to-day, because
the postmark o4

Ile broke off, noticing for the first time
the pallor in his chums' cheeks.

“You needn’t be so scared about it,”
he said, thinking that his own words had
upset them in this way. ''It may not be
as serious as all that., Perhaps I'm getting
the wind up for nothing. After all, the

?uv’nui;j might have lost his way in the
0

= “WE"‘F!}_
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“Don’t, old boy—don't!” murmured Sir
Montie.

“Anyhow, we’re going out to make a
search,” said Nipper briskly. “You chaps
had better get vyour overcoats on. We'll
take electric torches——"

“It’s no good,” broke in Watson, almost
harshly.

“What do you mean—no good?”

“It's—it’s too late.”

“Too late?” said Nipper, staring.

“I'm afraid so, dear old man,” said
Tregellis-West gently., “It will be most
frightfully - diffieult to tell you, but some-

thing pretty awful has happened.”

Nipper stared at them, and then he
clutched at their arms.

"“"What do you mean?” he demanded
hoarsely. “Wheat’s happened? What have

you heard? Come on—out with it !"
Tregellis-West and Watson were tongue-
tied. They did not know what to say. And
then Handforth unconsciously came to their
rescue. His voice made 1tself heard from
round an angle of the passage, \
got to find him and tell him!”
he was saying. ‘“He must know sooner or
later, and I'm the best chap to break it
gently.” '

“Grab him!” eame Church’s voice.” “We
know Handy's way of breaking things
gently, Mac!”

“Let me go!” shouted Handforth., * Mr.

Lee’s dead, and Ni&}ar must know about
it. Tt isn’t as if he bad died in an ordinary

way. He's been murdered—"
“Nipper, old boy!” breathed Tregellis-
West. “Begad | We wanted to let you

down lightly, but——>"

“You're mad—you’re all mad!|” shouted
Nipper wildly. o

He tore along the corridor, turned the
corner, and charged into Haendfoeth & Co.
They ra%urded him with startled faces. In-
stinctively, they knew that he had over-
heard their recent talk.

“My only sainted aunt!” gurgled Hand
forth.

“What's that you were saying just now,
Handy?” demanded Nipper. “Tell me
that you were rotting | ou must have been
rotting ! What's that you were saying about
my guv'nor?”

Handforth gulped.

“I—I wanted to break it gently——" he
began.

“ Never mind breaking it gently |” panted
Nipper. “Tell me the truth! Out with it!
Anything 1s better than suspensel What's

happened 7"

“Mr. Lee—is dead!” breathed Hand-
forth miserably,

‘“He was found on the roadside, near Bell-
ton,” added Church, before Nipper could
speak. “Shot through the heart—murdered !
It’s no guod, Nipper, old man—it’s no good
hoping.’

Nipper had gone as pale as a sheet, but
he remained steady. He just stood there,
overwhelmed by the brutal nature of this
stunning blow.
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“You'd better come along to Study C,”
satd Tommy Watson softly. * You'll need
to bhe quiet for a bit "

“Where is he?” panted Nipper, suddenly

finding his voice. “ Where have they taken
him? 1 don't believe it—and I shan’t be-
lieve it until T see him with my own eyes!
Where is he?”
- “They took him to the George Tavern,”
said Handforth. "Ilold him, you fellows!
He muszin't go down there, Things are
bad enoungh already,”

But they had as much chance of holding
Nipper as they had of holding & cyclone,
He went tcaring down the passage, his eyes
now alight with wild anxiety and agony.

ing a word with Mr. Beverley Stokes,

and there were erowds of juniors and

seniors standing about, too—all whis.
pering together.

“Is5 it true, sir?” asked Nipper, elutching
at Barry Stokes’ arm. “The guv'nor! IHas
Le been killed? Is he dead, sir?”

“I only wish I could give you a ray of
lope,” replied Mr. Stokes, “but the facts
are established bevond doubt. You are a
level-headed youngster, Nipper, and I am
stire that vou will take this blow bravely.”

Nipper did not seem to hear. He turned
aside, and made for the open doorway. He

-[.\' the lobby, he found Mr. Crowell hav-

gasped Nipper in alarm as he read the card.
now came this discovery. The significance hit Nipper like a blow.
he muttered frantically.
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Nelson Lee had disappearea, ane
““ They’ve got the guv’nor I ™

Mr. Crowell
Barry

plunred out into the fog.
made half a move forward, but
Stokes held him back. .

“Let the boy go,” he muttered. "He i3
different from the others. Mr. Lece was
practically a father to him. It would be
cruel to keep him here.”

Qutside, just at the foot of the Ancient
House steps, Nipper nearly ran into a motor-
cvele which was standing there, its electrio
headlamp glowing, It belonged to T'ravers,

and Travers was close by, talking with
Jimmy Potts. *
“I'm taking this machine!” shouted

Nipper fiercely.

“I'll drive you down if wou like,” said
Travers, “You can sit on the pillion, and
we'll be in the village within two or threo
minutes, Nipper.”

“You'll be too slow replicd Nipper,
scizing the machine. "And I want to be
alone, too.”

“(x0 ahecad, dear old fellow,’
“You're quite welcome,”

And over near the pateway a vague
figure, lurking in the fog, darted out into
the lane and went speeding towards tho
village, Those words of Nipper's had
apparently electrified this  mysterious
stranger into activity.

Nipper had already kicked the engine into
life, and now he let the eclutch in with a

pee

said Travers,
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jerk and drové towards the gateway. Waldo,
of the Remove, was compelled to make a
wild dive for safety as the machine charged
down upon him.,

‘““Here, steady!” he shouted.
the reckless—— Oh”

He had caught a glimpse of Nipper's set
face, and he understood. He watched the
motor-cycle and its rider as it was swallowed
up in the swirling fog.

Nipper drove as though there was no Tﬂg
at aﬁ. Bending low over the handlebars,
he went tearing down the lane. He was
erief-stricken, and nearly in a panic. The
one thing he wanted to do was to get to
the George Tavern, so that he could find
out for certain the actual truth of the story

“0Of all

that he had heard. Nothing else in the
world mattered.
His mind was deadened. He felt that

he had received a crushing blow on the head.
And the very thought that Nelson Lee was
dead was like a
I'og or no fog, he had to get down to the
George !

Some little distance down the lane, the
fog was not quite so thick. It was patchy,
anyway, some tracts of land being almost
clear, and others enveloped in an im-
penetrable murk.

Suddenly, just ahecad of Nipper, some-
thing big and yellowish was flung from the
side of the road right into his path. It
was all done so quickly that Nipper had no
timo cven to apply the brakes. The thing
came almost at him, alighting in the road

not five yards ehecad of his machine. To
swerve was out of the question,
He struck the obstruction head-on, his

agonised thoughts scattered by this dramatic
development. And as he went sprawling
over he realised that the obstruction was
nothing more nor less than a big bale of
straw,

His machine plunged into it; he soared
over the handlebars, over the straw bale,
and crashed into the road.

And on the instant four figures bore down
upon him—two from either hedge. They
seized him, flung @ heavy blanket over his
head, drew 1t tight, and whirled him off
into one of the fog-ridden meadows!

T St. Frank’s, Handforth was hurry-

A ing round to the garage. Church

and McClure were with him—and
Travers and two or three others.

“Nipper's gone, so why shouldn’t we go?”
Handforth was saying. “I’'m going to get
out my Austin Seven, and we’ll go down to
the village.”

“But we're all gated !I” protested Church,
“Who cares?” said Handforth witheringly.
“In a crisis like this, we're not going to
be bound down by rules and regulations I
should hope! We've got to go to the Ceorge
—to make certain that Mr. Lec is dead !’

“Oh, Handv, we know he’s dead,” said
McClure. “Why talk like that? The Head

says so—Mr. Pagett says so—Mr. Crowell
days so——"

tnife stabbing into him. 1
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“They all may be mistaken,” interrupted
Handforth., " Perhaps Mr. Lee is only badly
injured. Anyhow, I'm going down to find
out for m:;sei’f!”

“Wouldn’t it be
Church.
this fog.”

Handforth, however, was as obstinate as
usual. He quickly got his Austin Seven out,
and the engine was soon running. Church

better to walk?” asked
“You might go into the ditch in

and McClure piled in, and Travers and
Reggie Pitt and Jimmy Potts found places,
too. They sat upon one another, but it

didn’'t matter in an emergency of this kind.
A prefect shouted to them as the little car
purred out through the gateway, but Hand-
forth took no notice,
“There’ll be trouble when we get back,
but it doesn’t matter,” remarked Travers.
“I'm as keen on this trip as you are,

Handy.”

Onece in the lane, Handforth opened the
throttle, and the faithful little Austin
hummed along towards the village,

“1 mav, 1;,ut:n.l‘nzl better go easy!” said
MecClure. ‘If something else 1s coming

along yvou’ll go into it before you can swerve
or pull up! Don’t be so reckless, Handy |
There’s no violent hurry.” &

“There’s not likely to be anvbody else on.
the road in this fog,” replied Handforth, as
he bent low over the steering-wheel, peer-
ing searchingly ahead. “And as for there
being no hurry, I'm not so sure. If Mr.
Lee isn’t dead, we might have to rush for
the doctor, and there’s no telling——'"

“Whoa! Look out!” yelled Church,
“There’s something in the way!”

Handforth jammed his foot down and
pulled at the %mnd-lever at the same time.
The four-wheel brakes came into operation,
the wheels skidding. Ewven then, Handforth
failed to elear the obstruetion. :

There was something big looming in the
road, indistinet in the fog. It looked like
s great pile of sand, and Handforth ex-
pected a severe shock. But there wasn’t
one. And he saw, with amazement, that the
front of the Austin was smothered in a mass
of straw.

“Well, I'm jiggered !” he ejaculated, open-
ing the door and getting out. “It’s only
a bale of straw! We're not even scratched.
Who the dickens ean have been so careless
as to have left this in the middle of the
road 7"

“Perhaps it fell from a wagon ?”’ suggeste
Church, T&th relief, " 88 y

“It might have sent us into the ditch,”
said Handforth gruffly. “Somehody ought
to be prosecuted for this! Come and lend a
hand, you chaps. We’'ve got to shift it out
of the way.”

The others piled out, and Reggie Pitt sud-
denly uttered an ejaculation of astonishment,

“l.ook here!” he said. *‘There’s some-
thing else—a motor-bike |”

The machine was lying on its side, mid-
way between the straw and the grass border
of the road. Vivian Travers nodded as
he bent over it and lifted it up.

(Continued on page 20.)
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“No need to be frichtened of me, con-
stable,” he said. ‘ls there anybody in
this shed ?*

“Only—only the body, sir.”

“Do you know if Hamilton has been here
—Nipper 7"

“He ain’t bin here, sir,” replied Sparrow.
“There’s no tellin’ but what he might come,
though. 'Im and Mr, Lee was sort o’ like
father and son, wasn’t they? Mebbe this
13 him now,” he added, as another
figure materialised out of the fog,

But it was only Handforth.

“Is he here, sir?"” asked Edward
Oswald eagerly.

“No," replied Mr. Stokes. “You
stay where you are, Handforth. I
will join you scon. I’'m going into
this shed.”

“Going in, sir?” asked the con-
stable nervously. “I1 don’t know
as you ought. The inspector told
me that nobody wasn’t to pass——"

“Never mind what the inspector
told you,” interrupted Barry
Stokes. “By the way, Sparrow,
have you seen the body ?”

“Me? Seen the body?” repeated
the village policeman, with a ¢
ghiver. “Not likely! I don't
want to see no bodies—not unless
I have to! I saw the poor gent
carried in, but I ain’t inquisitive.”

Mr. Stokes opened the door of
the shed, strode in, and closed the
door after him. Another hurricane
lamp was burning at the end of
the shed, hanging from a beam. It was
casting a yellowish glow upon an old
trestle. On this trestle there was a still,
silent figure, covered with a white sheet.

‘Mr. Stokes hesitated for a moment, and
then he compressed his lips and tip-toed
forward. He gingerly pulled the sheet
back, but even now he could not see the
dead man’s features, for a handkerchief was
covering the face. But DBarry Stokes
immediately recognised Nelson Lee’s plus-
four suit, which was of e distimetive pettern,
He caught his breath in as he saw the ugly
stain upon the waistcoat, and the jagged
hole in the cloth.

“1 don't suppose he had a dog’s chance,”
muttered Mr. Stokes. “Shot at close
quarters. Somebody must have leapt out
at him in the fog, and shot him before he
could attempt to defend himself. But I
wonder why he was on the Bannington
Road? What could he have been doing
there?”

He gently lifted the handkerchief, for
he could not resist the temptation to have a
glance at Nelson Lee’s features. It was
not morbid curiosity, but a genuine expres-
sion of affection for his old friend.

Then, suddenly, Mr. Stokes uttered a
shout of emazement. He felt the blood
rush to his face, causing him to go hot. He
starcd down at that dead face.
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The junlors rescued the motﬁr-blke from the ro:
that there hat

“It’s not Leel” he gasped. “This man

isn’t Lee |” ‘

Handforth, outside, heard those words;
and in & flash Handforth was in the shed,
easily avoiding the clumsy grab of P.-o.
Sparrow,

“What—what did you sey, sir?” he asked
hoarsely,

Barry Stokes twirled round.

“Come here, Handforth!” he said tensely.
“Either I'm mad, or there’s something
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d it feverishly.
ut"where was Nipper ?

wrong with my eyesight. 'This man isn’t
Nelson Lee at all1”
““Here, you come back, young gent!” ex-
claimed the constable, running into the shed.
But Handforth was beside the trestle, and

he was staring at the face of the dead man.

“It’s not Mr. Lee!” he said breathlessly,
“You're right, sir! It’s—it’s somebody
else—somebody altogether different|”

“¥You'll get me into trouble over this, Mr,
Stokes, sir,” complained the policeman,
“The inzpector told me—"
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“Come here, Sparrow!”’ interrupted Mr.
Stokes, “Handforth, I ought not to have
called you. You had better go outside. But
I was so excited that I hardly knew what
I was doing Sparrow, come here. Look
at this face.”

“I—I rather not, sir

“Don’t be a fool, Sparrow !” snapped Mr.
*Stokes. “Come here!”

T'he constable went, and he, too, gulped.

“Why, bust my eyes! It ain’t Mr. Leel”
he ejaculated.

"Yet this is Mr. Lee’s plus-four suit,” said

L

They knew that Nipper had been riding it ;

Barry Stokes grimly, “And Mr. Lee him-
self is missing! The mystery is
deeper than ever, Sparrow—but,

thank IHeaven, there is a chance

that Mr. Lee is still alive!”

I he was plunging in amongst
the other St. Frank’s fellows,

who were still hovering about the

main doorway of the inn. And

Handforth was shouting at the top

of his voice,

“Grab him, you chaps!” urged
Church. “The silly idiot! Making
all this din! Handy—Handy !
Haven’t you any respect for—"

"It’s not Mr. Lee!” shouted
Handforth, wild with excitement.
“It’s somebody else! Mr. Lee
isn’t dead, after alll”

“He’s gone off his rocker!” said
Jimmy Potts disbelievingly.

N the meantime, Handforth had
dashed out of the yard and

At that moment Mr. Stokes
arrived, accompanied by the village
constable,

“What's all this?” demanded
Inspector Pearce, coming out of
the inn and speaking angrily.
“Can’t you bLoys behave your-

selves 1”

“Just a minute, inspector,” said
Barry Stokes. “There has been
some big mistake, The man in
that shed—the dead man—is not
Mr. Nelson Lee.”

The inspector’s jaw sagged.

“Not—not Mr. Lee!” he
peated amazedly.

“That man is a total stranger,”
continued the Housemaster. “He
is wearing Mr. Lee’s clothes, and
from a gistanc& I dare say he
would look like Mr. Lee—being a
man of the same build and beight. But he
is definitely not Mr. Lee.”

re-

For a few moments there was complete
silence. Inspector Pearce blinked in
astonishment. The 8t. Frank's juniors,

having already heard the news from Hand-
forth, but disbelieving it, gazed at Bar
Stokes in dumbfounded amazement, wi
which was soon mingled hope. Then:
Somebody sent up & cheer; within ten
seconds it was ecﬁued by others, and a

resular burst of cheering broke out!
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BY ORDER OF THE TONG !
(Continued from page 18.)

“It’s mine,” he said, with a strange note
in his voice, .

“Yours!"” ejaculated Handforth, *“Then—
then Nipper must have had a smash!”

“Great Scott [”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Where 1s he?” went on Handforth, look-
ing round, “Hil Nipper! Are you any-
where here?"

But there came no reply, and the fog was
now getting thicker, drifting along from
one of the neighbouring meadows.

“He’s not here!” said Jimmy Potts anxi-
ously. “I wonder what can have happened "

Tga others were wondering, too. = They
searched all round, examining the road and
the grass borders and the [iitch carefully.
But Nipper was not there,

What new horror was this?

CHAPTER 6.
Barry Stokes’ Discovery!

NDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E took a deep, deep breath.
“My sons, this looks bad to me,”
he said ominously. _
- It can't be very bad,” objected Pitt.
“If Nipper had been injured, he couldn't
have gone on. It seems to me that he hit
thig bundle of straw, crashed over, and then
ran on to the village,”
“Is that the kind of thing that Ni'ﬁ:er
would do?"” demanded Handforth. *“That
‘machine isn't disabled, is it, Travers?”

*Doesn’t seem to be,” replied Travers.
“Handlebars are a bit bent, and one of the
footrests is twisted. But they're only trifles.
She's still rideable.”
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tell you, he was collared by the same people
who murdered Mr. Lee.” '

“But how did they know?” asked Church,
“How did they know that Nipper would be
coming down on a motor-bike? It’s not his
own motor-bike, etther,”

Travers whistled.

“Porhaps they were lurking about in the
fog near the Triangle?” he suggested,
“When Nipper borrowed my machine, he
shouted out to me, and anybody might have
overheard his words—and there would have
been time, too, to chuck this bale of straw
into the road. All the same, if it was done
deliberately it must have been done with
lightning-like speed I”

“Well, what are we going to do?"” asked
Jimmy Potts, rather helplessly. “We can’t
follow—in this fog.”

“We’'d better get down to the villa.ge first
of all,” replied Handforth. “There’'s just
a bare chance that Nipper is there, after
all—although 1 don’t believe it, Let's get
down to the village, make certain about
Mr, Lee, and then we’ll eome back and thor-
ougbhly investigate at this spot.”

“And we'll bring the police with us, too,”
said Reggie Pitt grimly,

They cleared the straw out of the road,
and Travers and Potts continued towards
the village on the motor-bike—which proved
to be practically unharmed. They kept be-
hind the Austin Seven, and they all arrived
at the George Tavern together.

A little knot of villagers stood outside,
talking in whispers., Other people were
standing about on the oﬁnpmite side of the
road, too. The whole village street secemed
to be hushed, _

As it happened, Mr. Taﬁlay, the landlord,
was standmg in the porch, talking to one
or two people.

“Is it true?” asked Handforth, as he ran

“Then why did Nipper leave the machine | up. “Is it true about Mr. Nelson Lee?”
behind and go on foot?” “Steady, young gent,
asked Handforth, *“He ' steady,” said Mr, Tapley.
didn’t go on foot! Ile . e i “1 was told that you
was grabbed by some- l - grem———— youngsters wouldn’t be
body |” ol A o =k allowed down in the

“Oh, draw it mild!” . o s — - village this evening.

“Cheese 1t, Handy !” —— ~ Yes, it’s true, worse luck,

“T’hose murderous §{ = = = One of the best gents
rotters have got Mr. Lee, = =tk we— living, was Mr. Lee.”
and now they've got ¢ I— = 1-3 = “Oh, crumbs!” mut-
Nipper!” said Iand- | e ] T — tered Handforth miser-
forth shrewdly. “Isn’t it [i5F ﬁ & g5 ably. “I was hoping
as clear as daylight? T that—that there might
That bundle of straw == — ¥ have been some mistake
didu’t get into the road ”

by accident—it was put there deliberately, so )

that Nipper should run into it and come a
cropper.’’

“DBy Samson! I believe he’s right, dear
old fellows,” said Travers, taking a deep
breath. *““Well, well! What are we coming
to now?”

“If Nipper was unhurt, and if he ran on
to the v1liuge, he might just as well have
cleared his machine out of the road—and
the straw, too,” said Handforth. “Nipper
isn't the kind of chap to leave an obstruec-
tion in the road for other people to hit. 1

“We all hoped that,” said My, Tapley
gravely, “But there’s no mistake, young
gents. The police have identified the body,
and there's no doubt that poor Mr. Lee was
murdered. Shot through the heart at close
quarters, Devil's work, if you ask me!”

“Has Nipper been down here?” put
Reggie Pitt.

“Nipper? Ah, that’ll be Master Hamil-
ton, won’t it?” said the landlord with a
nod. ““No, I haven’t seen him. Gosh! It’ll

in

be rough on him, won’t it?” added Mr.
Tapley. “I'd forgotten about young Master



THE ST. FRANK'S

QUESTIONNAIRE !

Here are Twelve desters for your, chums—questions which refer lo St. Frank's and

71s members.

Grve them the *“ once-over,” jot down the answers to those which you

know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be given, together with
another set of questions, next weck.

1. What is the name of the deaf West House
Removite?

2. Who are the occupants of Study No. 6
in the Modern House?

3. What is the name of the Remove Form-
master?

4, Whare is, and what is, Pelton’s Bend?
5. Where is the nearest A.A. Telephone

Box to St. Frank's?
6. What is the name of the principal Cais-
towe cinema?

7. Who is the Welsh Removite in the West
House?

8. What is the name of

Stanley Waldo's
father?

’

| Goodwin.

9. In what Form and House is Parry minor’'s
elder brother?

10. What is Parry minor's full name?
11. What is the usual Junior Football XI17

12, What is the name of Willy Handforth’s
pet parrot?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’'S QUESTIONS :

1. Eric Gates. 2. Horace Stevens, of .the
Fifth Form, 3. Jwly 3lst. 4. Guy Sinclair,
5, Three Houses: Marshall's House, Wragy's
House, and the School House. 6. Nine holes,
7. Bury St. Edmunds, Suffolk. 8. Septimus.
8. The Rev. David Smythe. 10. Tercnce
O'Grady and Herbert Vandyke., 11, Dick
12. Brown,

N i =r

-

Hamilton !
wasn't he?"”

“I knew something had happened!” said
Handfortl:, breathing hard. “Where are
the police? Those murderers have got hold
of Nipper, too!”

“There, young gent, vou mustn’t get these
foolish ideas into your hcead,” =aid Mr.
"lapley. “There's no sense in getting ex-
cited, or in raising your voice, It ain't
scemly, anvhow,”

“1 suppose there's no chance of our seeing
tho—body ?" asked Travers,

“No, there isn’t!” replied the landlord
sharply. “It's bad enough for the police
to make a mortuary out of one of my sheds,
without vou young gents being so morbid
as to want to look—"

“It isn't that,” interrupted Travers, *“I'm
really thinking about Nipper. "He'll want
to have a look at his guv'nor, you know.”

“PBut Nipper's been collared,” said Jimmy
Potis excitedly,  “Handforth is right!
Nipper must have been collared! If not,
where 1s he? .He ought to have been down
here long before us”

“Where's Handforth?"” asked Church
suddenly.

But lidward Oswald was not in evidence.
Without saying anything to the others, he
had slipped oftf into the fog, and had had
no difficulty in getting through the open
gateway into the George Tavern yard.

He had heard tha* one of the sheds had
been eonverted into @ mortuary, and it had
occurred to him that Nipper mirht be there.
Perhapa Nipper had gone straight to that
shed without Mr. Tapley’s knowledge. It
would be just as well, anyhow, to make
8179,

Kind of attached to Mr, Lece,

But Handforth ran into somebody befora
he had got fairly into the yard, and a
familiar voice struck his ears.

“Now, Handforth, vou know perfcetl
well that you shouldn’t eome here,” sai
Mr. Beverley Stokes kindly. “This terriblo
affair is bad enough witﬁnut you causing
any trouble.”

“Tt's not that, sir,” protested Handlorth,
“Nipper started for the village, and he
hasn't arrived. I thought perhaps he'd bo
round in the—the shed, end I was on my
way to see.”

“Good heavens! You’re not suggesting
that something has happened to Nipper,
too?” asked Barry Stokes quickly.

“I don’t know, sir—~but it looks rummpy,”
replied Handforth.

And he gave a few details of what thev -
had found ip the lane. Mr. Stokes listened,
his expression becoming more and more
grim and anxious. ,

“Who can these demons be?"” he mut-
tered., “First Mr. Lee—and now Nipper!
It will be an appalling thing, Handforth, if
Nipper— No, I won’t believe it! It's
too ghastly! Wait here, and I'll ascertain
if Nipper is in that shed. There is a police-
man on guard, and he'll know.,”

He plunged through the fog, and presently
he saw the gleam of a fantern shining
eerily through the swirling mist. He found
P.-. Sparrow, the local constable, on guard
outside a closed door. A lantern of tho
hurricane type was hanging from a nail.

“My! You gave me a start, sir!” said
t{m Emlmeman, as Mr. Stokes came out of
tne fog

A gTance told Mr, Stokes that Sparrow
was rather scared.
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CHAPTER ?_.
The Lone Tracker!

P['\HE St. I'rank’s fellows were half mad
with joy.
To refrain from cheering was well-
nigh impossible—and vet, after a
while, they were reminded that there was
really @ dead man in that temporary mortu-
ary. Out of respeet for him it was only
seemly that they should subdue their high
spirits,

“I can't believe it—it’s too good to bo
true !” satd Reggie Pitt breathlessly. ** Mr.
Lee's not my Housemaster, but everybody
in the school is fond of him,”

“How can you be snre of this?” asked
Church, pulling at Handforih's sleeve.
“"You say that the dead man isn't Mr. Lee?
How do you know?"

“Becauze I saw him!t”

“Yes, but you can’t be surp——"

“Mr. Stokes made the discovery,” con-
tinued Handforth, his eves gleaming.
“Thien he ealled me in, and T had a look,
too. Do you think we shouldn’t recognise
Mr. Lee? 'This man's different—a rough-
looking fellow. But the rummy thing is,
he's wearing Mr. Lee's clothes ™

“That’s what gave rise to the mistake,”
satd Mr. Stokes, as he stood with Inspeetor
Pearce. “I take it that you don't know Mr,
Nelson Lee personally, inspector?”

“That’s right, sir,” said the inspector.
“But when 1 went through the pockets and
found Mr. Lee's visiting cards, and all sorts
of letters, and an ergraved watch——"

“Yes, of course, you naturally jumped to
the conclusion that the body was that of
Mr. Lee,” said Barry Stokes. ““You could
really do nothing else, But Mr, Tapley knew
Mr. Lee well by sight,”

“Mr, Tapley didn't look at the body—
neither did Sparrow,” replied the Caistowe
inspector,  “That’s how the error came to
be made., I don't mind admitting that I'm
* bewildered, sir, What does it mean?”

“Well, it looks very much as though this
poor man received a bullet that was intended

for Mr. Lee,” replied the Housemaster
grimly. “What else can it mean? DBy
Jove! And that reminds me!”

“Reminds you of what, sir?”

““Mr. Lee vanished on the go!f links,” re-
plied Barry., *This man—this fellow who is
dead—must have changed places with Mr,
T.co there., HHow it was done, we don’t know,
Perhaps there was some sort of violence. 1T
can hardly imagine Mr. Lee giving up his
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clothes willingly, Wo'd better make a sys-
tematic scarch of the links—and the soouncr
it 1s done, the better.”

““ And what of Nipper, sir?” put in Tommy
Watson excitedly, “ Hadn’t we better search
for him, too?”

Watson and Tregellis-West had arrived,
and they were greatly relieved when they
had heard the great news. Other fellows,
too, hhad come down by now—for the example
of Handforth & Co. had been followed by lots
of others, The prefects and the masters had
found it well-nigh impossible to keep the boys
confined to gates,

“We're going to make a search,” said
Handforth tensely, “Mr. Lee isn't dead—
and that proves he must be somewhera clso.
And where elso but on those links? There
was foul play, and it’s up fto us to get to
the bottom of the mystery.”

There was a regular commotion in the
usually quiet Bellton High Street., Trades-
men and villagers were hurrying about,
spreading the remarkable news. Inspector
Pearce was bustling to and fro, giving orders,
and he was most anxious that Mr. Stokes
should give him full details of what had liap-
pered on the golf course, immediately afier
tho fog had descended. The discovery that
the body was not that of Mr. Nelson I.ca
meant that an immediate scarch had to bo
made,

It was a sensational development, and tla
whele village was bubbling with exeitement.

In the middle of it all, Fullwood and
Russell, of Study I, were going about asking
if anybody had scen their study-mate, Waldo.

“Can’t make it out.” said Ralph Leslio
Fullwood, frowning. *“I'm afraid that some-
thing has happened to Waldo, too.”

“It’s a regular evening of mystery!” said

Russell.

“But what can have happened to Waldo?"
asked Handforth, who was near by. “Don’t
be an ass! TIsn’t it enough to know that
Mr. Lee isn’t dead? Why bother about that
ass, Waldo?”

“Ho was at the gates when Nipper went
out on Travers’ motor-bike,” explained Full-
wood. “We knew he was there, because ho
told us that he was going to the gates a
couple of minutes earlier. But when we went
to look for him, after Nipper had gone.
we couldn’t find him. We thought he had
come to the village, but he isn't here, He'a
vanished, too!”

“My only sainted aunt!” mutteged
Church, glancing uneasily over his shoulder.,
“There’s no telling whe'll go next!”

“Perhaps we're all in danger?” said
Tommy Watson. “Perhaps there's s=omo
maniac about kidnapping the chaps when-
ever he pets a chance to lay hold of them?
And in this fog, it's easv enough——"

“Cheese 1t 1" interrupted Travers. “No
need to manufacture a scare, dear old
fellow. Things are quite bad enough as thev
are. We know that something has happened
to Mr. Lee, and we can easily gness that
Nipper has met with foul play, too. Dut

(Continued on page 26.)
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Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question “ N.L.”

readers care lo submit to bhim.

But, although of a certainly the results will be

amusing and entertaining, the Edilor takes no responsibilily for their veracily.
Write fo Handforth, c/o the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

E. O. H. (Truro) asks me the name of the
chump with the initials, E. O, H. How can
I tell you when you didn’t give me your
full name, old man?

ALFRED STEWART (Arncliffe, Aus-
tralia). Thanke for your interesting letter.
Congratters on your playing for your school
at Doccer. What made you change from
goalkeeper to forward?  All the sensible

fellows are goalies—I'm a goalie—and if you
want me to think you're sensible, too, you'd
better change back pronto, as you Aussies say.
My birthday is on the 18th of April—yes,
thanks, I shall be needing a new cricket-bat
then. 1 did note that your birthday was on
the 23rd, of the same month, but have since
forgotten it!

R. WILLIAMS (Bournemouth) asks how
many goals I had scored against me last
season. I could count them on my fingers—
but I’ve only got two hands. The point is, no
goalkeeper in the whole world is impreg-
nable, so 1 am not ashamed of my admission,
Have made Gore-Pearce’s nose larger, as per
request.,

JACK GIBSON (Griffith, Australia)., What
I know about stamps woud fill a stamp, so
I have passed on your letter to the Chief
Officer who, no doubt, will do his worst
with it,

N. NIXEY (Oxford). I'm afraid I cannou
tell you why a dog should run away when it
sees a picture of me in the NEegwson Lze
Lisrany. All I can say ie that it must be
a very ill-mannered, unappreciative, unintel-
ligent animal. Are you positive that Fido,
or whatever his name is, was looking at me?
You may be mistaken—for all I know yon
may be boss-eyed, and the dog was actually
iooking at Churchy or Mac or some of the
other fatheads at St. Frank’s. The whole
thing would be quite understandable if that
were the case, of course.

“TOMBOY " (Glasgow) puts a p.s. to

guickly I must beware, Well, I have deliber-
ately delayed answering the letter—and I'm
still alive and kicking and punching as lustily
as ever. (Just ask Churchy and Mac and a
few dozen others for corroboration). Re-
cently I’ve been a nerve-shattered wreck wait-
ing for the result of your threat to fall upon
my harmless cranium, ‘‘Tomboy.” You don’t
know the mental agony you’ve caused me.

How ocould you be so harsh?

“PILOT X " (Leyton). No, I didn’t use
your letter for keeping flies off the jam as
you suggest I might do, although 1 must
admit that I used it for picking up that recal-
citrant little sardine 1 dropped in the coal-
scuttle. However, the letter was only a little
soiled—and oiled—so there’s no need for you
to weep tears of anguish.

Sorry,

A. H. G. (Faversham). but I
haven’t been able to speak to Josh Cuttle
about that little matter you mentioned. For
one thing, I don’t agree with you, and, more
immportant, I'm not very keen to see old Josh
at the moment, thank you. Last week I
stuck a jumping cracker under his feet, and
«ever since then he’s been chasing me round
with a coke-hammer, My bhair is not untidy,
and if you say it is again I'll give you a thick
car. Another thing; my curl in the front
does not “‘stick out a mile.”” That is a gross
exaggeration, and 1 dislike exaggeration,
You’'ll notice on looking through my replies
to other readers, that I never exaggerate !

‘“ READER " ENr. Chelmsford), Thanks
for your most polite letter. I am sure that
all the nanny geats in this world will be
jolly bucked to hecar that you consider their
faces resemble mine, Here's the answers
to your questions: “Why did the chicken
cross the road?” To get to the other side.
“How many stars are there in the
heavens 7”7 111,111,111—and if you don’t
believe me, count ‘em yourself. “ Which foot-
ball team 1s going to win the Cup this
year?” Why, St. Frank’s, of courso!

her letter to the effect that if I don’t reply

EDWARD OSWALD.
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BY ORDER OF THE

(Continued from page 24.)

there isn’'t a shred of evidence that Waldo
has found any trouble. He's probably somo-
where in the village street now.”

Stanley Waldo, at that particular

moment, was extremely busy.

Waldo, in fact, had acted with re-
markable shrewdness. Not that this was very
surprising, considering that he was the son of
Rupert Waldo, the famous Peril Expert—the
man who had been known in his carlier
days as the Wonder Man., Like his famous
father, Waldo was abnormal in many ways.
His hearing was as acuto as that of a forest
creature; his eyesight was amazingly keen
and his strength was phenomenal, In all
respects Stanley Waldo looked like any ordi-
nary schoolboy and vyet in all respects he
was different from any ordinary schoolboy.

After Nipper had ridden out of tho St.
Frank's gateway on Travers’ motor-cycle,

BUT Vivian Travers was wrong.

ficant,

TONG || Waldo had stood just ont in the road, listen-

ing to the hum of the engine as it dis-
appeared into the fog. The purr had becoms
less and less as the fog swallowed machino
and rider up, and then, just as Waldo hLad
been about to turn back into the Triangle,
his acute hearing detected a sudden erash--
and then absolute silence,

Any other fellow might not have lLeard
that sound. It had been trifling—insigni-
But Waldo’s ears were so acute that
they had picked it up. As some of the
Removites had sometimes said, Waldo's cars
were like microphones!

“My m}li{ hat! IIc's crashed!™
tered tensely.

On the flash, he sped down the lane, run-
ning like a hare. There was something
almost uncanny about this run of Waldo's.
He covered the ground cffortlessly, and wet
he covered it with incredible speed. S0
swiftly, in fact, did he run that he arrived
at the fateful spot only a few scconds after
Nipper's assailants had carried him oft
through the hedge.

he mut-
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Smith, Boss of a bunch of the toughest scoundrels out
West, his headquarters were in Doom Canyon, the

sinister caves at the end of a secret trail. ILobo raided
the ranches and townships round about and no one
dared face his ruthless strength. Till one day Jim Strong
came, a stranger, without pals, a lone cattleman—and
he vowed to clean up the outlaw band and put paid
to LLobo's account! Read how he fulfilled that vow
in this smashing yarn of thrills and breathless adven-
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Waldo pulled up short as he found him-
self confronted by a vague mass of somethin
which barred his progress, and he dis{}uvereg
that it was straw. He stood there listen-
ing intently.

He fancied he heard the sound of a break-
ing twig some little distance away. Only
his ‘““microphone ”’ ears could have picked up
that sound. And he knew that somecthing
dramatic must have happened, for here was
this straw—and here was the motor-cycle,
sprawling on its side, the hot engine crack-
ling now and again as it coniracted.

Waldo threw himself to the
road, and placed one of his
cars to the hard, tarred sur-
face

Thud-thud-thud |

He heard the sounds of feot-
stops. Rising to his feet again,

he broke through a gap in
the hedge and started off
across the meadow, his feet

making absolutely no sound as
he progressed.

He was certain that Nipper
had been carried off in this direction. Occa-
sionally he paused and listened, and, at the
third time of doing so, he detected the heavy
breathing of men, the shuffling of feet. e
ran on again, and he came into a little patch
of the meadow, where the fog was thin.

For an instant he caught sight of figures
moving onwards, ecarrying something. Then
they were swallowed up in the fog, where
it bee dense once more.

“Something wrong here,” muttered Waldo.

He wanted to dash forward, and to give
battle to these men who had captured Nipper,
but caution bade hLim hold his hand. It
might be betier to find out where they were
going. He was not afraid of o fight. but he
was keen upon discovering the identities of
these unknown men.

He could not help remembering that Nelson
Lee was dead— murdeved. At least, he be-
lieved so. Wasn't it obvious that these men
wero connccted with that affair? IHavin
dealt with Nelso1 Lee, they had now seized

Nipper. Was Nipper dead alveady? This
hardly seemed likely; or he would have been
left lifeless on the roadside, as Lee had
been.

Stanley” Waldo's acute senses stood him in
good stead now.

Another shadower might bave found it
necessary to keep within sight of his quarry
—and that would have becn a risky proceed.
ing in this fog. for the shadower would have
been obliged to keep perilously close.

But with Waldo it was different. His
sense of hearing was so acute that he could
follow the quarry without any trouble. With-
out once catching sight of them again, he
was able to keep in attendance.

And presently, after two other meadotvs
had been traversed, he found himself upon
a narrow, rulty lane. The fog was thicker
than ever here, for it was ncar the river,
and Waldo conld hear the footfalls of the
mystery men some little distance ahead. DBut
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soon they ceased. A sound camo to his ears
like the soft closing of @ door. He strained
intently, holding gia breath, Yes! Bolts
had been shot. Faintly enough the scunds had
come to him, but they were unmistakable.

Nipper had been carried into some kind
of building, and the door had been locked
and bolted. This was getting distinctly in-
teresting.

Waldo was almost a newcomer to St.
Frank’s, and he was not yvet familiar with all
the local geography. He knew, of course,

that this lane was one of the minor byways

which meandered along, joining up an odd
cottage or farm with Bellton or Edgemoor.
The River Stowe was comparatively near
at hand,

Waldo softly advanced, acutely cautious.
lle did not overlook the possibility of a
man being left on the watch., But after a
while he saw the outlines of a small cottage,
and there was no sign of any guard. The
cottage stood almost on the roadside, and
there were two small windows, both of them
closely shuttered. Not e light was gleam-
ing anywhere. The place looked empty and
deserted.

And now that Waldo saw it, he recognised
it. -
This cottage had been empty for months.
It had, indeed, the reputation of being
haunted. It was partly a ruin, for tho
plaster of one of the end walls was falling
away, showing the laths.

Waldo listened, but no sounds now came
to his ears. ''hose men, with their prisoner,
had vanished into this cottage. What were
thevy doing in there? Why had they taken
Nipper into the place? What devilry was
afoot?

Waldo decided that the front of the
cottage presented little or no possibilities.
He found a narrow gap low down in the
hedge, and he ecrawled through. He now
found himself in a little enclosure which
was apparently the cottage garden. It was
full of rank weeds and grass and bushes.
Fle picked his way through them until he
could obtain a view of the rear of the little
building. It loomed up in a ghostly way -
rhrough the swirling fog. Somewhere over-
head there was a moon, and it dispelled the
utter darkness,

The windows here were shuttered just like
those in front. Waldo began to feel that
he could do nothing; he would not he able
to get a peep inside. But he noticed that
there was something different about the
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roof on this side, Gazing intently, he now|
saw that there was a skylight here—a very
big one. It was dark and unpromising. It
was unusual for a cottage of this type to
have such a skylight, but Waldo did not
bother himself with thinking out the ex-
planation.

As a matter of fact, the cottage had been
occupied a number of years earlier by an
artist, who had made a practice of coming
down to this rural district during the
stunmer months. And he had converted
the upper part of the cottage into a kind
of studio, That was the reason for this big
skylight,

Waldo walked round a few vards, and
now he saw something which brought a
glecam to his eves. A tiny spot of light
creeping through a slit in the skylight!

‘Then the men were in that upper chamber
—and the skylight, no doubt, was covered
by a blanket, or some such tlfick material.
Perhaps a tiny hole in the blanket was
allowing this one gleam to escape out into
the fog? At all events, Waldo was provided
with the clue he needed.

He crept towards the cottage, holding
himszelf ready for any emergency. lle had
no fear of being surprised, for if it came
to a serap he would give a good account
of himself.

He reached the wall of the little build-

ing, and he cautiously tested a gutter-pipe
which ran down one corner. It scemed to
be strong, end it did not rattle or creak
when he placed a lot of weight on it., He
came to a gquick decision, and started elimb-
ing up.

The pipe held him seenrely, and when he
reached the top he had no diffienlty in
slithering over and laying himself full
length on the roof. Only an acrobat could
have done the thing as neatly as voung
Waldo; but then, he was a natural acrobat.
Climbing was one of the pastimes he most
enjoyed. He frequently did it for the sheer
love of it; so when he had a definite objee-
tive be was in his element.

Wiih the skill of an old-time Indian, he
wormed his way across the roof, e gripped
at the edges of the skylight, and now be-
camo aware of a hazy, 'indistinet glow be-
neath him. He stared down through the
dusty glass.

As he® had expected, there was a big
blanket or rug streteched over the under side
of the skvlight. On one side, however,
there was a little ruck, or fold, and, peer-
ing through this, Waldo was enabled to get
a glimpse of what was bappening in the
room below,

He could not see any actual lights, because
they were not within his range of vision.
But what ho did sce ecaused him to catch
Lis breath in sharply.

There, immediately beneath him, was
Nipper-—alive and alert, but with his arms
bound tightly to his sides. He was sitting

on a low chair, and round him. in a sort
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of semi-cirele, were four other figures. T'liese
were squatting on the floor,

And Waldo had no difficulty in recognis
ing them as yellow men—Chinese!

b

CHAPTER 8.
The Vengeance of the Tong!

IPPER, totally unaware of the fact
N that a friend was so close at hand,
was looking grimly and fiercely at
his captors. He had no scnse of

foar or alarm.

The dreadful news concerning Nelson Leo
had stunned him to such an extent that he
soarcely cared what happened to himself,
He was only irrvitated, infuriated, that his
visit to the George Tavern should have been
interrupted. Whoever these vellow men
were, he wanted them to deal with him
quickly, so that he could complete his
mission. Somehow, it did not oceur to him
that his position was fraught with ghastly
peril,

Not @ word had been spoken since he had
been carrted in—indeed, not since he had
been captured.

He found himself in an incredibly dustw
apartment, where the corners were filled
with long, blackened cobwebs. There was
not a particle of furniture, and the flooe
was smothered with grime. Candles were
burning on two little ledges, and they cast
a flickering, uncertain light on the strango

scone, 3‘

The four Chinamen were dressed in
ordinary lounge suits, shabby and dirty.
Three of them looked like the average

Chinamen one may see in certain parts of
the FKast End of London.

But the fourth, who was facing Nipper,
was & man of a different type., His clothing
was no better than that of his companions;
but he bore himself with an air of distine-
tion. His face, too, was full of character,
and he studied the prisoner with quiet,
deliberate impassiveness.

“Well, aren’t you going to sav anv-
thing " asked Nipper, at length. “You'vo
bound me up and vow've brought me here—
what do vou intend to do with me?”

“Before long. my voung friend, vou wi!l
find out,” said the distinguished-looking
Chinaman.

“l want to know what vou have done
to Mr. Lee!” went on Nipper fiarcely.
“I've heard that Mr. Lee is dead—"

“You have not been misinformed,” said
the Chineman, speaking perfect English,
“Our enemy, Nelson Lee, is dead. Ye was
executed by the orders of our Chief.”

“You  brutes—von devils!"” panted
Nipper. “You've killed my guv'nor! Are
vou going to kill me, too?"

“It i3 ordained that vou shall die,” re-
plied the Chinaman. “I, Yen Sing, have
been given my instruetions, and those in-
structions I shall obey.™
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““It won’t take me long to get you out of this hole ! ’* said Waldo coolly to the bound Nipper.

He

then moved like lightning. Up went his leﬂ;i hand, and he knocked the gleaming knife out of Yen
: Sing’s grip.

“But who are you?” asked Nipper, in

wonder. ‘‘Why have you done this? Who
is your chief? Why should you want us
to die?”

“Have you forgotten the Fu Chang

Tong ?” asked the Chinaman, bending for-
ward suddenly.

Nipper started.

“The Fu Chang Tong!l”
aghast,

“Ah! Your memory, I see, is not dead,”
murmured Yen Sing.

“But—but you're not agents of the I'u
Chang Tong, ere you?” asked Nipper,
flood of light bursting upeon him.
‘iir.mugh’fj that Mr. Lee was safe from the

ong |

“The Tong law is unalterable and in-
evitable!” said Yen Sing impassively. "It
has been written that your master and your-
self should die. Your hour has come. Your
master’s hour has passed.”

Nipper felt bewildered. Now that he had
beén reminded of that old affair, he remem-

he repeated,

a
"y

bered the IFu Chang Tong quite clearly.
Indced, wasn’t it because of that deadly
Chinese, secret society that both he and

Nelson Lee had first come to St. Frank’s?
Nelson Lee, in the course of one of his

investigations, had incurred the enmity of.

the Tong; and Nipper, as his assistant,
had been included in the death penaelty
which the Tong had passed.

For months Lee and Nipper had lived

at St. Frank’s under assumed names; and
then i1t had been learned that the Tong no
longer desired their lives. So they had been
safe to resume their own identities,

“I don’t understand,” said Nipper
huskily. “Mr. Leo once told me that the

Fu Changs had decided to leave us elone.”

“QOur old leader was @ man of lax and
careless ways,” replied Yen Sing. " Our
new leader 1s @ man of inexorable tﬁu?%c‘
He has decided that all enemies of the Tong
shall die. One hundred and fifteen have
been dealt with—in China, in Australia, in
America, in the Argentine. I have been
sent to England to deal with Nelson Lee
and yourself. To-night the hour has struck.
The Tong law is inevitable,”

“And you?” asked Nipper. “You've got
no grudge against me, have you—and you
had no grudge against Mr. Lee? We never
did you any harm.”

“That is e matter which is beside the
oint,” replied the Chinaman, “I have
Eeen ordered by my chief to see to this
task, and if I fail I perish. The Tong deals
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swiftly with those who blunder. I have
not blundered to-night.”

“If you shot my guv'nor, why didun't you
shoot me?” asked Nipper bitterly,

The Chinaman nodded.

“A point which interests you, ch?” he
sald. t was my desire—my will—that Lee
suould be captured, even as you have been
captured. He was shot by onc of my
nssistants, and i1t was then too late to put

the original plan into execution, The |
opportunity came, and i1t was seized, But

I was 1ill-pleased when 1 learned that Lee
had died so swiftly. I had other plans,”
Nipper caught in his breath,

“You—you demon!” he panted. *“You
mean that you mecant to torture wmy
guv'nor !”

“I am but a pawn, and it is for me to
obey orders,” replied Yen Sing, shrugging
his shoulders. “There are other men in
Fngland who must die—who have been indis-
creet enough to interfere with tho secret
affairs of the Tong. When my mission here |
i1s completed. I shall transfer my attentions
elsewhere. To-night, my young friend, my
task 1n this rural distriet will be over.”

Nipper wuas seeretly horrified, although he
maintained & bold front. Ho knew, now,
that his enemies were relentless. He under-
stood why Nelson Lee had been so brutally
shot, and he experienced a little sensation of
relief, One of the Chinamen had blundered,
aud Lee had died swiftly. If Yen Sing him-
self had had his way, Nelson ILeo would
have been captured and tortured before the
relicf of deatn was allowed him,

There was no escape. Nipper had been
brought to this place in the fog, and none
could know what }md happened to him. In the
morning, perhaps, he would be found dead,
loo—and the matter would remain an un-
solved mystory.

In all truth, Nipper cared very little what
happened to him. 1lle was young and
healthy, and his desire 1o live was great.
Yet, knowing that Nelson Lee had perished,
he felt dull and listless, and his own fate
seemed of little moment,

“What are you going to do with
he asked dully.

“You shall see,” replied Yen Sing. “First,
there will be the punishment that the Tong,
has ordered. I pgrieve that these methods)
should be necessary, but I am a mere tool,
and must obey, Later, you will be dropped
into an old well, not far from this spot,
You will never be discovered. You have
vanished, and your fate will aliwvays be an
unfathomable mystery, It was intended
that Nelson Lee should share this same fate,
but, as I have told vou. one of my assistants
blundered., ¥or that blunder he has paid
the penalty.”

“You—you mean that yonu
him?”

“For that blunder he haz paid the
penalty,” replied Yen Sing stolidly., *

Nipper was horrified. Merely because one
Chinaman had shot Lee down instead of

01y

me.

have killed

capturing him, so that he could be tortured, !
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he himself had been murdered. The law of
this deadly Tong was indeed relentless!

ND then, like the bursting of a bomb,
came the surprise.

Suddenly, from above, there was
a shattering crash of glass and wool-
work, A form came hurtling down, and it
fell sprawling on two of the squatting China-
men. One was knocked senscless on the in.
stant, and the other shricked in agony as he
rolled over, one leg badly bruised.
“Cheer up, Nipper-——you'll soon be out of
this!” sang out a familiar voice,
“Waldo!” gasped Nipper,

COMING NEXT WEEK! vwnanvanan
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Stanley Walde was on his feet, and he now
moved like lightning. Up went his left hand,
and he knocked a gleaming knife out of Yen
Sing’s grip. It soared into the air, and fell
point downwards, to dig itsell quiveringly
into the floor.

“We don’t like knives,” said Waldo coolly.
“In England we use fists—and we use thom
effectively !”

Crash!

He sent his clenched fist into Yen Sing's
face, and the startled Chinaman nearly
turned a backward somersault—for when
Waldo punched, there was an iancredible
force behind it.

The other Chinamen were on
now—all exeept the one who had beon
knocked onut., There was confusion in that
dusty, candle-lit cottage. Waldo's dramatio

their feet
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‘appearance had completely upset the apple-
cart, as it were.

The son of the Peril Expert, overhearing
Yen Sing’s words, had decided that swift
aotion was necessary. So he had simply
‘risen to his feet and had jumped clean
through the skylight, knowing that his
arrival would cause a panic, '

It would have been dangcrous to go back
to St. Frank’s and fetch help. By then,
perhaps, the worst would have happened.
Waldo's only course was to go te Nipper's
reseue single-handed.

As Yen Sing cragshed over, Waldo tore the
knife from the floor, and with a couple of

ANANAL WAL AU AU A

“ FU CHANG
THE TERRIBLE!"

In the torture chamber—Nelson Lee
bound to a trestle over which hangs a huge
boulder of stone—Nipper, in terrible agony,
holding that boulder in position with a
short piece of rope. The enormous strain
is too much for him ; he can feel the rope
slipping, slipping.

Once more Nelson Lee and Nipper are in
the hands of the dreaded Fu Chang Tong,
and an awful fate awaits them !

Next week’s magnificent varn is packed
with thrills, chums. I will grip you
from the very first chapter. There’s a real
treat in store for you next Wednesday !

“ THE ISLAND
CASTAWAYS!”

Make sure you don’t miss reading the
concluding chapters of this popular and
exciting adventure serial.

Also many other interesting features, and
FULL DETAILS of an amazing new
MYSTERY AND DETECTIVE STORY
which will be STARTING SHORTLY.

¢
v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

stashes ho had cut through Niﬁper’s bonds.
Nipper struggled up, clenching his fists auto-
matically as he did so,

““Thanks, old man!” he panted. " Great

- Scott! Aro there any more?”
“Only you and I,” replied Waldo., * But
we can deal with these yellow mats! Come

on, let ’em have it!”

He whirled round, and he was just in time
to save his life. Another of the Chinamen
was coming at him with a knife, and Waldn's
left foot went up, kicking the brute’s fore-
arm. There was a sickening snap as the
bone was broken, and the Chinaman shrieked
with agony and reeled back.

“It was either your arm or my life,"” said
Waldo grimly. ““Not that T meant to break
your arm in that way. Still, this isn’t the
time for gentle methods.”
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The Tong men, at first, had felt that they
could casily overwhelm these two schoolboys.
But they soon discovered that Waldo, at
least, was as good as a dozen, Not only were
his movements as swift as a cat’s, but his
methods were disconcerting. H» was as
quick with his feet as with his hands, and
cvery onc of his blows was terribly effective.

Nipper, too, was making himself useful.
He floored one of the yeﬁow men with a
well-directed right, and when Yen Sing, par-
tially rocovered, pulled out a revolver, Nip-
per fairly hurled himself upon the man,
wrenched the revolver out of his grip, and
flung it into a corner of the room.

Then, kneeling on Yen Sing’s chest, he
proceeded to hammer his face unmerecifully.

“That’s the stuff!” grinned Young Waldo,
“Give him a good pulping, old man. 1
rather think that we've won the battle, don't
you?” :

T was a faet. The four Chinamen were

I beaten. Two of them were uncenscious,

another was nearly so, and Yen Siog
was a wreck,

Nipper, in his fury,
Chinaman’s eyes, had almost smashed his
nose, and had broken his front teeth. And
who could blame Nipper for using his fists
so foreibly? It was this man who had
spoken so callously about the death of
Nelson Lee—this man who had ordered
Nipper's own torture and execution. And
the knowledge that Lee was dead had caused
Nipper to fight with an almost ungovernable
rage.

“Might as well use these ropes,” said
Waldo. “Comeoe along, Nipper. We'll soon
hhr;?, them tied up. Rather a good capture,
ch

Within five minutes the fonr Chinamen
were bound hand and foot. They had heen
vanquished by these two British schoolboys
—and Yen Sing, at least, was sufficiently 1in
possession of his wits to be amazed and he-
wildered. Two schoolboys had done this!

“We shall have to leave them here!” said
Nipper, panting., *““We can't take them with
us, Waldo, can we ?”

“T'm afraid not,” said Young Waldo re-
gretfully, “But if we leave them bound like
this, and take all the knives and other
weapons away, I don’t think there’s much
chance for them to escape. We'll leave them
locked in here, and we'll run to the village.
Within ten minutes we’ll have the police
on the spot!”

had blackened the

CHAPTER 9.
The Search Partyl

UTSIDE, the fog had thinned some-
what, and Nipper and Waldo were

surprised to find that they could see

quite a distance down the lane.
that littlo cottage, everything had
secemed unreal; but out here, in the fog, the
two schoolboys were brought back to realities,
and it was Waldo who was {the most punzzled.

In



“WWhat's all this aboit & Tong?™ he asked,
sy b and Hli[qrr ran along. “"Who are
tlrowe boastly imAamen, anyway!”

"Ther ve hilled the gue'nor—and nothing
e wvona to matter,” replied Nipper, n
agont.  “They're members of a '
h el ROt Y,
war foreed to joan the Tong ™

“Foreed ! Ii-:.'-l do yom mwan'"

“It mas orver in the United Seated™ ro-|

plied Nipper  “He was engaged on & dan

vious ¢caw, and in order to get bLia man
fm was compelled ta becosns a member of
the Tomg. Alterwards, he fonnd that he had
paurresdl the Tong's bitteres: enmty=-=and |
was included because 1 was Mr. Lee's anis
Tant.™

““And siree thien thess brutes have bken
tradng 1o murder yoo '™

“ At first they triesd 3t. bt we vaderslood
that they bad given ws up,”™ replicd Nipper,
“1 evgmnt the jwliwe gl too kit for Ueen,
and | mers forced fto gt oat ol ke
m-ul?'. Dt now there's & pew beader of
thin Tong, and be hav ordered that the
gy nor and I shall die.™

Waldo wan silent,

“*T'm not sure that T want to thamk you
four h'rinE pared me” comtinued Nipper
batterly. “"The guv'mor's gone, and | ‘t
Anow what I shall do without him. ™

“Yon mwsta't speak like that, old man,”™
ward Waldo rtﬂrﬂ;-_ ar b took hald of Nip-

' oarm I"s an awful blow for you,
wat in time vou'll gt over 3t, | -l".lp-f"ﬂ.l"

" Never—eover I© meattercd Nipper
brakenly,

“Ii's & time mhen you've god to be plucky
- when you've got to face thimgs with a
il wpper hip,” continesd Walda, ™ You've
ot soemcthing to live for, MNipper.  You
skt rest wnld jou bave arenged your
IHF:’FH.H = - ted N & wonct

“"You're ngni pan Sappecr reely.
“Theswe men, bere, are nothing. ‘re
rmwerely Lools of the Teag., 1 aban’t be satis
fied wntil the Fu Changsy are eompletely
wigwed 00t ! The bounde -the devils! They've
mirdered my gur'nor, and they woald bave
minrdercsd me if you hada’t atepped in. It7s
wy pood my (rmving to thank S

"Not a bit," interrupted Young Walde,
=1 don't newx]l any thanke, anybow, ] thor-
oighly enjoyed that serap.™

“Nut how did vou koow that 1 was in
danger?™ wked Nipper, thinking of this
it for the first time, " How did you gt
con 1o teack?™

Ax they ran dlong, Waldo explained, and
Nipper =ar impressed by the *Wonder
Boy s ™' sory,

“"You're & marvel, Walda, ™ he sald st
leogth. “1 don't think there's any other
chap who could barve trailed thow Chinsrmen

s sucoveaafully.™

had come oat the old beruse known
as Moal Hollow, and they cromed the bridge
into the village High Birect. The fog was
nweh thimner, and through the switling mist
thay coukl distinctly see crowds and crowds

of people—many of them B, Frank's junion
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and seaiorr. Al of thvem seersnd to be careys
g lasterny amd Oaring torches,  JL wan am
L eI MOr e,
“What's all this, ] wonder ™ aled Walda,
"Gooadness knows, ™ said Nipper, as Le in-

*hinese | creased his

A long time ago, Mr, laov|

“FPerhagn tmﬁ getting wp & search parly
—to lock for you'™ asuggested Waldoo
“That's abowt the nire of L Well, mo can
wre them the trouble.™

They wment runnwng o the crowds, and
alooat the Brat they el were Hand.
forth & Co., snd Tomey Walsnn and Tre
Erllin-West and Travers, A wild yell of ex-
citement  went up  whea  Nipper  was
(Lan= 4111 "N

"It's Nipper ™

"!Inru."nl“ -

"Nippee's vale, vou ¢ :

(¥, thank goodneus '™ e

“lrocw] man ! sbouted Handlorth eathak
astically,
bunt !

*Hunt?® pepeatesd Nipper, "Lt werea's
yovn selling oat to search for o™

“Not hkely!™ replied Tosmmy Walson,
" Mobody pew what had happened to you,
an ‘]L}""‘ﬁh Montie and | waoted 1o ged
ep & search-party, the rest thought it was
more important 19 huot for Mr. Lee.™

Nipper reeled, his mind toltering.

“The guv'mar!™ he paoted. eluiching ad
Tomamy Walsaai's jacket, "What do sou
e b ! .;Ihr ﬁar‘m-r'n dﬂﬂ: P i

i . aveat jou rd ! shouted
Trru:ﬁin West, ! - o

“Heard! Heanl shat!'" becathed Nipper,

“The man who way found dead on the
rosd wain't Mr, Lee st all!™ sald Hand.
forth. “He wmas weaning Mr, Lee"s clothes,
il ha’s & tolal stranger. That proves that
Mr. Lee i probably alive soencw bepe—r"

Alivel The gun'nor alive ! said Nipper,
his eyes aglow. “You don't mesn i,
Handy! IVs—it"s loo good te be true! Ok,
it's & dirty trick to deocive me like this!*™
be added mely, “You're ooly dosng il
to break the pems gemtly—"

“No, mal™ pal in Tommy Watoa *[t's
a fact, Nipper! The dead man wun't your
Eur nor ! r, [ae must have been altacked
on  the E:alf course, anil that other man

wched b clot'sr. We're now going oc »
wal”

“O, thask kearen!™ breathed Nipper,
“The guv'nor mod dead them! And yet ho
might be!™ be sdded framtically,. *“Thas
other man might have killed him '™

“Keep your bair on!™ paid Handfarth,
“Things are bad encugh, without yoo making
thein worse, There's & ehance that Mo,
Tre bn otill alive, and we've got to go ca
this scarch.”

Nipper was nearly wild with excitement,
and in his cocwerm for hin guv'nar he forgasmt
all about those Tong men o the descried
coltage.

Rut Walde badn't Torgotten, Walds waas
talking to Inspector Prarce—and 1o o
tor Jameson, of the Mannington police, = ko
bad arrived b this Lime with sevesal ol hu
own men.  bhe polce quickly teok i the

“*You're jwsl in Lime to jon Lths
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piluation, and ordered & delachment ol men
1o go to the collage al cnce 10 arresd
Chmnamen.

11;-_-.- wanted Walds 1o go wilth them, to
e guide, bet be reflused Ho was kheea
on joining the huntl for Nelson lee, and hia
aciate ponss, too, would probably come e

oseful. Ie was meeded for thia jab.,

Alter all, there was o need
police to bare a guide, furrnw
man, keew the cotlage we!
strueted to joum the police party.

And w0 the huet began.

It was an impressive scene, this ome in
the willage strect. Mr. Btokea and My,
Stockdale, and several other St ani':
masters were in the lorelromt, with a large
niuber of DBellton remidents. Then Lhere
were prelects and senion, oo, and whole
bimin ol Reanovites and Fourth Formers, It
had been impossible o keep them within
stea. The beadmaster had felt, too, l.h-l
E-y were noeded . the more scarcher,
Lier,

Dr. Brett was in the party, and be was

uwl.n'r:.u-l:ul;l & bag containing Bral aed necossi

i was felt, beyond gquostion, Lhal

Nelswom Leo would be [ound on the goll
links, or on Lhe moor,

H.

Willy Hacdforth was scting as guwde,
wha Lhe ane junior whd hnew azsctly whore
Nelson Loe d lwen la wen; bo could
kad the way 1o the precue spol. And [roan
bere the wwearchers would spread oul, fan
wise, im every direction, agf over
m-:l'l of ground. SBooner or later, i1 was [l
Nt ae would be localed

1

for  Lhe

the local
i'l¢ was ID-

N the meantime, |Imapector Jameson and
ball & doten offwers were catering the
dark cottage down by th river.

“Thia ulh;!m ur,” P.e 8parrow
was sayiog. "N\ rare Ei-nn-_r mttl-.[-l, 1o
They reckon that it's haunted,”™ added

I:Irt'r'l'ﬂ-l-T'l' “There ain'l many fnlh w ha
will cocmes by bere after Jdark.™

“Never mind th- p’!m bﬂn haunted. ™
said the inspecior sh r:’:»-lgpr ull yourself
sogether, Hparrow! You are sure that this
la the collage—the one with the lhdm shy
light 1=

“There ain’l any other hke it, ot for
miles.” said the rural constable,

| J led the way in, and he
was Alled with cBriosity. Although Waldo's
rtory had been so graphie, he could hardly
ewallow it. It incredible Lthat there

could really be Chinamen in the districl serk.
in the lives of Nelsoa Lee and Nipper. It
was o fanfastic—-e0 Mrange, Here, in Lhis
quiet bit of Suisws, whede a8 Chimaman was
nol sen ooce in & year., How was it that
note of these yellow men had been moliced
by the villager?

“Tlub! T expected as much ™ grusted
Jameeson abrapdly,

Ile was in the collag tll-ur'l" and his men
were crowding l:-nhmd him IL.‘“ carrved
alectric torches, and they wers hing their
lights all over that desy, dingy
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| Uverbead Uhere was the amanhed okylighe,
| just as Waldo bad said

Bat there were no Chinanen !

There were Bol oTem Any Kra
und icaling that the prisomers had
There was nothing whatever, Even the
candis had bovm removed. Nothang bul
dust and odds and emde.  An lar as Inspecior

of rope,
bomand.

Jameson could soo, Waldo's slory was a pure
Inwmmn There was that skylight, it wan
true, but the schoolboys could ecauly have
umashod 1t

“There's mobody here!™ grunled the in-
rpoctor sourly. ‘ou o had bedie: spread
ot and r-:runi Now thal we're bere,

lﬂ'l'i‘ pot to scarch ”

y searchod. Thoy wmesl over every inch

u-:l‘ l.h- u Intthe ;udm and they spread

directions over the countryaide.

ﬂ-t l-l.lrr they joined forces again, and were

cotnpeelled to admit that thear mision was
a failare,

"III bare l- word with those schoolbors

later,"”. sald the or grimly. “China-

men, eh! 1 wonder [ll:hr; deliberately tried

to fool mel™

“looks & bit like i, sir,” sasd one of
the policesnen, “ Dutl, altar I.“ the man n
rdus foars was wasn't be 1%

“That doesn't prove that there were any
(hinamaen, " rﬂnﬂq-i thae r. "I am
doabllul about the whole slory,”

And, in the cireumsancrs, he could hardly
be blamed for his attitode

CHAPTER 18,
Swecem|
IHHE hu.ll. was in full progres.

Eve was rager and eucited,
Lnd-r the leaderskip of EILMm
in a

the whole thing was bei

syslemalic way,

| There was oo haphasard search t-;rmid
greapa There waa no trn-mf_
mg of certain sections of the links, lhd “'I'I

omplets missing of othor sctions,
Hr. Bokes bad formed his men

up im

three | lines, each line some distarce
aboad of the neat, and llq:h-'l.lr overlapping
And 1h-r-_r wool forward, semrching overy
vngle ioch of 'm-und as they p

It was impomibe that any spot should be
missed., FEach clump of gorse was sxamined,
Fach hollow and crevice was gooe over,

“If ba's bore, wo're l'mnd to flod bim ™
sabd Mr ﬂt-:-'tn gri “This alternoca is
was totally differcal, re were only throe
nr!mr us, and the fog was ss thick s

We might hare within &
rd Jhim wﬁlﬂl know . But it's
now, "™

"'H-I- may nol be hare at all sir.” said
Nipper lemsely. “The man who atlacked
him might have oarried him away- perhaps
into Moa Wood. Il we can't find any.
thing here we shall bave Lo march Lthe wood
in just the same way. whale country-
side must be examined. We've got lo fad

interior, | hisn—we muat |™
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Just then a shout sounded from the ex-
treme left of the line, The shout was taken
up, and then, as Nipper stared, he saw the
searchers breaking up. The carefully orga-
nised line was shattered, and there were
scores of running figues, all making for one
spot.

“They've found him
wildly.

He ran like mad, overtaking many of the
others., And when he arrived he found «
great crowd collected round a deep hollow
in the ground. Dr. Brett's voice came to
his ears above the tumult,

“Stand back, evervbody--stand back!” the
doctor was shouting. “We've found him,
‘This is Mr. Lee——"

“Is he alive?” went up a general chorus.

“Ves, he's alive!” came Dr. Brett's voice.
“But he seems to be in a bad way——"

“Alive!” panted Nipper.

It was the only word he had heard. Xe
fought his way through the throng desper-
atelv, and when he was recognised he was
allowed to pass. He dropped into the
hollow, the rim of which was entirely sur-
rounded by the searchers, all holding torche
and flares, so that the hollow was brilliantiy
illuminated.

It was a big rabbit-scrape, almost invisible
from a distance of ten or fifteen yards. And
there, at the bottom of it, was a still fizure,
with Dr. Brett bending over it.

Nipper dropped down.

“CGuv'nor!” he breathed hoarsely.

He found Nelson Lee lving stretched out
on the sandy bottom of the hollow, e was
unclothed, except for his unpder-garments,
but over him, spread like Dlankets, were
some disreputable clothes—an old tattered
suit and a shabby overcoat. The man who
Iiad attacked him had had the humanity to
cover him up as a protection from the raw
cold of the fog: or perhaps he had only done
so in order to conceal his victim.

At all events, that clothing had saved
Nelson Lee from death by exposure—or, at
least, from a grave attack of pneumonia or
rheumatie fever.

“Guvnor!”™ repeated
dropped on his knees

“Steady, young ’un,” said the doctor.
“He's in a pretty bad way—look at this
ugly wound on his head. It must have
stunned him completely, and it's a wonder
that his skull wasn’t fractured.”

“Are you sure it isn’t fractured?” a:zked
Nipper anxiously.

“No, it's whole—but there's concussion of
the brain, and there might be complica-
tions,”” said Dr. Brett. *“Just hold his head
up a bit while I force this brandy down
his throat., I believe he's showing some
siens of recovery already, and this brandy
might help considerably.”

“Look! I believe Mr. Lee’s coming to
his senses!” shouted Church, from the edge
of the hollow.

“Hurrah!”

“Thank goodness he's alive!”

rh

gasped Nipper

Nipper, as he

pov

l
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“Yes, rather!”

“drood old Mp, Lee!”

There was a fever of excitement—-par-
ticularly as it was scen that Nelsou Lee was
now half sitting up. His eves werc open,
and although he was pale and haggard, a
little spot of colour was coming into each
cheek.

“You're all right, guv'nor,” said Nipper
softly. “We thought thar you had been
killed, and—and Oh, I can't tell vou
what's been happening !”

“There's no need to,” said Dr., Breit.
“Lee, old man, don't ask any questions.
You're not in a fit state. Just take things
easily, and we'll earry you to the school.
In half an hour we'll have 1ou in a warm
bed, and it won't be long before you're your-
self again.”

I'THIN half an hour, as Dr. Brett

W had promised, Nelson Lee¢ was in

his own bed, in the Anecient House.

And it was now definitely known

that he had been found in time—that there

was not much risk eof pneumonia or rheuma-

tic fever. His iron constitution stood him in

pood stead, too, and, as he said himself, tho
thickness of his skull was pretty useful.

The jumors, to their astonishment, found
that the hour was not very late. They had
had an idea that they were out well bevond
their ordinary bed-time. And yvet it was not
oven the hour for supper vet! 8o much had
happened in a little space of time that
evervbody had lost count of the hours.

In the Common-rooms, in the senior day-
rooms and in the studics, in the passages
and lobbies, fellows ecrowded together,
cagerly and excitedly discussing the situa-
tion. It had become known that Nipper
had been seized by Chinamen—and it had
also become known that those Chinamen had
escaped, and Inspector Jameson doubted the
whole story, '

So there was plenty for the schoo! to dis-
ClSS.

And upstairs, in Nelson Lee's bed-room,
ho and Nipper and Dr. Brett were alone.
3y this time Lee had completely remem-
bered all the details, and ho was looking
more like himself. Inspector Jameson was
waiting below, with Inspector Pearce—for
both the police officers wanted to have a
consultation with Lee, and as vet the doctor
had not given his sanctiom®

““A narrow escape, Nipper—for both of
us.” said Lee quietly,

““And those rotters have escaped, sir,”
said Nipper, “I can’t understand it. Waldo
and I tied them up pretty strongly.”

“It 15 more than likely that they had a
companion outside—a man, perhaps, who
camo to the cottage some time after you
left,” replied Lee. * It was he who released
them., Not that it really matters, Other
members of the Tong would have come down
to give us their attention.”

“Things look pretty bad,

Brett.

"

remarked Dr.
“It strikes me that you and Nipper

(Concluded on page 42.)
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Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Portsmouth, considers that Church
and McClure are very silly not to
“stand

DOROTHY LEONORA BABER, of

up” to Handforth more
than they do. She is so indignant over this
matter that she has written to me twice
about it. I'm afraid that Miss Baber, like
many other readers, falls to give Church and
McClure their due. They are a very diplo-
matic pair. They frequently allow Hand-
forth to have his head, and they put up
with a great deal of his nonsense. But 1t
may have been mnoticed that if they really
make up their minds to have
their own way, they have it.
Whenever they want to lead
Handforth by the nose, they
lead him, and Handy hasn’t
the faintest idea that he's
being led. Quite a number
of readers believe that Handy
is the boss of Study D; he
believes it himself; and he
is recognised as the boss of
Study D in the school. DBut
it’s my private opinion that
Churech and McClure boss
Handy more than he bosses
them. Only they do it so
quietly and so subtly that

ou don’t even notice 1t un-
ess you read between the
lines, so to speak.
& ¥ [ ]
HAVE been asked by Fred Humphreys
I of Manchester, i Handforth an
Church and McClure were at St

Frank’s when the first story of the old
school was written. They were. This was
in No. 112, Old Series. The great E.O.H.
was not so prominent then, but he was just
as big a chump. Fred also wants to know
when the last of the Old Series came out.
It was dated April 24th, 1926. It was
No. 968, and it was called " Handy’s Round-
Up.” The first three titles of the New Series
were: “Sports Mad at St

“ Handforth’s Bad Day,” and “The Folly of
St, I'rank’s,” .

L4

NOTICED Stanley Clavering, of the
liast House Sixth, the other day. He
was very quiet, as usual. It might
be remembered, by old readers—par-
ticularly by Albert John Gooderham, of
Mellis, Suffolk, who has written to me on
the subject—that Clavering had rather an
unpleasant adventure when he first came to

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

Miss Thelma Stone

St. Frank’s. He was imprisoned in the old
Priory ruins by Kustaco
Carey, and Carey boldly
came to 8t. Frank’s, using
his vietim’s name. I don’t
quite know what has hap-

ed to Carey nowadays.
e 18 Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s
cousin, and when I asked
Fullwood about KEustace he
sniffed, and said that he
didn’t like to admit that

Carey was any relation,
l Australia, to write me

about two hundred letters,
spread over a period of, say
two hundred weeks. Of
 course, I'm not really serious, but he has
requested me to make out a list of all the
boys who are at St. Frank’s, with all their
ages. 'This is a pretty tall order, and I'm
afraid I cannot devote the entire Gossip, this
week and next, to this one subject. I have
an idea that lots of other readers might
jib. So I can only suggest that when any-
ody like this Australian reader wants a
cartload of information of this kind he
should spread his requests over a large num-
ber of letters, and get the information piece-

meal. But why ask such questions at all?
The names of all the boys are going to be

* * *

WANT Thomas 8. Price,
of Port Adelaide, South

Frank’s,” |

published in the Questionnaire,
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SHOULD very much like to
I Winifred P. Cull, of Hythe, by assuring

Lier that Tom (“Tich ) Harborough 1is

still at St. Frank’s, but I cannot do so.
As most readers know, Harborough playvs
recularly for the Blue Crusaders, and Dr,
Nicholls wouldn't allow him the neceszary
freedom to go gallivanting off to all parts
of the country with this famous Leacue team,
I believe he lives with the Blues at their
celebrated headquarters in Bannington—The
stronghold—and he has his own private tutor
ot the premises. So the Remove has lost

this cheery member. However, Lionel Cor-
coran 1s, of course, still at St, Frank’s--
“Corky ” being the owner of the Blue

(‘rusaders Club—and he frequently takes a
crowd of fellows over to Banningion to seo

the redoubtable Tich in action. So the
noted little schoolboy winger is not really lost
10 Us.

» # *

ARRY, of Huddersficld, wants to
H know if I wrote the stories about
Stanley Waldo's father—" Waldo,

the Wonder Man,” now *‘The Peril
Fxpert.” So many other readers have also
asked this question that I am compelled to
make an answer. In fact, I'm compelled to
do so in my own defence, for I have been
accused of pinching somebody else's char-
acter. Naturally, % should not have intro-
duced Stanley Waldo into the St, Frank’s
storics unless I was also the narrator of his

father's adventures.
IT

upon. Reg., as you may know, is our

Walworth Wonder. I believe he has
already worn out about five typewriters in
writing letters to me and to hosts of pen
friends among fellow-readers of the Old
Paper. In a recent letter he wants to know
why the “St. Frank’s Magazine " is not re-
appeaving., Either he has omitted to notice
that we are publishing extracts from the
Mag., or clse he refuses to acknowledge
these as worthy of attention, The fact is,
the “St. Frank’s Junior Magazine ” las now
grown so big that it would be quite 1mpos-
asible to include it among our pages every
week, So the Editor, in hig wisdom, 1is
doing the next best thing, and publishing
extracts from 1it,

* » » *
isn't often that I can find anything

in Reg. T. Staples' letters to comment

" # *

ERE'S a reader—Arthur DPalmer, of
H Leicester—who tellz: me that he has
been enjoying the Old Paper for a

little under three years. And he
finished up his letter by asking me when the
N.L.L. was first published. Shall T answer
his question, or shall I tick him off? 1
really feel inclined to tick him off. If I
have given this information once during the
three years that Arthur has been a reader, I
believe I have given it a dozen times. And
if he fails to keep his eyes open, it's not

Elc-n se Miss [
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my fault. I advise him fo look through his
back numbers. So there!

* )

CHELTENHADM reader is so absent

minded that he has not only for-

gotten to sign his name to a letter

he has written me, but he has also
enclozed a snapshot of a river boat insteacl
of one of himself, So what am I to do?
He says he is afraid that the snap i3
not very good, but that I am at liberty to
put his dial in the Old Paper. It is quito
frue that there are two people visible ou
the boat, but they are just black specks,
measuring, I should think, about a hun-
dredth part of an inch. In case this Chelten.
ham reader is “cussing ” me for not sending
my dial in exchange, he’d better pull hiue-
sclf together, and send a proper phoetograph

=

| — pood one, if he wants it published, as

he suggoests,

» ® ¥

HIS week our photograph is of Miss
Thelma Stone, of Bristol—and, before

that, of Toronto. She tells me that

she left 'T'oronto when she was ten,
and now she's sixteen. She also mentions
that Yonge Street, Toronto, is 95 miles long.
I don’'t disbelieve her, but I naturally assume
that this street extends for some distanco
hevond Toronto itzelf. And so that Torontan
shan't be able to boast too much, what abous
our own Watling Street, which was built by
the Romans hecaps of eenturies ago, and
which runs through Canterbury, London, St,
Albansz, and rigcht on into Shropshire?
IHundreds of miles of 1t, in fact. Quite a
little street!

] * *

RTHUR E. ANGUS, of Sheflield, has
A asked for seven titles, and as this is
not an unreasonable number, I'll give
“No. 112—*Nipper ar St,
Frark's”: No. 495—“Willv Handforth's
Windfall ”; No. 497—"The Mystery (ioal
keeper 3 No. 498—“The Ghosts of (Glei-
thorne Manor”; No. 501—" The School of
Hidden Dread.” No. 1 (New Series)—
“"Sports Mad at St. Irank's”; and No. 29
(New Series)—"The Cads of St, I'rank’s.”

them.

+* * *

HERE seems to he some confusion in

I the minds of W. Mundav and Lis
friend, both of North Kensington,

They tell me that they are trying to
fatlioin the manner in which the bovs are
distribnted among the four boarding-liouses
of St. Frank’s. ﬂ'nll. to put 1t briefly, boys
of al! Forms, except the Remove and IMourtls,
are just about evenly boarded throughout
the four Houses. The Remove and fthe
Fourth are exceptions, because the Reinove
boards only in the Ancient House and West
House, and the IFourth only in the Modern
House and East House. The School House,
as I have repeatedly said, is not a boarvding

| House ar all,



87

MORE GRIPPING CHAPTERS OF A. S. HARDY’S POPULAR ADVENTURE SERIAL !

el SLAND CASTAWAYS/

3ARTHUR S. HARDY

‘I!'/ril‘*

Days of Suspensel
DAVE SELLWOOD, Eva, and the two

=

airmen ran on, but Tom could not
help but stay a moment to witness
the wrecking of the “plane. The
incoming wave towered thirty to forty feet
above her, and then came crashing down.
Before even the 'plane could be torn away
from her secure anchorage, the sea bcat
her stout wings from the fuselage as if

({ntroduction on page 39)

knew the ship that had brought the sea-
plane out into the tropic seas would come
in search of the lost pilots, Tom did not
put aside the possibility of the Patamac
being wrecked in such a storm. If she
were to founder, then he and his, com-
panions were due to stay on the island for
an indefinite period.

Tom sped on with long, swift strides, his
feet scarcely touching the sand. He was

they were made of forced to keep up the
matchwood, shattered . " : ridiculous pace by
the body of her to  Joy reigns in ihe castaways the wind.h He ga}ine&
splinters, and tore g upon the others,
her floats away 1n camp.  For the arrival of the joined them, and as

one crushing, death-

seaplane means rescue.

And the lightning flashed

dealin blow. The r and the thunder

rond® seaplane lben comes the slorm—and with  oooq " he T paced

ceased to be. it the catastropbe ! along with them
As if it needed among the rocking

but the slightest palms.

resistance of the 'plane to break it, the | Trees were lying on the ground in

wall of water broke and came onward,
frothing and bubbling in foam. Tom saw
it eat the great expanse of sand and lift
the Esmeralda’s boat up bodily. Then he
turned and ran after the others.

The ’'plane had gone! The boat had
gone !

They were stranded on another unknown
or unvisited island, and even though he

, | 8ide, beaten by

dozens, and more came cracking and
tumbling down as Tom and the others

| passed.” The boy ran until he felt his heart

must burst; ran, ran, with the girl beside
him, almost dead from the effort she was
forced to make -

Up a bluff they ran and down the other
the rain, driven by the
wind. At last they came to a spot where



38

the cancs had heen levelled flat,
dred yards away a rocky formation jutted
up and out. They reached this, and here,
scratched, bleeding, and exhausted, they
threw themselves down on to the ground
and lay there panting in the rain.

They lay still a long while.  Slowly
Tom recovered and, hearing a distressed

sigh, turned his head to find Eva lying
near. He managed to draw her close to

the sheltering rock. The three men pre-
sently joined them. The lightning had
almost ceased to play, and the wind had
somewhat abated its vielence. But the
rain still teemed down. It poured off the
face of the rock. It surged in eddies
around their feet and raced onward down
the slope to the sea.

Tom never knew when the rain ceased.
He must have been too prostrate from
exhaustion to notice, and, he supposed, he
slept.

It was the warm sun that awakened him,
and, sitting bolt upright and blinking
about him, he saw, to his great relicf,
that the nthers were all stirring, and their
clothes were steaming as the sun’s rays
dried them.

Above them hung a sky of serenest blue.
Birds were singing. Nature was awake.
But aronnd them stretched a scene of ruin
and desolation. Here and there a tree
stood forlornly erect, stripped of boughs
and lcaves; but the rest were duun,
levelled by the wind which had swept over
the island.

Dave viewed the depressing scenc with
arms folded.

“There’s only one good thing about it,
missy,” he remarked to Eva. “There's
enough food been blown down to last us
for months. But the thing I'm most con-
sarned about is our boat.”

“I'm afraid that’s been smashed to
pieces, Dave,” answered Tom. “It caught
the full force of that huge wave and was
carvied away. I don’t suppose two planks
of her remain together.”

And so it was for when they made their

way disconsolately down towards the sand,
having to guess the direction, since they
had no landmark to guide thc-m they came
upon splinters of wreckage strewn among
dying foliage, a full half a mile from the
heach. But, astonishing to relate, they
found Eva's jewel-box wedged in the fork
of a tree, and, on a broken bough, one of
her crépe-de-Chine dresses was impaled
and fluttering like a flag in the gentle
breeze.

The vast stretch of sand had taken on a
new formation. The old pools had gone,

A hun-|and a great sca-water lake
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had formed
itself in the middle. The beach had becn
beaten as flat as a pancaks, and was firm
underfoot. Myriads of gulls could be scen
feasting upon the dead fish that had been
hurled up by the storm. Tom and his com-
panions found coral, fantastically shaped,
imbedded decp in the golden sand, and
presently they came upon the great engine
of the onplmm with two cylinders, and
part of a third, showing clear above the
spot where it lﬂ}' buricd.

“Poor old bus,” sighed Pilot Dickson, as
he starcd gloomily down at it, his hands
thrust deep in his pockets. “She served us
well, Ameson, and I hate to think of her
smashed up like this. I wish to goodness
we'd flown right back to the Patamac.”

Dave Sellwood smiled grimly.

“Do you?” he eried, " And '.-.}mt chance
of getting back to your ship do you think
you would have stood against the fury of
that gale? You'd have flown right into
the heart of it, boy, and I can tell you
right now that you’d mnever have got
through it.”

Dickson considered the point a moment,
then grinned.

“You're right,” he cried. “And there-
fore T suppose we must consider it an
act of providence that we found you on
this island.”

“Sure,” nodded Commander Ameson.
“And, as things are, we do stand a chance
of beinzg picked up by the Patamac.
Shouldn’t be surprised if she showed up to-
day, or to-morrow morning.”

Aboard the Patamac!
days Dbefore the

CT it was some
Patamac arrived. The spell of sun-

shine proved to be all too elusive,

and before the morning was out the
sky had clouded over, the sea had risen
again to tumble in roaring breakers upon
the sand, and the rain was falling with
tropieal vaenee.

The heat changed to almost cold, so that
the castaways huddled shivering in the
shelter they found. For three days and
nights, almost without a break, the rain
fell and the wind blew. They could only
sleep in snatches, they dare not venture
far in search of coco-nuts or fruit, of whiceh
there was an abundance on the ground.

On the third day, unable to stand the
monotony any longer, Pilot Dickson rose
abruptly and stalked off, threading his
way with difficulty among the fallen trees.
When he came back the rain had abated in
violence, and he was locking more like
himself.

“I say,” he shouted, as he hailed them,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

““the birds are all huddled under the fallen
branches. I've seen thousands of them,
some of them so tame you could pick "em
‘up. And this one made such a clatter,
and scemed to want me to bring him back,
that I caught him P

He held a bedraggled bird up to view—
a gorgeous bird whose blue body was
familiar.

- “It’s Polly !” yelled Dave, beginning to
run,

The bird struggled with Dickson, who
Iet 1t go, and, with a scream of delight, 1t
flew straight on to Dave’s shoulder and
nestled there.

“And I thuught the bird was dead,”
Dave choked. " Mr. Dickson, it’s a lucky
omen—he’ll bring us luck! I know he
will! He always does. And I thought he
‘must have been drowned when the boat
was smashed.”

Very gently Eva drew the bird away
from Dave and cuddled it in her arms.
Oddly enough, one hour later the rain
ceased and the wind died down., The day
was almost at its close,  The castaways
were too fatigued and jumpy from want of
slecp to wander, and when the night shut
down suddenly they turned over, hungry
as they were, and passed into the land of
dreams. But Tom did not sleep for long.

He was hungry, restless, and his brain
was unduly active. He dreamed that he
wis again in the outboard boat Rosita,
Eva with him; every drop of petrol was
aone, and they were waiting for the death
that seemed must come. Once more Tom
enacted his part in the series of amazing
adventures that had followed upon their
unsought visit to Sellwood Island. He
awakened at the very moment when he
spun round in his run to shoot the first of
the pursuing cannibals, and he shivered
and stared ahead as he saw stars blinking

| overlooked the sea.

39
at him lazily in what appeared to be an
illuminated sky.

Impatiently Tom awaited the coming
of day, and with the dawn he rose and
strode to a high point near at hand which
He reached it as the
sun rose, and in the roseate gleam saw the
ocean sweeping for miles on either hand.
And down below him, looking as if she had
been painted by an artist upon a wonder-
fully realistic canvas, he saw a ship. Tom
shut his eyes and held his breath, then
looked again.

The ship had not moved. She lay at
rest on a sca of glass, and he could make
out the anchor chain. Again Tom blinked,
again he looked, and then he knew that he
was not mistaken.

With cupped hands set to his mouth he
let forth a deafening halloo that brought
the men up at a run. Eva came after
them, pausing in doubt as she saw Tom
waving frantically. She did not want to
climb the rise unless Tom wanted her.

“Eva, Dave, Dickson! It’s a ship—a
ship/” bawled Tom as the men came toil-
ing up to him.

They soon took their places beside Tom
and stared down. The sky had bright-
ened, and the sea had turned to a lighter

blue. The ship gained substance and
detail.
“Tt’s the Patamac!” shouted Pilot

‘Dickson, as he began a war-dance,

He screamed, he bellowed, and he
shouted, while the others joined in the
chorus, but the ship was anchored a mile
from the shore and the wind was against
their voices.

“Let’s get down to the beach. We don’t
want to lose her,” said' Tom.

“We shan’t lose her, kid,” grinned Dick-
son. “She’s come in search of us all right.
She was bound to find us if she hadn’t

He is accompanied by
EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her

cause of Sellwood losing his life—or so he
forgiven himself,

they meet David Sellwood.
before sailing for a neighbouring island.
Esmeralda,
Kemish,

horror they see that iv is crashin
" Run!

THE OPENING CHAPTERS

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacifie,

TOM PERRY, a plucky, adventure-loving English boy.

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway’s, is also on board.
- great anxiely on the yacht owing to the pilot,

DANIEL KEMISH, having developed a sudden illness,
David Sellwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these parts.

Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memories, and this
fact, combined with the heat, has turned his head.
tsland, but they are caught in a terrible storm, and th
plunged into the mountainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown island, on which
The three castaways have many exciting advenltures together
Here they are horrified to find the wreck of the
0Of the passengers there i3 no sign, but later they find the lifeless body of
One day a seaplane lands on the island. ;
which has been sent out to find the missing Hanway party. Rescue seems in sight for the
castaways, but just then comes a terrible storm.
towards the seaplane, which is moored just off the beach!
Run for your lves! " shouts Sellwood. :
b - (Now read on.)

IN BRIEF.

chum,
Tom's father,
At the moment there is

In wyears past Dan and his partner,
Dan had been the
thought-—and since then the former has never

Togg and Eva decide to visit a nearby

motor-boat is swamped. They are

It has come¢ from the liner Patamac,

A tidal wave appears, and to everybody's
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foundered in the hurricane. And, for all
we know, she may have been anclmred here
during that confounded rain.”

Tlmy hastened to their shelter and
scarched about among the dying leaves
until Tom found his revolver. Then,

raising the weapon above his head, he fired
until he had emptied the magazine.

“The ship’s a long way out, but they’ll
Lhear that,” he cried.

They had forgotten that they were
Lhungry, and trailed dowu the winding
path to the sand. A boat was being
lowered when they came into view of the
ship. Already Tom could see the landing
deck aboard ; could sce a 'plane at rest on
it. Alrcady he could hear shouting and
cheering, and as they ran to the water’s
edge the castaways waved their arms and
shouted back, cheering until they were
hoarse.

It was a motor pinnace that raced into
the shallows, and as
she dug her nose into
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storm in the coral seas. T'd just shipped
as mate aboard the Carolina, under Captain
Andrews. She plied regularly between
New Orleans and the Indies, and Fergus
Andrews, who was your father's best
friend, will go frantic with delight when
he hears you're alive. He's rctued an
lives way out on Rhode Island.’
David Sellwood's weather-beaten and
furry face registered one huge grin.
“Aye, Ferous was a  kind of second
father to me when I was a kid, captain,”
he boomed. “I'll just love digging him
out and cracking a yarn with him."
“Any more of Hanway’s party around?”
asked the captain
“No, sir,” replied Pilot Dickson. “Ounly
just these two. But they located the
wreck of the Esmeralda before they found
us. Mayvbe we shall come upon some of
the others soon.”
“Then we'll get aboard. No use hang-
ing around. We only
anchored hercabounts be-

the sand, an officer AN AMAZING cause of the nearness
jumped out of her, of this island. We cal-
and, running forward, NEW SERIAL IS culated you'd get to
he gripped Dickson by around here, Dick-
the hand. COMING SHORTLY. son.”

“Thank Heaven ) Thﬂ-y were about to
you're all right, WATCH OUT FOR step “into the motor
pilot I"” *he declared. pinnace when Eva re-
“Somchow or other I DETAILS membered her box.
rockoned you'd smell “My jewels,” she

that hurricane coming
and find a hole to go
to. I'tgured you'd have
no chance if you were up when the cloud
burst. How do, commander.” He gripped
hands with Ameson, and then turnod his
eves on the three castaways. “Who's the
young lady, I:ulﬂtf*”

“Miss Hanw ay,” introduced Dickson,
“meet Captain Ibbotson, skipper of the
Patamae.”

The captain’s handsome face lit up.
“The young lady we were looking for,”
he said as he bowed. * Miss ]Ianwa}'. this
is great,
world the moment we get back. You're
Mr., Perry?” he hazarded, turning to Tom,
and was answered with a nod.: “Ilow you
two ever survived that gale in a crazy out-
board boat like the Rosita is somcthing

that’ll take a great deal of explaining.”

And then David Sellwood w*us"i‘ntrml uced
to the captain of the Patamae,

“Glad to meet you, Sellwood,” eried the
captain after the introduction. “It’s a
small world. Why, do you know, I can
remember as if it were yesterday, the nows
coming through that you had been lost
overboard the whaler, Sea Elf, during a

NEXT WEEK'!

I'll flash the news rounrd the

cried, and they waited
while Tom raced bhack
and found them.

Half an hour later they were on board
the ship, and Eva had retired to a
luxurious cabin to don again the garb of
civilisation. In fitting out the Patamac
for the rescue r\pednmn nothing had been
overlooked. She carried a whole supply of
ladies” attire with her, to say nothing of a

tailor’s shop for the men--should the} ever
be found.

There were half a dozen business friends
of Thornton Hanway's aboard, and their
joy at sceing Eva and Tom was almost
VVeTrpow crxuﬂ'

“Gee, but if you're alive, Tom Perry,
and Miss Hanway, too, "IF.]IY. then, it
almost scems as if we shall find some of
the others,” said William Goldwyn, a New
York magnate and close friend of the loat
millionaire.

“I feel sure we shall,” said Tom, who
found himself surrounded by an admirins
unrr of friends.

“Barber and Gribbs and that gang of

crooks stopped short at theft, and lefs
Thornton Hanway’s party &lramled Me.
Goldwyn,” said Pilot Dickson. “I'm
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Even as Tom watched, the huge wall of w

positive we can bank on finding them.”

Mr. Goldwyn, who was a stout, florid
man, laughed. "

“I wasn’'t sanguine, but I reckon there’s
a chance now,” he cried,

He dropped a hand affectionately on
. Tom’s shoulder.

“Boy, you look wonderful,” he cried
“Being castaway seems to have changed
you from boy to man all in a flash.” He

aused as an idea occurred to him. “Say,
what, would you like now "

“1'd like a hot bath, sir, a barber, then
a change of clothes, and—and—some civi-
lised food !”

“You shall have the lot,” said Mr.
Goldwyn. “And what about you, Mr.
Sellwood? How about a hair cut and a

shave—and some clothes, too?”

ater crashed down upon the seaplane, smashing it up
completely.

“I’'ll have to wear them if I go back to
New York.”

As Mr. Goldwyn led Tom to a private
cabin, the steam  winch raced and the
anchor chain ran round the barrel. The
Patamac swung lazily about, and began to
move. As she did so a brilliant blue bird
alighted on the roof of the pilot house and
screamed noisily. Polly did not intend to
be left behind. |

Slowly at first the Patamac steamed
away, then gained speed, and soon the
island was left behind.

The search for Thornton Hanway’s party
had begun !

(The concluding chapters of this thrilling
serial will appear next week—so be sure
not to miss reading them, chums/)
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BY ORDER OF THE TONG!
(Continued from page 34.)

had better have a strong force of police here,

as a protection.” s

“I hate the idea of it,” replied Lee
quictly, “I'm not afraid of these Tong men,
Brett, and now that Nipper and 1 know
of our peril, we shall naturally be cautious.”

“Who was that fellow who knocked you
down and changed clothes with yout”

“I don’t know—he scemed to be a tramp,”
replmd Lee thoughtfully, * Yet, somehow,
1 have an idea that he was something more
than an ordinary tramp. He demanded
moncy, and when I gave him Lalf a crown he
sncered at it. Then he became violent, and
more by chance than anything else he
managed to strike me with that golf club.
The T'ong man, seeing him in my clothes,
must have mistaken him for me.,”

“Iard lines on that fellow,” said Drett.
“Poor devil! Being shot like that, I mean!”

When Inspector %ameson was allowed to
come up, he brought some surprising infor-
mation with Lhim. The dead man had been
tdentified as William Denton, a desperato
criminal who had been wanted fer murder.
He had committed a brutal assault upon a
bank elerk in Southampton, and the clerk
had died of his injuries. Denton had
escaped without securing any spoils—and he
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had obviously been wandering near the moor
when that fog had come down.

The fact that Lhe was a wanted murderer
was rather a relief to Nelson Lee. The fellow
had merely paid his due penalty earlier than
he would otherwise have doae,

Nipper went to bed that night as usual
—he refused to have special protection.
Nelson Lee was alive, and mnothing else
really mattered. What was more, Lee would
probably be about again within three or
four days.

But what of tho Fu Chang Tong?

“What are we going to do avout it, guv-
nor ?"" asked Nipper, the next morning, when
he went to sce Nelson Iee. * What are we
going to do? If these Tong men can attack
us once, they can attack again.”

“There iz one thing that we shall do,
Nipper—and that is, fight!"” replied Nelson
Leo steadily. “We mustn’t allow ourselves
to be scared by these Oriental fiends. We're
going to fight—and fight to the bitter end!”

THE EXND. ,

(And next week the grim fight wages fast
and furious. Nelson Lee v. the Fu Chong
Tong—who aill be the vietor? *““Fu Chang,
the Terrible!” is the title of the next yarn
in this magnificent mystery series—and it's
the most exciting yet! Order your copy of
th: Old Paper NOW, chums!)
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! CORRESPONDENTS WANTED
]
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Frank Davman, 10, LEllesmere Avenue,
Miramnar, Wellington, New Zealand, offers over a
hundred back issues of the N.L.L. YWants corre-
spondents interested in films,

Patrick Joseph Roche, Dublin, M4, Mary Street,
Coburg. N.13, Melbourne, Australia, wants N.L.L,,
.old series; also to hear from readers keen ow
BpOIT.

Kenneth Pemberton, Royton, West Avenue,
Basford Park, Stoke-on-Trent, wishes to hear from
Cecil Stevenson, of 88, Moorland Road, Burslem.

James W, Cooke, 21, Rook Street, Poplar,
London, E.14, wants to hear from readers who
require a guide to London.

S. W. Ruddock, 268a, Priory Road, St. Denys,
Southampton, wants N.L.L. No. 984, new series,
which econtained the story entitled: “The St.
Frank's Ice Carnival,”

R. A. Lurway, 8, Worfleld Street,
London, 8.W., wants N.L.L. Nos.
series, inclusive,

Louis Van Luyck, 50, Edegem Straat, Oude
Goit, ar. Antwerp, Belgium, wishes to hear from
rcaders in his country, alse to have a corre-
spondence with an accountant of about the same
age, namely 30. (This is a chance for someone
who is keen on learning French and Flemish). Ile
has back numbers of the N.L.L. for exchange.

Chas, Willes, 73, Marshall Street, Folkestone,
wants members for the Folkestone Juniors, F.C.

Battersea,
85—71, new

Gerald D. Ryan, Church Road, Warton, or.
Kirkham, Lancs., would like correspondents In
the United States; interested o films and

aihletics; ages 16—25.

G. Montzomery, 87, Charleville Road, London,
W.14, aged 20, wants correspondents in Australia,
New Zealand, South Africa, West Indies and
India. He wants information of M.C.C. tours in
those countries.

Miss Gwendoline Williams, ¢/o Mrs, Palmer,
1, Burnaby Street, King's Road, Chelsea, London,
S.W.10, wants the issue of thc N.L.L. which con-
tained the story entitled: * The Coming of
Archie.”

G. W. Young, 2, IHamilton Avenue, Henley.on-
Thames, wishes to hear from Editors of Social
Magazines with a view to writing articles, stories,
etc. KEverything tvpewritten.

Thomas Moon, 74, Crescent Ioad, Fazakerley,
Liverpool, wants correspondents in Australia and
Canada.

C. Woodhouse, 7, Farm Road, Hove, desires to
join a club in his town.

Miss Hilda Bull, 174, Clifton Road, Aston
Manor, Birmingham, wants girl correspondents
overseas, 3

Ronald Isaacs, 38, Blake Road, Kingston,
Jamaica, -wants back numbers of the N.L.L., also
to hear from readers in  America, Australia,
England and India,

G. ¥. Gerrell, Bridge House, Reydon, Southwold,
wants correspondents interested in sport.

Miss Gladys Hopkinson, 82, Albany Road,
Reading, offers back numbers of the N.L.L.

Frank Alsop, 16a, Crabmill Lane, Coventry,
wants correspondents,

Reg. C. Brain, P.O. Box 88, Knysna, South
Africa, wants correspondents anywhere.

Miss Nancy G. Lewis, 14, Wilmot Street,
Malvern East, Melbourne, C. 1, Victorin, Australia,
wonld like correspondents in the United States,
(especially Los Angeles), Hawaii, South America,
I'rance, cte.

Walter A. Mason, 17, Avoca Street, South
Yarra, DMelbourne, Australia, desires corre-
spondents interested in sport, stamps, ete,
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) B 3 1 2 " Here's lag addrezs f you went L
ae (/.hwj.()‘ﬁcer Chats giﬂﬁlﬁf“t write to him ! The Chief Officer, ** The
with his Chums. » I -&3’ ” Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House,
X l14: A Farringdon Street, London, I..C.4
Progress! Members Wanted !
URING the past few months I have | ¢¢ HE All Nations {m“..}mmhnu (lnb
D been watching the progress of the I wantz new members,’ S0 writes
=i, Framk’s League wirh much in- Thomas Willlam Hutt, who is in
rerest, And there can be no denyving charge  of this highly  successful
that the League certainly is progressing— | Australian -elnb.  Overzeas members especi-
by leaps and bounds ! ally ure required. wund those of von who are
Recently, applica- mterested  shownld
tion forme from pro- " write to Thomasz. 58.
gpective 1 e m ‘:3 I s THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER ['nion  Srreer, West
have been pour ”'{ i Dear Cuier,— It is indeed a great pleasure I{,”gf‘}"“it'" 4 ?‘{;:‘.llﬂle-“_*
““}; s post il for me to write to you, the head ﬂf so greal an :\m:w. SR A
readers of the Old ; i St Fronh's L Anstralia.
Pﬂp&l have wWiitren ﬂ?'gﬂﬂ-lﬁﬂ' on as e rarn ecague. 'l‘he Al Xil_t ions
asking for fuller de- In my opinion every reader of Te NeLsoN Correspondence Club,
tails of the League. Lee LiBRary should belong to the League. incidentally, iz going
Old  readera  have The good it does is Iﬂfﬂf‘w’ﬂ“ﬂ It is fhﬁ great guns at the
written praising the  means of linking up people who live thousands moment, Already
T.eague. or miles away from one another, Rugby, cyeling, ten-
[ have received let- "f am pfgasgd to announce thg! a f”'gmf Of IIIS, swimming and
ters from secretaries mine to whom I have given a copy of the Old baseball sections have .
ot corvespondence  Paper is about 1o join the League. I can been formed. The
and other 1‘5'“”"" assure you that we shall be two of its most ~ CHb mimlwi‘-{s ‘ [Urh";
which  have been entlsialic subborters, nine  members - at
formed . under the With sood ! e : present, and, as my
auspices of the Yruth goo uck to the best League of its correspondent very
Teague, telling me kind ever erganised, and greetings to you and  prondiy puts it, “we
that their clubs are all fellow-members, can supply informa-
all running smooihly Yours enthusiastically, tion obout anything
and successfully, and (Signed) T. SmyTH, f[rom a pin to an
that their member-- S.F.L. No. 9638. elephant!”’
shi i8  increasing For this interesting letter T. Sm
“'EEI‘: in and week Sn{xk:nn-un-?g;es has bee:tr awam‘eﬁ aqirhsefﬂ}!" o Mo
out. penknife.) Announcement.
This all goez to It concerns the
prove. much to my new serial which will

delight and satisfaction, that the St. Frank’s
T.eague 1z more pmpu!ar than ever.

The sender of this week’s prize-winning
letter gives it as his opinion that every
reader of the Old Paper should belong to
the League. Hear, hear! So if any of you
Leagueites know of other readers who don’t
belong to it—get them to join now!

[ be starting in a fortnight’s time, chums.
Az you know, in addition to being Chief
Officer T am also the Editor, and I haye
received many requezts from rceaders. for
a detective terial. So the new sgerial will.
be a detective storv. Written by a very
popular boys’ author. Full details will appear
next weel—: THE CHIEF OFFICEH

ANl members ol the 8t. Frank’s League are invited to send tu the Ghilt OMicer letters of interest unuining

The most interesting tlll be

the League.
It you IIII'I"I: hln; to

or penknives, league,

hli:hu week by week, and the senders will receive

pocket wallets
look -for the entry form which will appear se0n—

Ind {hen join immediately,
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‘Professor Puddleditch’s Lectures ! foxnation on'. the sqbect. 6f:his talk,

(Continued from page 13.) 4 THa 11J~.01ntv ﬂntiqu.} “6f the madish i3
IIIIHIHIEIIIIIHIIlilllllllllIlllHllil!iilHlllliHlHlHHill”ll!ﬂlllrﬁ ]11‘0\.0(1 “bévond ﬂlgume;lf although the fol-
lowing up:m_ie ds.only copsidercd legendary

lnf the ﬂlﬂhﬂ‘%ﬂ“‘hi 7.DeYek - Dustiface, He
has “translated flm the weineform writings

chief, bh*n .hls nose “with @ military Ilast,
and {:nntmued to l}ﬂe out mmdu.od T

SHIHIm
mlmnm

“Please, sir, it was H:f* ot her {h;tp who
shoi Bufus and not Rufus who shot the

other "11'“1"” " A oy ef; the™time of Rdmmm the twoth, pardon—
“Deas tlmri" said the professor, some- ‘the se¢ m‘ul a ==mm of” hnu Rameses was or B

‘-.'»lhtt 1(‘%?1]& “It does not ‘nltd“\. matter. . lost* tn(-' tlpt,{_-u “nh his 1}91;,(;.]1“1], at

at ﬂth }aoml ulwtiu; Rufus shot the mch-‘l .;|-mi l’h];:-,t 1'}1.;,;\1;_ = ¥ -"

“I“‘r‘”‘l the 1"““'“ —er—the chap -lmr ]”f”' Inofah-—-uhmh ud'='1ht, Lfr\ptmn vqun'nlpnt'
] b ! )

self—er—Rafus—— o Bli' auier boy ! 3'”'}! to _* throwing | up * the- sponge'—when Phlat

AL 1nu\1ng‘-nw ip—tel tt“ﬁllll‘xlll“ me up. | pPheet, ”Lflr“*nm]\mg' obeizance seventeen
A silent -1111lv ﬂittod over the faces of the | times, addressed ® his - royal master, ‘0

assembly, and the professor, very annoyed, | Ramesex” he said, $live for ever—and then
rave T snory which catapulied his nuhhh some. % Why , niot “consult . the mystic Rhad

i

wpuhuiv on io the table.. Ile rep! dH'tl CIsh7 whes utl‘ pm'haps ahma us the way to
I"IL‘IH LOon s lw nasal orgith und continued in | [E40) }mnw L e s $i: o
a™ Sour “‘i'-“‘ ks . - i " ¢ Ghood' eg,’ 1‘(1111((1 r]w Lmtn and, feel-

TeOn -mnthv famous occasion the radish :ntf ¢ for his wateh: :lmm, he plmlmml a charm
as«umed an Importance quunlh b by <any jin t}n- <hape "of a frul{lvn *mll-Jt {"l' I’hml
" other “similav oiuect in” the annals of tho I<h.’+ he H{ldl‘(*na;drth{\*kﬁ]uij{jI ‘god of
Avntv. “This - was at the siege. Of f}ntfnr*‘.. «lads. we*do™ I:Dt'.relhh the pickle we are
Itgwis here that the patives, ¢having run | int” Therefore,- lead miy illustrious self and
«hm: of t urllets, used cvadishes instend and my  sevvant,*Phlat ~Phect, out of this dirty
firéd these from their muskets, « The stavved | dosert, and I will: make a vow never again
Adeferiders, vondered ¢ desperate” by hunger, | fo eat another of thy ruby Drethren.’
feaught . the radish= bullets in theiy lrtﬂmllh C AN T osaid,)  answered Rhad  T<h.
“add were thussaved from "f*l“-“w“ by | s Keep the vow lest indigestion befall thee.
“the very foe who blockaded them. . Now. follow your noses and you will reach

»“This went on” for some tiwme.” until the [ the Pyramids in two shakes of a locust's left
natives, finding they could make no.head-{ leg)

way - mul * suspecting  the - supernatural, "lhm did s0.” stared the professor, *and
nD-»«v{l nmn' “fingers  superstitiously  and reached the |mhuv in time for supper.”
crept away.” " - So saying, he heaved the heavy dictiopary

'Hw pmfvum‘ ﬂouu-hv{i his red ]mmll\u fowards lum, aud the Form was dismissed.
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