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THIS IS JUST THE KIND OF SCHOOL YARN YOU LIKE -

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
i Under a Cloud!
ITITAM NAUPGLEON BROWNE, “* A bir of trouble.” brother, iz 1 venture

the leaun. fanky =Kipper of the Fiith | to sogeest, a totally  inadequate exprossion,’
Formm at . Frank's El-lli‘*l'li! at the | obscrved Browne. “Ir would hurdiv bhe an
angle of the Fitthh Vorm  and @ exaggeration to sav that a hmunan carthe
remove passages in the Ancienr Houvse, Cquake iz at woerk with an enthusiasn that

“One moment, Brother Hora-e '™ he wmur- | can onldy be admved. ™
tred. ( “Fash !

Hovace Stevens, also of the 19§ errinned, A Removite came huartling ou: af rhe

“Looks Like a bt of trocble,” he remavked | Jonror Cemanor-room — backwards, e bud
bsrhitly, | the floor with o thod. torned 2 back omer

Wi



—SETTLE DOWN TO ENJOY IT RIGHT NOW, CHUMS !

T, — g

;bam‘ lo be expelled !  Disaster stares Edgar Fentoin in the face.  And then comes

the surprise—dramatic, uncxpected—leaving Fenton, the oulcast, the bero of

L ———
-

St. Frank’s.

sault, and subsided with a gasping grunt. A
moment carlier the first victim had fallen,
The one who had just appeared was the
sceond,
“Good work!” said Browne eritically.
“Here comes another ! murmured Stevens.
There was a confusion of sounds within
the Junior Common-room, the door of which

1
!

[ than to witness the simple, harmless pleasures
of the juniors.”

“Somebody’s been commiiting slauglhier,
anvhow ! pgrinned Stevens,

“Without appearing too rash, I think T can
venture upon a random guess as to the
identit e of the slaughterer,

Jrother Horace,”

said DBrowne. of

“This parlicular piece

stood wide open. Tellows
others were laughing, and one or two were
howling. One of the latter tribe--Claude
(iore-LPearce, to be exact-—now appeared,
roeling and staggering., Ile got just outside
tiie door, when his legs seemed to give way;
his knees sagged, and he went into a limp
Lhicap on the floor, next to the ethers,
“We will linger!” said Wiiliarn Napoleon
Drowne kindly. * Nothirg pleases me more

were shouting,

oy

o

“h

unmistakkable stamp ol

3

renius  bears the
Brother Handfiorth

He paused, and for once he allowed an
expression of mild asztonishment to over-
spread his features, for Nipper, the skipper
of the Remove, now appeared in the dooe-
way, And Nipper was jacketless, and his
sleeves were rolled up.

“And if I Lear any mors of that sort of
talk, I'll chuck you out again!” he said

L]
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grimly. “I'enton i3 one of the best chaps
in the school, and 'm not going to stand by
and hear him insulted by a miserable erowd
of weak-kneed cads!” |

“‘Weak-kneed’ is singularly apt,” re-
marked Browne approvingly. “Yet, Brother
Nipper, am I wrong in saying that you are
the cause of the aforesaid weakness? A well-
timed blow, delivered with accurate effeet,
has a remarkably groggifying effeet upon the
’[i;;-arjtmnts in the southern aspect of the knee-
cap.”

Nipper glanced at Browne and frowned.

“It may be funny to you, old man, but
it’s not funny to me!” he said gruffly.
“I'm sick and tired of hearing these cads
slander a fine chap like Fenton!”

“Alas, Brother Nipper, I fear that St.
Frank’s i1s farly littered with such slan-
derers,” said Browne sadlv. "“Our estecemed
friend, Brother Fenton, is undoubtedly under
a cloud., We are all trusting that this cloud
possesses a silver lining, but at the moment
I must confess 1t appears to be singularly
black and forbidding.”

The three groggy juniors picked themselves
up, groaning, and they crawled off down the

passage, uitering muttered threats of ven-
geance. A{ that moment Edward Oswald
Handforth arrived on the scene, accom-

panied by Church and McClure, his faithful
chumes.

“Hallo ! said the burly leader of Study D.
“What's been happening 7”

“Too late, DBrother Handy!” sighed
Browne. “ A minute earlier, and you would
undoubtedly have thrown yourself whole-

heartedly into the fray. But it has been left
to Brother Nipper. 1 am pleased to tell you
that there has been a considerable amount of
slaughter.”’

“Pleased 7 said Handforth, staring,

“Not to say delighted,” nodded Browne.
“However, Brother Horace and myself have
urgent business clsewhere, so I will leave
Brother Nipper to explain the finer details
of the recent massacre.”

And Browne and Stevens, smiling approv-
ingly, passed on,

“What wasz the ass talking about?” asked
Handforth, looking at Nipper.

They went into the Common-room, and
found a fow other juniors there. Lessons
were over for the day, and the winter’s
afternoon was drawing to a cleose,

“Tt was nothing,” said Nipper. “Only
Gore-Pearce & €Co. running Fenton down
again, I'm fed up with it! They made my
blood beil, s0 T let out at them.”

“Good man!’ said Handforth heartily.
“T wish I had been here, and 1'd have helped
you,”

“The {rouble is, dear old feilow, it’s rather
a thankless task sticking up for Fenton these
davs,” remarked Vivian Travers. “I'm for
him all along the line, but you can’t deny
that he is in a bit of a mess.”

“Ie's not in such a mess that he won't
get out of it!? retorted Handforth., “And

You're

“What

@
you're a fine chap to talk, Travers!
as bad as any of ‘em!”
“Well, well 1 murmured Travers.
have I done now 7"
“Don’t you go to that rotten night ¢lub?”

“I will admit that I have been to the
nmight club, but I deny that it is rotten,” said
I'ravers. ‘‘Upon the whole, it’s rather a dull
place. Plenty of music and gaiety, but cer-
tainly no wickedness.”

Nipper donned his jacket, and stood near
the fireplace, rubbing his knuckles.

“I'm rather sorry that Unecle Robert
wasn't here,” he said regretfully. “I was
feeling in the mood for knocking him down
just then! The contemptible caﬁ! He's tlie
cause of all this trouble. Ever since he came
to St. Frank’s there’'s been ructions.”

“It was he who introduced the fellows: io
the night club ! said Handforth indignangly.
““And he’s Fenton’s uncle, too! Imagine it!
A kid in the Remove—uncle to the head
prefect of the House, and the school captyin !

“He's not school captain now,” put in De
Valerie. “He’s been deposed. And derve
himm right, too, the hypoeerite!”

“Look here—-"

“Oh, don’t you start, Handforth!” grunted
De Valerie, '“Everybody knows that FFenten
1s a humbug! Pretends to be down on smok-
ing and breaking bounds and all that sort of
thing—and yet he is just as bad himseclf!
Hero, confound it, Nipper! You’d better
keep your fists to yourself——"

“Then take my advice, and keep your
insults to yourself I” snapped  Nipper.
“Haven’t I told you that I won’t hear slander
acainst Fenton?”

“Oh, vou're mad!” said De Valerie as he
walked out. ;

Nipper and Handforth were silent, and
neither Church nor McClure felt like speak-
ing. They were all thinking about I dgar
Fenton, the once popular skipper of S&.
Frank’s, Nobody knew any exact details,
but for two or three days Fenton had becn
under a cloud. e had been deprived of the
captaincy, and it was generally suspeeted
that inquiries were being made.

“If Fenton 1s proved guilty of any rotten-
ness, then I’ve nothing more to say,” re-
marked Nipper at length. “DBut at present
he’s on remnand, as it were. No official action
has been taken, and it’s confoundedly unfair
to be down on the man until he’s been proved
guilty.”

“Hear, hear!” said Handforth. *“And T
can iell vou one thing, my son! I'enton’s
not going to be prm'nrf guilty ! I happen to
kpow a thing or two!”

“Oh, do you?’ said
“What do you know 7"

Handforth opened his mouth to speak, but
at that moment he became aware of nudges
in the rear. Hastily, Handy closed his mouth
again,

“Th?” he said st length. “Oh, well, it
doesn’t matter! All the same, 1 do know a

Nipper, staring.

l‘Lhing or twol”
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And with that eryptic remark Idward
Oswald Ilandforth sauntered out of the

('ommon-room.

in the arm- chair in his marh His

foot were on a corner of the mantel-

picce, and he was looking unsceingly
into the fire. His handsome face was rather
hageard, and his cyes were full of bitterne:zs
:t".ld WOrIrY.

It was not
very elegants at-
titude to be _in;
it was certainly
n ot becoming.
The dignity of
the school cap-
tain would
hardly be up-
held 1f somebody
snddenly barged
into  his study.
Buat there was
not much fear cf
t his. I\.obud}
h a d entered
Fenton's  study
uninvited f o r
ruite a fow days.
He was left very
severely  alone.
Although he was
n ot actually
shunned, he was
undoub t e d 1 ¥
avolded.

EDG AR FENTON, of the Sixth, sprawled

a

WHO'S WHO

AT ST. FRANK'S.

]

breaking bounds in the small hours of the
morning by Mr, Pagett, of the Fifth.
Because of this he had heon deprived of tho

captainey; and nobody doubted that he
had been guilty of some shady act.
Yet, in all truth, I'enten’s mission on

that cventful night had been a very praisec-
worthy one. e had broken bounds in order
to uphold the discipline of the school. Ilc
had gone down to
Bellton on  pu:-
pose to Interview
Mr.Simon Clegg,
the new tenant
of Moat Hollow
—the proprietor
of the night club
which was caus-
ing such a stir at
St., Frank’s,
Over a week
azo Fenton had
visited the night
club — to sue
with  his  own
eyes, what kind
of a place it was,
It was then that
he had earned
the sneers of the

cacds; for ho had
token no action,
and the school

believed that he
had gone to the
night club for his

“Is & by own enjoyment.

they ecan’t trus But the school
me ! he mut- did not know the
tored resentfully. l;mr}‘rir i:tci{:;l.l ;
“What's t h e ey did no
good of having kiow that Olive
@ reputation? (ﬂ?gg-,—thcﬁ 131'0-
The tiniest thing prietor’s step-
;{E:pos altnng. u.rici il&ught}eriw_‘- h:id
" & orn 0 Ve el iim - to
shreds ! A fellow }r:.i:-]d ?igd hanil.
can be years In She bl only
a school a n d just come from a
never do any- boarding school,
i - " - i . e
hing rotten, vt CLARENCE FELLOWE. e
shisper of sus- The poel of the Remove—and so imuch of a  her to sing and
hieion acains in o . T ——",. dwnos i :
3‘; o evervhody | Poel that even  bis ordinary conversation  ‘Sh. detested the
thinks  t h e ghymes, Very lean and lanky ; a good fellow  life, and she was
“THe took 1 - any ceandal

‘:{ DD 1 1 H [4 5 a H el ls

foet from off And there
l'hﬂ mantelpiece, rose. and paced up nnd fw ould certainly have been a scandal if Fenton
down. Of late he had done so much pacing | imfl veported the culprits to the headmaster!

shat it was rather suvprising that the ca: -pet
was not showing signs of wear,.

Fenton krnew he was innocent of wrong-
doing, and yet the school—or, a* least, a
nig scetion of the school—was ready enough

to sneor et him. He reseated the school's
attitude. Why couldn’t thev trust ’mm ?
A few nights carlier he had beon canght

All of them w uuhi have been flogred—some,
perhaps,  expelled—und also  Dr.  Nicholls
would have iuformed the police about the
night elub.

Fenton, caught in the glamour of the
airl’s Iwr:fﬂ.allh had sucenumbed to her
pleadings, He had promised her that ho
would take no action—no olficial action.

-
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And he had kept his promise. Yet he was
still determined to get the night club closed,
and so he had decided upon another course
of action.

IHis problem had been a serious one, but
it seemed to him that there was a solution.
He went down to Mr. Clegg, to argue with
him-—to urge the man to close his night
club. If he couldn’t close it completely,
then he could at least close 1t to anybody
conneeted with the school, If Fenton could
onlv have accomplished that, he would have
fulfilled his duty. It was the discipline of
St. I'rank’s that counted, and if the night
club was bharred to the boys, then there
would be no more breaking bounds.

But there had been some very dramatic
events on that fateful night,

There had been a thick fog, and Olive
Clegg, ill with a bad cold, had had a mas-
nnderstanding with her stepfather. He had
flown into a terrible rage, and she, fright-
ened, had run out into the fog.

FFenton himself had found her, huddled
in a little shed in the corner of a meadow.
The unfortunate girl had been delirious;
feverish, And Tenton had vowed that he
would never take her back to Moat Hollow
—where she was again  likely to suffer
sruelty at the hands of Mr. Clegg.

So, then and there, in the fogz, Fenton
carried the girl to a little cottage off the
beaten track. Heo had left her in the gentle

sare of Mrs. White, the wife of an -01{1
oazket-maker.  And there sne was s_t.111~—
hovering between life and death, stricken

with pnenmonia.

ITow could Edgar Fenton explain any-
‘hing to the headmaster? How could he
tell Dr. Nicholls that he had visited this
night club—that he had promised not to
reveal the names of any of the culprits?
How ecould he explain that he had agreed
to shield the daughter of the proprietor?
Realising the impossibility of any such ex-
planation, he had held his tongue. And
so he had been misunderstood.

Yet FFenton was as upright as a ramrod;
he was honourable - to a degree. He had
worried himsell haggard over the problem—
striving, always striving, to restore the
diseipline of the school, and to put an end
to that night club.

Not that the night ciub itself was in any
way disreputable. It was a harmless kind
of resort, for Mr. Clege was no rascal.
Indeced, exeept for his sudden fits of temper,
he was a genial kind of man. Ordinarily,
he would never have dreamed of treating
(live as he had done,

But now he was receiving his punishment !

The girl had gone—ont into the fog*—and
Mr. Clegg had not seen her since. He did
not know wnere she was, and he had heen
afraid to make inquiries, During these
anxious dayvs Mr. Simon Clegg was, perhaps,
the most anxious individual in the whole
neighbourhood.

I
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CHAPTER 2.
The Unseen Watchers!
FENTON suddenly took out his waich

and examined it.
“Ten
tered.
be going. I might as well take it easiiy.’

Ile had dn appointment at four-thirty—
at Joe White’s little cottage. And 1t wes
an appointment that Tenton would not miss
for anything.

Yesterday he had been at the same hour,
and he had learned that Olive was shightly
better, but by no means out of dangor.
To-day, perhaps, there would ba male
definite news. He was hopeful. The fagt
that no message had come up to him dormig
the day from Doctor Brett, who was ;in
charge of the case, scemed to indicate that
the girl had taken a turn for the beiter.?)

IFenton went out of his study, and bhe
noticed that Wilson and Conroy major and
Rewvnolds, of the Sixth, were chatting just
outside Wilson’s door. They glanced rownd
as Fenton appeared, and with a muttered
word thev all vanished into Wilson's study.
Fenton strode past, his lips set. They hadl
deliberately evoided him—they had given
him the cold shoulder!

At the corner of the passage he ran into
Love and Hitehin, of the Fifth, .and they
both studiously looked tho other way, o
was upon them so quickly that they had
had no time to shift, but those averted
glances were significant enouugh. Fenton's
bilterness increased. They wore decent
follows, on the whole, and yet they did not
possess the courage to ignere the rumours
that were floating about.

minutes to four!” he mn:-
“Well, I suppose I had better

Fenton *urned into the lobby, and he
noticed that William Napolecon Browne was
standing in the doorway, chatting weth

Morrow, the head prefect of the West [lonse.
Stevens of the Fifth, and Bigzeleswade of
the Sixth, were also present, and there was
no room for Fenton to pass.

“ Excuse me!” he said quietly.

Browne turned, beaming.

‘“Ah, DBrother Fenton, this i3 an un-
expected pleasure!” he said gracefully., ‘I
take it that vou are about to venture upon
a little constitntional ?”

“If you mean am I going for a walk—
ves7 replied Fenton.

“Splendid!” =aid Browne. “If vom
wmth]l care for the company of a silent, un-
assumineg comipanion, I am entirely at vonr
serviee. It is for you to say the word,

brother.”

“Yes. rather!” put in Morrow quickly.
“T'll gladly go for a stroll with vou, if
yvou like, Fenton, old fellow.”

“Same here!” murmured Biggleswade,
grinning amiably. “Oh, rather! Only too

jolly pleased to.”

Fenton was grateful. These seniors were
going out of their way to press their com-
panionszhip upon him. Not one of them
really wanted to go for a walk; yet they

(Continued on page 8.) '
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Wonderful Hew Pregramme Starting Next Wadnesday!

St. Frank’s razed to the ground, a burning ruin, after being struck by a wrecked
airship. Nipper and his chums, left without a sehool, thrust by circumstances into
new and novel roles. In the background the sinister menace of Professor Cyrus Zisgrave
and that dreaded eriminal organisation, the League of the Green Triangle—which is
bent on making a spectacular ‘‘ come-back.”” Nelson Lee flghting grimly to beat
the professor, beset by perils on all sides, What a stirring series of yarns all this makes.
Exciiing, packed with thrills throughout, Look cut for the first story next Wednosday :

”RDGUES QF THE GREEN TRIANGLE!™
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“THE THRILIL
CLUB!”

It meets every
Wednesday, when
one of the members
recoumts to his
fellow-clubmen his
most thrilling ex-
perience. Amaz-
ing, mysterious,
weird, enthralling.
All readers will
revel in this
stunning new
series of short
stories that
thrill,
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“ SMILERS!”

This is a fea-
ture that will
chase away the
blues. The best

jokes of the week

—supplied by
readers—will be
published every
Wednesday.
Watches, pocket
walleis and pen-
knives offered as
prizes. If you know
of a good ™ joke, send
it now to : ““Smilers,”
Melson Lee lerary,
Tallis House, London,
E.C.4.

“THE FOUR~LEGGED EAGLE!"

This amazingly popular serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake, detectives.
will continue in the new NELSON LEE LIBRARY. Next week’s instalment is more
thrilling than ever.

- m——

MAKE A NOTE OF THESE :
MAGNIFICENT FREE GIFTS COMING SHORTLY
Watch out for details, chums.
GRAND EASY-TO-WIN COMPETITION ON THE WAY
Many valuable prizes waiting to be won by readers including Wembiey Cup Final Tickets

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

OUT ON WEDNESDAY - - PRICE 2d.
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THE FELLOW WHQ WON!

(Continued from page 6.)

were eager to accompany him if he pieaszed.
It was their way of expressing their friendli-
ness—in spite of the eloud which hovered
gver him,

“Thanks very much, vou chaps,
reallv doesn't matter,” said Fenton
fortablv, “I'm not going far.”

“The distance, brother, i1s a matter of no
importance,” said Browne. “A stroll in
the Triangle, perhaps? A saunter round
the secluded precinets of the cloisters? If
[ zo with vou, you will at least be assured
»f a meditative stroll, since I regard all
idle chatter with strong disapproval.”

Morrow chuckled.

“That remark, coming from the world's
rreatest gasbag, is rather the limit!™ he
observed., “If vou don’t mind, Browne, you
can go and boil your head.”

Browne sighed,

“Such a proposition
scemly, but tragie,” he replied.

but it
uncoInl-

is not merely un-

*“Think,

Brother Morrow! This head—which you
refer to so lightly—is destined to figure
larcely in the coming problems of the
world.”

“It will figure largely all right!” agreed
P ‘e L P pep L T L]
Marrow, It couldn’t do anything elsel

Fenton waited, tryving to =mile eare-
lesslv. -
“Thanks,” he said suggestively., ““You

don’t mind if I pass, do you?”

They parted, and he was allowed to make
his exit. Ile was glad that they had not
pressed him further—ior, of course, it was
impossihle for any of them to accompany
him. Ilia mission was a private one. At
the came time, he felt warmly grateful to-
wards those seniors. Theyv had been friendly
enanch towards nim: they had not shunned
him like the others.

Tt was rather a good thing that Fenton
had started out early, for he was destined
to have another interruption bhefore he
escaped from the preeinets of St. Frank's,

Handforth & Co. at that very minute were
Jounging against the wall of the gvmnasium,
ana he redoubtable Edward Oswald was
Jonkine rtroubled. )

“Of course, 1t was jolly smart of Nipper
to slosh those cads.” he was saying. “.Just
the thing I should have done! DBut Nipper
doean’t know as much as wo do.”

“Ho jnl]_:.‘.- nearly did, though!” said
Chnreh tartiy. “In another minnte yonu
would have let the cat out of the bag!

Even as it was. you told him that you knew
a thinr or two about Fenton!”

“Well, so T do!” retorted Handforth.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Church. *“Does
that make any difference? We know that
Fenton only went to the night club because
he wanted to shut the place up. Then he
found that if he did his duty he wonld be
bringing a lot of suffering on the head of

Lh.—wl-:rir!. So, ltke a sportsman, he held his
and.”

L]

A soft look had come into Hand:io:::'s
eyes,

“Olive Clegg is a ripper!” lLe murmured,
“Jolly pretty and dainty and—— Ih?
What arve you jackasses grinning for?”

“Oh, nothing!” said McClure. *'Only
you'd better go casy about Miss Olive! As
far as I can see, you're going to be ent
out by Fenton! Why don’t you remember
Irene? You've hardly mentioned her for
weeks !

But Handforth was not listening.

“There's something rummy about Olive
Clegg.” he said slowly. “T don’t’ mean
abont the girl herself—but about the way
she's disappeared. We haven't scen her for
days, and. there may be something in *.'Qﬁ"‘_t
the villagers are saying. Somehody tolil
me yesterday that she had gone away.” |

“If she has gone away, she’s shown Jier
sense |” remarked Church. “She’s begler
out of it—particularly as it will leave Fenton
ffee to get busy with that beastly night
club.’ .

“By George!” said Handforth suddenly.
“Here’s Fenton himself! Come on, .my
sons! Now’s our chance—we want to have
a word with Fenton!”

FTER Fenton had reached tha lane
A he felt better. There was not much
chanee of running into anybodyv now,
However, he congratulated himself
too soon, for he becameo aware of hurrying
footsteps. 1le glanced round, and beheld
Handforth & Co. just behind him. They
came swarming round him.

“Just a minute, Fenton !” said Handforth
briskly., “You don’t mind if we have a
word with vou, do you?”

“Tf it’s only a word, you can go ahead,”

replied IFenton. “But I'm in e bhit of a
hurry——"

“*Shan’t keep you long!” interrupicd
Edward Oswald. “The fact is. do you

know anything about Miss Olive ¥

Fenton staried—which was onlvy natural,
considering that he was even now on his
way to Olive Clegg’s bedside. It struck him
as being singular that Handforth shounld ask
such a question,

“What do vou mean?” he said sharply.
“How should I know anything abont the
girl 17

Handforth winked.

“Come off it!” he said, with a
“We're not so green, Fenton,”

The Sixth-Iformer stared harder
ever.

“Look here, ITandforth, if vou’re making
any insinvations. I’ll punech vour head!” le
said darkly. “I'll forget that I'm in the

Sixth, and I'll——"

“Here. steady!” interrupted Handforth,
with some haste. “Don’'t misunderstand
me, old man! But we know more than the

other chaps—and perhaps more than you

orin,

chan

think! And we're absolutely on your side
—all the way through! We think you've
behaved like a brick, and we know ih%at

yoa're a sportsman,”
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“IIecar, hear!” said Church and McClure,
in one volice,

“What on carth began Fenton.

“Do you remember a message from Olive:

Clegg the other night?” went on Handforth.
“Do. vou remember how it came through
vour window, after somebody had tapped
on the glass in the fog?”

Fenton jumped.

“Why, yes!” he said.
know about it?” _

“It was I who chucked the note into your
study !” replied Handforth calmly,

ié '1?01:1:]1] .

“0Of course!” nodded Handforth.
had just come up from Moat Hollow,
secing Miss Olive. She gave us that note,
and asked us to deliver 1t. We kept mum
about it et the time, but I don’t see why
wo should be secretive any longer. We want
1o know where Miss Olive is, and what’s
been happening.”

Fenton was aware of a feeling of quick
alarm, This was the first he konew of these
juniors’ activities.

“Why did you go down to Moat Hollow
to see Miss Clegg?” he asked. “If you
thought it was clever to interfere "

“Well, I like that!” said Handforth in-
dignantly, “We were jolly eertain that
Miss Olive couldn't be, the sort of girl that
some of the chaps were saving! And we
went down to see her, beecause we ':.w.'-:mtml to
find out the truth about vou, too.”

“About me!”

“Yes,” said Handforth. “Lots of chaps
were saying that you were a humbug, and
we knew jolly well that
vou  weren't. So we saw
Miss Olive, and she told us
just why yvou had kept mum
about all the rotters visit-
ing the c¢lub. You kept the
seeret for her sake, and we
don’t blame you. Bhe’s a -
ripping girl, Fenton.”

Fenton felt that he was
gotting rather out of his
doepti.

“I didn’t mcan what 1
just said about interfering,”
he said slowly., It was
vory decent of you, Hand-
forth, to have such & good opinton of me.
Thanks, young 'un. I'tn not quite so black
a3 the school paints me-—and after I have
closed that club up I max be able to come
out with the full truth.”

“By George! Is thal the wheeze?” asked
Handforth ecagerly, “We want to help,
T'enton! If we can do anything, just say
the word.”

“I'd rather you
Tenton promptly.
-“E'Il'.l‘i!"—,"—'—'”

“But what do you

“We
after

said
same,

lIeft 1t to
“Thanks all

“And what ebout Miss Olive?” went on
Handforth. “People in the village are
saving that she has gomne awav. 1 heard
one man say that she had Dbolred.
boay else was 1diot ecnough to sy that she
was lost,”

ma, "
the

Some-’
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“They're fond of talking scandal,” said
Fenton coldly. “You mustn't take any
notice., Miss Clegg 1sn’t lost.”

“Then you know something about her?”
put in Church quickly.

¥Fenton pulled himself up.

“Whether I do or not makes no differ-
ence,” he said. “But I can tell vou this
much—she hasn’t run away. So don't get
tnat silly idea into your head.”

“Then where 1s she?” asked Handforth.
“She’s not at Moat Hollow! I've seen old
Clegg once or twice lately, and he's looking
almost like a ghost. As pale as anything—

and haggard. Something's happened, I
know !”
Edgar Fenton took Ifandforth by the

snoulder.

“Look here, kid, vou mean well, and I
know that you're a sport,” he said kindly.
“Will you do me a favour, and lcave this
thing in my hands?”

“Why, of course!”

“Thank you,” said Fenton quictly. “One
day, perhaps, I may be able to tell you a
lot more, but just at present U'm—I'm—-
Well, I just can’t say anything more, that's
all. I don't suppose you'll be satisfied, but
I can’t help. it.”

And giving Handforth’s shioulder another
tap, he walked quickly on.

Edward Oswald made a move as though
to follow, but his chums held him back.

“Tasy, old man,” murmured Church.

“You can sce that he doesn't want us to

question him, and he doesn't want any help,

either,” :
Handforth did see. and much as he dis-

liked it, he rcalised that he could do nothing

at the moment.

ENTOXN felt rather uncasy as he erossed

F the stile into Bellien Woeed, and

piunged through the trees. Ile was

taking the foolpath because it was a

short cut; morcover, 1t was lonely and
secluded,

“Goodness only knows what will happen
now !” he told himself, “I1f Handforth sayvs
anvthing, the whole echool will soon be
talking. And that yvoung ass is famous for

R

| his factlessness!
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But he consoled himself by the thought ,

that Church and MceClure acted as a constant
brake upon Handforth’s impulsive spirit.
They, at all events, would remain discireet,
and perhaps they would be able to curb thear
leader,

‘“All this trouble because I made a
thoughtless promise!” muttered Fenton, as
he walked on, “Yet I dan’t vegret 1t, Why
should I7”

Then he thought of Mr., Clegg, and his
faco hardened. My, Clegg was an old
theatrical man, and he had thought it a
very clever scheme to open a harmless sort
of night club, He charged a high rate of
admiseion, and he had soon obtained a large
number of patrons. His one mistake—his
unforgivable blunder—had been to induce
the St. Frank's boys to patronisc his estab-
lishment. Tor he knew well encugh that
they could only do zo by breaking the rules
and regulations of the school. His night
club was a direet incitement to them, and
it had become a menace to the school's
discipline.

It was for this reason that Fenton had
made personal investigations—and, in conse
quence, he bad got himself into this morass.

He thought of all these things as he paced
along the footpath through the wood. It
was very gloomy here, for the dusk was
deepening.  Emerging from the wood, he
crossed one or two open meadows, and then
made his way over a rustic bridge which
spanned the River Stowe.

It was an isolated part of the country here
—right off the beaten track. There was only
a tiny, grass-grown lane, and one solitary
cottage. This was the cottage of Joe White,
the basket maker,

The grass-grown lane, however, had one

disadvantage—which  ¥enton had never
thought of. It was a short cut from the
River House School to the village., Maostly,

the River House boys used the bigger lane
which ran from Edgemore to Bellton, and
on which the River House School was
situated. Occasionally, the fellows would
come along this little track, past Joe White's
cottage. 'The saving of distance, perhaps,
was only trivial, and tho wiser boys gener-
ally chose the better road, since there was
practically no mud.

Fenton had never given them a thought;
he believed that the little cottage was never
passed by anybody except a farm labourer
or two sometimes, or a tradesman who came
purposely to the tiny dwelling.

Therefore he did not even trouble to look
up and down the little lane as he joined it
from the footpath. He was hurrying now,
for it was nearly four-thirty, and he wanted
to be there on time. The ciioctor was coming
at four-thirty, and Fenton was very anxious
to hear his report. By getting there a
minute or two in advance, too, he would be
able to have a little chat with Mrs, White.

So I'enton turned into the gateway, and
he was totfally uraware of three fignres
which watched him in the dusk. They had
pausced a little distanee up the lane, and, in
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fact, they bad drawn back against the hedge,
so that he should not see them if he chanced
to glance up. 1

He reached the little poreh, and rapped
softly on the old-fushioned door. Within a
few moments 1t was opened by a buxom-
looking lady, and she smiled a welcome as
she saw who the visitor was.

“Clome 1n, Mr. Fenton, she
softlyv. T thought it might be you."”

“How is she, Mrs, White ?” asked [enton,
in an eager voice.

“ Better, hecaven be praised!” s=aid the
good lady, ‘‘Lor’, Mr. FFenton, if I know
anything, she's well on the turn. A rare
fine sight it is to sec her smiling once
again——"

Fenton went in, and the door closed.

And up the lane, in the dusk, the threce
figures glanced at one another mquiringiv.

“Rummy !” said one of them.

“Dashed suspicious!” said another,

“Ifishy, if you ask mel” said the third.

The Hon. Aubrey de Vero Wellborne, of
the River House School, grinned at his two
boon chums. They were the Hon., Cyril
(‘oates and the Hon. Bertram Carstairs, JIn
a word, the three ultra-snobs of the Riter
House. A trio of unmitigated young rascals
into the bargain.

They wero on their way to tho village,
and, mcidentally, they were three of Mr.
Stmon  Clegg's most prominent habitues,
They were the leaders of that party at the
River Idouse School which was known as
“The Honourables.” It was a somewhat
misleading name, for all the members of
that party were dishonourable to a degree.
Hal Brewster & Co. were the decent juniors
of the River House—and they were known
as “The Commoners,” as a distinetion from
the others, )

“That chap was Fenton, of St. Frank’s,”
said Carstairs, with a nod.

“We know that, dear boy!” murmured
the Hon. Aubrey. “The lordly Fenton—
calmly walking into a dashed labourer’s cot-
tage! And he seemed to be welcome, too!
Yes, there's something fishy about it.”

“Shall we wait7” asked Coates.

“What's the good of waitin’ 7’ said Car-
stairs impatiently, “We want to get to the
village, and then hurry back for tea. It's
too confoundedly cold to hang about here,
We can only see Fenton come out again,

qir 1" caid

anyhow.”’
f&ut Wellborne seemed reluctant to go,
“There’'s no hurry!” he murmured.
“We'll bhang about ?’or a bit.  Perhaps

Fenton will come out with somebody elsc,
and then we might be able to get hold of
somethin’, Fenton isn't in geood odour at
St. Frank’s just at present, you know. I
don’t know all the facts, but he’s in a bit of
tronble, I shouldn’t be surpriced if we've
hit upon ihe spot, my sons!”

“It may be somethin’ to do with that

anecle of his,” caid Carstalrs, “Fancy a
Sixth-Former lhaving an unelo m the
Renmiove ! A bit rotten for the chap, I must
Fa:}_ :.":
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And a figure came hurtling out of the Junior Common-room backwards.

11

“* Good work !

commented William Napoleon Browne ecritically, as he watched from the corridor,

“Fenton's uncle is a sport!”’ grinned Well-
borne.  “He's one of tLr- bloods all right!
If we can give him the tip about his lovely
nephew, it might lead o somethin’ 1n-
terestin',  Anyhow, we'll wait for five or ten
minutes, just to sce what happens.”

And tho cads of the River House remained
there In the gloom—waiting—thelr un-

pleazant curiosity aroused,

I cagerly to the homely Mis, White.
They were in tne parlour, and tho

little room was cosy and warm. A shaded

paraffin lamp was burning on the table, and

it cast a friendly glow throughout the apart-

moent.

CHAPTER 3.
The Cunning of Gore-Pearce!

NSIDID the cottage Edgar I'enton was
eitting  in  an  casv-chaiv, listening

“She's really better, then, Mrs, White?”
IFenton was asking,
“Better!” smiled the good lady. * Lor’

bless vour life, Mr. Fenton, she's took the
furn, I tell ye. Yesterday I wasn’t so sure,
but last night sho was a rare lot better—
aiid to-day you wouldn't know her for the

same girl.”

“True enough, old girl—true enough!”
observed Mr. White, as he eame in from tho
kitchen. “Ivenin', My, Fenton, sir! No
need for you to look so worried, 'There's

goin’ to be no funcral, if I'm any judge.”

“Don't talk so, Joc!” said Mrs. White
severcly,
“No harm, old lady--no harm!™” smiled

Mr, White as he sat down heavily in a chair,
“It's the rest that’s done her so much good,
Mr. Fentopn,” said the old lady, tuwrnng to
the visitor. “The young lady has had peace
while she's been here. No visitors, no dis-
tractions—— There! It's the doctor!”

A crunch of feet had scunded on the garden
path, and a moment later there was a tap
on the door. Mrs. White opened it mstantly,
and Dr, Brett entered.

“All  present, c¢h?”  he caid cheerily.
“Eveming, Mrs. White! Evening, Joe! 1
thought I should find vou here, young man,"”
he added, glancing at l'enton.

The doetor was a breezy, likable man. He
had a fairly big practice in the village, and
he was also the official medico at St.
Frank’s,

“Well, nurse, what's the report ?” lie asked
after he had shed hLis overcoat and hat,

“BShe's  better, dactor—ever so  much
better,” said Muvrs, White. “But you'd best
come straight up. Tl wairant vou'll get a
pleasant swrprise.”

They vanished, and a rather anxious period
of waiting developed. Fenton did not feel
much like talking., and DMy, White was not
much of a conversationalist. He referred
casually to the crops, and made some vaguo
remarks about turnips and parsnips, adding,

| in a rather sad tone of voice. that the frosv

-
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had got at hiz potatoes. He also informed y worrying, you know,” she added wistfuily,

Fenton that there was a bit of a slump in
the basket trade, and he was filling in a good
deal of his time by making hurdles.

Not that TFenton was interested. He was
histening to the footsteps overhead, and he
jumped to his feet as he heard Dr. Brett
coming down the narrow stairs,

“Well, young man, you can go up if you
hke,” said the doctor, smiling. “ As a matter
of fact, the patient has asked to see you.”

“Really 7 said Fenton cagerly. * Thanks
awfully, doctor! How is she i

“ Mrs. White is an excellent judge,” smiled
the doctor, “She’s better—mending
rapidly.”

“I say, that’s fine!” said Fenton happily.

He pushed past the dector and mounted the
stairs, There was no landing at the top—
only an extra wide stairway, with two
doors, one to the right and one to the left,
The left door stood partially open, and a light
was gleaming from within the room,

Fenton tapped on the door,

“Come in, sir!” called Mrs. White,

Fenton entered, and he found the good lady
sitting beside the bed. Olive Clegg was lying
there, looking woefully pale, but there was
a smile on her face.

“It’'s awfully good of you te come—Edgar **
murmured the girl, looking at him with
grateful eyes,

IFenton felt tongue-tied. Ife had always
thought that she was pretty, but somehow
her face seemed even prettier now, in spite of
her illness. Her eyes were brichter, and
there was a little colour in her cheeks, Her
kair, all eurly and untidy, was scattered over
the white pillow.

“T--1I didn’t hepe that I should be able
to see you, Olive!” said Fenton hnuskily. 1
say, you're looking heaps hetter, you know!”

She allowed her fingers to ereep out of the
bedelothes, and she gripped Fenton’s hand.

“Mrs. White has told me what von did,”
she said softly, “I don't think I shall ever
be able to thank you. If you hadn’t found

me that night, T should bave dicd. Even
as 1t was, you were only just in time. Tho

doctor says that it was touch and geo, and
another hour of exposure would have—"

“Why falk about 1t ?' interrupted Fenton,
“You’re better now, and before long you'll
be out agam. I shall never forgive your ctep
father for what he did to vou, Olive!”

8he looked rather grave.

“Does he know 7 she asked.

“No; he doesn’t know where you are,”
replied Fenton quietlv. “He deserves to
bave a lesson, and the longer he is kept in
ignorance the better, After this he may not
be so brutal again.”

A sad, troubled look came into Olive’s eyes.

“0Oh, I don’t think he could have meant
it, Edgar!” she whispered. “It wasn’t liko
father at all! He was so—so different! 1
think you ought to tell him—now. 1 mean,
now that I'm better. I don’t like to feel that
he's worryving about me. And he

}

must ba !

“Please say that yon will tell him.”
And Fenton, of course, could not refuse.
ENTON was so pleased, in fact, by the
F girl’s wonderful improvement that he
would have promised anything. But

he did not commit himeelf a

definite time,
“I'll sce Mr.

to

Clegg some time before I

come again to-morrow,”’ he declared. ' Per-
haps he'll come with me to-morrow, It all

depends upon how he takes it.”

“Oh, I know he’'ll be dreadfully soriy for
what he has done,” said the girl. ‘' As a rule
father is quite kindly and generous. It's
only since he has had this nmight club that
he has been so touchy and worried. I don’t
think he really enjoys this sort of life. I
believe he realises that he has made a mis-
take—only he won’t admit it."

A soft call came from the bottom of ﬁgha
stairs, :

“Time’s up, young man!” said Dr, Breit’s
voier,  “Mustn’t stay up there too long, you
know. Don’t forget your duty, Mrs. White.”

The old lady stirred herself. nit

“There! And I'm supposed to be nurse
she said, “Ye'll have to be goin’, Mr, Fen-
ton. Maybe the doctor will give vou more
time to-morrow,?

IFFenton bade the girl good-night, and then
ho went downstairs, l?uiﬂ face glowing, his eyes
sparkling. He had scen with his own eyes,
and ho knew that the givl was indeed well ¢n
the road to recovery.

“Well 77 smiled the doctor when he got
down, _

“You're a wonder, Dr, Brett!” said Fenton
admiringly. “ You've pulled her through.”

“*Neonsense I said the doctor. *'It’s licr
strong  constitution that has pulled hoey
thraough- -not. me.”

“Her life never ought to have heen in
danger,” said Fenton. *“*That’s why I ecan’t
forgive her stepfather. He drove her from
Moat Ilollow. and that was bad enough.
But 1t was ten times worse for him to attend
to lus rotten patrons instead of going out
at onee in search of the girl! That’s what
I can’'t forget!” he added in a hard voice.
“He didn’t take anv steps to find her.”

“And yet, Fenton, there is a certain amount
of excuse for the man,” said Dr. Brett gently,
“ Acecording to what he told vou, he expected
the givl would return at any minute, and be
did not realise the gravity of the situalion,
When it did dawn upon him, he was weli-
nigh erazy with anguish. He acted badly,
but he was 1n an uncontroliable temper, and
[ dare say he has experienced terrible suilv-
ing since, I don’t think Mr, Clegg is reaily
an unkindly man,”

“Well, perhaps he has suffered enoungl.”
admitted Fenton, " I'll see him to-might, and
tell him,”

Before long they left the little cottage,
ancdd found that darkness had practically
descended over the eountryside. Thev bade
old Joe a warm good-night, and ventured
out into the raw air,

(Continued

A

?

on page 14.)

*
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A\ SRl gl Being frogneniary seaords of Ao it bgpeed i
3 ﬁt.“lﬁihmp’s the School Days 1 the time {?f the  school passed l;'.he gaie.;
were na]ig::xliff:ed.F -Dixﬁ Ancient Egyptians as collecled by Ef-enSt'thS hgg?':’ﬂf}r%lt?
the de high 1 ( isk's assed they
tho heavens and ‘shone  VIVIAN TRAVERS, 1[0t “umbers
furiously upon them. of the St. Frank's Removs And when they saw

And the boye groaned
aloud softly; yea! ’
many were the moans and lamentations of
the boys of the Fourth; for their discomfort
was great. For the whole of the Form was
upside down; each and every member there-
of standing upon his head—the lesson being
physical jherks. And when they had pos-
tured thus for the space of many moments,
a murmuring arose from the ground amidst
the forest of waving legs.

““O master!” wailed a voice, “Unless yo
release us trom this upside down-ness, we
shall all, of a truth, get a crick in the
nek!”

“I have even
another voice,
cricks!”

But no answer came from Dr. Potiphar,
the master., And the Formn multered rebel-

got one already,” ecried
“My nek 15 crooked with

lious mutterings amongsf themselves, for
they were fedd wup with their inverted
position.

“Peichapce he sleepeth with {he heat,”

vhispered one boy, “and hath forgotten how
Le hath left us.”

But still Dr. Potiphar spake not. For
behold!  Afler be had mstructed the boys to
stand upon their heads, there chanced close
at hand a scarab Dbeetle with f{ine phunage.
And the master, being an ardent bug huntoer,
spied the scarab and crept towards it.

“O secarab,” he spake to hLimself, “ithou
art a rarve speeimen; I will gather thee for
my collection.”

But the scarab looked upon the suggestion
with disfavour, and moved quickly away.
And Dr. Potiphar followed the scarab, bui
caught it not. And in the heat of the chase
the master forgot his class; also forgot he
that, according to his last command, they
still stood even upon their heads,

their enemies standing

upon their heads, and
no master being nigh, they conspired one with
the other to defeat them, for a great feul
| existed between the schools.

And the boys of St. Obelisk’s entered the
gates of St, Cheop’s, approaching with great
stealth, lest they be heard while still afar
off. And they fell upon the Fourth of St.
Cheop’s and smote them hip and thigh.

ND Dur. Potiphar, not having captured
the scarab, was wroth, And when ho

entered into the class-roomn he looke:l

around. And behold! It was empty!
For he had forgotten the previous lesson and
how he had left the Dboys upside down in
the playing fields,

Then did he have speech with himself
crossly, and togted fiercely on thoe conch
shell, so that the Form might know that
the time of the next lesson had come. And
even as ho tooted, the boys began to trickle
through the trapdoor entrance into the class-
room; and they were greatly dishevelled.

Then, the last youth thaving taken his
appointed place, Dr. Potiphar rose from his
desk and gazed upon them. And the mastor
rubbed his eyes wunbelievingly; yea! he
knuckled his peepers with bewilderment. ¥For
the countenance of every boy in the Iorm
was of a bright redd.

And Dr. TPotiphar snorted great snorts
through his nostrils as he beheld the Form.

“0O Form!"” he said, wilh ominousness in
his voice, 0O Form! What have ye done?
Ye have been up to no good, I'll bett? Can
I not gce with mine own eyes that the faco
of cach and every of ye is covered with
guilt, and that ye blush to be before me?
Never have T heard of such a thing as thon
hast committed.”

(Continued on page 42.)
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THE FELLOW WHO WON!
(Continued from page 12).

“Well, there's no more fog, thank good-
ness,” said the doctor, as they turned out
of the little gateway.

" “T'm awfully glad of that,” said Fenton.
“Tog wouldn’t do Miss Clegg _any good,
would it?"

“Well, as long as her room is kept warm
she won’t come to any harm, fog or no fog,”
replied the doctor. ‘“Still, I'm glad the
weather is clearer, I'm feeling so hopeful
that T believe she will be out in less than
a week.”

“By Jove!” said Fenton, as they strode
off down the dark track. *“That's good
hearing 1

“Thanks to you, young man,” added the
;}?ctnl'. “You certainly saved that girl’s
ife—-—

“l say, hang it all!” growled Fenton.
“Ym}:re not going to start that again, arc
you !

Dr. Brett chuckled.

“Very well,” he said.
something else.”

They passed on down the lane, and three
figures, crouching in the gloom, moved out
from the shadow of the hedge. They were
cold, and their feet felt numb. But thew
now considered that they were well rewarded
for their wait.

“By gad! Did
Carstalrs.

“Every word,”

“We'll talk about

3

hear?” murmured
sald the Hon. Aunbrey.
with a chuckle, “Ohb-ho! So that’s the
game, 1s 1t? TIenton, the knight-errant!
Savin' girls’ lives, and payin’ secret visits
to the secluded retreat, what?”

“Don’t be an ass!” grinned Coates,
“Dr. Brett was with him.”

“Theun the doctor must be in the secret,”
said Wellborne, nodding. ** Anvhow, nobody
in the village knows where Clegg’s daughter
has got to. 'There are all sorts of stories
goin’ about; some people say that she has
bolted, and we've never been able to find
out the truth. Now, we've got it by a bit
of luek.”

“So Fenton saved her life?”
Carstairs. "I wonder how?"”

“Tt doesn’'t matter how,” replied the Hon.
Aubrev. “We've pot a ﬁrst-c?ass storv here
to circulate at St. Frank’s, myv sons! Fenton
is in pretty bad odour already—and this will
finish him "

“Will it?” said Coates, staring. *““How?
It’s not a  disgraceful thing to save
somoebody’s life »

“Don’t be an idiot!” frowned Wellhorne.
“What about the other part of the varn?
Fenton takes the girl away from Moat
Hollow—robs her from her stepfather—and

you

mutiered

instals her in  this Dbeastly labourer’s
cottage ! Then he comes here on secret
visits! Isn’t that a pretty story to put into

circulation ? Why, he’ll be the laughing
stock of the whole school within an hour!”
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“You betl” said Carstairs gloatinglv,
“Fenton, the lady-killer! Fenton, tho
knight-errant! Gad! This will just about
settle his hash!”

The three young rascals chuckled un-

restrainedly as they stumbled on down the
rutty lane. And instead of going to the
village, as they had originally intended,
they branched off towards St. Frank’s.

This discovery of theirs was too good to
keep to themnselves,

LAUDE GORE - PEARCE, of the
‘ Remove, hastily put a& pink news-
paper behind his back as the door

of Study A suddenly opened. :

“Anybody at home?” w=aid a languid
volce. :
~ Wellborne & Co. strolled in, and Gore-
Pearce glared. =

“Idiots!” he said tartly.
you cough. or something?
to pick out a winner.”

The visitors grinned as they elosed the
door.

““No chance nowadays, old fellow,” =aid
the Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne. “I’ve
packed it up until the flat racin’ season
starts. The game’s too risky just now,
You're looking a bit peeved,” he added.
“Been having a scrap with somebody, eh?
That left eye of vours doesn’t look any too
handsome. Who did the deed?”

Gore-Pearce scowled.

“Nipper,” he said fiercely. “The inter-
ferin’ busybody! Just because I said that
Fenton was a mung and a fraud, Nipper
iumps up and sloshes me in the eye!”

“Fenton, eh?” said Wellborne, with a
grin., “That’s funny! We came here :o
tell you somethin’ about Fenton—somethin’
that will make yon open your eyes.”

“Can’t you leave my eyes alone?” growled
Gore-Pearce.

“Sorry, old man! I didn’t intend io
touch vou on a sore point,” murmured tlhe
Hon. Aubrey. '"“The fact is, we've made a
bit of a discoveryv.”

Gore-Pearce didu’t seem very impressed;
he was inspecting his bruised eye in 1he

mirror.
added -

“Why couldn’t
I was just trying

“About
casually.

“Ih 7" said Gore-Pearce, turning round.
“You've made a discovery about Fenton?”

F‘YEE,’,

“Tet’'s hear it. then.”
Studv A. “By gad! I'd like to have some-
thin’ against him! Evervbody knowsz that
he’s a gav dog on the quiet, and if T can
bring some definite proof i

“Well, we'll give vou the information fo»
what it’s worth.” interrupted Wellborne, 1
dare say wvou’'ll be able to make something
of it, old fellow. To put it hriefly, Fenton
knows where Olive Clegg is.”

Gore-Pearce looked cacgor,

“How do wou know?” he asked guicklv.
“0Old Clegg is nearly off his head about that

Fenton,” Wellberne

satd the ead of

Look Out For The NEW Nelson Lee Library Next Wednesday, Chums !
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rirl! T haven't seen him for a day or twa,
but Uncle Robert tells us that Clegg 1s

The girl has vanished, and

LR

nearly crazy,
o doesn’t know where she is.

“Fenton does!” grinned Carstairs.

“Great Scott!” gasped Gore-Pearce.
“Yon don't mean to sayv that Fenton helped
her to run away from home?”

“Accordin’ to our information, he saved
her life,” said Wellborne. “1I don't know
how he did it, but that's only a detail, And
now she’s safely tucked away in a labourer's
cottage, just beyond the river. And Ienton
pops.  there mnow  and
arain (o see how she’s
gottin® on!”

The other cads reaved
with langhter, and Gore-
Pearce listened eagerly
while they gave him all
the details. By the time
they had finished his eyes
were gleaming evilly.,

“1 say, what a joke!"
o ejaculated. “We
«nall make Fenton the
langhin' stock of the school

The wvisitors chuckled, and presently they
took their departure. As there was no pros-
pect of any tea, they went off on their
original errand—feeling, however, that they
were well repaid for going out of their
way, They could trust Claude Gore-Pearce
to circulate that choice little story.

After they had gone Gore-Pearce sat on
the edge of the table in Study A, a very
satisfied expression in his eyes. He decided
that he would run over to the East House

1
b

{12

at once and begin the game by telling his |

own pals. Then, after that, they would
o round the school, telling the story to all
and sundry,

“Naturally, the yarn will get a little
warped in the course of tellin.” murmured
Gorve-Pearce, with a chuckle. “It might get
a bit exaggerated, too. Buat that won't
matter.  All the better! Anxhow, Fenton
will have @ warm time of it to-night.”

He laughed aloud, and got up to go to
the door.

“There's old Clegg, too,” he muttered.
“Clegz will be jolly glad to hear of this,
Uncle Robert says that he's mad with
anxiety, Naturally, he'll buzz to that cot-
tage. and get his daughter away o

Gore-Pearce's thoughts came to a  halt,
Somefhing lLiad occurred to him—something
rather startling. It caused him fo readjust
_ his entire foens, as it were.

“By gad!” he muttered. “Those River
House fellows haven't told anybody but me!
They're relyin’' on me to circulate the varn!
So if T don't say anythin® the story will still
be a secret.”

He knew that he would be going down
to tho ciub that night—and thercfore he
would be able to see Mr., Stmon Clegg.

’

“Why should T say anythin'?” he mur-
mured, a cunning cxpression coming into his
face.  “It'll do to-morrow, just as well as
to-day.  And this night club is infernally
expensive!  If [ can get old Clege aside
to-night, and tip him the wink, he’ll prob-
ably feel a bit generous No, that wen't
do, though!” he added. “Mustn’'t leave it
to chanced.”

He paced up and down the study for a few
minutes, thinking deeply,

“Clegg  will give everythin' to know
where his daughter is!” he told himself.

“He's nearly off his
head with worry about
her! By gad! TI'll put
it to him straight! T'll
ask  him for tweuty
quid!”’

The more Gore-Pearce
thought it out, the more
satisfied he became.

“Twenty guid 13
nothin' to old Clegg!”
he muttered. ‘“‘And for
a piece of information
like this he'll hand it over without a word!
Why shouldn't I make a bit of cash on the
deal 7"’ .

And Claude Gore-Pearce, having made up
his mind, kept as mum as an oyster regard-
img  Olive Clegg's present  whereabouts,
Money was rather tight with him at the
moment—in spite of the fact that he was a

millionaire's son—and here was a way to
obtain some very easy cash!
CHAPTER 4.

-The Head Makes a Move!
tha

R. JMORRISON NICHOLLS,
headmaster of 8t Frank's, lecancd

back in his chair, frowning.

“I'm sure I

do about it, Mr. Lee.” he was saying.
1s a very diffieult nroblem.”

“Fenton maintains a stubborn silonce, 1
understand 7"’

“He refuses to give any account of hias
movements,” replied the Head, fiowning.
" A most obstinate young man! 1 would
like to believe tiat he had a legitimate
reason for being out of bounds in the small
hours of the morning, but how can 1 believe
it when he refuses to give any explanation ?”

They were in the headmaster’'s study, and
Mr, Pagett. the master of the Fifth, was
there in addition to Mr. Nelsen Lee.

“There can be no doubt, sir, that Fenton's
silence i1s due solely to the fact that hbd
knows he is guilty,” said Mr. Pagett, with
an air of impatience. I found hin out in
the lane, long after midnight—on that ceca-
sion when I was delaved by the fogz. Fenten
point-blank refused to say where he had
been, or why he was out.”

“And in consequence of that he has Leen
suspended from the caplainey,” nodded the

don't know what to
W I:
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Head., “ Yot we cannot let tho thing go on |

like this. Something must be done. It is
only fair to Fenton that tho maticr should
be decided. Where do vou think he had been
that night. Mr. Leé?”

“I’m afraid that ‘thimking’ wen’t be of

much serviee to us,” said Nelson Lee quietly. .

“We've got to know definitely, sir. We
shall only do more barm than good if we
start- making guesses.”

Mr. Pagett gave an expressive snort,

“In my opinion, sir, there is no guesswork
about it!” he said tartly, “[Fenton had
been to this disreputable night club! Why
delude ourselves any Jlonger?” he added,
appealing to the Head. “These rumours
cannot be all false. 1 am convinced that
there is a night club in this district.”

Dr. Nicholls shook his head.

“T heard one or two similar rumonrs,” he
said, “but they are ridiculous, Mr. Pagett!
UOn the very face of it, the story is absurd!
A night club—in a quiet neighbourhood of
this kind! No, I cannot eredit it.»”

“Nevertheless, Dr. Nicholls, there is un-
doubtedly some sirong attraction,” said
Nelson Lee. My eyes have nev been en:
tivelv closed of late, Many boys—juniors and
contors—have been listless and dull.  They
have lost their sleep—they have been break:
e hounds after lhights-out.”

“And TFenton is onc of them?” said the
ITead angrily. “Fenton—the captain of the
school!  No wonder the boyvs are ignoring
the rules and rvegulations, if the school ecap-
tain sets them such a bad example. I wish
we could discover something really definite.”

“I I'enton would only talk " began
Mr. Pagett,

“I had a lonz talk wilth Fenton vesterdav,
and got absolutely nothing out of him,”
wmierrupted the Iead, with a frown, “ He
maintamned that he had been guiliy of no
wrong-doing, but he steadfastly refused to
explain his presenee out of doors at sueh an
hour of the night, What was I to do? If a
hoy won't speak. he won't—and there's an
end of it. But I am really alarmed at the
situation.  We cannot have the school dis-
cipline ignored and flouted in this way!”

“Personally, T am inclined to believe that
Tenton hroke bounds that night beecause he
wished to find out what was actually going
on,” said Nelson Lee. “Tenton’s character
is good: ho is sound and honourable, I do
not believe for ono moment that did
anvihing wrong.”

“Then why did he not explain—and so
clear up this mystery?” asked the Head.
“After all, Mr. lLee, it was his duty. If he
knew who these boys were, lhe should have
reported the names to me.  As school cap:
fain, it was his only course.”

“Naturally,” nodded Nelson Lee. “IFen-
ton’s refusal to say anything merely indi
cated--to my mind—that he had some
«pecial reason for maintaining his silence
e is the head prefect of my House, and 1
have always found him te be reliable and
truthful and straightforward.”

Mr. Pagett gave another grunt, but he
offcred no eamment, ”

hao
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“In my opinion, the matter is cssentially
one for the police,” continued Nelson Lee.

“The police ! ejaculated the Head. * Gocod
gracious! What rin you mean, Mr. Lee?”

“If there is a disreputable night club in

this district, the police should eclose 1it.”
replied Lee, “'There is nothing clse to
think, 'The whole thing is perfeetly simplo

and straightforward, We know that thero
18 a midnight resort, and that some of ounr
boys aroc attracted to it. If this place is
closed down by the police, then there will
naturally be no more irregularities.”

“But I hestlato to take such a step!” said
the Head, drumming his fingers on his blot-
ting-pad., " What 1f some of ocur boys av
actually caught in this club by the police?
Have you thought of ibat possibility, Mo,

l;t"??”
“I have!" replied Nelson ILee, with a
«rile, 1 have made no investigations into

thi curious aflair, but I have an inkling that
the so-called night club 18 a comparatively
harmless place.  Well, if the police discover
it—and aectnally raid it—it *-.w:illl be all to the
good if a few St. Frank’s bovs arce [ouusd
on the premises,”

“All to the good”
staring,

“It will give them a fright they will not
forget in o hury!” replied Lee dryly.
“ Naturally, matters can be so arranged that
there will be no publieity.  These boys will
be dealt with by yourself, sir—here, at the
school. But a good, sound fright will be the
niost severe punishment of all.®

“ Do you think the police will be able to
find the—er—club?”  asked the Ilead
thoughtiully,

“T'm afimid the poliece in this distriet are
rather slow,” replied Lee, “but with some
sort, of 1uformation to work on, I dare say
they will meet with quick success, Yeon
mnst realise that this night elub—if, indee:l,
such a place really docs exist—is not a
criminal resort., My suggestion of a raid is
not mieant seriously; but, as I have said, it
wiil scare the culprits as nothing else conld.”

echoed the IHead,

And as they econtinued diseussing the
matter both Dr. Nicholls and Mr. Pagctt
became rore accustomed to the idea,

Indeed, before very Jong they were smiling,
and they were beginning to see the pos<-
bilities,

NCLE ROBERT of the Remove

l I tapnped lightly on the panels of Fen-

ton's bed-room door and then ealmly

strode in,  The school clock had just

chimed out the hour of eleven, and St

Frank’s was quict and dark. Outside a

fairly high wind was whistling round the
angles of the old buldings,

Tho junior grinned knowingly when he
saw that Fenton was fully dressed, _

“Oh-ho!” murmured Unele Robert, “All
ready 1o slip down to the dance, eh?”

“Tin all ready to give vou a good thrash-
ing 7 retorted Fenton, between his teeth,
“T'm just aboui fed up with you, my lad!
Whether T'm dressed or, not 1s no concern
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Cne by one the juniors slipped out ol the study window.

The ““sparts ”” of 5t. Frank's wera on

their way to the Moat Hollow night club,

Bl

.0

(381

-

. : " £ i
ot fo bo ont o bed

vours! You've no r

viits houp--—"
“Come off 1t!" =aid Uncle Robert, orin-
ning, “I'm just off down to the club”

“Oh, are vouu " sawd Fenton. “ By Jove!
You've EOl a4 nerve 1o ¢ omae here and tell me
that! 1 suppose there's a whole erowd cf
yvou woing down there to-night, eh 7"

“ A fairish number.”

“Young fools!” frowned Tenton., “Well,
thoere'll be an end to this came before long.”
The junior staved at him curiously,

“T'mn jiggered i I can uvnderstand vou,”

Le said, " You pretend te be apminst the
chuh, and veot vou go there for vour own
TR R I T N i 1 he Folliaw s oy 1y
clryjuyviment, o wonder the leilows  are

calling vou a humbug.”™

“I'm nol poing to arcue with xou,” said
T'enton r{}h”}l

“Yon are afraid to!” snecred his xouth-
ful wnele, “You know jolly well that yvon're
with me, and why not say that von are going
on the ran-dan? Where's the sens=e in being
o huffv ? I shall see you dow:n there, shan't

»

fumd °F

Fenton realised that it was quite useless io

e — —

gine his shoulders, "I

LN | 3 1 b | ¥
fuik:. He wanted to eaich (hiz voung:tor
by hiz coat collar and give im a tervifie can-

ing, but I the crenmstances such a
would have been 2o he
self 1n ehieck and morelr glarved,

“Is that all vou've here to
e asked steadilyv,

“That's allL™ said TUnels
thonght we might siroll down

“1I'hen vou thought wrong!"
Ferlon, “ You c¢an clear oil !™

“All rizht, then. If you chowsze to bhe n
beastiv  unsociable.” =aid the junior. shri:.

don’t want to fore
my company on vou. DPut I had an idea thay
vou were now ‘one of us’ Jizgered if I
can understand yvonr game!”

He went out without anotuer word, an:d
Fdrar FFenton breathied bard, He teld him.
sclf that his young uncle would soon receiva
a big shock. Tor Fenton fully intended 1o
bring the whole matter to a head {o-might.
He was going to see Mr, Simon Clegg, aaa
he was going to forece an 1:sve.

Unele Robert returned to tha Junior pas.
same feeling very imitable. Ha fcund Gorve.

Tty
boeld bim-

HMAW IS0,

cotne say ¥
I

Robest., "1
‘.'::;['-‘.i'v;'——- &

broke 1
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Pearce and Guiliver and Bell waiting for
biirn,

“Well " asked Gore-Pearce,

“The fool wouldn't come,” said Unele

Robert, frowning, “Yet he was all dressed.

Preferred to sneak down on his own, 1
suppose.”™

“Ho was all dressed, e¢h?” said Gore-
Pearce, with relish. “And he refused tlo

come to Moat Hollow? Perhaps he's think-
ing about going somewhere else!”

“What do you mean—somewhere else?”

“Oh, vou never know!” said Gore-Pearce
caolly.

Herve was an added {it-bit to tell the school
on the morrow, after he had collected money
fromi Mr., Clegg! The more Gore-Pearce
thought of it, the more certain he beecame
that Mpr., Clegg wonld “whack out ** for the
information that he was in a position to
ipart,

Little did these yvoung raseals dream of the
movements that were being set 1n motion
that might!

They crept downstairs, slipped out of
their study window into the West Square,
and within three minutes they were outside
in the lane,

“ Fasy as winking I” grinned Uncle Robert.
“Some fellows seem to think that it's a
risky business to break bhounds after lighis
out, but we've proved that it’s child’s pﬁa}',
haven’t we%”

“Yes, rather!” said Guliiver, with a grin.
“And now that we've got used to the game,
we're getting more brainy, too. T had a
long nap this evenin'. and I'm feclin’ as lresh
as paimt,”

CHAPTER 5.
The Night Club!
ECIL DE VALERIE looked inta one
' of the dormitories in the Remove
A passare and grunted. ITe had ar-
ranged to go out “‘on the spree
with Vivian Travers, but Travers was in
bed, and apparently asleep,
“Hey!” murmured De Valerie. “Are

vou ready, T'ravers #”

Travers stirred and then sat up, yawning,
De Valerie was astonished io see that the
recent sleeper was n his pyjamas.

“Whyv, vou're not even dressed!” he said
Em[mti{ﬂ!tly. “I thought you arranged with
| S TA

“Sorry, dear old fellow,” murmured
Travers., “but I've changed my mind.”

“What 1

“We're all privileged to do  ithat, vou
know,” went on Travers. “It’s a =illy rame,
Val, TIt’s not worth the eandle Take my
advice, and go back to bhed.”

De Valerie positively glared,

“What’s the idea of kidding me like this 7"’
he demanded sourly.

“Alv dear old fellow, there’s no intention

of kidding ven!" protested Travers, ©Ti’s
an absolute fact that I'm not coming to
AMr. Clegg’s precious might elub. Tt was
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all rieht for onece, perhaps-—-just for the
novelty of it; but o make a practice of guing
o % ] - ¥ :
15—well, candidly, foolish. It’s a mug’s
game, {"al. ~

Jimmy Potts, who shared this particular
dormitory with Travers, now sat up,

“T'm jolly glad to hear you say it!” ho
declared. ' You're getting somo sense at
last, Travers.”

“Our esteemed friend, Sir James, approves
of my decision,” murmured Travers coolly.
“So von see, Val, dear old fellow, there's
nothing deing., Go back to bed like a gocd
little boy, and keep your monecy in your

nockets,”

De Valerie snoried, and went out of 'p{{*
room without even saying “Good-night X
He hesitated in the corridor, and then he

made his way downstairs. lle wasn’t goin
to be put off by Travers’ nonsense, 8

In the dark, chilly Triangle he met Single-
ton and Doyle, of the West HHouse, und
together they walked down to Moat Hollow,
As usual, they were admitted by the hittle
door in the baek wall of the garden, and voeuy
soon they were in the warmth and brighs-
ness of the night club. Tt was certainly very
cheery and gay in that place of musie and
lanreliter,

The old house was provided with ex-
ceptionally large cellars, extending under
the whole house. This great space had becn
converted, and now it was hung with gaily-
coloured draperies; the floor was smooth
and glossy for dancing, and the jazz band
wasz ntensely active. ‘To-night, 1oo, there
was a bigger crowd than ever,

These patrons were not all schoolboys by
any means. In fact, the majority of themn
were young fellows and giris from the neigh-
bouring farms and hamlets and villages. A
gooid manyv had come from Bannington and

from Caistowe., The majority were in
evening dress, and they looked upon it es
fine sport. It was very thrilling to come

to tnis midnight resort and to indulge in a
litiie harmless dancing and [rivolity,

“Sern old Clegr anvwhere?”

'laude Gore-Pearce went about, asking
this question of many St. Frank’s fellows,
but none of them could tell him where My,
Clegg was. Curiously cnough, they hadn’t
seen the proprietor to-night. One of the
young fellows, who genecrally played in the
orchestra, was acting as M.C., and Mr.
(lerr was conspicuous by his absence.

Not that the erowd ecared much. They
had come here for their own enjoyment—
not to see Mr, Cleggz. Everyvthing was going
on in just the same way as usual. Mr.
Clegg’s absence was not a disaster.

To Gore-Pearce, however, the situation
was awkward, He wanted to sce Mr.
Clegg badly. He hovered abont near the

foot of the stairs, waiting, but after a while
he got tired of this. During a dance he
approached the M.C,

“Tsn't Mr. Clegz here to-night?” he asked
casually.

“Yes; he's about somewhere,”
the yvoung fellow.

replied
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“] wanted to have a word with him,”
said Gore-Pearce.

“That ought to be easy enough when he
blows in,” said the M.C. lightly. *Only
vou'd better go easy with the old boy. He's
not quite himself lately., Detter not ask
anv favours,”

“What's the matter with him, then?®”

“Oh, family matters, I believe,” said the
voung man, ‘“‘Something personal, anyhow.
It's not our business.” .

“You think he'll be down later on?”

“He’'s sure to be,” said the M.C. "I'm
expecting him down any minute, as a
matter of fact.,”

MR. ?IEION CLEGG was not very far
oft.

He stood in his sitting-room in

front of the dying fire; and there
did not seemm to be muen gaiety on
Mr. Clegg's brosav., Only five minutes
earlicr he had ventured out and he had

gone as far as the top of the stairs, but
the strains of lively musie, floating up to

19

his ears, had proved more than he could
bear.-
He had gone back to his sitting-room, his

brain throbbing.

“It's no good!” he muttered. *I can't
go down there to-night! The music mad-
dens me—the laughter and the dancing
madden me still more! Fools! Frivolous
fools! What do they ecare about my

{ troubles? What do they care about any-

thing—except their own pleasures?”
He fell to pacing up and down the room.
“What can I do?” he asked hunself, for
the thousandth time. “Where is she now?
How is she getting on? What am 1 going

to say o her mother? By hokeyx! ['m
going out of my mind with it all!”

Fle was thinking of his stepdaughter,
Olive. '

IHe had been thinking of nobody else—of
nothing else—since she had so mysteriously
disappeared, He had driven her out into
ithc fog that night, and since then he had
not heard a word about her., And it was

impossible for him to set any

inquiries
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going: it was equally impossible for_him
to make any scarch,

Tor how could he tell people that he had
driven her out, ill as she was, into the fog?
It was true that he had spent hours and
hours searching round the neighbourhood;
hé had explored every inch of DBellton
Wood. He had searched until his limbs
had become weary. And, all the time, he
had the feer in his heart that the girl was
somewhere in the neighbourhood, lying
huddled up, where she had fallen in her
weakness, on that fateful night.

Mr. Clegg was horrified by this thought,
but he could not keep it out of his head.

The absence of news only added to its
probability. If she was still alive, why
didn’t she communicate with him? If some-

body had found her, why didn’t they in-
form him? And Mnr. Cleig' knew how
feasible it was for the girl to have collapsed
in some hidden, out-of-the-way spot. It
might be weeks—months—before somehody
aceidently stumbled across her.

With these terrible thoughts in his mind
it was small wonder that Mr. Simon Clegp
was a changed man.

He looked poszitively thinner; his
clothes seemed 1o hang loosely on his
shrunken frame. ITis face was haggard

and drawn; his eyes were filled with a dull
kind of anguish. And remorse was in his
snnl—keen, agonising remorse,

“Tt was all my own fault!” he mnutiered
huskily. “Poor girl! T [rightened her—I
terrified her, It was my temper—my vile,
detesiable tempoer! T must have been a
- brutal hound to act as I did. And people
when thev know will eall mie a fiend. TPoar
Olive! Poor httle girl!”

He clenched his fists in his helplessness,
and pressed them {o his heated brow.

“And I ecan do nothing—nothing!” he
went on tensely.,  "1've searched—Heaven
knows how I've searched! Where ecan she
he? And her mother! What shall T say to
her mother 7V

Ti seemed to him that his head was filled
with something molten—something  which
burned and seared. He sat down at the
table and stared straicht in front of him,
his ¢hin propped on his hands.

“And down below thev're langhing and
singing and danecing ! he =aid bitterly.
*Confound them all! I wou't have it! T'l]
c¢lear them out of here—so that they ean
take their idiotie langhier elsewhere! Tt
was the sheerest folly to ever open this
accursed place!”

He suddenly rose to hLis feet, and flung
his hands upwards.

“Fools—faols!” repeated  harshly,
“That’s all they are—young, feather-
brained focls! And it was to these people
that I forced my little Olive io dance and
sing ] Yes, against her will!” he added.
“What a brute T was! T knew all along
that she detested that zort of life—and yet
I [oreed her to appear in the cabaret!”

Now that it was teoo late Mr., Clegg
realised how hard and cruel he had been,

he
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All her protests had been justified. From
the very first she had detested this night
club; and now Mr. Clegg could understand
her repugnance.

He had told himself that this night club
idea was a very brilliant scheme. He wus
making moncy nicely. DBut, now that he
came to look at the thing in its true lighi,
what did it amount to? He was inducing
these young people to come to nhis club i
sceret—-probably  against  their  pareats
desives.  Ile was ruining the diseipline of
St. Frank’s, and of other schools. His elub
was en inducement to all and sundry to
disobey,

My, Clegg, now that his eyes were opencid,,
did not doubt that ncarly all the girls now
dancing had sneaked off on the auiet, like
thieves in the night, Even the young fel-
lows who had brought them were probabiy
out in defiance of their ymrents’ wishes,

“Ut’s  rotten!” declared Mr. Clegr
fiercely. “‘I was a blind, sclf-satisfied foul
not to have realised it before. The wholu
thing is rotten io the core! And I'm ouniy
a despicable hound for being the instigaior
of the business. The money I'm makin:
may be clean—hut, by hokey, it’s the coin
age of folly!”

A faint sound of music came wafting
his ears,

“1 can’t stend 1t!” he panted, striding
to the door., *They’'ve got to stop! I'li
c¢lear them all out now—this very minute
And never again will there be anothe:
gathering! This will be the last night of
thi= ¢lub!”

Gradueally, day by day. Mr. Simon Clecy
had been working himself up to this piteh.
Kver since Olive had disappeared, ho had
lived in torture. He had scarcely had  a
minuvte’s  sleep.  Morning, noon, and night
he had worried. He had gradually but ceu-
furnly come to the conclusion that it was
upon s shoulders that all the blame should
be rested.

And new that he had como to his decision,
it was a final one. It was irrevoecable. The
club should cease! From now onwards j*
should be but a memory !

Suddenly flinging oepen the door, Mr. Cleg
strode out into the passage, and there wa:
something grimly purposeful in his move
maonts,

“Just 2 minute, Mr, Clegg!”

The wnight club proprictor turned. He
wag aware that a jnnior schoolboy was siand-
ing before him, but he only saw him through
a kind of haze. IHe was near to the seercd
door, which led down inte the night club,
The junior had just come up, closing the
door after him,

“Can I speak to you for a minuie, My,

Clegg?”? he asked cagerly,

Mr. Olege shook himself,

“Fh?” he «aid, his voieco strangely un-
natural, “No. 1 cannot speak l01..}|-.j,-];c,;{1y

now ! Later, perhaps, bul not new!
" et y 2 ' ! "
“But iCx very important, M, Clegg.
(lavde Clare-varee as he pulled  at

F:.E:.Ii]
rhe
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man's ar .

drawing

M,

two; then,
sharp hiss,

“l can give you some informa-
tien—about Miss Olive.”
The words had no cffect for a sccond or

Simon Clege twirled round
on the junior and scized him fiercely by the

'I.'GO]L

was alive!
seomed to matter.
mood changed: he

his breath in with a

shou iders. Gore-Pearce was  thoroughly “So—she’s

slartled, Gore-Pearce intently,
“Here, 1 say ' he began. boy ?
“What did you say?” panted Mr. Clc;r a lig—"

“Qumk!_ Tell 'me! W bat did you say?" “No, no:
“I said that I could give vou some in-| “I know where she

furmation
gasped Gore-Pearec.
I‘J L ]

“Boy, if you're
every bene in your
C!c-gg passionately.
can t talk
you !

Gurc Pearce had no choice.
shot down the pfﬁsago and bundled into the

sitting-room. Mr.
with a crash, using
release his hold on
the Removite,
“Now,” he said
in a vibrant voice,
“tell me! You
lkunow something
about Olive ?”
“Hang it, there's
no nced to maul me
about——"

“Boy,” shouted
Clogg thickly,
“can’t you sce my

agony? Where 1s
she? What do you
know of her? In
Heaven's name, tell
me

Gore-Pearce  had
expected to pgive
My, Clegg a bit of
a start, but he had
never  anticipated
anvy such scene as
this. He was scarced
half out of his wits,

“It's all right!”

ciaculated L:m e-Peace hastily.
know

Mr. Clegg! 1
all.”

“You know
Mr. Clegg suddeunly.
aljilf.. C Ay

Gore-Pearce stared

“ Alive " | , 1 “Of course she’s|ing in the doctor.
.n:‘l']'w . . Mr. Clegg did not
Simon Clegg released his grip. and  his 2
hands fell limply to his sides. The 1com that cottage.
went rm{nlnil and round 1l::r@i’.-:.u-:: ih:s blurred {8t Toaok’s sonioe.
gaze, and he swayed as he stood. ) comila '
“Here, steady!” sald Gore-Pearce, with wards  Fenton
a mulp.
Mr. Clegg caught hold of the table and littlo girl,

steadied himself.

“ All right—all right!” he muttered.

better now.,"”
VWith

about your

herc—not here.

Is she alive ?” demanded

an offort he recovered himeelf,

I

stepdaughter, sir,

“But there's no need

breatl.
Iving 10 me I'll break “Tos slpP
hody ! exclaimed Mr. |0 %07 H'lt!c cottage,
“{_,mne with me! We anil |{‘f£ her
Come, 1 tell

The doctor’s

e was fairly

doctor! Why ?”

win and Morgan Evans., 4. Jelks, 5. Ten,
6. April 18th, 7. John Busterficld Boots, of
the Fourth, Study 6, Modern House, 8.
Nipper., 9. The Hon., Audrcy de Vere Well-
borne. 10. Travis Denc. 11, Colonel Glen-
thorne, of Glenthorne Manor, DBannington,
12. General Gregyory DBartholomew Hand-
forth, of Handforth LTowers, near Mundesley,
Norfolk.

Note.—Answer No, 1,
rectly given as “Septimus” in cur Novem-
ber 9th isswe. “Septimus” is the name of
Willy's squirrel—not his snake,

How many did you get right, chums ?

ﬂbave, was 1NCoOrs

“Go casy, | choked.  His, brain

where she is, that's

“Tell me, boy—1s she
her elsewhero,

in amazement.

muttered  huskily.
fellow! So my
Heaven for that!

H'IPm

said Gore-Pearcp.

“The doctor!” muttered Mr, Clegg.

was
understand whv Fenton had not brought back
the girl to Moat Hollow.
driven out, and Fenton waz not going to
another such catastrophe !
and had secen that she was
well looked after, even to the extent of call-

His heart :
who had been right from
| the first, and who had done so much for his

a firm grip on hiz witz, although he
felt pinuculh sick with sudden relief,
¥or the moment

And

She

nothing eise

then Mr. Clegg's
wanted to know more.

He wanted to know the details.

alive I he wlispered, looking at
= Hnw
By heaven, if you've been telling me

do you know,

it’'s frue!” insisted Gore-Pearco.

too. IFenton found

her the other night—in that fog.”
“Fenton!” repeated Mr,

Clegg, under his

“He took

not far from here

in the care of an old rruplm
been there regularly since.”

“The

Clegg closed the door “Well, she must have been jolly ill, ﬂftc}r
his foot He did not | being out in the fog,” said Gore-Pearee,
}%"nﬂu]ln onia,

thin Anyhow,

THE ST. FRARNK’'S she's  better now—

getting on

QUESTIONNAIRE l fﬂHID“Sl}', I undur_

Here are the answers to last week’s twelve stand.  Well out of
uestlﬂlls . d?l nger, ne

q . Mr. Clegg waved

1. Sebastian. (Sce footnote). 2. Troy, Yew his hand im-
York, U'.S.4. 3. Solomon Lecvi, Dick Good- paticntly,

o Wuit——a\'uit " he
said, “Leave mo
alone for a minute.”

He turned aside,
closing his eyes, He
felt that he could
not hecar any moras
just then. So Idgar
Fenton had saved
her, had rescued her
from the fog, and
had taken heor to an
old couple in the
district, who had
since been looking
after her.

Mr. Clegg almost
clear enough to

She had been
risk
So he had taken

harbour any resent-
ment against Fenton for taking the girl to
On the contrary, he was only
aware of a scnse of gratitude towards the

warmed to-

“I shall never be able to repay him!"” he
“(Goed
fittle girl is safe!
. But I have been punished
He | —Heaven knows T have been punished !”

fellow —-g‘oﬂd
Thank



tely there was pan-

14

The St. Frank's fellows

"

‘The police are here !*>’ came a cry, and immed

made a wild
To be found here would mean expulsion !

the night club.

emonium in

dash for the exits.
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CHAPTER 6.
Revenge!

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE waited, im-
‘ patient and furious, Not knowing

of the change that had coma
; abont 1 Mr. Simon Clegg,
he was ecompletely puzzled by tho
man’s  attitude, It had never oc-
curred to Gore-Pearce, either, that

Mr, Clege maght have assumed that
the girl was dead,

Suddenly  the  mght  club  pro-
prictor turned.

"I am soryy,” he said quictly, 1
was unwell. “But 1 am better now,
my boy. Tell me, how did you

obtain this information, and whero
18 my stepdaughter to be found 7"

Mr. Clegg had mastered himself.
He was cool now, and the room
no longer swayed before his eyes.
His agony of HIIH]H‘H.‘&U Was  aver,
and, although the reaction had been
gevere for the moment, he was now
able to control himself,

Lore-Pearce was vlid to see the
change m his host.  He had been
rather frightencd up t1ll now; but,
seeing  that Mr. Clegg was now
rational, the junior recovered his
own coolness.

“You're rather keen on finding

out where Miss Olive i, aren’t von,
Mr. Clegg 7 he askoed bluntly.

“Keen!” repeated Mr. Clegg.
“Don't use such ridieulous terms!
Tell me—where is she ¥

"Half o tick ' said Gore-Pearce,
"By what I ean understand, Mr.
Clege, you’ve had a bit of an
anxtous time. And now I'm in a
position to give yvou the information
that you want. Don’t yon think it’s
worth something 7

Mr. Clegg started, havdly com-
prehending the rascally schoolboy’s
purpose.

*Worth something ™ he repeated

slowly,
“VYosz 1" caid Gore-Pearce. “I’ve
only told you that your step-

daughter 1s in o hittle cottage in this
district. but there are tons of cot-
tages, don’t forget! If you want the full
information vou can have it, but I rather
think it’s worth—well, twenty quid, say.
How about it, Mr. Clegg "
Gore-Pearce hacked
sudden flush on My,
the hght of danger
eyes,
“You are asking me for—money 1” panted
the man,
“Why not ¥

“You badly wanted

away as ho saw the
Clegg’s face—as he saw
leap into My, Clegg's

£

come information, and
I can supply 1it. Yon can’t get anything frec
m thiz world, Mr. Clegg -as you ought to
know! You've been taking my money frecly
enough for the past week or so, and now I
wiant o bit of vours. Business is business!”

NELSON LEE LIBRARY GF SCHOOL STORIES

b " Business ! thundered My,
Gore-I’earce by the
littlo rat. !

“Take

Clegg, ,':!Z’i!.h'lg
shoulders again., “You

Do you call this business 7%
vour hands away!” yelled Gore

said Gore-Pearce defensively.

Peuwrie.

“You're hueting me,”

““ The police are here ! ’* eame a cry, and immediately the
demonium in the night club., The St. Frank’s fellows
dash for the exits.

To be [ound here would mean exp

This was literally true. M,
was powerful, and his finge:s

Clege’s ;"’l p

Wy G '-]I

into the flabby muscles of Gore-Pesree’ s
armg, The cad of Study A lLad rather ex-.
peeted o hitle scenc—bnt he had never

anticipated any such vielence asg this,

“Look heve, T'lL tell
ejaculated hasiily,

vou for ten quid!” he

‘You unmutigated young seamp!” panted
Mr, Clegg, boeside himself with *'m:,’ “Fen-
| ton was vight! TIle told me that T was har-

bouring the scum of ‘%‘ ¥rank’s, and T’m

having proof of it now !’

“If you call me seum ——-” )
“Tell me where my wehter is to be
found ! grated My, Claee,  “Now then—ont

with it!”
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“1 won’t!” reared the junior. *1 won't
tell yent o thing unless yeu agree to pay
ni—-"’

‘Yoa wen't, ch? ~'t“ !t‘d the night cluh
preprietor. " Do yon think T'll pay you a
solitary eent for such information? By
holey!  I'll—T1"1——"

ITe shivok Goro-Pearce like a rat, realising.
evea as hie was doing so, that he had flown
into another of his dangerous tempers. It

was rather a shock to him, and he pliu’
himnse!lf up with a jork IT(* ccmpelled him
eelf to hecome ealmi--bul in tiis mood he
was even more dangerous than before.
“Avre voun golug to tell n: :,-f’ he de-
mandod, s vateo flled soith menace. "(}m_'i_*
and for ail, T shan’t pay yew a penny! Duat
if you <on't mve e Lo information 11l

LIBR IRY OF

AL e W AT A
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thrash you within an inch of
lifed  Here—now ! 1'11
st ten seconds M

Lxore-Pearce, scared out cof
wit<, made a last etfort,

"I won't ! he panted, “You're
not comg to get the better ¢f wmo
Hhke tins ! It ought to be worth wn
quid fo you

“Very well 1 said Mr. Clegy, the
coldness of his voice sending a chill

Lour
give vou

his

down the Removite’s back, " Very
welll We'll see, young man !V
He suddenly altered his grip. and

se1zed Gorve-Pearce by the seruft of
the neek. LThen he dragged the
junior across the roonm and grabbed
3 o heavy cane. - It was a Malacea,
and it 'ﬁhlhih{l viciously through the
air as he gave it a preliminary
':-1'-"'-”1[‘.;'-

“All

1

right—all right ! gabbled
Gore-Pearce. “PU—T1 tell you |
You l,mlh" No woider the girl ran
away ! You ought to be locked up
'm c11tuliy1 :

“Silence ! thundered Mr. Clegg.
“You'll kecp your mouth shut—cx-
cept to @nswer e the one qguestion
that I'm going to ask. Where is my
e iulnuwhtc to be found??

"In—in  Joe White’s cottagel”
]mntml (rore-Pearce. “It's over the
meadows—Dbeyond tlw river. ‘That's
all 1 call te [l you,” he added breath-
lessly.  “*Now, perhaps vou'll 1ot me
go!”

“"Joeo White's cottage--aeross the
meadows ! repe 1lll{| Mr. Clegg de-
g Iiberately. " Yoes, now I'll let you
& vo. I onght to give you that thrash-
' mg. just the .|11w—~bl.lt your very

presence nauscates me,”
“You'd better not speak
that 1 said  Gore-Pearce furiously.
“I'lIl never come to your rotten elub
arain—and 1’1l jolly well sce that
the other chaps don’t come, either!
If you're going to insult me ke
this—— Ho! What the——— What
aie you doing, confound you?”
It was quite unnecessary for Gora
Pearee to ask Mr. Clegg what he
wits  doing. Gore-Pearce was being pro-
pelled violently towards the door, Ife was
thrust still more violently through the door-
Wiy, down H' e passage, and then outside into
the open air.

like

“You're going off these premises—and if
you come back D'l give yvou that hiding!”
cjaculated Mr, Cii‘:ﬂ'g harshly, "'&-; u young
rascal ! YVou unprincipled scamp! Get off
my property! Do you understand? Get

|32

olff—and never come back again!

He wasn't content hy merely
(GGore-Pearce out of the honse. He thrust
him, kicking and struggeling and yelling,
:invn the garden. He called to the deor-
keeper to open the door, and when he
arrived he gave Gore-Pearce a final lunge

pitching
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with his boot, and sent the junior hurtling
out.

“You sece that boy?” he said to the
startled doorkeeper.  “Iis name is Gore-
Pearce! If ever he comes here again, turn
him away. Do you understand "

“Yes, sir!” gasped the man.

Mr, Clegg slammed the door, and then
walleed steadily back into the house,

o am—

Mr. Simon Clegg a world of good.

It had helped to steady his nerves,

and now he was fceling a totally
different man.

An extraordinary change had come over
him during these tense, dramatic minutes,
He knew perfectly well that Gore-Pearce had
been telling the truth., There was no bluff
about it—no question. The boy had dis-
covered the facts, and he had attempted to

f]:\H.-'%.T little bit of wviolence had done

obtain money for his information. KEven
Gore-Pearce, rascal though he was, would

never have done a thing like that unless he
had had the positive information,

“Pah!” muttered: Mr. Clegg, as he ro
entered the house, “So that's the kind of
voung snake I've been harbouring, 1s it?

Well, they're all going to be cleared ountl
The good ones—the bad ones—the whole
boiling of 'em! They'ro all going!”

He thrust them out of his mind,
passed a hand over his brow.

“My poor little Olive!” he whispered.
“So she's safe—in Joe White's cottage. 1
don't know it, but it won't take me long to
find it."”

His first impulse was to rush straight out
and to locate that eottagy, Then he stecled
himself, and deecided that he would dismiss
all his patrons first. When he saw his step-
danghter he wanted to be able to tell her
that the night club was ended for ever, and
that in futare he would confine. his activitices
solely to legitimate theatrical business.

It wouldn't take him long. Within five
minutes he reckoned he would have the
whole crowd out; within five minutes the
night club would be closed for ever. Yet
if Mr. Clegeg had only known it, he was
entting things very fine! Perhaps too fine.
For Gore-Pearce, outside in the windy night.
was in a terrible rage. His fury, indeed, was
so great that he haidly knew what he was
doing, "

* Somehow, he found himself in the lane.
He had no overcoat and no cap. They had
been left behind at Moat IHollow, since he
had had no opportunity of getting them.
Not that Gore-Pearce gave much thought
to the things now.

and
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He was wondering how he could get his
revenge on Mr, Clegg., Hoe had a wild idea
of rushing straight to the wvillage and of
telephoning to the police. Yes! That was
what he would do! There was a call-box
down there—open day and night. He would
ring up DBannington police-station-—

And then, at that moment, chanco took a
hand in the game,

The headhighis of a motor-car came into
sight around a corner, and Gore-Pearce
stood in the middle of the road, staring at
them dazedly. He was paralysed at first, for
he had not expected anv car at that hour of
the night, Then, coming to himself, he
leapt towards the hedge and crouched there,
hiding his face—in caso the car should con-
tain somebody whe might recognize him.

Within another five minutes, perhaps,
Gore-Pearce would have got over the worst
of his fury, and he would have been less
vitriolic towards Mr, Clegg. But now, at
this particular moment, he was in_ such a
vile temper that he was capable of almost
anything. _

The motor-car slowed down as 1t was
about to pass him, and then came to a halt.
A number of men jumped off, and Gore-
Pearce tried to bolt through the hedge,
This was another unexpected move! 1o
had had no idea that the car would stop.

“Just a minute, young man!” said
hard voice. y

Gore-Pearee jumped.
It belonged to Inspector Jameson,

4

He recognised that

voice,
of the Bannington Police! And now the
junior saw that all the other men wero
police officers—constables! There wero
cight or nine of them. The car was
crowded.

Inspector Jameson was making a pre-
liminary round; acting upon information

received from the headmaster of St I'rank’s,
he was scarching for the mythical night
club. At least, the inspector had regarded
it as mythical. He could not credit that
such a place existed in Bellton, or any-
where near Bellton. But he had taken
notice of the Head's 1nsistent demands, and
he had brought a number of men with him,
on the off-chance of there being anything i
the story.

“Hallo!” said the inspector, with a jump.
“Aren’'t you one of the St. IFrank's boys?”

“Tooks suspicious, sir.” said one of the
constables.  ““Mavbe he's just come from
that—place ?”

The inspector seized Core-Pearce by the
shoulder, and pulled him round.

“What are vou doing here at this time
of the night, young "un?" he asked sharply.
“No coat—no ecapl What does it mean? I
may as well tell you that we're looking for
a—well, a kind of night club. If you can
oive us any information, I order you——"

Gore-Pearce burst into a roar of laughter,
and the inspector and his men listened in
amazement. For there was something ex-
ceedingly unpleasant in that laughter, It
was almost hysterical.

(Continucd on page 20.)
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HOBNOTCH (Wembley Park).—No; I'm
not growing onions or turmps on my head
I'mt not an allotment, you chump. Why

nust yon make fun of my glorious mop of
hair?  You wouldn’t like me to be bald,
would you? Your next question i1s ridicu
lous: How many boys like me are there at
St, Frank’s?  Faney thinking there is more
than one Edward Oswald Handiorth! Tt's
impossible, ~ And I certainly don’t make a
habit of walking about the school in scctions.
What colour kittens will your blue Persian
cat have? Wait and sce!

A, M. WARRINER (Liverpool).—You're
the kind of fellow 1 like., JFond of scrap-
ping, ¢h? Pleased to hear from you, old
son., So you had a punch-ball for Curistmas?
When you've worn it out let me know, and
UlL bring aleng Gore-Pearee for a substituie.

IRENE RANDALL (Sandwich).—You're
inclined to be checky to me, Lbut I'll forgive
yvou becausce your name’'s Irene. I have a
strong pntmllty fur that name, 3,-:~u know.
ITow do I shapsa in boxing gI{JTLb You
should never talk :11101:15 anyvthing you den't
understand, Irene, Doxing gloveq arc worn
on the Immi—thuy‘rf: not a suit of clothes
No, I don’t always fall asleep the second 1
get into hed. Would von go to sleep mmme-
diately if you found a beetle, or a wet
sponge, or a hair brush, or a bag of erumbs
reposing in your bed? 'That’s the sort of
thing I have to put up with at St. Irank’s
fu;rm rime to time,

C. F. VEBEY (Carshalton) tells me that

I'm not me. Here®s what he says: **Don’t
vou wish vou really were Handforth?” By
GGeorge!  If I'm not Handforth, then who

the dickens am 1?7 TIPersonally, I'm certain
that I «m Handforth, and surely 1 ought to
know,

NANCY (Norbury).—Yeur suggestion
that I should bane Gore-Pearce's liead
apainst the ncarest tree is certainly brainy:
but what about the tree? I'm a most con
siderate cort of fellow, and T should hate to
bart an noilensive tree’s feclings,

SCOTSMAN (Thursoe).—Hee's ancther
reader making insulting remarks about my
hair, He RLI'_?:"‘_"PQTM that it would. come 1n
handv for eweeping out Btudy D,  You're

| asking for trouble,

25
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my lad. I've a good mind
to come up to Thurso during morning break

| to-morrow and sct about you,.

A BANBURYITE {Banbury] —Thie
coriespondent tells me he is in the false
teeth trade, and then savs he will send me
some home-made banbury cakes if I would
iitke some. No thanks! I can sce your lrttle
game, my Jad, You know that if I cat ’em
I shail break all my teeth, and then }uu'H
want me to come to yon for some false ’uns,
Nothing doing, old man,

BERNARD EGAN (Dublin).—Thanks for
your cheery letter. I'm always pleased to
hear from frish readers, indeed to goodness,
no, yes, indeed I am! Do the wheels of my
Austin Seven go round? When the car is
in motion—yes. I certainly will not drown
myzelf. .

JACK GODDEN (Hilton, South Australla]
Glad to hear I'm your favourite character in
the St. Frank’s yarns, although, of course,
I'm not surprised. No, the echool has never
been down to the South Pole, and you're up
a pole to ask such a questicm.

GEOFFREY DE HOUSTON-POITERRE
(Seaford). Sorry, but I can’t come along
and find the sc{mndrel who burgled your gold
watch and a pear! necklace. The fact is, I've
lost my magnifying glass, and 1 can’t find
my seventeen-and-a-half ounce ealabash pipe
which T suck to gain inspiration when work-
ing on a case. I shall be only too pleased to

act for you in a play. What am I to be—the
hero?
“ RASTUS " (Melbourne) eends me a

letter which he purports to come from his pet
cat, Rufus. Me-c-ow-ow-ee-ow! For those of
vou who don’t know, that means thanks in
cat language,

“LONG LEGS" & TUBBY (Queens~
town). Much regret I can’t send you a lock
of my hair, but, unfortunately for youn, I’m
vot moulting at the moment.  Churchy
offered to pull one out, but there was nothing
doing.

. EDWARD OSWALD,
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THE FELLOW WHO WON!

(Continued from page 24.)

There was absolutely no mirth

sound.

“Here, that’s enough of that!” shouted
the inspector, shaking the junior.
“A night eclub?” panted Gore-Pearce,

in the

pulling himself up. *“You're scarching for
a night club? Then you've come to the
right chapl T ecan tch you where 1t 1s!
I've just come from it!"

“What !”

“Moat Hollow!” blurted out Gore-

Pearce. “That's the place! Kept by a man
named Clegg! It's full up just now—
packed to suffocation! You'd better raid
the place at once, and you'll make a fine

haul! By gadl You'll catch 'em all red-
handed "
And he went off into another peal of

laughter.

et

CHAPTER 7.
To Save His Uncle.
INSPF.C'I‘UH JAMESON gave a grunt,

“The boy's talking nonsense!"” he

said sourly, “Ile's out of his mind!”

I'm not—I'm not!” panted Gore-

Pearce. “You do as I say, inspector, end
vou'll get a surprise!”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

His tone was extraordinarily vindictive.
At this particular moment all he wanted was
to see Mr. Clegg's place raided, so that he
could get his revenge., Ife gave no thought
to his companions—to his very own chums.
If they were caught, it would serve them
right! And what a sensation there would
be at St. Frank's! Gore-Pearce revelled in
the very thought of it

The inspector suddenly relecased his grip,
and the junior tore himself away, and
bolted.

“Let him go!” grunted the inspector, as
two of his men were about to follow. " The
kid’s off his head, I tell you."”

“There might be something in it, sir—"

“Nonsense |” said the inspector, *‘I made
very careful inquiries about all the houses
in Bellton, and everybody here is above
suspicion. Come elong! Get back into the
car[”

A few moments later the ear was gliding
down the lane again, and Gore-I’carce
halted, staring after it. Suddenly a figure
came out of the gloom, and Gore-Pearce
started back, terrified.

“Who—who's ‘that?” he gasped.

“You needn’t be frightened!” said a
grim voice. “Gore-Pearce, what were you
saving to those policemen?”

The junior jumped as he recognised Edgar
Fenton's voice. Then he was aware of a
sensation of relief,

AND AN
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“You gave me a turn!” he grunted.
“YWhat was I saying to those policemen,
ch? You'd like to know, wouldn’t you?”

“I'm going to know!” retorted Fenton
grimly,

“It’s all up with that beast, Clegg!” said
Gore-Pearce, his voice more malicious than
ever. “By gad! I've settled his rotten
hash !

“¥You—you mean——

“Yes, I do!” said the junior defiantly.
“To put it in polite language, I’ve blown
the gaff! And a dashed good thing, too!
I hope Clegg gets seven years!”

Fenton caught his breath in sharply; he
was transfixed for the moment. He had
canrht a few words of Gore-Pearce’s rav-
ing while the latter had been talking to
Insvector Jameson. DBut now he knew for

L

certain,

Yet he was slightly puzzled.

He stood there, listening intently—and
using his eves, too. He had scen the bi

car go gliding down the lane, and he ha
taken partienlar note of the fact that the
lirhts had risen for a moment, and had
then dipped again. Just for a moment the
beams from the headlamps had drifted up
info the sky, like searchlights. And now
there was a faint hum from the distance.

Fenton knew what it meant, 'The sudden
raising of the beams into the air had
oceurred when the car had gone over the
bridege, for the approach was rather steep.
This meant, then, that the police had not
stonned at Moat Hollow, but had gone
straicht on into the village. And now the
car was some distance away, too. Fenton
was aware of a sense of relief. Obviously,
Inspectar Jameson had taken no notice of
the enraged junior's information. He had
ignored it, as benecath contemnpt,

But this did not alter the fact that Gore-

Pearee had acted the despicable part of
informer.

“You confounded young sveak!” said
Fonton, with cold race. “So voun told the
police, did vou? Why?”

U PReeauseé Cleee threw me out!” snarled

the cad of Studv A. **Chucked me clean
out of hiz rotten hole!”

“Mr. Clerg is getting more sense!” said
Fenton aecidlv. “Bnt what about the other
St. Frank’s fellows? Did vou think of
thom?”

“What do I care about them?” retorted
Gore-Pearce. “Hang them! If they're
canecht, all the hetter! There’ll be a nice
little eolumn in the newspapers! I can't
go to that rotten night club eny more, so

whv shonld anybedy else ?”

“You're safe. and you don’t care a toss
about the safety of anybodv else, e¢h?”
snapped Tenton, with contempt. “Yon

If T wasn’t in a hurry, I'd
And T will

miserable cur!
give you a sound thrashing!

zive it to you, by Jove! You'll report
vourself to my study to-morrow, Gore-
Pearce!” '

“Oh, will I?” jeered Gore-Pearce. “Do

you think I'm going to take any notice of
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you, Fenton? You can go and boil your-
scelf ! You're not head prefect now! You've
been deposed—and before long vou'll get the
sack ! llang you!”

And Gore-Pearce ran off into the dark-
ness before Fenton could grab at him. The
Sixth-Former made no attempt to follow;
for another thought had just occurred to
him,

He had deliberately come down much
Jater than any of the others so that he

. His idca
have a few quiet words with Mr. Clegg while

should avoid being seen. was 1o

the danecing was In progress. Fenton' wus
keeping his promise to Olive; he was going
to tell her stepfather all about her. DB
this new development had rather taken him
unawares.

And now he wondered if he had been
right about the police. Had they realiv
gone? Or was it merely a trick? Now

that he came to think of the matter care-
fully he wrealised that the police woull
hardly drive up boldly to Moat Hollow and
knock on the door as though they were
conducting an ordinarv visit, It was fav
moie likely that they would pretend to drive
straight past, and then suddenly make a
swoop out of the darkness.

This thought caused Fenton to hurry with
all speed to that secret door in the back
wall of the old garden. His main idea
now was to savo his rascally young uncle.

He did not deserve saving—for 1t was he
who had introduced the St. Frank’s fellows
to this night elub. DBut, after all, Roburt
Chester was Fenton’s real uncle, and if it
was in any way possible Fenton wanted to
avoid the disgrace of having the junior
found by the police in that night eclub.

By hurrving he might be able to give the
warning in time,.

He reached the little door, and rapped
upon it sharply. He did not know that at
least two pairs of eyes were watching from
the depths of the wood:; he did not know
that ears were eagerly listening.

A tiny hole opened in the door, and a face
dimly appeared. .

“It’s all right—only me!” said the Sixth-
}?‘ﬂ}*mﬂ quickly., “I'm Fenton. Let me
in.”
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“Right yon are,
adoorkeeper cheerfully.,
that other youngster tryving to get back.”

A  Dbolt was' shot back, and the door
opened.  Edgar Fenton entered. And one
of the lurking figures crept off to make his
renort. *

R. SIMON CLECG was very calm
and collected as he walked dewn
< the carpeted stairs into the night

yvoung gent!” said the
“I thought it was

club, And yet, at the same time,
he was looking grim,
All his doubts and difRcultics were over.

There was no more suspense, He had defi-
nitely made up his mind. and
soing to work with calmness and with resolu-
tion. The one fact whieh steadied his nerves
was the knowledge that Olive was alive and
well looked after. She was in Joe White's
cottage, and the doctor was in attendance,
Defore long Mr. Clege would go there, and
he would seek her forgiveness,

But there was a duty to he performed first,

Uuncle Robert, Gravson, Sinclair and a few

nlhEt St. Frank’s fellows n{}tirNI Mr. Clegg
coming down the stairs, and they looked at

him in some surprize. They could sce at a
elance that there was something different
about their host. There was a pallor mn his
face, but there wasz also a kind of quict
contentment. A dance was in progress, and
the whole place was filled with noise and

faughter,
said DMy,

L1 ]

Stop !
his imml.

The leader of the orchestra eanght his
eve, and for 8 moment did not comprehend.
Te continued his musie, puzzled,

“Stop!” commanded Mr. Clegg, in a louder
voice,

At this the orchestra suddenly ecased, and
all the dancers fell apart, wondering what
the explanation of this interruntion ecould

Stmon Clegg, raising

he, Iverybody stared at Mr. Clegg as he
stood there, two or three stairs from the
Lottom,

“Ladies and gentlemen, 1 have something
inportant to say!"

There was a hush.
quiet, but determined.
that he bad merely como
some announcement or other—probab
the next meeting.

“I1 want everybody to go'™ said Mr. Clegg
steadily. “1 have come to a certain deeision,
and it is just as well that you should know

the facts promptly and definitely. IFrom this

Mr. Clegg's voice was

The crowd believed
in order to make
ly about

minite onwards the night e¢lnb ceases to
exist. Do vou all understand ?"”
There were manv murmurs. and. after a

moment or two, a number of shouts.

“What do you mean?" asked Sinclair.
“You're not turning us out, are you?"”

“I am turning you out!” replied Mr,
Clegg. “This night ¢lub is now a thine of
the past. I want you all to go from these
premises, and to ro as quietlv and as quickly
as possible, The orchestra has plaved its
last Leat, and the last dance step has been
taken on this floor.”

—

naow he was [

—
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There were ejaculations of amazement now,
Mr. Clegg’'had taken everybedy by sarprise.
Never had they expecied any such announcee-
ment as this, IFor it scemed to them that
the night elub was at the height of its
success. It had been  getting betier and
better ever since the commencement, and
to-night there were more people present than
ever before.

“What's the idea, Nr.
Unele  Robert, running
“ Kverything’s going fine!
close the club like this?
a lot of fresh people to come——

“Those arrangemente will have to be can-
celled!” interrupted Mr. Clegg stehdily.
“ Ladies and gentlemen, I do not intend to
offer any explanations, or to make any
excuses. This is my property, and I am at
liberty to do as I please. And it pleases
me to close this elub forthwith., I shall be
obliged if you will quietly get vour overcoats
and hats and take your departure. I bid vou
all good-night—and good-bye!”

There was a complete silence at this. Mr.
Clegg’s tone was final and there was nothing
more to be said. Whatever his reasens,
there was no doubt about his determination.

And then, in the middle of that fense
silence, a bell suddenly sounded, Tt shat-
tered the stillness, ringing ipsistently, and
causing m-:*:‘xnml\. to 1ump

“Police!” gasped Unele Rﬂl}mt

“Police-—police !” went up the echoing erv.

Evervbody knew what that bell meant—
they had been warned in advance. If that
hEH rang, then it would mean that a raid
had commenced! The patrons had been told
that there was not one chance in a million
that the bell would ever ring, yet now it
was sounding, just as Mr. Clegg was telling
everybedy that the night club was closed!
Was it coincidenee, or had Me, Clegg him-
sclf planned this surprisc ?

And then, before even Mr, Cleze himself
could utter a word, the deorkeeper came
flving down the staivs, his face alight with
alarm,

“Quick—quick!" he gasped. “Police!
Mr. Clegg, sir, the police are swarming in!
Thev've smashed the dour down, and—-"

His voice was drowned in the uproar that
arose. DMr. Clegg himself stood there, appar-
ently indifferent. On any other night, per-
haps, he would have been greatly alarmed.
But now he didn’t scem to care. Yet ho
was filled with keen regret. If only he had
turned his clients out an hour earlier! What
a pity it was that he had delayed! These
were the thoughts that flashed through his
mind,

“Silence !” he shouted, his voice steady and
authoritative. “There’s no need for you to
ect into a panie. Keep your heads, and
evervihing will be well.  You know the
seeret door, and vou will be able to escape.”

One or two of the bandsmen had sprung
into activity, and thev ran across to the far
side of the cellar and opened up a hidden
door behind the draperies. And immediately

Clege 7 asked
1" anxiocusly,
Why should you
I've just arranged

"y

for

there was a stampede in that direction.
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““1 can take no other course than to expel you ! *’ said the Head, addressing Edgar Fenton.
then, at that moment, there came a dramatie interruption as MMr. Simon Clegz

And
and his daughter,

Olive, entered Big IHHall.

Some of the girls were sobbine, others
were uttering little serecams of terror. The
St. Frank’s fellows were pale with agitation.
They were, in fact, badly frightened. ‘They
could sce expulsion leoming before them.

But so perfect were Mr. Clegg’s plans that
within three minutes the entire ciub  was
empty. Everybody had pl](—.‘tl imto  1hat
tunnel, uhlch led from the Moat Iollow
cellars underground,

This tunnel had net been of
construection, It had been in
many years, and the other end of
out near the River Stowe, almost
mile away.

All the people were
the exit and dispersed
being seen or heord
Wheors,  DBut it had
And now, bevond all
was for over clesed!

Mr. Clegg’s
existence ior
it camo

half a

reached
without

<ale. '[‘mw
uurwa»;ml

by anv of “the police
been tonch and gol
doubt, the night ciub

CHAPTER 3.
Caught!

DGAR FENTON entered Moat Hollow
with two 1deas in his mind. First,
he wanted to tell Mr, Clegg that {"]IHP
was alive and recovering rapidly, and

econd!y he thonght that it would be advis-

_d

.words were only a blur; and then

able to mention that the police were active
in the distriect, and that they had been
definitelv informed that Moat Hollow was
the headquarters of the might elub.

Fenton entered ithe honse easily enough,
but when he approached those carpeted stairs
which led down into tho eellar he heard My,
Clegg’s voice. He gathered that the pro-
prietor was making some ment to

announce
his patrons. So IFender: retreated, and, sec-
ing an open door,

he went into it. Ho was
in Alr, Clegg’s sitting-room, and he waited
there,

He had no idea that the police had actually
seen him entering—that they had obtained
part of the evidence they needed! At all
events, Inspector Jameson felt justified mn
making a sudden foreed entry, and, having
onee started on the job, the police acted
with pgreat 1}.:}11!;1{i1m1v

Fenton suddenly became aware that some-
thing rinusual was happening. :

A man rushed down the passace,
Fenton ecould hear Inm shouting., But
came othey
shouts, and a good deal of couiusion. Fen-
ton went to the sitting-room door and lis-
tened, frowning, He wondered if the polico
raid had act ually happened, Tf =o, his oun
positicn was by no means s factory, For

1 | i 1 -

:'1!‘:1]
T.].J:*

SR
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a moment he thought about making a dash |

outside, then he chianged his mind, He
lrlmight run right into the police if he did
that.

A vague alarm now filled him. Ought he
to watt here? Wouldn't it be better to
hurry down inte the nmight eclub, and to give
his warming straight to Mr, Clegg? He
decided that this ¥wonld be the better course,
and, darting along the passage, he found
the door leading down into the cellar wide
open, He hurried down the carpeted stairs,
and then he came to a halt, looking blank.

e had expected to find the place filled

with pcople, but, except for Mr. Clegg's
solitary figure, the place was absolutely
empty !

There was a haze of tobacco-smoke in the
air, clear proof that a erowd had reeently
been present. But now Mr. Clege was in
sole occupation. He stood in the centre of
that dancing-floor, thoughtful and abstracted.

“Mr. Clegg,” shouted Tenton, * what’s
happened 7

The night elub proprictor swung round.

“The very fellow I wanted to see!” ejacu-
lated Mr. Clegg eagerly. “Fenton, yon
don't knew how delighted T am that you've
come !’

IFenton stared harder than ever,

“ But—but what does it mean ¥” he panted.
“Why has evervbody gone?”
Mr, Clegg waved his hand,
“The police are here!”

differently,

Fenton was amazed, for Mr. Clezg did not
seem to mind the police in the least. He dis-
missed them with a mere wave of his hand!
Fenton hardly knew whether to be relieved
or alarmed. It was good to know that the
night club was practically dead: but there
waz Fenton’s own position to consider. Here
he was in the place, alenc with Mr. Clegg!

“It makes no difference,” said Simon Clegg

he =aid in-

quickly, “Curiously enough, I had already
told the people that the club was to be
closed. A pity, Fenton—a grent pity! I
wish I had made my deecision an hour

carlier.” :

“Have they all ecscaped?” azked TFenton
quickly,

“Everyone of them—including my assist-
ants,” replied the other.

“And that confounded voung uncle of
mine "
“He went, too,” nodded Mr. Clege.

“There is something that T must say. to you,
I'enton—something very grave. I  want
vou to realise that I am sincere, and that
I am in carnest 4

But just then there came the stamp of
heavy feet, and a moment later Inspector
Jameson descended into the might club, to-
gether with two or three of his men,

“Good heavens!” cjaculated the in-
snector, @s he arrived at the bottom of the
s{alrs,

“Pretty, 1sn’t it?” said Mr. Clegg coolly.

““Looks like we're too late, sir,” said onc
of the constables in a stolid voice. **Nobody
here to speak of.”
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“But thev have been here,” said the in-
spector, as he sharply sniffed the air. “ Mr.
Clegg, I shall require an explanation from
you. Where are all the pcople who were
recently in this—this elub®”

“I don’t think I am called upon to answer
that question, inspector,”” replied Mr. Clegg
smoothly, *I take i1t that you broke in for
the purpose of sceking evidence., Well, I
am not hindering vou. You are at liberty
to do just as vou pleazse. But you cannot
cxpect me to answer any of vour questions.”

The inspector looked hard at Mr. Clegg.

“Do you admit that vou have been run-
ning thiz place as a night club?” he asked
sternly.

“I admit nothing,” replied Mr. Clege.
“Come, come, inspector! I am not a fool!
It 13 for you to prove your case against
me; and I rather think that you will find
it very difficult.”

“You think so?” smapped the inspector.
“1 have plenty of evidence that @& night
club has been run in this neighbourhood:
and this 1s undoubtedly the elub 1tself. 1
would like you to show me vour licence,
Mr. Clegg.”

“That will be very dillicult—since I have

no licence,” replied the other calmly. * And
why should I have a licence, inspector?
This house is my private residence. Surelv

I can do as I please in my own ecellars? If
it suits me to decorate them it 1z my own

concern. But still, go ahead! I am not
hindering your investigations. You are at
liberty to search the whole house, if yon

want to. But I must warn vou that if you
disturb myv worthy sister, she will make
things pretty hot for you.”

Inspector Jameson grunted. He turned
to his men, and spoke to them in a low
tone.

To tell the truth, the inspector was baflled.
He knew that this raid had been a failure.
In some wav the clients had all managesl
to make their escane. And as for evidence,
there was none,

Of course, the night elub was dead from
this minute; Mr, Ciecgz would never be
able to open it again. Fven if he had not
come to his earlier deecision. he would havo
been compelled to elose the doors of the
place.  But as matters stood it was very
doubtful if the police would be able to make
a case against him.

And Mr, Clegg didn't eare. 1Ilis own
interest in the club had died many hours
carlier, and althourh he regretted the in.
trusion of the poliee he was convinced that
they would be unable to make any definite
charge against him,

‘4 UST a minute, yvoung fellow!”

J Fenton  turned as  Inspector
Jameson caunght him by the
shoulder. The inspector was not

going to be completely done. He had, at

least, found one visitor on these premises,

and he intended to take full particulars,
“Well?” said Ienton quictly.
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"}701,1 belong to St. Frank's College, don’t
you ?”

“"¥You know I do,” =zaid Fenton.

“I want your name, please,” said the
inspector, opening his pocket book.

“Fenton—Edgar TFenton,” growled
genior.  “‘ Ancient House.”

Inspector Jameson jotted tho name down,
and made one or two other notes,

“I would like you to tell me, Mr. Fenton,
what you were doing on these premises?”
he said, suddenly looking up.

“You saw what I was doing, didn™t you?"

the

asked Fenton. “1 was talking to M.
Cle%g'.” _
“Exactly!” said Mr. Clegg, nodding.

“It’s no good, inspector! You've got no-
thing against this young {riend of mine.
I’'m quite aware of the faet that this raid
of vours has been a failure.”

“You think 07" snapped the inspector.

“T know so,” smiled Mr.' Clegg. ‘Come,
we're not going to quarrel, are we? Where's
vour evidence? Have you discovered the
slightest indication that intoxicating liquors
are sold hore after hours? My dear fellow,
vou know perfectly well that you haven’t
got the slightest shred of evidence! Did
vou discover any gambling going on? You
know you didn’t! All you found was my
voung friend, here, chatting with me.”

“But there were a lot of people in this
club—just before we came in!” said the in-
spector.

“Were there?” said Mr. Clegg innocently.
“Can you prove if, inspector?”

The police officer grunted, and closed his
pocket book with a snap.

He knew perfeetly well that the raid had
miscarried. M., Simon Clegg smiled as he
saw that action. At the very worst, it could
only mean a fine for him—and he very much
doubted if the police would be able
to make a case of any kind. And as
My, Clegg had decided to leave Bell-
ton, and to finish up with this sort of
life, he was quite mdiffervent.

For Fenton, however, the
Wis mnore seriows.

He reflected, bitterly, that it was
pretty hard lnck that hie should be the
only St. Frank’s fellow to be dis-
covered on the premises, Ie had
come here to warn Mr, Clegg, and to

matter

L

| haven't seen anybod
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“Yes,” said Mr. Clegg. ‘Within a very
few weeks I shall have departed. And then,
of course, there will be no further necessity
for these activities on your part.”

A sergeant came down the stairs, and he
saluted.

“Nobody outside, sir,” he reported. ““\Wae
v. We've searched the
grounds from end to end, but there's nothing
doing.”

Fenton was glad to hear this piecce of
news; but his heart was heavy within him,
He, at least, had been discovered! And
although he said nothing to Mr. Clegg he
realised that his downfall was certain. Yet,

| in @& measure, he experienced some satisiuc-

tion. His efforts had not been in vain. T'e
night club was over—and there would be
no more breaking of bounds after lights-

' out.

“Well, Mr. Clegg, you'll hear from me
agein to-morrow,” said the inspector tardly.
“Good-night to you.”

Mr. Clegg smiled and bowed,
moment later the disappointed
made his exit,

Outside he gave some orders to his men,
and then he climbed into the waiting motor-
car. The worthy man was feeling very
irritable.

‘He had planned this raid so carefully,
too! He had pretended to go right past
Moat Hollow, and then his men had:crept
back, and had kept watch on the place. He
had been certain that he would make a big
haul; and it irritated him beyond measure
to realise that he had been & few minutes
too late. Somehow or other all Mr, Clezg's
patrons had escaped, and the inspector kuew
that he had ubmﬁ)ut.el}f no case. %—Ie couldn't
even prosecutie.

In this disgruntled mood he dvove up 1o
St. Frank’s, and he made his way in through

and a
inspector

see that his rascally voung uncle got
free, in addition to all the other St.
Frank’s fellows. And now it was he—Fenton
~-vwhy was caught!

“You won’t be able to prosecute me,
[nspector Jameson,” said Mr. Clegg easily.
‘You know perfectly well that you can't
hring a prosecution unlcss you have some
fairlv conclusive evidence to lav before the
magistrates,  And vou have none. How-
ever, if it will give you any satisfaction,
I might as well tell yvou that T have decided
to leave this neighhourhood.”

“Oh, indeed!”

|

Fihe

the masters’ private gate, which, by pre-
vioirs arrangemnent, had been left unlocked.
Within a few minutes he was knocking at
the door of the headmaster’s house. "Dr.
Nicholls had informed him that he would
be up until a very late hour—in case there
was any rveport to be made. And surc
enough the ITead was in his study, [lully
dressed.
“*“Well, sir,
Inspector,

svecessful,”  said

bhest of a bad

we've been
makine the

Job. “We haven't caught Mr. Clegg exaoctly
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night club is, and I don’t think you'll be
troubled with it any more.”

“Mr. Clegg?” repeated the Ilead, start-
ing, “You don’t mean the gentleman who
has recently come to Moat llollow?”

“Yes, I do, sir,” said the inspector.
“That’s where the night club was held.”

“I am amazed,” said the Head.
Clegg has a splendid reputation in the
village. A charitable man—and on the
very best of terms with the viear., Indeed,
the vicar has more than once told me that
Mr. Clegg is an extraordinarily generous
gentleman.”

“Bluff, sir—pure bluff,” said the inspector.
“Well, anyhow, his game’s over now. We
raided the place.”

“Did vou find an
the premises?” aske

“Only one, sir.”

St. Frank's boys on
the Head sharply,

“One! Did you get his name?”

“Yes, sir,” said the inspector, with
gloomy satisfaction. “A young fellow of
the namo of Fenton,”

“Fenton!” e¢jaculated Dr. Nicholls in

amazement. ’

“Yes, sir. All the others had managed to
get away before we broke in, Rather a pity,
%on]—ﬂther'ﬁ'isc we thould have made a good
vaul,

“You actually found Fenton there?”

“Right in the club, sir—talking to Mr.
Clege,” said the inspector, nodding. “‘As
far as I can sce, we shan't be able to prose-
cute. Not sufficient evidence.”

“I am very pleased to hear that,” said
the Head quictly. “The less publicity there
is, inspeetor. the better. Fenton, eh? Good
gracious me! I am surprised—shocked !”

And Dr. Nicholls turned aside, frowning
and troubled. DBut there was a hard glint
in his ecves, too.

CHAPTER 9.
The Chopperl!

EANWHILT, Moat Hollow
deserted.

M Ouly Mr. Simon Clegg and Edgax

'enton remained—with the excep-
tinn, of course, of Mr., Clegg's sister, who
had  been sleeping soundly throughout the

entire excitement,

“Weil. they’'ve gone,” said Mr. Clegg,
with relief. “I'm very sorry, Fenton, that
vou were found here. The whole thing is
wreng. You were not one of the patrons of
my club, and 1 am afraid the inspector has
made an crror.”

“What decs it matter?" asked TIenton
wearily. “I expect he will report to the
Head, and that will be the finish of me.”

was

“You mustn't say that!” replied Mr,
Clegg, seizing his arm. “We won't allow

yvou to bo sacrificed, young fellow! Certainly

not!  This matter can be put right—and

it shall be put rizht! And now—tell me!

What do von know about my stepdaughter 37
Fenton's face hacdencd.

By

—

l
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napping, but we've found out where the)

“Have you anv right to ask me that?”
he said, looking Mr, Clegg straight in the
eye, ‘' You turned her out into the fog that
night——"

“Don’t!” muttered the other. “You're
right, my boy! I was a brute—a hound!
Heaven knows that I've suffered enough
sinee !

He spoke in a broken voice, and TI'enton
listened in somo surprise.

“If it will give you any satisfaction, let
me tell you that T came iuto this room, and
I told evervbody to leave,’” continued Mr.
Clegg. “I gave them those orders before
I knew that the police were contemplating
a raid. DBut I had already made up my mind
that the club should end. Your efforts had
succeeded. At last, when it was practically
too late, I had recovered my senses.”

“T—1 don't quite understand, sir,’
IFenton,

“My boy. yvou will never be able to under-
stand my rewmorse,” said Mr, Clegg quietly,
“I have suffered tortures, agonies untold,
since Olive went into the fog that night.
I'rom the wvery first she has been right, and
[ have been wrong. But I was an obstinate,
pig-headed fool. I was selfish, self-centred,
cruel! Only after T had lost her did I realize
my own wickedness. And I resolved that 1
would not sce her again until the night
club was ended for all time.”

“I am glad to hear vou say that, sir,”
said Tenton, with satisfaction. “You knew,
then, that your stepdaughter was alive?”

“I did not know until to-night!” replied
Mpr, Clege huskily. ““To-night %lcanmd that
Olive was alive. T learned that you hal
saved her, and that vou had returned good
for evil.”

Fenten was silent,

“I can only express my keen regret,”
continued Mr. Clegg, in the same husky
voice. “I am deeply sorry, Fenton. T shall
never be able to repay you for what you
have done, but at least you will know that
I am repentant, and that this lesson 1s one
that will be overlasting, Henceforward I
will treat my stepdaughter with tenderness
and kindliness, But how is she? Tell me!”

“Your stepdaughter had a very serious
attack of pneumonia, sir,” said Tenten
quictlv. “I found her in a little shed, un-
conscious. She hbad collapsed from weak-
ness. I took her to a little cottage close
by. Mr. and Mrs. White, a kindly cld
couple, live there, They took Olive in, and
caved for her. Tho doctor came, and he bhas
been evervy day since. And now Olive 1s
well on the reoad to recovery. In fact, she
is so much Dbetter that I was able to sce
her this evening. And she made me promise
to come here. and to tell vou that she was
safe and getling welll”

Mr. Simon Clegg nearly cholked,

“So—so  she has forgiven mef”
whispered.

“Yes, sir, and she wants to see you,” said
Fenten. “She knows that vou were not
vourself that night, and she 1s ready to
forget,”

said

ho
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"I will go to see her first thing in the
morning,’”’ said Mr. Clegg cagerly,

After a little further conversation, giving
Mr. Clegg details as to the whercabouts of
the cottage, Fenton took his departure. And
Fenton was not exceedingly surprised when
he found Dr. Nicholls awaiting him in the
lobby of the Ancient House.

“Kenton,” said the Head in a stern voice,
“I require an explanation from you |”

“All T can say, sir, is that the night club
is definitely closed,” replied Fenton. “It
will no longer be a menace to the discipline
of the school.”

“Come, come!” said the Head sharply.
“That is no explanation, TFenton! ou
know as well as I do that the night club
19 closéd because the police raided the place!
And what is more, I have reccived a report
that you were found there, in company with
this—this rascal who has been running the
club, Do you admit the truth of this?”

“I was there, sir—yes.”

“You confess that you were caught in that
club by the police 77

“Y don’t know about being caught, sir,”’
said Fenton defensively. “I was talking to
Mr. Clegg. He explained to the inspector
that I was a friend of his——"

“A friend!” broke in the Head, aghast.
“¥You arc standing there, Fenton, and admit-
ting to me that this man—this rogue—is
yvour friend "

“He 15 my
quietly.

“You had better go to your room, Fen-
ton,” said Dr. Nicholls, his voice harsh and
hard. ““ As far as I can see, you have acted
abominably. The evidence is perfectly clear.
You were found in this disreputable place,
and now you persist that Mr. Clegg is your

friend! Go, sir! I will deal with you to-
'EE

L3

friend, sir, said Fenton

morrow !
LIVE CLEGG smiled brightly as she
O sat up in bed. The improvement in

: her was extraordinary. Her old

eolour was retnrning, and, moreover,
Loy temperature was normal, and all trace
of the fever bad left her,

At the foot of the bed sat Mr.
Clegg. Mrs. White was present also,
she was smiling happily,

“0Oh, dad. you don’t know how glad I
am !’ the girl was <ayving. “So rthe club is
complotely ended? There’s going to be no
moroe———*"

“Not only ended, Olive, but forgotten,”
saidd Mr., Clere gently., “T regrei that 1
was fool enouegh ever to start the place!
You and vour friend, Fenton, were right all
the time. Olive, child. A wonderful young
fellow, that! It was he who =saved your
lift. and I am grateful to him.” .

Olive was supremely happy. She knew
that the shock had brought her stepfather
to his senses, and she counld tell that the
future would be bright for her. .

It was morning now, and the wintry sun-
shine was slanting through the little cottage
window. =he heard voices below, and then,
a moment later, a quick feotstep sounded on

Simon
and

ﬂ
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the narrow stairs. Somebody was ‘tapping
urgently at the door,

“Who-is 1t 7" called Mrs. White, in some
alarm,

“It’s me—Handforth, of St. Frank's'"
came a panting voice. “Can I ecome in%”’

“Bless the boy, what does he want?”
asked the good lady, * Yes, come in!”
Handforth, looking flushed and excited,
entered. He was rather abashed as he

caught sight of Olive, and he dragged his cap
from his head. He stood there, flushed and

confused,

“What is it, young man?” asked Mr.
Clegg,

“It’s—it’s about Ienton, sir!” panied
Handforth., “He's—he’s going to ho
expelled 1

“Oh!” exclaimed Olive, in alarm.

“Expelled!” said My. Clegg. “Do you

mean—sent away from the school 7"

“¥Yes,” replied Handforth, **The school las
been ordered into Big Hall, but I managed to
slip off, and I eame racing down here to tcll
you! Oh, it’s not fair! Ienton’s the finest
chap in the school, and—and-———"

“One moment!” interrupted Mr,
“How has_this come about?”

“The Head collared him last night as he
came n, and everybody thinks that he was

Clower,

guilty I” said Handforth. “DBut I know
better! T went to him and offered to tell e
truth, but he said he’d half skin me il 1
breathed a word! He won't have Miss

Olive's name mentioned. and he’s going to
cacrifice himself,”

“But 1t 1s ridiculous!” protested Mr
Clegg, in alarm. “I ‘never Jmagined thas
yonr headmaster wonld take such prompt
action.”

“"Wo can’t blame him.” said Handiwrth
grullly. *'Everything poinits to the fact that

Fenton was at the night elob, and that he
had been flouting the school discipline.
And, don’t forget, he won't give any ox-
planation. So what can the Head do %"

“How i you know where to find me *"
asked Mr. Clegg.

“Oh, does it matter?” said Handfoith
impatiently. * Gore-Pearce has been gassing
all over the school this morning; he's been
telling everybody that MNiss Olive iz here,
and that she was brought here by Fenton,
There's a proper scandal about it all. That's
why I've come. Wouldn't it be better for
the whole iruth to come out now 7"

“Oh, yes—yes!” cried Olive. "“I'm going
to wet dressed and come to the school!”

“ Nonsense " said her stepfather, *“You
mustn’t think of such a thing, Olive! The
doctor will i

“Neveer mind the doetor!” said the girl
quictly, “I'm boetter now- heaps better. It
won’t hurt me to go to St. Frank's if ’'m
well wrapped up.”

'!N

v 13

tho meantime, Idegar Fenton was

standing on the platform, in the Big
Hall at St. Frank's. He bhad been
closely questioned by Dr. Nichells in

Lihe latter's study; but he had maintained his
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silence. And the Hcead wasz taking the only
ourse that was new open to him,

The Iead was looking wvery pained and
sud. He disliked this task immensely, The
school stood facing him, silent and awed.

“Tenton ! said the IHead, in a quicet voice,
“l wish to give you oung last chance to
explain your movewments. Scveral nights ago
vou were found by Mr, Pagett, entering tho
schivol premises. You were breaking bounds
in the small hours of the mormng, and you
ave no explanation, Last night the police
E:-und vou with Mr. Clegg in the latter’s
dizreputable night club.  Is this all true?”

(13 YDE’ Silklll

“Then, Fenton, you must te!l me why
vou were there,” said the Head. “Come,
my dear fellow! I have always trusted you
—I have always regarded you as the soul of
integrity and honour, Even now I cannot
believe that you have been guilty of any-
thing disgraceful. But it iz for you to give
e an coxplanation.  What were vou doing
in that club?”

“I'm wery sorry, sir—but I eannot say
anvthing more than I have already said.”

“Bat,” good gracious, you have
nothing !" protested the Head.

“I have told wou that I am not guilty of
any dishonourable conduct.” replied Fenton.
“And I repeat that, sir. But I caunot give
vou any explanation,”

“Which means that I must take your bare
word against all this evidence ?”” asked Dr.
Nicholls angrily, “ No, IFeunton, I can’t do
that, Your very refusul to explain indicates
that you are guilty. And my only course is
to announce your cxpulsion.”

A murmur went round the school—a
murmur of mingled protest and approval.

“I cannot let you remain in this school
after what has happened,” coniinued the
Head., “You have flouted all dizcipline; you
have set the rules and regulations at
defiance,  And you are the very one who
glrould have sct the others u good example.”

“And he has done so, sir!” came a voice
from the end of the halll.  “Fenton has
striven, from the very first, to restore the
discipline of this school—and if he won't
s-pmll-: up and tell you the truth, then some-
body else will !

There was an immediate sensation. Every-
body turned and stared. Then commotion
burst out,

I'or, al. the end of the hall, stood M\lr
Simon Clege, and with him were Dr. Brett

and Miss Olive.
66 H
i ‘ anger and dignity.

“It means, sir, that you are
doing thiz young fellow an injustice,” replied
My, Clegg, as he strode forward., “Have I
vour permission to bring my daughter on
this platform "

“Your daughter may come, sir—but I
should prefer vou to leave these premises!”
suidd tho Head coldly, ¢ You are not wel-
come here,”

-

enid

AT does this mean?” demanded
Dr. DMlorrison Nicholls, with

t
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“Not even when my one object is to clear
this young fellow of the chargo that you
have Dbrought against him?” rectorted AN,
Clegg. “Come, sir! Whatever your por-
sonal prejudices may be against me, do mo
the justice, at least, of bhelieving that my
present motives are good,”

“You may come upon the platform, Mr,
Clegg,” said the Head guietly.

IF'enton took a stop forward.

“Please ! he said earnestly, © Ts—is
necessary to make this—this scone?”

“There will be ne scene, voung icllow,”
replied DNr, Clegg. as he turned to tho
Head., *““Dr. Nicholls, T tender you my very
sincere and earnest apologies.”

“Really, s=ir, I do not quite compre-
hend i .

“I have been guilty of very disereditablo
conduct,” said Mr, Clegg., “Yes, I admit
it in front of your entire school, I have
done my best to induce yvour boys to visit
my night club, and 1 realisc—now—that my
conduct was inexcusable, 1 would like to
add, however, that my club was never
vicious; it was quite hkarmless, organised
urely for the amuscment of yvoung people.
My mistake was 1o enlice your boys to
break bounds, and to set the schiool rules at
defiance. I am cexceedingly sorry that I was
o foolish.” _

The Head changed his expression.

“I am glad to hear you saving this, Mr.
Clegg.” he said with some warmth, “I can
only trust that wvou are sincere.”

“I had decided to close down the elub
even before T knew of the police raid.” con-
tinned NMr. Clegg. “ DBut enough of this! 1
want to assure vou that I'enton is the one
person in your school who should receivo
vour praise and approbation. Ivom first to
last he has been fighting me—he has heen
urging mo to close the night club, and to
put an. end to all the irregularities. His
motive was excellent; he wanted to have
evervthing done quictly, so that there would
be no scandal.”

“Why did he not
then?” said the Head.

“Because I acted like a brufe towards my
stepdaughter,” said Mr. Clegg.  “On that
foggy night, when Yenton was discovered
by one of your masters, he had been down

1t

T
=]

explain this to me,

to see me. He had pleaded with me even
carlicr, asking me to close the club. Xe
has never wvisited the placo for his own

pleazure. for, all along, he has been opposed
to it, His one idea has been to restore the
school's discipline. And then, that night, 1
was in a great rage. and I had a quarrel
with myv danghter.,  She fled into the fog,
and collapsed.”

“ Please, Mr., Clegg!” muticred Fenton,

“Fenton came along, and he heard what
had happened,” continued Mr, Clegg. *“*Heo
went out into the fog, found my daughter,
and took her to shelter.”

“Ienton has been  splendid—and  you
mustn't punish him unjusily!” cried Olive,
turning to the Head, “He saved my life.
But how could Le explain anything when he
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met one ¢f the masters? TFor if he had
expiained he would have broken a promise.”

“What promise?’ asked the Head kindly.

“When he first came to the night elub,
ho came from a sense of duty,” continued
the girl. ““He took the names and addresses
of all the boys who were there, and 1t was
his intention to bring the lists to you, so
that you could take action. Dut I begged
him not to; T was afraid of the seandal,
He was generous enough to keep silent, but
ho meant, all along, to have the club closed
His one idea was to argue with my father,
and to make hin see reason.”

“Hurrah )"
“Good old Fenton!”
The school hioke out into a storm of

cheering, and it would not be denied for
quite a long time, The cads, of course, were
shaking in their shocs.  They were bhalf
afrald that their names would be brought
out, and that they would be called to answer
for their conduct,

“I am very glad to hear this, Fenion,”
gaid the Head warmly. “I understand now
that you were in a very difficult position,
So it really amounts to this: You have, at
last, succeeded in your efforts. You bave
been acting for the school’'s good name all
along 7*

“That was my object, sir,” repliecd Fenton
steadily,

“T am grateful to this young lady, and to
her stepfather, for coming forward,” con-
tinued the headinaster, “I have heard some
very harsh things said about you, Mr. Clegg.
but I am beginning to believe that you were
only guilty of a blunder—and not of
roguery.”’

At this moment Uncle Robert came on to
the platform, and he was looking rather pale.

“Since everybody 1s confessing, I think
I’d better say something,” he exclaimed.
“Tt was I who started most of the trouble;
I was friendly with Mr. Clegg, and 1 acted
as his agent. It was I who induced the
fellows to go down to the club.”

“No, no!” said Mr, Clegg aquickly. “The
boy is not to blame. I influenced him-—I
treated him as an equal, and I paid him
inoney for what he did,
of the blame, sir.”

“Last night, too, I believe that Fenton
came down to Moat Hollow partly to save
meo from the police raid,” continued Uncle
Robert. “There’s nothing against him—
nothing, sir! FPve been a fool all along.
Fenton is one of the best!”

“Hear, hear!” yelled Handforth excitedly.

“Y say,” he added. turning to the cheering
juniors around him, “let’s chair old Fenton!”

The snggestion was received with fresh
cheers. Ilandforth, Nipper, Travers, Fuli-
wond and a crowd of others went surging
forward, pushing their way through the
other Removites.

“Stop! Boys, you must repress this—er
exuberance——"" began Dr, Nicholls, but for
once he was disobeyed.

With Edward Oswald leading tho way, the
excited juniors crowded on to the platform

I take every atom |
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and rushed towards Fenton, The Ilatter
backed away in alarm, but there was no
escaping them. Masters and prefects sought
to bar the way and restore order. They were
merely pushed out of the way.

“Good old Fenton!” said Hand{orth, seciz-
ing the Sixth-Former by the legs and almost

upsetting him. “Come on, you chaps! Up
with him!” o
The chaps rallied round with a will. Fen-

ton had many anxious moments while he was
jostled about, but finally he found himscll
perched, very precarionsly, on the shoulders
of Handforth and Nipper.

“Hurrah!”

The school was cheering itself hoarse now.

Ienton himself was happy and flushed; and
his joy reached its zenith when he saw Olive
Clegg, smiling radiantly, walking aeross the

latform towards him. She held out her
and.

“Oh, Idgar, I am so happy that everv-
thing has turned out like this,”” she said, with
sparkling eyes. “I'm so glad your name has
been cleared. And thank you for everything
you did for me. I'm eo proud of you,
Edgar!”

Fenton, as he took the givl’s hand and
squeezed it, flushed. He became incoherent.

“Thank you,” he stuttered. *“*You've
nothing to thank me for. I=I——"" lle
broke off there, unable to find words as ho
saw Olive’s admiring eyes fixed upon him.

Fortunately, at that moment, Ilandforii,
becoming impatient, moved forward,
Fenton forgot his embarrassment in a mighty
ciffort to prevent himself falling. A second
later he had lost sight of Olive in the sceth.
ing crowd of juniors who surged round him,

Down into Big Hall he was carried in
trinmph by Handforth and Nipper. Seniors
came forward and shook Fenton by the hand.
Juniors thumped him on the back. When
eventually he was able to escape into his
study, after the school had been dismissed, he
was feeling sore all over; but happy,
supremely happy.

No longer was he an outeast; now he was
the hero of St. Frank’s—the fellow who had
won,

Fenton was re-established as school cap-
tain without delay, and Uncle Robert guietly
disappeared. After his confession it was im-
possible for him to remain in the school.
Heo was not publiely expelled; he just left
St Frank’s.

As for OQlive Clegg, she was serencly
happy—and she was convinced that her step-
father would, n future, treat her with
kindliness and loving care.

(Look out for @ new and amazing sevics of
yarns featuring the boys of St. Frank’s nex

week—the first in our nmew programme of
stories that are “different”; full-of-action
tales that thrill! " Rogues of the Green

Triangle?”’ is the title of the opening story
which re-introduces Professor Cyrus Zingrave,
an old faveourite with readers. Order your
nwext week's copy of the NELSON Lie LIBRARY
nowl)
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GOSSIP ABOUT ST. FRANK'S

Things Heard

and Seen By

.  EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

UY E. BDUCK, of Riccarton, New
Zealand, asks me il the St. Frank's

boyve have been to Alaska, Boruneo,

Russia, Sibervia, Japan, or a Foreign
Legion outpost. As far as I know, they
haven't been to any of these places. DBut
there's no teHing. With a man like Lord
Dorrimore knocking®about, it’s possible that
the St. I'rank’s chups will go off to any odd

corner of the world.
M try again” to iuterest me in her let-
ters, but I would like to assure her
that her fitst letter was so successful that T
am giving her a yeply in this week's
(Gossip. Not only did Mrs. Craig give
m2 some most Interésting details rogard-
e the recent disastrous carthquakes in Noew
Zealand, but she tells me that she intends
her baby boy to become a reader of the Old
Paper when he grows old enough. Now, what
cottid be nicer than this? Mother and sou
both reading the St. Frank’s varns. And
deesn’t it prove what Uve always said—that
the Old Paper appeals to
voungsters and adults of eithoer
sex alike ? Muany thanks, Mus.
Craig, for your most encourag-
ing and cntertaining  letier.
But, please, don’t run away
wita the 1dea that becanse
vour first letter was a success
I don’t want vou to “try, try
agam.” The more letiers 1
get from readers the more 1
am cncouraged 1in my work.
I which kind ot villains
are  ““hiked '  most,

Schoolboy villains or genuine
full-grown, whole-hog erooks?
Schoolboy  rascals like Fen-
ton’s youthful uncle and Bernard Forrest
and Claude Gore-Pearce—or grim-faced ter-
rors like Professor Zingrave or Yen Sing, the
simister agent of the Fu Chaug Tong?

C amongst  other things, who my
favourite authors are. I'in not sure

that this is of general interest, but I'll ehance
it, Rafael Sabatini takes first place, followed,

L] * %

RS. . CRAIG, of Addington, New

Zealand, tells me that she will “try,

PORTRAIT
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HIS seems to be a good
opportunity for asking

5 3 e
ONSTANCI WHITE, of Bristol, in a
very interesting letter, has asked me,

OUR READERS

o l‘t

B e e

Leslic A, Bowden

at a respectablo distance, by R. Austin
Freeman, . G. Wodehouse, and Hulbert
Footner. In the latter case, this applies only
to his extraordinary fine stories of the
Canadian North West. I havo rather a par-
tiality, too, for the yarns of Ridgwell Cullum

and Rex Beach.
I snake, W.J.DB. and F. E. B. of Clnp‘
ham Junction, tell me that they have
never hcard of Septimus tho Squirrel, but
that they bhave scen Septimus mentioned as
a Snake. Well, ho isn't a snake. And In
order to make this matter quite clear T'l
give a full list of Willy's pets here, and this
list can be taken as absolutely authentic, s
[ now have in front of mo a scrap of ink-
smudged exercise-book paper, further udorlgrar:l
with one or iwo grubby finger-prints, whici
Willy himself gave me. Septimus  the
Squirrel, Scbastian the Snake, Lightning tho
Grevhound, Priseilla the Parrot, Ierdinand
the IFerret, Rupert the Rat, P.'»'lzt.rgn:ufiuku thp
Monkey, and Willy’s latest addition fo his
) l‘\[t‘tltigLfl‘iu Henry the Hedg:

® L

HERE scems to bo come confusion about
the namo of Willy Handforth's pet

lmg- 3 *
GALLERY g .
MESSINGER,
Northieliiloe

ALPH
R of 183,
Doulevarde, ‘Toronto,

Canada, 1s anxious to
find a kind reader who will
send him the last story of the
Iszra Quirke series, which he
misscd—and which, of ecourse,
is very important, since it con-
tains the explanation of all
the mystery. The story is
called “The Droker. Spell,”
and 1z No., 549, Old Serics,
dated Deceinbor 12th, 1925, If
any sportsman has this 1ssue
by him, and is willing to pare
with it, etther temporarily or
for keeps; please send it to our Cuanadian
chum, Perhaps it would be as well to drop
him a line first, in case he gets more copies
of this issue than he wants,

* * ¥
AM glad to know that Leslie A, W,
Bowden, of Ide, near Exeter, whose
photograph grace: our page this weel,

means  to  continue reading the Old
Paper, 1n spite of the fact that Le has now
attained the ripe old age of 17,
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Ferrers Locke

Pursued!
ERRERS ILOCKE and Jack Drake
F crept back to the boathouse, and Jack
watched the detective as he walked
silently up to rthe door, which had
been left ajar. Locke ecrouched to the
ground and pceped in. The major was sit-
ting there almost motionless. The smoke
from his cigarette went up into the air in a
straight line of blue haze.

Then Jack whistled softly, and Locke saw

Jock wrake

the detective’s ear. Next moment he hLad
brought his left round in a smashing, swin:-
ing blow that crashed on the major’s ear
and toppled him sideways.

Locke was after him, even as he staggered
against the wall. But the major was a mili-
tary man and a born fighter. To give him
his due he was as hard as nails, and fearless.
He dodged the blow that Locke aimed at his
jaw, and then attempted to bring his re-
volver into action again. Before he could

the major stiffen and gaze about him, pull the trigger, Locke had scized his wrist.
wondering, Jack drew the dead branch Instanily they were grappling, knee to
he held across the window. The twigs | knee, in a death struggle. At least, the
seraped and  rattled major would not bLe
cerily. Major Patens satisfied unless he
turned and stared at KING FERDINAND RECAPTURED killed Locke, even if
the window, Ile went 7 Locke did not intend ta
across to investigate, BY CONSPIRATORS ! kill his opponent,

and that was the chance
Locke had bheen wait-
ing for. He knew the
major to be a fighter,
and an  unscrupulous
one at that. If Locke
had boldly walked into
the boathouse, the major would not have
thought twice about pulling ont a revolver
and shootine to kill.

Iocke entered the boathouse like a bullet
from a gun. The major heard him and spun
round. His hand flew to his hip-packet, and
as it came up the flickering light of the

eandle gleamed dully on the barrel of a
revolver, Locke was too quick, however, He
knacked the major’s hand aside as the

weanon spat fire, and the bullet sang past

Ferrers Locke Beaten after
Exciting Aerial Chase.

They swayed about
on the narrow plat-
form, and kept crash-
ing against the wall,
Locke was strong and
a clever fighter, but
the major was a bigger
man and maybe a shade stronger.

It was Locke’s skill in defensive fighting
that saved him, rather than his mnuseular
strength. The major tried to break his
back by wrestling his head backwards, for
he had one hand under Locke’s chin and was
exerting all his strength. The detective man-
aged to get both his hands free. One
clenched fist thudded over the major’s heart
and made him wince; another erashed home,
inizsing the solar plexus bv a fraetion. The
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force of it evoked a grunt from the major,
and his pressure on lLocke’s head suddenly
weakened.

Locke got in a vicious, furious uppercut to
the point. Ile put ail his strength behind
that blow, and his assailant went staggering
backward. his knces sa gged beneath him and
he erashed to the ground. But he was not
out. lle would have come to his feet, dazed
and groggy but game to the last, only Jack
arrived on the seene at that munmnt and sat
on his chuest. Locke had no difliculty in
gefting rope from the cockpit of the motor-
boat, and they trussed him up and then
gagged him, ‘These operations completed,
Jack then went and released the king, who
all this time had been an anxious if silent
witness of the proceedings.

Ferdinand of Abronia was not
being released, but his patience had been
worn to a frazzle, and he was irritable. The
truth of the matter was, he was now a sick
man, worn out by the numerous ordeals of
hi~ captivity.

“It's about time someone rescticd me from
these rebels !” he snapped, chalineg his numb
limhs., “You're that detective fellow, aren't
vou "

Locke merely smiled at the ungracious
treatment he was receciving., lie know just
how much the king had been through, and
he made allowances,

“T'here is no time to lose, your Majesty,”
Im mid “We m!*st hasten to the car.”

*And then where do we go?"

“To Abronia, I hope,” said Locke,

“And the queen?” asked the king,
voice softening a triﬂc.

“I am glad to say, sir. that T persuaded
her to reiurn to ,ﬁ.brmnl-. where she 1s now,”

“Gond work !” commented the king, less
nritable now,

With Tocke on one side of King Terdin-
n..cl and Jack on the other, they all three
loft the boathouse and uallmd across the
lawns, past the house, and then along the
cdrive on to the road.

" But we cotildd have escaped
motor-boat,” satd the king.
all this uwg, i

“A boat, sir,” pointed. out Loecke, ““will
roft take us over land to an acrodrome.”

They walked on up the road to the spot

averse fto

his

in their

“Why trudge

1 period of captivity,
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where Locke had concealed his car. Locke
set the pace, and the king, after his long
was soon showing signs

strain; yet he did not complain. By

of

| now he had lapsed into moody silence.

Locke brought the car from out of the
bushies and helped the king 1ato the ton-
ncau, instructing Jack to sit beside liam,
His Majesty leaunt forward in his seat just
as Locke was about to close the door.

“Mr. Locke!” he called.

“Your Majesty "

“You must forgive my—my rudencess.
Please forget——"
““I have forgotten that already,” the de-

toctive assured the other. *“And T shall only
remember your courage, sir, that has enabled
you to defy your enemies so long.”

“Thank you.” said the king simply.

Locke took his scat at the wheel, and the
car moved away; gatherine speed, it headed
castwards through the night.

Jack had expected the king to talk, ques-
tioning him about their adventures, and he
had made up his mind to let the king
realise just how much the detective had done
since he started the case. But Ferdinand of
Abronia had not a word to say. He leaned
back in the car, closed his eyes and slept
th:e sleep of utter exhanstion,

He did not awake until Locke drove up
to the Croyvdon Aerodrome. Much valuabie
time was nceessarily wasted here over the
details of passports and the chartering of a
machine in which to fly to Abronia,

All those things proved as difficult as the
actual reseue of the king. People who race
up to an acrodrome and waut to leave the
country in a hurry are under suspicion im-
mediately. DBut Locke's name was one to
conjure with, and he was able to get into
touch with people in  Whitchall who
smoothed matters ont. ITe obtained pass.
ports; an acroplane was got rcady for him.
Aund then another snag cropped up. It was
discovered that there was not a pilot avaii-
able to fly the machinc.

Locke would not wait. Ie held a pilot's
cortificate himself, and he decided he would
take up the 'planc himself. The machine
they had chartered was by no means a new
one, but 1t would have to serve. Thev
clambered in, all three. A mechanie swung

JACK DRAKE,

: nre travelling on
foreigner.

Following investigations, they

PRINCE CARLOS OF ABRONIA. Carlos

hee kushand: hence the
Ferdinund to hiz countryy,
house in the East End of Loandon.

man's remorval.

in the hands of Carloz. Locke and Jack qo
Ling is a captive in a boat-house, guarded

HOW THE STORY STARTED,
FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous London detective, and his boy assistant,
the T'nderground when

Grand Seigner, oy Count, of Perilla, working on the instructions of

ambition is to become king of Abronia, and already
he has Kidnavped the reigning monarch, King Ferdinand, and brought him over to England.
The murdered man Was an rmwmru of Queen Zila of Abronia, who has followed to rescue
The queen asks L{}r.:ﬁp to help her restore King
Later, the qucen herself is LKidnapped by Carlog, and taken to a

Disguising themselves as toughs, Locke and Jack go to
the house, and the detective rescues the queen,

Street pair decide to attempt to rescue King Ferdinand,
(Now read on.)

they witness

the wmurder of na
discover that the

deed was committed by the

King Ferdinand, kowever, iz gtill a prisoner
to Thames Ditton, where ”ti‘?f discover that the
only by one man—a Major Patens. The Baker
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v h e propeller, the
engine burst into life,
and they were off, taxi-
ing over the turf.

As the black line of

distant * trces came Jack Drake, and King
racing towards them, Ferdinand went hurtling
Jack felt impelled to towards the sea in a

look back 'ﬂ’]mt. he
caw made him whistle

with dismay. A car
was racing into the
acrodrome, The head-

lights swept round the
ground and settled on

the speeding ’'plane.
By now the machine
had left the ground

and was circling in the
air. Locke straightened
out and headed south
—knowing that Prince
Carlos and his con-
federates were not far

‘behind.
Jack talked to the
detective through the

telephone fitted to the
helmets,

“Did you sce that -
car, guvnor?” .

“1 did. It might =
not have been them,

but I dare say it wos,

They were in a
hurry.”
The king had very

little to say for him-
self. He settled him-
self in his secat and
closed his eves, but
whether he was actu-
ally asleep or not Jack

could not say. The
monarch looked abso-
lutely worn out with

worry and anxiety, 1o
say nothing of the
physical ordeals
through which he had
passed.

ILoocko headed for
Paris, The moon went
down belund a bank of
clouds and the wind freshened considerably,
buffeting the machine and adding to the dis-
comfort of the sudden flight. 1t began to
rain, and the drizzle swept into their faces,
stinging like hail.

The black mass of the land, studded with
lights, like diamonds on black velvet, slid
away astern, and the Channel surged be-
neath them. A liner passed below in a blaze
of light that illumined her from stem to
stern, without actually shining out on to the
black mass of the heaving waters. I'ar away
on the horizon one dull red spot of light
ghowed where a tramp steamer was plough-
ing her way up Channel.

The damaged 'plane con-
taining Ferrers Locke,

sickening rush !

The grey dawn began to show in the cast,
The coast of France spread out before them
like a contour map, grey and bleak. Yet
to the king it must have been a welecome
sight, He came out of his dozing and stared
at it ecagerly. It was like a milestone on

his way home. He was that much neavér
his native country.
Jack suddenly turned his head, and a

startled exelamation escaped him. He spoke
to Locke throngh the telephone.
“We're being chased! Another
behind us! Speed her up, guv’nor !”
Locke eyed the pursuing machine, and he
pursed his lips. He was piloting an old

'plane
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bus., That other ’plane looked brand new,
with gleaming struts and shining wings.
Yet he did what he could. Me coaxed all
the speed possible out of the old acroplane,
but the pursuers came on, overhauling the
fugitives hand over fist.

Then out of the dawn came the crackle of
a machine-gun. The bullets hummed and
sang amongst the wires and struts like mos-
quitoes., Locke sent the machine on a zig-
zag course in an attempt to baffle his pur-
suers, but it was not his lucky day. Again
that machine-gun crackled., again the
bullets came hissing around Locke's "plane,
and suddenly it shot upwards, then dropped.
There was a rending of wood and a snapping
of wires, and the machine hurtled towards

the foaming sca in a sickening rush.
of Abronia was game to the last,

while Jack Drake gripped the edge
of the cockpit and gazed in horrified silence
at the white-crested waves that appeared to
be rushing up to engulf him. The wind
sing 1n his cars and smote him with such
forco as to make breathing diflicult.

Then the stricken acroplane struck the
water. The impaect completed what the
machinc-gun had started. The old ’'planeo
practically fell to pieces, and the occupants

Disaster!
ERRERS LOCKE struggled wainly

with the joy stick; King Ferdinand

wero tossed out into the scething waves
amongst the debris.
Alrcady the sca was dotted with boats

hastening to the rescue fromn the tiny har-
bour that nestled beneath the lowering cliffs.
Jack Drake had unbuckled the straps that
sccured him to a fragment of the 'plane and
was swimming abount, conducting personal
investigations. IHe found the king clinging
to onc of the wings, and not in the lecast
panicky,

“All right, sir?” asked Jack,

“I'm all right,” said the king, *“but I
cannot sce Mr. Locke.”

Jack was worried. He swam about in
circles amongst the wreckage, then Locke
broke the surfaece beside him.  He shook
the water from his hatr and gulped in the
fresh air.

“So yvou're safe ?" said Jack superfluously,
grinning with relief,

““Safe as houses!” grinned Locke. “Put
that engine nearly sucked me down with it,”

“Plenty of boats coming to pick us up.
guv'nor "

“I'm not sure that T want to be picked
up and taken ashore,” said the detective.

“But, hang it all, guv'nor!” ecried Jack.
“We can’t swimn about here for ever.”

“We've got to be picked up, and we’ve
got to be taken ashore. admitted.” said
Locke. “ But vou will notice, Jack, that that
other ’plane has landed on the top of the
cliff.  And why do you think we were fired
upon and brought down in the soa?”

Jack did not reply, for the answer was
obvious. Of course, it was DIrince Carlos
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 who had shot them down, and now he was
waiting to sce where Locke and his com-
panions were taken. And then he would
mako an attempt to recapture King
Ferdinand.

“We must take things as they come,” said

the king grimly. "“Dut I shall be glad,
gentlemen,  if  you will  preserve  my
incognito.”

“Quite so,” agreed Locke; and Jack
nodded.

At that moment the first of the boats

arrived, so laden with jabbering fshermen
that there did not scem to be any room for
the pilot and passengers of the wrecked
"plane, Yet, somchow, all three were hauled
aboard, and they were rowed to the little
harbour under the cliffs.

“Your luck has deserted you, mon ami,"”
said ono fisherman in I'rench.

“You arc right,” admitted Locke in the
same language,

He spoke glumly, but he did not quite
know what the fisherman meant. Ile felt
certain that it was Prince Carlos who had
shot him down, or ordered his 'planc to be
wrecked, and he had no idea what sort of
story the prinee had pitched to the authori-
tics ashore. It behoved the detective to
be wary and sceretive, because King
Ferdinand of Abronia did not want his true
identity to be revealed, even in this erisis.

That faet handicapped Locke considerably,
If he could have told the Freneh police who
his august passenger was. he could have re-
lied upon them to help him. But then the
news would have leaked out, and the people
of Abronia would know that their king was
not Iving ill in his palace, as they believed.
but had been kidrapped. A eivil war might
casily begin., and the end of that no man
could foretell.

Taking evervthing into econsideration.
Locke was not amazed to find the guays of
the harbour thronged with curious people.
And when he stepped ashore he was not sur-
prised to find himself and his party sur-
vounded by pompous gendarmes.

“You are under arrvest, m'sieur'” he was

told.

“Why ?”  asked the detective mildly.
“What have we done?” :
(11 - i - y
Who knows?” quorind the officer in

charge, shrugring his shoulders, “We havo
our orders. Dangerous eriminals are try-
ing to escape from the police of Angleterre.
It is sufficient. You arc shot down and we
apprehend you.”

“Someone has fooled vou,” said Locke. his
eves elinting,

“Who can tell 7" said the officer. “To-
morrow vou will he taken before the Agent

de Sireté at Boulogne.  You ecan tell him
cvervthing, m’sieur.  For myself. T have my
duty to do. The three of you are my

g1y

prisoners

They were arrested, and it was useless to
argue, for no one ean be more obstinate
than a I'reneh gendarme.,

“We must take things as they come.” said
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King Ferdinand to Ferrers Locke. ‘ But,
please, m’sienr, do not reveal who I am.”
The Baker Street detective nodded grimly.
He wunderstood, perhaps clearer than the
others, just how far Prince Carlos had
beaten them. He realised their peculiar
difficulties. Not until they got to Boulogne
wonld he bo able to do anything to get out
of the jam, and then it might be too late.
They saw nething of Prince Carlos and
his confederates, necither did they go any-
where near the other aeroplane on the top
of the cliffs, They were marched to the
local gaol, as if they were common felons,
and locked in a cell.

“Ah, well,” sighed Jack.
of England, anyway.”
“That may be a bad thing for us,” said
Locke, smiling in that inscrutable way of
his. “Prince Carlos may have a better
chance oi corrupting officials on the Con-
tinent than he bad in England.”

“Are you quite sure that he is responsible

“We're out

for all this trouble?” queried King
Ferdinand.  “You heard the gendarme,
in'sienr? He said dangerous eriminals were

escaping from Ihgland, and we were shot
down. Does not that suggest that the
authorities here wero warned by wireless or
telephone, and they sent a war machine to
bring us down 7”

“It may be so, but I doubt it,” said Locke.
“If we had met that other 'plane T wonld
have agreed with you, sir, but it was
following ns, not intercepting ns.”

EI]ﬂ-.nk scowled at the locked door of the
cell.

“I wish they'd buck up and come!” he
snapped.  “T hate waiting abont for things
to happen!”

But, apart from food being brought to
them, nothing did happen all that long,
weary, uncomfortable night., In the morn-
ing they had their breakiast, then were
hustled out into the brilliant sunshine and
avdered to get inlo two waiting ears.,

Locke was worried, for the gendarmes
split up the httle party. Locke and Jack
were  ordered nto one car and King

V'erdinand was bustled into another. Locke
and Jack were handeuffed, but the king was
not. In addition to the driver, there were
only two gendarmes in the car to guard
both . Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake,
whereas with Kine Ferdinand there were
three gendarmes in addition to the chauffeur,

Locke studied those three gendarmes, and
he had his suspicions, One was big and tall,
with the appearance of a military man.
Another was small and insignificant. The
third lacked the air of obedience that usually
characterises a gendarme. Ile appeared to
be someone in authority and acenstomed to
authority, yet he was dressed as an
ordinary gendarme. He was not even a
sergeant.

Locke was unable to study the driver, for
he could only see the man’s back. The de-
tective had his suspicions. He knew that
money can work wonders unywhere, but

more especially on the Continent. He
hungered for a close look at the gendarmes
in the car with King Ferdinand, but they
kept out of his way. 'Tho ears left the vil-
lage en route for Boulogne, the vehicle con-
taining the Baker Street pair leading the
way.

It was not easy to keep a good look-out
for treachery. Locke and Jack were wedged
between too fat gendarmes. They hardly
had room enough for a deep breath, and
turning the head was utterly impossible.
Jack tried to wriggle to a position {rom
which he could squint occasionally into the
driving mirror that stuck out on the side
of the driver’s windsecreen, bnt he never
managed to get a view of the car that
travelled behind him. All he ever saw was
the bewhiskered face of the fat gendarme
who sat beside him.

FFerrers Locke was only able to listen to
the low hnm of the engine of tho
following car. That was not easy, becausc
the continuous popping and crackling of
the exhaust of their own vehicle practically
drowned any other noise.

Still nothing happened as they sped along
the tree-bordered road, although all the time
Locke  suspected treachery, expected
treachery. In a way, he wished something
would happen, if only to set his mind at
rest, one way or the other.

The spires of Boulogne became visible
ahead of them. The car gathered specd,
and they travelled faster than they had done
ever since they left the fishing village.
Boulogne came nearer and nearer. And
suddenly Jack let out of a howl of dismay.
The ear in which King Ferdinand swas
travelling conld be seen abreast of them!

The intention was obvious. A road
branched off here towards the south.
Locke’s car still headed for Boulogne, but
King TFerdinand was being whisked away
in another direction. And  the driver,
although he was dressed as a gendarme, was
the Grand Seigneur of Perilla, The big
gendarme was Major Patens |

Ferrers Locke was furious at being thus
baulked. He cried out and tried to start to
his feet, but the fat gendarme was almost
lying on top of him. Jack brought up his
manacled hands, and his two clenchea fists
struck the other gendarme full in the fuace.
The man velped and shd from his seat to
the foor of the tonnean.

Apain _the boy raised his manacled kands
to mete out similar punishment on the
driver, but, before he could land the blow,
hands clutched at his knees, and he fell on
top of the fat gendarme he had already
floored,

Locke was battling grimly with the other
gendarme, but, owing to his handenffod
fists, he was at a disadvantage. The chauf-
feur looked back, and his eyes bulged to =ce
the prisoners fighting madly behind him.
He stepped on the accelerator, and drove
at a furious speed into Boulogne, shrieking
madly for help., Gendarmes came running
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up, and at sight of them Locke simply sank
back on to the seat, resigned to the fact that
he could do nothing more at the moment.

Jack, enjoying himself, refused to release
the fut gendarme he had on the floor of the
car, and other gendarmes had to lug him
out of the car when it came to a standstill.

Nob too gently they were hustled into the
headquarters of the gendarmerie, and then
a grim smile came to Locke's face, for the
imspeetor was staring at him in amazenient,

“Sol” exclaimed the inspector, “The
dangerous criminal turns out to be M’sicur
Locke "

“Can I talk with you privately ?” asked
L.ocle.

“This way, m'sieur,
this situation must
amusing.”’

“More interesting than amusing to me,”
said Locke, going into an ante-room wilh
the official.

Jack would very much liked to have been
present at that interview, but lie had to be
content with staying behind with the fat
rendarme he hm‘( manhandled on the floor
of the car, who was standing close beside him
and eyveing him balefully.

In due course, IFerrers Locke came out of
the ante-room with his hands free. Jack's
handcuffs were also taken off him., The
detective’'s conversation with the inspector
had been highly successful. He and Jack
had been relecased with profuse apologies.

Your explanations of
be interesting and
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of the

“It's something to have the giit
now 1"

gab, guv'nor,” said Jack. “Wher

“Paris!” said Locke.

The fat gendarme scowled at being robbed
of his victim. Jack grinned back at him
as he left the building with Locke. A
quarter of an hour later, he and Locke were
in a high-powered car racing towards Paris,

Locke had decided upon his future course
cf action. The next step was undoubtedly
to get on the trail of Prince Carlos again,
and how could that be done better than by
having all the roads leading out of I'rance
watched? For, obviously, Prince Carlos
would not remain in France any longer than
he eould help, knowing that Locke was also
in that country.

But where would he go? Locke could only
guess that, and his guess was that the princo
would take the king back towards Abronia,
if only to scare Ferdinand with the threat
of eivil war and danger to Quecen Zita.

So Locke raced to Paris to put the matter
before the most astute detectives of the
Sireté, hoping they would help him to find
out which way Prince C'm;lus wus escaping
with his royal captive!

(Another corking instalment of this
enthralling serial will appear next Wednes-
day. Have you scen the announcement on
page scven about nexl week’s extra special
issue of the Old Paper, chums? Make sure
you order your copy in edvance!)

“PEEPS PAST THE PYRAMIDS!"

(Continued from page 13.)

“Thou hast not heard of it yet, O master!”
reminded Gho Bang, the son of Bus:t, who
was centurion of the Form,

“Fnough! Thy faces give thee away! Dut
speak, that I may know how to deal with
thee!” And Du. {’otiphar pointed to Ptah,
the son of Noth Ankhs, who sat in the fore-
front of the class.

" %0 master,” said Ptah, “we have been
guilty of no offence.”

“No offence,” the master said in a tone
bristline with savcasm. “Thy redd looks,
then; thy blushes—why these 2!

“The boys of St. Obelisk’s did raid us,
and did even rub into our faces ink of great

veddress, O master!”  Whereat Dr. Poti-
phar was much wroth.
U Well!” he quoth angrily.  “Daeh my

blith-erving sandal straps! Are ye worms,
that ye let a rival school raid ye and get
away with it? Pooh! And puff!”

And Ptah, the son of Noth Ankhs, spake
up hardily ;

““O master!” said Ptah. “They did not
get away with 1t, not much. Ior Twist-Ur
there, the son of the sorcerer, did exercise
his magic upon them, and caused all their
faces to turn green, so that when they saw
one another they had fitts,”

“Ho, ho, ho!” chortled the master, “ Not

so bad! Thou lookest weird enough with
redd faces; what they looked like with green
dials, I know not.”

“And theirs won't rub off until Twist-Ue
breaks the spell,” added Ptah cagerly. "Ours
will clean off—in time.”

“And that’s not all we did to them, O
master!” chimed in IKhoo-Kliwo, the fool of
the Ferm.

“Oh, verily!” exclaimed Dr,
“What else, then?”

“Twist-Ur did even cause great rocks to
pursue the boys of St. Obelisk’s, and smote
them out of the gates. Haw, haw, haw!”

But the rest of the boys laughed not, for
they were not anxious that the master
should Lknow of this.

“Great rocks, thou sayest, O Khoo-Khoo?
And where, then, the great rocks came they
from ?”” asked the Doctor, with duwning sus-
picion,

“From thy rock garden, O master!”
blurted out Khoo-Khoo, forgetting in his
hasto that the rock garden was the pride
of the master’s heart,

“My what?” shouted Dr. Potiphar, grasp-

Potiphar.

ing his rodds threateningly. “My rock
garden? By Jupiter’s satellites! Thou art

miserable asses, all of ye! Spoil my garden
for a lot of louts. ci! Away! Out of my
sight! Go! Wash thy motley muggs in the
Nile—and may crocodiles bite thee!™

And he chivvied the boys through the trap-
door, until not onec remained.
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-:Ent.thilng that it 153 one woond, Smethwick, has been awarded a leather pockel Birminecham —h 1 m
of the most popular wallel.) self  an  enthusiastic
with readers philatelist—is keen to
Good News! [ ~tart a club for readers who care for this
. rEta - : . hobby . eaders ‘ are interesied
_ 1LIE E. HAYES, of Southampton, 1= a | Ei_:}} ::i M][ I?.:dt;:} “TJ:.“ it thi L T
& b= . - ( L iy | ] % : .
rwuL:um' into the League ranks and | e HIMJ ! i
r : nientioned address,

Write to this Reader!

Chavles R, Watson, of 61, Clarence Road.
London. K.16. writes me a cheery letter all
about the doines of his elub. which s wong
great euns, and which runs a free magazine.
He would be pleased ro hear from readers
and members of other corvespondence elubs,

THE CHIEF OFFICER
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED
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W. Rigg, 10, Bdith Strect, Melson,
he 1o lir,ll Il-uu all whiy are interested
Titerusctional Crvrrespendenee lals

Doniis Bland., S, Ives, Tattevshall Drive, The
Park, Nottingham, offers bavk nuiobirs ot thz |
N bl frune Ney Hey, old sefds, {

Frie Millor, Cosehbuilders, John ﬁtl‘t’{‘t.‘ Ashton.
peyder-Lyng, offir: haek munbers of the Nl

1. K. Arthoe Sl b, “onth Strect, Ghichesier,
wanis 1o hear from stam) eolleetors,

Mis+ Flo Madersom, B, Hodyvard 8 _
shietds, wants a girl cortcepondeut - preforably o
aneer aeed  avout &0, whe interested v
wiging ad eyeling, F & § &

JoW. Bonciw s I8, Thorsaman Streel, GRoOsvenRor
strect, Caitthirwell, hoadan, S.E.5, reyuires N L.L,,
ebd serics, any manher hTuI : . .

Alex, Hewdersan, 550 Be ardlands Road,” Haington
Iirk, ,Suuuumutﬂﬂ wants  to heair from all
aivrested  in hi< Wide  World  Wirdless  and
Corte spoandenoe Chats,

Praes<t . (. Pedier,
lill. London, N.V¥/.2,
:i*-t|1-;-;. alaty ju Fr. lIi;“,

AL ].n!ul 1. scrvin Grove, Meanwopd Roxd,
Lesds,  wanit < cortespondints all over the waorld,

Edward Mednlty, 0. Padtome Stroet, <Hokds rai =2
Found, SHully would like to liar from stamp col-
selors .mu.v.h §§

stan, Dalzicl, Om Hlur]-. P,
Wands o eorre h*tll‘ilLII..ﬂ “m kK m.,i nd  and  Fradee.
s bhh HHH: wiw of the NJL.L. Tor sile.

{n_mf_u; -}u!m.m Baiher, Clitton Strect, {1111
Tratford,’ ‘Maachaster, - oltar: NJL.L,, new  series,

]

Lanues, _Wutﬂ.-i \
111 liis 1|

1

|

troct, HMorth

:
f=

a5t Finchledy Road, Chilil's
wants oo respondents i his
Fradie, ardd Hgvpt,

N WL Australia,

Rig

Lol pet copy. pust Lree, &
Howard J. Punter, 24, Elnfield Toad, R:ii'r::u_n.
London, S.W.12, wants -N.L.L,, Nos. 1, 4, aml o,

copy of No. 1, new
for a elian

pew series,  Will eschangs o
~crivs, which lus o turn coever, and Is.
copy of same issue, ;

A. K. Angus, o1, Hauringten Place, Lowiieils,
qhutﬁﬁiﬂ walils the tum g ol the N.L. L. contahing

T I'Hmt.*mz. Baronet ™ surie s, .

i, Banger,. ¢'o Y. li. Biewer, @05 George
stpreet, sydirey, N.SOW., Australia, wants  corre
spondents anywhere, « . A .

A, Juarvis,” 103, Leathwaile Boad, Battors a
Longon, §.W.11, wonld lihe correspondents, ages
1516, in Alriea ‘wnd India, . :

hm Sherwin., Buninyong Street, Yarravilic
W, ‘hh.l!mlmw nustralia wants correspondunts.

thmk R Irvinan, 10, EHesuere Avenuwe, Mira-
neer,  Wiellingtou, New Zealand, wamts to hear
flum the seerctaty of a I,muue'r*mh a3 he wishe s
to start a elub himse i, He would also like eorre-

e

spondents  in Ireland and Sweden  interested in
liling and sport. Age 16, A
1. Cooper, 216, Harnall Lane East, Goventry,

witlits correspondents, ages 1021,
Miss Margaret Giles, National Provineinl Buwk
Touse, Union Street, Stratfnrd-qn-ngm_l, wants
pirl  correspondents  interested  In riding,  the
talkics, movies, amd animbaks,

Patrick Dockery, Shannon View
Shanuon,  Co. Leitrim, Irzland,

Carviek-on
desires

i R

‘nulm ‘tlay Ly
J0G,  Advertisemen
l'umn]lzm ni@ gazine post,

Printed and uwublished every

Earvinedan Stpeevt.  Londen,

Boegisterod for transtission by

5 6 for six months, Sale Agenis fur Sadlhi Afriea
and Nrew Zealand @0 Messps,

MNew Sariez No. 1584

LIBRAIRY OF

Powants coriespondents in

| Hampst-ad,

- Conmplete Conrsed - PO, post frve, orfurihi p {7 i
 House, COLWYIN B.H.Y.NorthW1les

corre- |

SCHOOL STORIES "

aild

fapondents  in Eaglamd, South  Afriea,
b Anstealin, intorested in spmts. - Ades 1ol
M, 1L Kelios, @O, Woodbridge Read, lpswich,

and ¥iijl,
East Kt.
wints to

America, Uhina,
Lynedech  Aveuue.
Australia, age 14,

Jack Ritehie, 6,
Kitda, 5.2, Vietoria,

hear from stamp eollectors in South Africa, South
Mueriea, India, and Caliada.
Leslie D, Rouck, 20, Maitland Park  Villas,

Lendon, N.W.3, wants coarespondents
in Franee and Belgium ; he wonld write in French,
W, . Poval, Zs, Wavertree Rooag, Streatham
Hill, London, §S.W.2 wants - carresponderts
interested in films and journalism, also wishes T
hear Irom X, Javobs, of Holloway, o
samuel M'Dowelil, ¢ v J. B. Jenkiae, 20, Warinz
Street, Belfast, wonts Corre spol. d*‘nt-. . =
Fred E, Ryman, 10, St "Mark*~ nr-:-{-t.,
herough, would liki- to hear’ from anyl ady
interestod in his. Petethorough st JI Clab,

Peter-
who is

(‘. Cohen, 23, Seaten Street, np«hmt! Noad,
iLondon, N.W.1, wanits to hear Dom stanip
collevtons, n #am. " 7 .

Fo A, Clarke, €5, Eim Pmk Road, . Lexlon,
London, E.10, wan!s mwembors hor his Biitish and
I uILl:ul l L‘ll{.wynt*:h nee Cluh., . - ¢ Tws,

James Coben, 15, Laneaster Street, Lancasztey
tinte, Lendon, W.1, has hark numbors ol the
N.l.L. four sade. B & ta L e

Miss Mildied Groen, 458, Dudley Rond,  Waiver.

!mmptnn, wants to by from Gl Guiles throngh.

ol the Empire, al=o in Hungary, i
Arthar Dawson, 165 Chuarel ®teeet, Bradford,

Manchester, wants correspotdents anvwhere,

o =Ford, & Jiillingdon  Street. Aalworth,
Longon, S.EA7, witliis to ‘hear-from roaders o
the ‘Hvlrich Erpivy, China, and Japan. ¢ v

Misz Flosence Cant, 104 \nhl 1c'mtl lu*.-ml Clap-
ton, Lhndcn, E.5, ‘nl!lti ilkL to hicar from. girl
ucmhl-« uverseas, -, s v

.

= rmm

lnur H-’tht Mrrrnm‘-r} in
14 diyz, ar monts. back |

I BE TALL

3-5 inches rapidly mained,
health m: proved, A mz.
ing Compglete Course sent for 5.« P.O.,”" or =1id..

NTAM P- brings Free Book u-.nd Iestlmmma in
plain cover, -

STEBBING SYSTEM 28, Lean chd. London, N, W.

= ey

HEIGHTIHBHEASFD 5. S~
$-v laches ONE MONTH. ;

Without aup]mmu ul. ga-=op dicting ..
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVFR FAILS,

i

partivs, stamp.—~P. A, CLIVE, HFLI‘IOGI{

MﬁGIG TRICKS,
quist 's Inst ruantent,

viieh, 4 for 1;-

l-!:*.—-l';trc-ﬂs. 6 5 E
Invizible, ]uu.d v Birds.,
T, W. KhRRIEﬂH

CVentr Ill.
Price 6,
239, Pento.i-

viua Road, London, H.1l.

' Ineteassd my. own height 1o
B TALLER Gft, 3tirs, STAMP briugs FRVE
; T NE FATLS, —ROSS, * Hei ht

Specialist, Sc arborouﬂ

FREE PASSACES

Tearners, age 15 to 19,
GD?ERNHEHT 346.

e ———— i — .

to Ontario, Canada,
far approved boy faris
Apily : - ONTARIGOC
ETRAH.'D LONDON,

% ur ¢ yourself

Sto Stammenng‘ Cuy . yoursels

fie ulal FREE. - FRANK BE. HUGHEE 7,
Southampton Row.. London, W.C.1,

Be sure o mention THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
when communicating with advertisers. :

he Prowrintaps,
Oftlvee s ¢
Submeription Rates
Cvntral
Goardon
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R0,



