


Nipper and the cheery Chums of St. Frank’s Under Canvas..

CHAPTER 1.

A Crooked Crash!

HE St. Frank’s camp basked lazily

II in the drowsy heat of the summer’s
afternoon. |

It was a half-holiday at the

school. and the camp itself was more or

less descrted. Not iwenty fellows were

to be scen in and about the endless rows

of neat tents. But from the distance

came the pleasant sound of bat meeting

ball, accompanied, occasionally, by
vicorous hand-clapping and even shout-
ing.

emerged from onc of the tents.

marked Fullwood, of the Remove, as he
“Coming
up to see the cricket, Clive?”
Clive Russell, who was
the grass, aroused himself.
“Might as well, I suppese,” he replied.

lounging on

“Handforth’s Dbatting now, isn’t he?
He’s a good old slogger, and worth
watching.”’

“Let's go, then,” said Fullwood.
“H'm! Not many chaps in camp.

Rather a good thing old Whittle isn't
about.”

They strolled towards the playing ficlds.

Cricket was in progress on both Big  “It wouldn’t matter if Whittle was
Side and Little Side. The whole country- about,” said the other junior. “He
side was bathed in hot sunshine, and the couldn’t do anything. The camp has got
air was filled with to be absolutely

. . Nacor e 1
ggts droning of in- Flpoded under three feet of water--- ::lgzc-tgﬁli‘"b ei?:ft ‘ﬂf

“Phew ! It’s hotter but the St. Frank’s campers RISE  },,v. failed in the in-
than ever !”’ re- ABOVE their difficulties! structions of the old
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boy’s  will. And
there’'s an order
among the prefects

that two of them, at
least, must always be
on duty here.”

The St. Frank’s
camp was a novelty.
The entire school was officially under
canvas, cven including the masters.
Ordinarily, no such camp as this would
have been established so close to the school
—practically within a stone’s throw, o
to speak. But the circumstances were ex-
ceptional.

Old Jeremy Whittle, one of Banning-

EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS.

g
ton’s richest men, had left a clause in
his will tc the cffect that the Half Mile
Mecadow was to become the property of
St. Frank’s if the boys spent a fuli month
in camp. Mr. Wlittle had been a great
belicver in the open air life, and he had

chosen that muthod of compeliing the
school to put the boys under canvas.
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The governors had first of all decided
to abandon the meadow—knowing that it
wonld thus become the property of Amos
Whittle, the old man’s nephew. It really
wasn’t worth the trouble and expcnse of
putting the boys under canvas for a
month. Then it had come out—through
the friendly tip of Mr. Howard Barfield,
a solicitor—that Amos Whittle was plan-
ning to crcct a huge saw-mill on the Half
Mile Meadow, and to make special docks
for his heavy steel barges.

Whittle had been planning in secret,
hoping that the time-limit would expire
before the St. Frank’s authorities got
wind of what he was doing. But, thanks
to Mr. Barfield, the boys had been put
under canvas in the nick of time. This
was the first week of the month, and all
was going well. At all costd, St. I'rank’s
was determined to eecure that meadow,
s0 that the saw-mill—which would be a
blot on the landscape—should not become
a reality.

That clause in the old man’s will had
been very closely studied by the St.
Frank’s masters, and evea by the boys.
They all knew it by heart. Iivery boy of
St. Frank’s was compelled to feed and
sle2p in the camp—although, of course,

they were at liberty to come and go as

they pleased. Yet it was a condition that
the camp was not to be entirely deserted
at any one minute of any twenty-four
hours. If, indeed, the Half Mile Meadow
wa3 completely abandoncd—even for the
spazc of ten scconds—Amos Whittle could
step in and claim {he property as his,
since St. Frank’s would have failed to
comply with the full instructions. Even
one trifling slip of that sort would give
Amos Whittle his chance.

And although tfie saw-mill owner pre-
tended to be friendly towards St.
Frank's—although he openly stated that
he was glad to see this camp—many of
the boys knew for a fact that he was
plotting to obtain the property for him-
self. Hc was constantly on the watch—
awaiting his chance. On the first night
of the camp, indeed, he had deliberately
plotted to cause disaffecction amongst the
boys, so that they would desert the camp
at the outset.

Since then, he had been quiet,
everything had been going smoothly.

and

“ ALLO! Look at that merchant !”
said Ciive Russell, staring up-
wards, and shading his eyes from
the sun. ‘

“Seems to be something wrong with his
engine,”” remarked Fullwood.

The two Removites were almost at ths
edge of the camp, and they had paused 1o
starz at the light acroplane which was
circling overhead, some fifteen hundred
fcet up.

Usually, passing aeroplares did not at-
tract the St. Frank’s fellows much. At
this time of the year ’plancs were fre-
quently flying over, or near by.

But this particular one was different.
The pilot was circling his machine in a
curiously erratic manner, and his engine .
was spluttering in a way which indicated
trouble.

“Scems to me he’s looking for a place
where he can land,” said Fullwood, after
a moment or two. “By Jove! He's cer-
tainly in difficulties, Clive!”

“Guess I'd rather be right where I am
than in that ’plane,” replied the Canadian
junior, nodding.

The rest of the fellows in the camp had
been attracted by the unusual sounds of
the ’plane’s engine, and thcy were all
staring upwards. The crowds at the
cricket mwatches were similarly distracted
from the games. Even the cricketers were
more or less disturbed.

The aeroplane, which was a privately-
owned light machine, circled the school
again, the engine missing badly; and oc-
casionally the ’plane would sway, as
though some of the controls had failed.
Once, indeed, the tail drooped, and the
machine nose-dived. The pilot just man-
aged to straighten her out, missing some
trec-tops Ly fect only, and laboriously the
’plane commenced to climb again, sway-
ing from side to side.

“There’s certainly something wrong,”
said Fullwood anxiously. *“He’s afraid
to land because of the chaps on Little
Side, and these tents. It seems to me that
he won’t get up very far with his engine
spluttering like that. I hope he doesn’t
—— Mallo! There he goes again !”

“He stalled!?’ ejaculated Russell ex-
citedly. “I say, look! Why, he’s diving
straight for the links. The machine’s out
of control !”

They watched, fascinated, their hearts
throbbing rapidly. ‘The aeroplane was
fluttering carthwards like some wounded
bird, and with a sudden sideways lurch
it dropped to the St. Frank’s private goif
links. There was a moment of extreme
tension

Crash!

Everybody in the St. Frank’s camp
heard that dreadful, ominous sound. The
fellews ronnd the cricket pitches heard
it, too. There was an immediate shout,
and a concerted movement in the direction
of the links.
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«“@reat Scott! He’s crashed !”

“ He must have been killed instantly !’

Shouting excitedly, the boys streamcd
away towards the links. And in the in-
tense excitement everybody in the camp
ran, tco. LEven the prefects forgot all
about their orders; their one thought was
to get to that aereplane, in the hope that
they might be able to do something to
help the unfortunate occupant. These
fellows in the camp were nearest to the
golf links—therefore they were the first
to move.

‘The camp basked in the lazy sunshine—
without a living soul in sight amongst all
the tents.

The crash had occurred only
vond the hedge on the other side of Bell-
ton Lane—not actually on the links, but
in one of Farmer Holt’s meadows, ad-
joining.  As soon as the St. Frank’s
fellows broke through the hedge they saw
the machine lying on the turf, onc winz
tilted slightly skywards, and the tail well
up. She was not so badly damaged as
the spectators had first believed.

““She’s not on fire, anyhow !” panted
Wilson of the Sixth, as he ran. “I say,
is somebody Lringing the school ambu-
lance? It may be necded !”

“The accident was scen at the school,
so the ambulance is bound to arrive
within a minute or two,”” said Biggles-
wade, another prefect.

The two Sixth-Formers wecre the first
to arrive at the crippled ’plane; and they
were just in time to see the pilot climb-
ing coolly out of the cockpit.

“Well, gec, I hope I haven’t given you

folks a scare,” said the pilot, as he
dropped lightly to the ground. “Pretty
work, huh?”

“Put—but aren’t you hurt?”’ gasped

Biggleswade blankly.

The pilot, a lean-faced, hard-bitten
looking man of about- thirty-five, grinned
amiably.

“Say. kiddo, I've crashed more ships
than I can remember,” he said pleasantly.
“Walter G. Miller—that’s my name.
Meet me, bovs—incet me!”

By this time a big crowd of fellows had
collected round. Everybody was breath-
less—to say mnothing of being surprised
and relieved.

“Good cgg! He’s not hurt!” sang out

fﬁandforth, “of the Remove. “But I'm
Jiggered if I can wunderstand how he
escaped !”

“The crash looked worse than it actu-
ally was,” said Nipper. “What was the
matter, sir?” he asked. moving nearer to
the pilot. “Did you get into difficulties?”

just be--

“Not on your life !”” replied Mr. Miller.
“It was sure a pretty litfle erash, huh?
You can always bet on Walter G. !”

“Say, this guy’s an American !” shouted
Ulysses Spencer Adams, the New York
boy of the Remove. “Gee! I'm sure
glad to meet you, old timer!” ,

“Well, if it isn’t a young feller from
the one real ccuntry on this earth!” said
Mr. Miller heartily. “Put it there, kid'
You’re American, too, I guess!” '

“You said a mouthful I’ replied Adams.
“New York’s my home town.”

“Some baby!” said Mr. Miller.
“Walter G. Miller, of Oswecgo, Ian.
Known from coast to coast as ° the guy
they can’t kill.” ”’ '

Mr. Miller seemed exccedingly pleascd
with himself, and he was smiling with
huge enjoyment at the scnsation he had
created.

“Look here, Mr. Miller,” said Biggles-
wz;de. “This was a real accident, wasn’t
it 2

“Use your cyes, son—use your eyes,’
said the American, indicating the crippled
’plane.

“I mean, you couldn’t help crashing,
could you?” | '

“Couldn’t help it, huh?” laughed Mr.
Miller. “Say, boy friend, I've crashed
more of these ships—"’

“You said that before, I think, Mr.
Miller !” interrupted Mr. Alingten
Wilkes, the Housemaster of the Ancient
House, as he pushed forward. “Am I to
understand that you deliberately brought
this machine to earth with—er—un-
necessary violence?”

“Just a stunt,” replied Mr. Miller, re-
cognising " the note of authority in old.
Wilkey’s voice. ‘“Maybe you've scen
some of these Hollywood talkies? Well,
I guess you've seen me, too! I’'ve donc
more stunts for the talkies, around Holly-
wood »?

“Stunts !” shouted Nipper sharply. “So
you crashed the ’plane on purpose !”

“You've got me!” grinned Mr. Miller.
“Say, what’s wrong with your film dumj
—FElstree? Those guys around there don’t
need me ot all! So when I get an offer
of doing one of my special crashes, I
kinda jump at it. A bit of advertisement,
huh? I guess this’ll be in the necws-
papers, and then, maybe, I'll get some
real he-man publicity.”

“Why, it’s a fraud!”’ said Handforth
indignantly. “We messed up our gamec
to come here and help this chap, and he’s
only a spoofer !”

“Yeah !”” grinned Mr. Miller.
the laugh’s on you, sonny !’

“I guess
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“If you think this is funny, you'd
better go back to America, where they
may appreciate this kind of humour,”
said Handforth, turning and glaring at
Adams. “I don’t think much of your
countryman, my lad!” he added tartiy.
“He gives us all a scare, and then stands
there laughing at us!”’

Adaias was looking uncomfortable.

“Guess I don't think him of much
account myscli,” he said. “Gee, Mr.
Miller, this is sure tougli! What was the
big idca, anyway ?”

Nipper, with a sudden look of conster-
nation cn his face, went up and confronted
the airman before he could answer.

“Look here, Mr Miller!” exclaimed
Nipper. “Who hired you to crash this
plane next door to the St. Frank’s
camp?”

The stunt man shook his head.

“Not on your life, sonny !” he replied.
“Guess again! Did I say that anybody
hired me?”

“Yes, you did!”
“And I’ll tell you who it was! A man
named Whittle—Ames Whittle! Aren’t
you the airman who has been giving
passenger flichts and doing stunts at
Helmford ?”

Mr. Miller was rather taken aback, but
he shook his liead again.

“Well, say, it was oaly a publicity
racket,”” he protested. ‘“No harm done,
sonny !” :

“No harm !’ ehouted Nipper, spinning
round and facing all the others. *“ Don’t
vou understand. all of you?  Whittle
hired him to crash that ’planc!”’

“Great Scott!” cjaculated Handforth,
aghast

shouted Nipper.

" “What about the camp?” went on
Nipper tensely. “Who’s in command
there? Whittle’s idea was to get cvery-

body out sc that Le could pounce down
and claim it »

“No, no!” interrupted Mr. Wilkes.
“Surcly he would not have descended to
such trickery! In aay case, Wilson and
Biggleswade were left on duty—"

He broke off, catching in his breath.
For at that moment he had seen both
Wilson and Biggleswade; and the two

prefects were looking dumbfounded.

CHAPTER 2.
Mr. Whittle is Unlucky!

R. Amoes Whittle, hidden by the
undergrowth near Bellton Wood,

langhed openly.
“Look at them, Mansell?’ he
said, with contempt in his voice. *““Upon

my word! 'The thing has worked amaz-
ingly well !”

“1’m not surprised, sir,” said Mansell.
“An aeroplane crash is always a star
attraction.”

Mansell was the works manager of Amos
Whittle’s big saw-m:ll near Bannington.
He was hand-in-glove with his employcyr
in this little affair of hoodwinking the
St. Frank’s boys to lcave the Half Mile
Meadow deserted. It had been Mansell’s
idea, in fact, to hire the airman who had
been giving exhibition performances at
Helmford.

Whittle was quivering with suppressed
triumph. He was a big, florid-faced man
—realiy an unpleasant-looking specimen—
and he was rendered all the more un-
pleasant just now by rcason of his ill-
natured satisfaction.

“Well, we can be making a move, Man-
gell,” he said briskly. “They’ve all gone
—every man-jack of them. Just as we ex-
pected 1”

He produced a whistle from his pocket,
and gave a single blast. It was not very
penetrating, but it was keard by three
or four of his men who werc stationed in

Bellton Lane and near the river. They
immedialely advanced into the St.
Frank’s camp. Mr. Whittle and his

works manager advanced from the wood
at the same time. .

Passing between the rows of tents, they
saw no sign of life. They looked into
many of th: teni{s—as, also, did the men.
But there was nobody present. All had
been irresistibly attracted by the crash-
ing ’piane.

“Well, here we are, men,” said Amos
Whittle, as he joined the others in the
big triangular space which formed the
centre of the open-air- camp.  “There's
nothing for you to do. Just stay here,
and if you’re wanted for anything I’ll
tell ycu. You can leave the talking to
me.”

“Yes, sir!” chorused the men.

Whittle drew aside with Mansell.

“There might be some bother,” he mur-
mured. ‘“The boys will probably turn
nasty when they know cxactly what this
means. That’s why I brought these
fellows.”

“Se I guessed, sir,” said Mansell dryly.
“Not that therc’s anything to fear. Some
of the masters will be with the boys, and
they won’t allow any rough-housc stuff.
We shall be safe enough.”.

F ail the St. Frank’s fellows, Big-
O gleswade and Wilson, of the Sixth,
were th2 most alarmed. In fact,

they were conscience-stricken.
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The St. Frank’s fellows rushed back
to the deserted camp—and found .
Amos Whittle in possession *¢ This
Is my property now ! >’ he exclaimed
triumphantly.

“It’s our fault, sir !” exclaimed Biggles-
wade, as Le ran alongside Mr. Wilkes,

with the crowd surging all round.
“Wilson and I should have stayed in
camp !”

“I’'m afraid it’s too late to talk now,
Bigey, old man,” said the Housemaster.
“I’'m beginning to believe that young
Nipper is right about Whittle. The whole
thing looks fishy.”

“But I thought Whittle was friendly,
gir,” put in Wilson. ‘“He wished us good
luck the other day. He said he wanted
us to keep the mecadow for the school.”

“That was only his bunkum,” said
Nipper. “I tell you that Whittle has
played a trick on us. He hired that stunt
airman to crash near the school, so that
the camp should be emptied.”

“And Wilson and I fell for it—like a

couple of idiots!’ groaned Biggy miser-
ably.
_ “We thought the airman would be badly
Injured, and as we were the ncarest weo
dashed off to help him,” protested Wilson
defensively.

“It’s all right, old man—I’'m not
blaming you,” said Mr. Wilkes. “In the
excitement of the moment, you forgot
that you were supposed to be on duty.
iYou went to render first aid, and for that

4
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you decserve all praise. Nobody will
accuse you of wilful neglect.”

A moment later, Nipper’s fears were
justified; for as the crowds rushed back
into the camp they beheld Amos Whittle
and his men standing in the centre. His
very presence told them all that they
wanted to know.

‘““Good-afternoon, Mr. Wilkes,” said
the saw-mill owner, as old Wilkey and
the prefects hurried up. “I'm afraid
yow'ro too late!”

Wilson leapt forward.
“What kind of trickery do you call
this?”’ he demanded furiously.

“Stcady, Wilson—steady,” said Mr.
Wilkes, laying a hand on the prefcct's
arm and pulling him back. “Leave this
to me, will you?”

“Sorry, eir I” muttered Wilson, breath-
ing hard.

By now, Nipper ard Handforth and
crowds of other Removites and Fourth-
Formers were collecting round.  Fifth-
Formers and fags, too, were coming in at
every moment. The scnsation of the
’plane crash was nothing compared with
this.

“What is the matter with the young
fellow ?” asked Mr. Whittle, glancing at
Wilson. ‘“What nonsense is he talking ?”
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“I think he said something about
trickery, Mr. Whittle,”” said the Housc-
master pointedly.

“And that is what I camnot under-
stand,” replicd Whittle. *I merely hap-
pened to be mear when I saw that aero-
plane crashing. By the way, I hope the
pilot is not very badly hurt?”

Mr. Wilkes looked at him very hard.

“We’ll leave the aeroplanc for the
moment, if you don’t mind,” he said.
“You were saying that you happened to
be near by. Well?”

“I mercly noticed that the camp was
deserted,” said Mr. Whittle, with a wave
of his hand. “XNot a single St. Frank’s
boy was left in this meadow. So I hope
you will realisc, sir, that by law this
property now becomes mine.”

A murmur arose, swelling into a roar
of anger.

“You will notice,” added Whittle, “that
I have threc or four witnesses with me—
to prove clearly that the Half Mile
Mcadow was deserted when I entered.”

Mr. Wilkes gave Nipper a sad glance
—as much as to say “You were quite
right, old man,”—and he sighed.

“And a few dayvs ago, Mr. Wihittle,
you professed great friemndiiness towards
the school,” he said gently.

Whittle shrugged his shoulders.

“I fail to see how fricndliness enters
intc the imatter,” he replied bluntly. *I
am just as friendly towards the school,
if it comes to that. But this is a point
of law. It is with extreme regret, Mr.
Wilkes, that T must enforce my rights.”

“You tricked us!” shouted Biggleswade
hotly. “You blackguard! You hired that
airman to crash that machinc—so that we
should all clea: out of the camp!”

Whittle went purple.

“Do you ailow this, sir?”’ he demanded,
turning on Mr. Wilkes. “Will you stand
there and permit this young puppy to
call mo a blackguard?”

“Before I answer that question, Mr.
Whittle, will you tell me one thing?”
said the Housemaster. “Did you know
that the aeroplane was going to crash just
on the other side of Bellton Lane?”’

“I don’t know what you’re talking
about I” retorted Whittle angrily. ‘“IHow
should T know when an acroplane is going
to crash? I haven’t the slightest know-
ledge of the machine. You speak
though it crashed deliberately.”

“1t did,” replied Mr. Wilkes mildly.
“The pilot has informed us that be was

~ S
ad

hired to make his—er—spectacular land-

ing. And you really cannot blame the

boys for jumping to & conclusion which,
I must confess, scems all too obvious.”

““Nonsense !’ snapned Whittle. “I
merely happened to be mnear by at the
time. And I will remind you again,
Mr. Wilkes, that St. Frank’s has forfeited
all right to the Half Mile Meadow. You
know the condition of my uncle’s will as
well as I do. Not for one single minute
of the stipulated month must the property
be left entirely deserted. Well, it has
been deserted. I can prove it. If you
schoo] jpeople are foolish enough to bring
an action, you will not stand an carthly
chance—"

“You—you rotter !” shouted Handforth
hotly. “You’re a fibber, too! You hired
that stunt man !” '

“You insolent young fool!”
Whittle. “If you dare to——"

“There is no necessity, sir, to enter into

roarzd

a vulgar altercation with my boys,” inter-
rupted old Wilkey sternly. * Boys, be
good encugh to remain silent. It is

satisfactory, at least, to know exactly
wlhere we stand with regard to this man.”

“Are you referring to me, sir?” shouted
Whittle, stung by the Housemaster's
biting tone.

““Most certainly I am referring to you,”
said old Wilkey scornfully. ‘A few days
ago, Mr. Whittle, you came to us with
loudly-voiced expresdions of {riendship
and goodwill. You have now proved quite
clearly that you have been awaiting your
opportunity to take advantage of the
first slip. Like a wolf, you seize upon
the one minute when the camp was left
empty. A mere matter of law. Oh, yes,
1 know that you have the law on your
side in this matter, but that does not
rcnder your conduct any the less con-
temptible.”

Amos Whittle fairly boiled with fury. .

“Go!” he shouted furiously, pointing
with a quivering finger. “Clear off this
property! It’s mine! Do you hear—
mine !”

A silence fell over the St. Frank’s
fellows. They realised that Amos Whittle
hlad triumphed. By trickery he had beaten
them.

And then, during those mements of
tension, a plaintive voice arose from ncar
by.

“I say, dash it, you chappies I’ it com-"
plained. “I mean, how do you suppose
a poor cove can indulge in forty of the
best and swecetcst while - this frightful
racket oscillates throughout the atmo-
sphere?”

“My hat!
thickly.

Archie !’ said Handforth
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The 1ncongruity of the situation re-
ticved the tension. Here were the St.
Frank’s fellows being ordered off the Half
Mile Mcadow, and Archic Glenthorne was
complaining because he couldn’t sleep!

If the situation had not been so tragic,
many of tho fellows would have laughed.
For it was, indeed, tragic. Amos Whittle
would now be certain to crect his moisy
saw-mills—right next to St. Frank’s!

Archibald Winston Derek Glenthorne,
yawning prodigiously, emerged from the
loose hay at the top of a rick.

“Gecod gad!’ cjaculated Archie, sud-
denly becoming aware of the fact that
there was something unusual “in  tho
wind.” “Odd ehocks and surprises! I
meaun to say, something pretty important
appears to be going on, what?”

“It’s all right. Glenthorne,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “Something has certainly been
going on, bat I fancy it is over now.”

“I eay, that’s frightfully good to hear,
sir,” beamed Archie. ‘“Pcace in the
ofing—what? I mean, a good old spot
of the dreamless is indicated on a dashed
hot afternoon like this.”

“Oh, why listen to him?” asked Hand-
oHrih impatiently.

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper, a

strange gleam coming into his eyes. “By
Jove! This might be important, you
chaps! Wait a minute, Mr. Wilkes!”

ITe ran towards the . hayrick, which

stood between a line of tents and a neigh- P

bouring hedge.

‘“ Archic !” shouted Nipper.
sclf together !”

“Eh? What?”’ asked Archie.
sce what you mean! But, really, old boy,
I am pulled together. That is to say ”

“How long have you bcen on the top
of that Tlaystack?” asked Nipper.
“Better still, answer me this. When did
you climb up there for your nap?”

“When?” repeated Archic, flustercd.
“Oh, I sce what you mean! You mean,
when did I conie up here? Directly after
dinncer, old boy. As soon as you chappies
cleared off for the cricket.”

“And you’ve been there ever since?”’

“Oh, ratber!”

“That’s gcod enough !” shouted Nipper
triumphantly. “Now we know exactly
where we stand.” )

He spun round, ran up to Mr. Amos
Whittle, and he was looking cool and con-
fident.

_“Rather a pity, Mr. Whittle, that your
little plan should have missed fire so
badly,” he said pleasantly. “Just now
Jou ordered us to go. Perhaps you'll rec-

“Pull your-
“Oh, I

consider that?
to go!”
Whittle was taken aback.
“What do you mean?”
“You young fool!
to bluff me withre”

“It’s not bluff, Mr. Whittle,” replied
Nipper. “Archic Glenthorne, the fcllow
on the top of that haystack, has been there
for the past hour ard a half. He slept
all through the aeroplane incident, and
he only woke up because we were making
such a moise herc. In other words, the
HalZ Mile Mcadow has not been descrted
at all!” :

A gasp went up, followed by a ycll of
cxultant iriumph.

“Hurrah !”

“Good old Nipper !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ,

“Archie has saved the situation—with-
out even knowing it!”

“Well done, Archie !”

Mr. Wilkes, stepping forward, patted
Nipper on the shoulder.

“Brainy lad!” he said.
splendidly quick on that.
Whittle? What about it?”

Amos Whittle was looking bewildered
in his dismay.

“But—but this
shouled thickly.
deserted——"’

“Oh," no!” interrupted old Wilkey.
“We have plenty of witnesses who can
rove that Glenthorne was on the
property all the time. I think you know
the condilions of your uncle’s will, sir?
St. Frank’s only loses its claim if the Half
Mile Meadow is completely deserted——"

“Bah !I” snarled Amos Whittle, turning
savagely on his heel.

He realiced the folly of remaining hers
to argue. He had shown his hand—he
had proved to all St. Frank’s that he was
the school’s ecnemy, waiting and lurking
for his opportunity to pounce. And all
he could do was to retire, baffled, leavinyg
the schoolboys in victorious possession.

Archie Glenthorne, to his utter bewi!-
derment, was the hero of the hour.

He protested, in vain, that he had no
desire for all this fuss; he protested, also,
that whatever he had done he had done
unconsciously.

* But it made no difference. Archie had
saved the situation, and he was the fellow
of the moment at St. Frank’s.

Everything in the St. Frank’s camp was
as hefore—mno, 1ot quite. For now the
whole school knew that Amos Whittle was
determined, by liook or by crook, to sccure
the Half Mile Meadow for himself. And
the school, startled by this revelation of

It’s our turn to order you

he snarled.
What are you trying

“You were
Well, Mr.

he
was

is preposterous !”

“This camp
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Whittle’s unscrupulousness, was just as
detcrmined that the Half Mile Meadow
should be theirs.

CHAPTER 3.
A Question of Independence!

HE sun blazed in fully glory out ef
a cloudless sky upon the St.
Frank’s camp. But the St. I'rank’s
cam)p slept. Not a movement was
to le scen.

This was not very surprising, as the
time was just a »ninute beforc 5 a.m. The
neighbouring birds, however, saw no
recason why they should waste these
glorious esrly morning lhours, and thay
were filling the air with song.  Bees,
anxious to get about their business of the
day, were alrcady in evidence, too. All
Nature was awake, even if St. Frank’s
slept. .

And then, suddenly, abruptly, a loud,
devastating explosion shook the peaceful
air. A puff of smoke lingered in the
clear atmosphere; birds, rudely disturbed
in the midst of their songs, flew in panic-
gtricken fear into Beliton Wood.

Boorm—boom! Boom—boom !

Four other explosions followed—two at a
time. The detcustions were terrific. And
the camp, all in a moment, was wide
awake. ,

“Great Scott! What’s that?” gasped
Handforth, sitting up 1n his camp-bed and
blinking.

“Goodness knows!” exclaimed Church,
}ieap’l’ng out of bed. “Sounded like gun-

re.

“Moere like bombs going off !” cjacu-
lated McClure.

They dashed out of the tent in their
py;amas. Skeets Rossiter—otherwise the
young Viscount Bellton—Vivian Travers
and Jimmy Potts, were just appcaring
from the next tent. These six juniors
formed the Tiger Patrol, of the 1st St.
Frank’s Troop of Boy Scouts. Hand-
forth was the patrol leader.

“What’s happening ?” yelled Sir Jimmy,
gazing round excitedly. “I say! Look
up there!”

Everybody was pointing, for by this
cime three-parts of the fellows had rushed
out of their tents, all of them in their.,
pyjamas. Fags. juniors, seniors, and
masters were all cmerging—all flustered
and startled.

They were gazing up at the little
clumps of white smoke which hung in the
clear atmosphbere, looking for all the
world like patches of suspended cotton-
wool.

“ THE JOKER OF THE REMOVE.”

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co.

““Marocens I” said Edgar Fenton, of the
Sixth. “What on earth does this mecan?
Who’s been lctting off maroons—at this
hour of the morning?”

“I say!” yelled Handforth.
all those flags round that tent !”
' He was not the only one who had
noticed the flags. One particular tent, in
the Ancient House section of the camp,
was emblazoned with dozens of flags, all
of which were gaily flying in the gentle
morning brecze. But it was the design on
the flags which attracted thc boys more
than anything else; for the design was
that of the Stars and Stripes. '

At that moment there was a sizzling
hiss, somecthing streaked skywards, and
another terrific btoom followed. Round
about the gaily-decorated tent a number
of red and green flares commenced blaz-
ing, vivid even 1in the full sunlight.

“What the dickens ” began Hand-
forth.

But he was interrupted in the general
outcry. Jiveryhody commenced running
towards {hat tent. Standing in front of
it werec two juniors—both Removites.
They were fairly plastered with smail
American flags, even to the point of
having them stuck behind their ears.

“Hey! What’s the idea of making all
this noise, you American fatheads?”
demanded Nipper, as he ran up.

Ulysses Spencer Adams, of the Ancient
House, and Justin B. Farman, of the
West House, grinned cheerfully. They
were both Americans, and firm friends.
But Adams was a staunch Easterner, and
Farman was a staunch Westerner. One
hailed from New York State, and the
otlhier hailed from California.

“Whoopee !” sang out Adams.
we kinda startled you some !”

“You’ve awakened the whole neighbour-
hood, :if that’s what you mean,” said
Nipper. *“What’s the big idea of all this?
Letting off maroons and fireworks and
smothering yoursclves with American
flags ?”

“Aw, protested Adams. “Can
you beat that, Farman?”

“I guess I can’t even tie it!” said
Farman sadly. '

“Don’t you fellers know that to-day is
the Fourth of July?” went on Adams.

“The fourth of July !” ejaculated Hand-
forth, pushing forward. ‘Anybody might
have thought it was the Fifth of Novem-
ber! Supposing it is the Fourth of July?
What about it?”

“Gee! The Fourth of July is Inde-
pendence Day over in the States!” said
the American boy. “Fariman and 1 ave
kind of cclebrating, that’s all.”

“Look at

“I guess

oce 1V
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“All!” howled an angry chorus.

“Well, Independence Day is sort of
5pccial,” said the boy from California.

“But why make -al] this fuss?”’ asked
Nipper, staring.

“Say, you make me tired!” replied
Adams impatiently. ‘“Independence Day
is a national holiday in the States. Every-
body lets off fireworks and makes whoopeec.
It's” just two minutes after five o’clock,
which meaps that it’s two minutes after
midnight in little old New York. I'm
figuring on starting the day well.”

The other fellows gasped. The audacity
of . these two American boys left
them_ breathless. For the sake of cele-
brating Independence Day,

11

“You tell me, IPenton, thut these two
Amecrican boys arc responsible for the dis-

turbance?”’ he said, as he came along
with the schcol captain. “Adams!
Farman! What does this extraordinary

affair mean?”

They explained—a great deal of their
confidence oozing away.

“I see,” nqdded Lee, at length. “Merely
because it is Independence Day in
America, you thoughtlessly disturb not
ouly everybody belonging to this school,
but everybody in the village of Bellton,
too.”

“We kinda forgot that, sir,” muttered
Adams.

they had awakened the
eatire camp ! - - ))?j
Prefects and masters were P ( /

coming along now, but all
of them stood aside as Mr.
Nelson Lee himself put in
an appearance. The famous
headmaster-detective of St.
Frank’'s was looking stern.

Dancing about and waving
flags, Adams and Farman
were kicking up a terrific
din. ‘‘ What’s the giddy
idea 2’ demanded Hand-
forth wrathfully.

......
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I don’t blame you for your enthusi-
asm,” continued Lee dryly. “It is, T
bchcve regarded as a national duty in
America ﬁttmcrly to” celetrate “Independ-
cnce Day But your enthusiasm has cvi-
dently deprived you of thought for others.
You may celebrate all you wish—but at
the right time. You mustn’t make any
more of this noise—and you will each re-
port to your Form-master with five hun-
dred lines bcfom nightfall.”

“Yes, sir,” said the two American boys,
in thin, small voices.

And Neison Lee, with a twinkle in his
cyes, went back to his own quarters. He
had come prcpared to punish the culprits
very scverely; but in the circumstances
he felt that five hundred lines would just
about meet the occasion.

- THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

masters and prefects vanished than a
crowd of anygay juniors surrounded Adams
and Farman.

“Aw, say, what’s the big idea?” abkod
Adams. “You guys ain’t sore, are you?

-

“Not hailf so sore as you’ll be by the
time we’ve done with you!” replied
Handforth dankly. “You—you silly
Yankee fathcads! We’ll teach you to get
us out of bed at five o’clock in the morn-

ing I” |

“Yisten !” said Farman warmly. “Yon
can call Adams a Yankec if you like.
But I'm not a Yankee !”

“Rats ! Yow're an American, aren’t
37011:”’

“They only raise Yankees in the East,”
said Farman, with a spiff. “I guess I'm

The Remove. however, thought very from the West—from the blO’ open
differently. For mno sooner had the spaces.”
°
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“Well, there’s a big open space you're

going to now!” said Nipper briskly.
“Tt's rather a wet space, and it might be
a bit deep.”” He turned to the others.
“I think these two chaps need cooling
off a bit, den’t you? We'll chuck ’em
in the Stowe !”
- “Hcar, hear!”

“Grab ‘em !”

“We’ll show them how to celebrate
Independence Day !”

“Yes, rather!”

Ulysscs Spcncnr Adams and Justin B.
Farman, to their consternation and
dismay, were seized by many hands and
whirled towards the river. Fully dressed
as they were, thcy were raised on high and
heaved enthusiastically into the river.
They descended with mighty splashes.
And thereafter their cnthusiasm for
Inde endence Day was mnoticcably les-

scne
N ’
changing lnto our bathing togs
and lmvmcr a good long d1p°”

“Not at all a bad idea,” said “Tommy
Watson.

Handforth and Travers and several
other Removites heartily agreed.  They
were standing mear tlie river, and Adams
and Farman had crept back to their tent
to change. The rest of the camp had
decided to retire—for therc was a gocd
hour or more yet before the official rising
hour. -

“Hold on, you chaps!’ said Waldo, of
the Remove. “Just a minute !”

He was staring across tlic countryside
towards the f01b1dd1n0' old house which
just peeped from bcyond tlic outskirts of
Bellton Woods. All the boys knew this
old housc as Moat Hollow. 1t was a place
with a sinister reputation; it was empty,
and had Leen empty for some months.

“What is it, Waldo?” asked Nipper
curiously.

“Perhaps I'm a bit suspicious these
days,” said Stanley Waldo, as he stared,
“but I thought I saW Yes, look!
There are two men just climbing over that
high wall !”

“chrrrc-red if I can sce them!” said
Handforth, shading his eyes from the sua.

“I can't sece ‘hem, cither,” said Nipper.
“But that’s nothing. Waldo’s got eyes
like telescopes.”

It was perfectly true. For this par-
ticular junior was the son of the famous
Rupert Waldo, the Pcril Expert, and he
inherited many of his father’s amazing

good going to bed again now,”
said Nippe “What about

qualities—super-kcen cycsight, hearing,
and touch. His strength, too, was
pPhenomenal.
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“I saw them quite distinetly,” said
Waldo. “The on(i )eared for a flash,
just beyond those bus They droppe:l
down from the Moat Hollow wall. By
Jove! I suspected it! X.ook there! A
car is just moving off "’

N11)pcr was the only other fellow whe
caught sight of that car, in the far dis- -
tance. It had evidently been parked off
the road, beyond the wall of the old
house.

“It’s funny,” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“I might have thought the fellows were
tramps, but the car makes such an idea
out of the question. Why should people
with a car be in that lonely old house
at five o’clock in the morning?”

“Perhaps they were disturbed by those
maroons going off?’" suggested Remru
Pitt, of the West House.

“That’s about it,” mnodded Nipper.
“But what they were disturbed at? And
Why should they bunk?”

““Oh, well, it doesn’t matter,” said
Handforth. “Let’s go and get into our
bathing suits and have a dip.”

They all went to their tents, but before
they got there Church, glancing across
Bellton Wood in the direction of Moat
Hollow, noticed a column of blackish
smoke rising lazily into the heavens.

“I say, there’s something fishy about
this, Handy,” he said. “I'll swear that
smoke is coming from Moat Hollow. What
the dickens lhiave those men been up to?
That’s not the smoke of a chimney,
cither.” |

Nipper stared, and he frowned.

“How about going along to have a
look ?” he surrcrestcd brlskly “It's silly,
perhaps, to “%think of old Whittle; but
don’t fox\ret how he triad to trick wus
yesterday

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth
excitedly. “ You're right, old son! It's
Whittle! I'll bet a penny to a quid thas
Whittle’s at the bottom of this !”

“Come on!” urged Waldo. “I've a big
hunch that it’s something really im.
portant.”

Within fire minutes a dozen Removites,
with Nipper at their head, dashed off.

CHAPTER 4.
The St. Frank’s Fire Fighters!

HE juniors who hurried off to Moat
Hollow whilst tho rest of the camp
went back to bed were mainly
Scouts belonging to the Lion Patrol

and the Tiger Patrol. They were all very
kcen—and very suspicious.

They leapt over the gate at the bottom
of the Half Mile Mcadow, gained the lane,
and proceeded towards the village at the
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double. The distance, as the crow flies,
may have been shorter by going through
Bellton Wood, but it would have taken
much longer.

Moat Hollow stood back from the road,
surrounded by its high wall, just at the
junction of tha lane which led parallel
with the Stowe to the River House
Schkool.

The mgh walls might have formed a
serious obstable to a less agile party; but
these youngsters, being Boy Scouts, were
hardly delayed. Hoisting themsclves
upon one anothers’ shoulders, they
shinned up, and presently they were all
within the Moat Bollow garden. It
was a wilderness of weeds and bushes and
rank grass.

“Great, Scott!” ejaculated Handforth
breathlessly. “Look at that!”

Smoke was pouring from one of the
lower windows, two or threce panes of
which were broken. The smoke came out
in deuse, sluggish billows.

“The place is on fire!”
Tommy Watson.

“We’ll soon ‘see !” said Nipll)le
“Come on! It can’t be much, anyhow,
and we’ll soon put it out! Seems to me
that it's a jolly good thing we came.”

They did not waste time by attempting
to bLreak down the back door, which was
locked and bolted. They went straight
for the window, Nipper and Handforth
seizing staves of wood from an old rub-
bish pile. :

Without hesitation, they attacked the
window, smashing the remaining glass
and wrecking the rotten frame. The
smoke was now pouring out densely, and
all the Scouts could hear an ominous
crackling.

“Phew ! We’re not a moment too soon !”
sald Potts. “Look at that red glow
through the smoke! This room is
blazing already !”

“Where’s some water?” asked Travers.

Nipper had dived through into the
smother of smoke, and, groping his way
forward into the room, his eyes smarting
agonisingly, he located the source of the
fire. Against the opposite wall a great
rile of faggots and rubbish was blazing
fiercely, the added draught from the
window having helped the flames. In
that cne glance, Nipper knew that it
would be touch and go. The fire was
gaining a strong hold—and it was a fire
which could not possibly have occurred
accidentally. For Nipper plainly detected
the odour of paraffin or petrol in the
smoke-laden air. Once the fire gained a
strong hold, it would spread rapidly, in-

exclaimed

briskly.

An exciting yarn of adventure in Canada.

volving the whole of that empty, tinder-
dry old building.

Nipper groped his way back to the
window, whero other Rcmovites were
scrambling through.

“No!’ gasped Nipper. “No sense in
your coming in yet. We must have water.
There’s plenty in the well, I Dbelieve.
Buck up, you chaps!”

“But what can we carry the water
n?” gasped Handforth. “By George!
I've got it! What about that rubbish
heap? There are lots of old empty cans

“Go ahead, then!”
“Pon’t waste time !”

Fortunately, there was a well in the
garden, surmounted by a pump which was
in perfect order. And in the rubbish
heap the boys found a number of empty
tins, dilapidated pails, a leaky watering-
can, a decrepit coal-scuttle, and similar
useful articles. Half of them were more
or less like sieves, but they held the
water sufficiently long to be effective.
The Scouts formed up in a line from the
pump to the window, with Nipper and
Handforth inside the room, receiving the
water supply as it arrived.

urged Nipper.

It was an object lesson in level-headed-
ness—in promypt action. Without the loss
of a moment, the Boy Scouts had got busy,
and, once busy, they kept at it without a
moment’s pause.

Presently clouds of steam were issuing
from that window in addition to the acrid
smoke.  Nipper and Handforth, within
the room, fought desperately. With their

scarves tied round their mouths and
nostrils, they kept up a continuous on-
slaught. They poured tha water on to

the flames; they dashed canful after can-
ful into the heart of the firc. It was the
persistence of their efforts which ulti-
mately won success.

Waldo and Fullwood came in to relieve
Nipper and Handforth, and at this point
it was doubtful if the Scouts’ efforis
would be successful. The flames seemed
to be gaining in strength.

“XKeep it up !’ croaked Nipper, through
his muffler. “It’s now or mnever, you
chaps! If the fire gets a firm hold, 1t’I
beat us!”

They kept at it desperately. Before
long the flames were less; and once the
turning-point had been reached, the rest
was comparatlively easy.

At last, with the Scouts more or less
“all in,” the conflagration was conquered.
The air clecared, and nocw there was
nothing but an acrid, pungent odour fill-
ing the atmosphere. The fire was out.
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‘ ELL, we did it I” said Handforth
breathlessly.
They had had a welcome rest,

and the fresh morning air had
completely revived them. "Their lungs felt
a bit raw and their eyes smarted, but
they ¢idn’t carec. They were now survey-
ing the damage done by the fire.

It did not amount to a great deal. The
floor was nearly burnt through across one
half of the room. and the water-sodden
mass of rubbish was still slightly stecam-
ing. The walls and cciling were badly
blackened ; but owing to the brisk methods
of the fire-fichters, the damage had bcen
confined to that one half of the room.

“If we had been five minutes later,
nothing couid have saved Moat Hollew
from total destruction,” said Nipper.

“And cven then we only saved the place
becausc we worked like niggers,’”” re-
marked Travers. ‘“Whe owns Moat
Hollow, by the way? I think we ought
to get a nice fat reward for this!”

“Never mind that now,” said Nipper.
“The point is—who started the fire, and
why? It was obviously done dcliber-
ately !”’

“Yes, by those men I spotted climbing
over the wall and who c¢scaped in the
car,” said Waldo, nodding. “Don’t you
think we’d better have a look round the
105t of the house? We might be avle to
pick up a clue.”

“By George, yes!” said Handforth
eagerly. “Footprints — eh? Those
bhighters might have left other clues, too!
Come on !

He was the first out into the dark pas-
sage, with its stonc-flagged floor. Moat
Hollow was an old liouse, and although it
was quite a large building the St. I'rank’s
juniors knew cvery foot of it by heart.
They had had many an adventure, in fact,
within these quaint old walls.

Handforth strode into the room on the
opposite side of the passage, and he gave a
cursory glance, round. Then suddenly he
turned s head again, and his attention
became fixed. His eyes grew wider.

“@reat Scott!” lLe cjaculated blankly.

“What is it?’ asked Nipper, who wus
just behind him.

“Look at this!” said Handforth. “ Well,
I'm jiggered !”

AMs the Scouts crowded in, and they
stared with equal amazecment. The room
was cempty cxcept for a pile of faggots
and odds and ends of wood against the
opposite wall. The air was heavy with
the reck of paraffin.

But the most surprising thing of all was
a candle burning on the floor, some dis-
tance from the pile of rubbish. The
candle scemed to be embedded in a pool

of black powder, and a trail of this black
powder led thickly across the floor to the
paraflin-soaked faggots. .

“Go casy!” advised Nipper urgently.
“Mind how you walk, you chaps! If you
upset that candle there’ll - be another
fire 1”

“But—but—"" began Handforth.

Nipper, moving gently forward, bent
down and picked up some of the black
powder. He sniffed at it, and his ex-
pression was eloquent.

“I thought so!” he exclaimed tensely.
“Gunpowder 17

“ VV}mt >

It was a gencral exclamation, and all
the Scouts crowded in, freshly excited and
bewildered.

“Gunpowder !” repeated Nipper. “By
Jove! The cunning of it! When this
candle burns down—and that'll take

nearly two hours—it’ll set fire to the gun-
powder, and the gunpowder will blaze
across to the paraffin-soaked wocod. At
least, it would do if we allowed the
candle to burn.”

He snuffed it out as he spoke, and the
others felt somewhat relieved.

“A simple dodge—and a crude one,”
went on Nipper. *“But pretty effective,
all the same And where’s the cvidence—
afterwards? No parafin-can—no trace of
incendiarism at all.”

““No trace of what?” asked Handforth,
staring.

“I mean, that if this house had burnt
down, nobody would have been able to tell,
afterwards, that it had been purposely set
on fire,” said Nipper. “We’d better have
a look through the other rooms—especi-
ally on the ground floor.”

“But I don’t understand »?
Tommy Watson.

“None of us understands—although we
can suspect,” interrupted Nipper. *‘Any-
how, let’s have a look at these othear
rooms before we go any further.”

They looked. and they were more
startled than cever. For in no less than
eight rooms—every ground-floor apart-
ment, and two big rooms upstairs—thiey
found precisely the same conditions.
Candles burning in little pools of gun-
powder; trails of gunpowder to paraflin-
soaked masses of inflammable rubbish.
And in each case the candle had burnsd
down to a similar point.

“Of course, you fellows can understand
what this means?” asked Nipper, looking
round. ‘“All these candles would have
burned down tc the gunpowder at ap-
proximately the same minute. Roughly,
at about half-past seven.”

“Just when we were beginning break-
fast,” nodded Handforth.

begay
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“Exactly I” said Nipper. “The fires
would have startéd in every room at the
same minute—and nothing on earth could
have saved Moat Hollow from total
destruction. A dozen fire brigades would
never have been able to fight such a fire.”

“Well, anyway, dear old fecllows, it
proves that cur gentle friend, Mr.
Whittle, is in earnest,” remarked Travers
dryly.

‘Whittle I went up a shout.

“Who else?”’ said Travers. “Why
should those candles have been timed to
burn down at exactly seven-thirty?”

“We can’t prove anything, of course,
but I'm bound to admit that your theory
fits very mnicely,” said Nipper. “Can’t
you picture what would have followed,
you chapsP The whole camp at break-
fast, and then the alarm. Moat Hollow
on fire! In the escitement, it’s pretty
certain that the whole camp would have
dached off the Half Mile Meadow.”

“Not after yesterday surely?” pro-
tested Fullwood. “ We’re not fools enough
to be caught that way twice !”

“When a wave of excitement goes
through a big crowd, that crowd doesn’t
stop to think,” said Nipper. “That’s what
Whittle was relying on. And there
wouldn’t have been a shred of evidence
against him, either. Nobody would ever
have been able to prove how Moat Hollow
had got on fire.”

“But it was on fire!” objected Hand-
forth. “Didn’t we put it out?”

“That old saying, ‘ There’s many a
slip,” is a pretty true one,” nodded Nipper.
“It’s funny, but we’ve reaily got to thank
Adams and Farman for this. Those two
American chaps saved Moat Hollow from
destruction.”

“Rot I’ said Handforth. “They weren't
cven here!”

“No; but they awoke the whole camp
with their Independence Day stunt,” said
Nipper. *“We shouldn’t have been awake
until half-past six ordinarily, and not a
soul wouldp have known anything about
these preparations.”

“Yes, they would,” put in Watson.
“The whole house would have been ablaze
by then.”

“I don’t think so,”” replied Nipper.
“Something went wrong here—one of the
fires started hours before it should have
done. And I think we can be pretty cer-
tain how it started, too. Those maroons
coing off scared the men, and they shoved
off in a hurry. Perhaps one of them
slammed the door of that room, and upset
the candle without knowing it. So that
particular fire was started prematurely.”

“By George, he’s right, you chaps!”
;:aid Handforth eagerly. ‘Doesn’t it just
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show you how things can go wrong?
Whittle ought to be prosecuted for doing
a rotten thing like this! I vote we go
to the police——'*

“Oh, no!” interrupted Nipper. “We
couldn’t give the police any real ecvi-
dence. We’d never be able to fasten this
on to Whittle. We don’t even know our-
selves that Whittle is the culprit.”

“Don’t know?”’ repeated Handforth,
staring. *“But it’s as clear as daylight !”

“Of course it is; but, at the best, we
can only suspect him,” replied Nipper.
“We haven’t an atom of real proof. So
it would be dotty to go to tEe police.
No; the best thing we can do is {o clear
up this mess here, take the gunpowder
away and throw it in a pond or the river,
and make the place safe. We’ll say
nothing about it to the prefects or
masters, and then lie low and see what
happens.”

““And watch old Whittle’s face the next
time he comes round—eh?” grinned
Travers. “By Samson! It’ll be worth
watching, too! After going to all this
trcuble and expense, he’ll be a bit peeved
to find out that nothing has happened !”

For a solid hour the Scouts worked
hard, undoing all the work which the
mysterious plotters had done.

There wasn’t a doubt in any of those
boys’ minds regarding the identity of the
plotters. Aimos Whittle had been here—
and it was ncw clearer than ever that
Amos Whittle was an unscrupulous
encmy.

CHAPTER 5.
The Plotters!

‘“ OOD cld Independence Day !” said
Nipper enthusiastically.

He clapped Ulysses Spencer

Adams on the shoulder, and the

U.S.A. junior grinned asomewhat sheep-
ishly. '

*“Aw, shucks!” he protested. “Torget
it !”

“My dear chap, I'm one hundred per
cent. for Independcnce Day !’ declared
Nipger. ““Good old Fourth of July !”

‘Say, quit your kidding, will you ?”

“I’'m no% kidding, old man,” gaid
Nipper. ‘“Ask Handy or Iullwood cr
Waldo or Travers. We’re jolly grateful
to you, Adams, for letting off those fire-
works at five o’clock this morning. In
fact, we’re so grateful that we’re all going .
to help you and Farman to do those five
hundred lines”

“Gee! Is that on the level?” asked
Adams eagerly.
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Using buckets, jugs and any old thing they
could lay their hands on, Nipper & Co. fought

desperately to subdue the fire,

“Of course,’”” said Nipper. “We’ll do a
hundred lines each—ten of us—and the
job will be finished in no time. And
even if old Wilkey spots something
squiffy about the limes, he’ll wink at
’em. Ie’s a sport.”

Farman was looking puzzled.

“I guess vou fellows have changed a
bit, haven’t yov?” he asked. *“It’s not so
long since you pitched us into the creek.”

“Don’t you call our maguificent river
a creek, my lad,” said Nipper sternly.
“And as for that ducking—forget it!
We take 15 back. Just try to imagine
that you weren't ducked at all.”

“Say, have you guys gone cuckoo?”’
asked Adams bluntly. “What’s the
racket, anyway:” .

Nipper and many other Removites cox-
plained. The two American boys, natu-
rally, were mightily pleased with them-
selves when they realised how their carly
morning “hullaballoo >’ had frustrated the
Moat Hollow plot.

“I'm not saying that cverybody in
camp would have dashed off to the fire,
but there’s just a chance that it might
have happened,” eaid Nipper. “That
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means that ycu’ve saved the Half Mile
Meadow frem being seized by Whittle.
Archie did it yesterday, and you Ameri-
can chaps have dcne it to-day. Good
cgg! After this, we'll be well on our
guard.”

The news, of course, had spread rapidly
throughout the Remove and Fourth, and
i1t was bkeing talked of, too, in the Third.
The Fifth and Sixth hcard rumours, but
they did not take much notice.

It was better, on the whole, that there
should be no publicity about that Moat
Hollow affair. Tha ecffcet wupon Amos
Whittle—if he wns indeed guilty--
would be all the more devastating when
he discovered that absolutely nothing had
happened. He would be mystificd—and
therefore worried.

As a matter of fact, this is exactly
what happened.

For Amos Whittle was the originator
of the stunt. He was waiting in his office,
together with Mansell. It was mnearly
eight o’clock, and Whittle was getting
jumpy. ;

“I can’t understand it!” he snapped,
for the twenticth time. “Why don’t we
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hear something Mansell? Surely they’ll
call the Bannington Fire Brigade?”’

“Almost certain to, sir,” replied Man-
sell. “Perhaps the fire hasn’t been dis-
covered yet.”

“It must have been discovered by
now I’ insisted Whittle, pacing up and
down. “Didn’t we experiment very care-
jully with those candles? They should
have burned down by seven-thirty, and
within a few minutes the whole of that
house must have been in flames. It’s now
nearly eight o’clock. The fire-engines
ought to have dashed past fifteen minutes
ago.”

They were at a disadvantage. Not
daring to trust any of his men with such
a secret as this, Whittle and Mansell had
done the job entirely themselves. They
had cntered Moat Hollow at the first
streak of dawn, not risking the use of any
lights in that supposedly empty housec.
They had had little or no fear that they
would be scen in the neighbourhood by
any of the Bellton villagers. Or even if
they were seen, nothing would be thought
of their presence.

“I’'m worried about those maroons that
went off at five o’clock,” went on Whittle.
“Why did they go off? We were forced
to leave in a hurry, Mansell—”

“But not before we had completely
finished, eir,” interrupted  Manscll.
“Every candle was burning—everything
was prepared. Nobody saw us go, so what
does it matter? The candles must have
burned down by half-past seven, and it's
just as certain that every room in that

ouse is mow blazing.”

“And yet the Bannington Fire
Brigade hasn’t been called,” grunted
Whittle. “Why not?  There’s only a
tin-pot fire-engine in Bellton—no.carthly
use at all against a big fire.”

He looked at his watch, and found that
it was just eight o’clock.

“I can’t stand this any longer!” he
snapped. ‘“Come on; we'll drive to Bell-
ton. I didn’t intend to be seen there at
all, but what docs it matter? It might
be all the better really. And at least we
shall know for certain what is happen-
ing.”” _ .

Within two minutes, they were
Whittle’s car, driving towards Bellton.

“We needn’t go all the way there,”
said Mansell. ‘“We shall see the smoke
and fire in the distance, and we can turn
back as scon as we have completely satis-
ficd ourszlves. By the way, sir, your men
are all ready ncar the meadow, aren’t

in

they ¢” -
“Of course,” replied Whittle.  “The
instant that meadow is empty, they’ll

enter and claim possession.

“ SEVEN SCHOOLBOYS AND SOLOMON ! ” Featuring Tom Merry & Co.

But Whittle was more uncasy than
ever. He had decided that it would be
advisable, on this occasion, to remain in
the background. He had instructed his
men to take possession of the meadow, and
to tclephone him the instant they had
done so. Then he would arrive upon the
scene as though the whole affair had been
rcally accidental.

“I'm not sure that you’re right, Man-
sell,” he grunted, as they drove. “Ever
since we prepared that fire I've been wor-
ried. It’s too dangerous. Supposing
something should have gone wrong?’’

“There’s no evidence against you, sir,”
said Mansell. _

“But those boys aren’t fools—they’ll
realise the truth,” grunted the other. “I
don’t like this thing at all. I didn’t like
it from the first—and I told you so. I
was an idiot to let you have your way.
In any case, I don’t believe the boys will
desert the meadow at all. They’re on
their guard now. Confound you, Mansell,
y(')}ll f’orced me into this thing against my
will.’

Mansell was silent. It was true that
he had suggested the plan; but Whittle
had fallen in with the scheme enthusi-
astically. It was decidedly boorish of him
to change his views now and to talk in
this way. )

Moreover, Mansell was otherwise en-
gaged. He was staring across the
meadows, in th: direction of Bellton. In
the clear morning air the red roofs of
the village could be distinctly seen, with
the quaint.old church spire.

“Funny !” muttered Mansell, frown-
ing. ‘“Look over there, sir. You ecan
just see a corner of Moat Hollow beyond
those trees.”

Whittle slowed the car, and starcd in
the direction his manager indicated.
With Bellton Wood as a background, Moat
Hollow was just visible—at least, a part
of the house peeped out from behind some
clumps of thick trees. But there was no
smoke—no evidence of a fire. The old
place looked as peaceful and as sleepily
deserted as ever.

“This is extraordinary!’ muttered
Whittle agitatedly. ‘ Why hasn’t the fire
started? Were we wrong about those

candles ?”

“We couldn’t have been, sir,” replied
Mansell. “We experimented three or
four times, and gauged them almost to a
minute.”

“Then what can have happencd ?” asked
Whittle hoarsely. “What on earth can
have happened, Mansell? And what are
we going to do? How can we definitely
find out the truth of this extraordinary
business ?”
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“Well, we can’t go to the house—that’s
certain,”” replied Manscll slowly. “If the
beys have discovercd anything, and they
geo us there—well, whatever they may
have suspected will be confirmed. I
don'tl think we’d better go into Bellton
at all.”

Mr. Whittle drove a little nearer until
Moat Hollow, across the eadows, was
more clearly in sight. Then he got out
of the car, and he was visibly shaokmor

“Somebody must have seen us getting
away, Mansell!” he muttered. “Thoso
beys, without question. They saw us,
and they went intc the house and put out
those candles! Man alive, don’t you
realise what this might lead to?”

Mansell was alarmed, but he did not
show 1it.

“Nobody saw us at close quarters, sir,”
he replied. “I don’t suppose for a moment
that anybody saw us at all. In any case,
we could not have been recognised. [t's
obvious that something has_ gone wrong
—or the house would be on fire.”

- ““Of course it’s gone wrong!” snapjped
Whittle. “I told you from the first that

it was a crazy, d'umerous idea. I was a
fool to support you in it !”
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“You were enthusiastic enough about it
last night!” said Manscll sourly.

The faint soundi of a bugle came on the
warm brecze from the mcadows beyond
the wood.

“The camp is carrying on in just the
same way as usual,”’ said Whittle harshly.
“Those boys are in possession, and they
mean to remain in possession. Mansell,
they mustn’t beat us like this!”

“Don’t worry about Moat Hollow, sir;
there’s no evulence that can possibly in-
criminate us,” said Mansell. “We wcre
very carcful. ‘We left no footprints, or
any cther trace.’

“All the same, it was risky—too risky,”
insisted the other. “It wasn’t worth it,
either.”

“So it's turaed out, but we didn’t know
at the time that the whole thing would
fizzle,”” argued Mansell. “If that old
house had fired up, as we planned

“I don’t think it would have worked,
even then,” interrupted Mr. Whittle
“The boys are too much on their guard.
They won’t be fooled by any such “crude
device. They know that I am definitely
against them, and fhc will therefore
take cvery precaution.”

=
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He frowned, and his gaze drifted to-

wards Moat Hollow again.
_“No, nothing,” he muttered. “Not a
sign of emoke. I'd give fifty pounds to
know wkat has happened, Mansell! Don’t
forget that we brought ourselves within
reach of the law by doing what we did
with those candles and that gunpowder.
There’s such a word as arson, my friend
—and 1t’s an ugly word.”

Mansell laughed.

“Put that fear out of your mind,” he
said almost contemptuously. ‘‘How many
more times must I tell you that there is
no evidence against us?”

“Well, I'm not going to try any more
plans of that kind,” seaid Whittle.
“They’re too dangerous. Yet there must
be a way to get the better of these school-
boys. There must, Mansell !’

“Therve is, sir—if only we can think of
it,” said Mansecll dryly.

Whittle waved his Kand across towards
the river, and the fair sweep of meadow-
lands. -

“You cansce the situation exactly here,
Mansell,” he said almost eagerly. “You
notice how the river takes an acute bend,
doubling right backqon itself. - It passes
under the bridge just on the other side
of Bellton, comes right down, turns again
near the Caistowe Road, and then sweeps
right back to Bannington. The Half Mile
Mecadow is the ome spot, of all spots, for
my new saw-mills.”
®“] know it, sir,” said Mansell.

“Once I have cstablished myself on the
new site, 1 shall have further schemes to
put into effect,” continued Whittle. “It
will ba a comparatively easy matter to
cut a canal from one hend of the Stowe to
the other, thus shortening the distance
to Caistowe by nearly two milcs. That
will mean a great saving of time. I must
have this site, Mansell. I shall lose thou-
sands of pounds if these boys succeed in
defying me uniil the end of the month.”

“We mustn’t think of it,”’ said Mansell
decisively. “T have another plan—"

“If it’s anything like the last I don't
want to hear it,” said Whittle curtly.

“But it’s not,” said the works manager.
“Look liere, sir,” he added, pointing.
“T’ve just noticed how the meadows dip
beyond the wood. There’s quite a hollow
there.”

“Yes; in the winter-time those meadows
are generally flooded,”” agreed Whittle.
“Not that it will make any difference to
me; it will be an casy matter to reinforce
the river bank and prevent any flooding
in future.”

Manscll’s eyes were gleaming.

“Yes, sir, I have an idea,” he said
glowly. “And if this cne doesn’t work
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the trick, I'll go back to the carpenter’s
shop and you can give my job to the
office-boy !’

CHAPTER 8.
The Night Alarm!

LL day long, of course, the St. Frank’s
boys remained on the alert. The
seniors did not interest themselves very
decply in the precauticnary measures

which the juniors were taking.

‘““There’s no neced to be afraid of Old Man
Whittle,” said Biggleswade, voicing the
general opinion of the Upper School. ‘He's
shown his colours now, and if he tries any
more of his tricks we shall know what to do.”

But the seniors did not quite realise Mr.
Amos Whittle’s unscrupulousness. Nipper and
Handforth and the other juniors were keeping
that Moat Hollow affair to themselves. They
did not want Whittle to hear anything; 1t
would be so much better for the man to
remain mystified and puzzled as to what had
happened at the old house. But the
Removites were all the more alert because of
their startling discovery.

Althouglh there was no occasion during that
day for any special guard to be kept over the
camp, certain juniors remained on sentry
duty in turns. They were keeping their eyes
wide open—they were watching for the first
sign of activity on the part of the enemy.

But evening came, and there had been no
move from Whittle.

“He’s scared,” said Handforth, as he sat
round the camp-fire with the other Tigers.
“That’s what’s the matter with Whittle.
When he found that Moat Hollow didn’t go
up in a blaze, he got windy. So he's lying
low.”

““We mustn’t take anything for granted,
dear old fellow,” said Travers. *‘ We know
that Whittle is a tricky blighter, and he’s
liable to spring a f{resh surprisec at any
moment.” ‘

“But what else can he do?” asked Church.
“Now that we're on the alert, we won't
swallow any of his bunkum. He can’t turn us
off by force. After all, we’re only complying
with the instructions of his uncle’s will.”

“A man like that will descend to any
treachery,” said Handforth darkly. ¢ Some-
how, I've got an idea that hco’ll get busy
in the middle of the night—when we’re all
aslcep.” g

“Rats!” said Jimmy Potts. ‘“What can
Whittle do at night? That’s just the time
when we're absolutely safe—because every
member of the camp is here.” »

“That’s true,” said MecClure, nodding.
“This camp is run just the same as St.
Frank’s. After calling-over, we’re confined
to the mcadow—just as we're confined to gates
up at the school. Everybody has got to be in
by calling-over. Whittle’s far more likely to
take action during the day, when the camp
is deserted except for a dozen or so fellows,”

(Continued on page 24.)
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TUCKSHOP TOPICS.
By
Clarence Fellowe. :

HE fellows have been saying I take

II up too much of the paper with my

Editorial chin-wag. Jevver hear any-

thing like that. ME take up too
much of MY OWN paper. What a nerve
some chaps have got! .

So just to put their noses out of joint, I’'m
not going to write an Editorial at all this
weck—in fact, I’'m not going to write one
single word in the whole of this issue from
beginning to end. That’ll show ’em.

By George, though! After I’ve been
decent and generous enough to let fellows
like Nipper and Pitt write awful tripe for
my spanking paper, I really think this is a
bit too thick.

So, take note, you rotters! If I hear any
more complaints about my paper, I’ll dish
out a few black eyes and thick ears. I’ll show
you who’s boss on this journal.

E. O. HANDFORTH.

CAN YOU READ THIS ?

HE following awful sentence was
Il written, without any punctuation
marks, in an essay on “Speaking Good
English,” by Teddy Long. It turned
poor old Crowell’s hair white, and even
Mr. Wilkes could make nothing of it.
And yect it was sense—after a fashion—when

properly punctuated. Can you read the
sentence ?

SAY IT IS NOT NOT IT ISN'T OR IT'S
NOT IT IS NOT IS NOT IT ISN'T AND
%’g %\§O'1FOT IS NOT IT°S NOT IT IS IT

. Well, any luck? If not, look below. This
1s how it should read:

Say “It is not "—mnot “It isn’t,” or “It's
not.” “It is not” is not “It isn’t,” and

“It is not ” is not “It’s notl.” Tt is, “It is
riot.”

RS. HAKE makes sad mistakes over
the price of cherry cakes; her
drink is prime, but it’s nearly time
she charged us less for lemon and

lime. I mean to say, we have to pay a'
penny to take the bottle away; that’s so
much gain—it’s perfectly plain that we don’t
get the penny back again. . !

That she will cop you on the hop unless
you drink it in her shop is true cnough,
and it’s rather rough to be compeclled to
drink the stuffl in a tiny den of six by ten
with forty-scven other men. If you won't
agree to that, you see, you take it away and
pay a D. It makes me sore, and, what is
more, if you don’t get there sharp at four,
you’re crowded out by somc¢ senior lout and
have to wait for hours without a chance of
being hcard or seen until the Fifth and
Sixth have been there first and eaten all the
grub—aye, there’s the rub; it makes me blub
when louts barge in and eat the grub. |

And Mrs. Hake ain’t wide-awake. Oh,
what an awful time she’ll take to find and

serve some cold preserve—she’s growing old
and losing nerve. She can’t serve all the
chaps that bawl; she simply gapes and

hears them call: “Give me a spoon!” “A

macaroon!” “Can I be served this after-
noon?” “A doughnut here!” “One ginger-
beer!” “Excuse, me, madam, can you hear?”

“Ah! She’s just heard!” Hot and flustered,
she gives him a nice big glass of mustard.

But there’s one mistake that Mrs. Hake—
take it from me—will never make. She
makes a practice to arrange ncver to give us
too much change. - i

Of course, that's hard luck; but she sells
ripping tuck, and her sweets are good to suck.
And her sample of meat patty: ‘“They’re my
favourite,”’ says Fatty. i

So up goes the cry to the skies on high,
and heartily echoed by I: “Long live Mrs.
Hake!” And that’s no mistake—if only for

the school’s sake!
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IMAGINARY INTERVIEWS. No. 2.

Our Interesting Interviewer calls on
William Shakespeare. c

¢ ORNING, Bill,” said
M I, strolling into the
Globe 'Theatre,
Southwark. )
Mr. Shakespeare was dis-
cussing a flagon of wine in his
dressing-room. He nodded
genially to me.
*Taith, thou are come at
a good secason,” he said. "I

prithco share my sup o
wine.”

““No, thanks, Bill 1'd
rather have ginger-pop.”
“As you like it!” he
yawned.  “But, faith, what
would you with me, my
master 2”

“I’ve just dropped in to ask
you whether you wrote those
plays, or old Frank Bacon.”

“That pig Bacon!” hooted
Shakespeare. “‘Nonsense! I
wrote them each one—
measure for measure.’’

“Our master, old Crows-
feet, swears that Bacon wrote
your plays,” 1 told him.

AANDFORTI'S WEEKLY ©

Gripping,

Exciting Short i,i

“"Ha, hal! ’Tis indced
much ado about nothing. As
a matter of fact—this 1s be-

tween.  ourselves—I wroto
Bacon’s work as well as my
own. ’S’fact!”

“Then what did Bacon
write ?”

“Him? Oh, he wrote ad-

vertisements for a margarine
firm. He was nobody. Every-

body thinks he was a big D8

noise, but that’s only a )

comedy of errors. I'm the EDITOR'S NOTE: Professoriy
boy who did all the work., ZTucker ambled into my study the

And how! I tell you, laddie,
I was a real swift worker.
Why, T wrote ‘ She Stoops to
Conquer’ in six hours.”

“But I thought Goldsmith
wrote that ?”’ I gasped.

Shakespcare frowned.

“Did he?” he muttered.
“I think it was me. In fact,
I remember it distinctly. 1
wrote it at the same time as
I produced ‘The School for

other day, and produced what he said)
was a short story of the Wild West,}
It was written on 436 pages of fool.
scap. I have hurnt 433 of them, and
boiled the rest down (o just over two
columns. In case you don’t under:
stand this story, I'll translate it as we
go.—E.O.H.)

WO-GUN TIHEOPHILUS satb
!l in his Texas dwelling—which
is, I believe, usually termed a

Sports Bulletin—Cricket.

ANCIENT HOUSE WINS.

By Nipper

ATHER to our surprise
~—for we were fielding

a scratch eleven—we

managed to becat the
East House easily in our
last match. We had expected
a  better showing from
Armstrong & Co. Batting
first, they started quite well.

Freeman and Turner, the
opening pair, put on 20 runs
without being separated, and

we thought the East House
were going to knock up a
hefty score.

But, after Turner had left
for 12, I'reeman for 14, Arm-
strong for 11 and Grifliths for
10, there was a sad collapse,
the remainder of the eleven
managing to put on only 16
more runs. The innings
closed for 67 runs—4 extras.
Travers carried off chief bowl-
ing‘ honours—6 for 29.

he Ancient House started
worse than their opponents,
but finished much better. The
Editor of a certain piffling
weekly opened the i1nnings

Scandal.” ” shack. e was the Bad Man]
(Continued at foot of col. 5.) of Texas, and he was scowling
horribly.

His glance rested upon a common

house-spider (a Tegenaria Derhamii, |
not to be confused with thel
Lycosidee), and he watched it spin its |
web, which, as you know, originates:
from glands called spinnerettes con-
tained in the unscgmented abdomen
of the Arachnida, and is composed of{
a glutinous, viscid substance -which
interweaves to form a strand of re-!
markable tenacity and strength. (Alld
this means that old Two-Gun What's- |
his-name was watching a spider. By?
George! Did you ever read sucht

rot 7—E.0.H.) 3

The Bad Man was entirely covored:

with- guns, revolvers and imples,-_id
These latter were the result of Acne—
the Punctata, not thc Rosacca—and
were in a state of acute suppuration.;
These pimples were annoying and un-’
pleasant, and Two-Gun didn’t" like?
them at all. In fact, that was why
he was scowling horribly. j

There was a footstep outside, and,
the Sheriff entered. This officer must’
not be thought to have any connection,
with the High Sheriff of an English,
County. The title of Sheriff is a vcl'y?
old one, and goes back to Saxon
times, when the Sheriff of a village
was its virtual chief. (This yarn’s!
getting on, you chaps. This 18:
WHAT HAS ALREADY BEEN
TOLD. Two-Gun Theophilus 1%

and permitted the second ball
to hurl two of his three
stumps to the ground. (By
George! It was the worst
fluke I’'ve ever secen! The
ball hit & molechill, or some-
thing, and simply whizzed !
—IE.0.H))

The Captain of the Side—
modesty forbids me to
mention his name—played-
sparkling cricket for a score
of 3 runs, after which he was
given out l.b.w, by an umpire
who wasn’t looking. How-
cver, De Valerie and TIull-
wood came to our aid with a
fine stand of 42 runs, and
then Tommy Watson hit two
sixes in a score of 31—and we
finished with a grand total of
151 runs for the Iinnings.
(De Valerie 30, Fullwood 21,
Church 17, Travers 15 and
Clive Russell 12.) :

East House is playing
Modern House .this week, and
theK will have to pull up their
socks if they hope to beat
Buster Boots & Co.
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b
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ng Ba

caught
overed ”’ Theophilus with it.
¢S not mean that he stretched his
apon over Theophilus to form a
;;'ermg or panoply above his head.
10, no, 1
heriff  pointed—or,

up his firepicco and

This

The term implies that tho
may 1 say,

velled 7—his weapon at the shrink-

lolite

F;:ards—or antigravitational—dircc-
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1H

he

d man, and requested him, in
tones, to raise his hands in an

(All this simply means, “IHands

—=I.0.H.)

Bad Man was not slow to

Mply with this request, the more
ccially as the Sheriff hinted that
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i

ould pn
bulleg
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ili-yh_prove fatal.
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to respond to his demand
ccessitate the despatching of
into the Bad Man’s thorax.

L, I do not wish to state that a
In the thorax would, of neces-
It is to be borne 1n

that snch a bullet might easily

¢ wsophagus, the thoracie-duct
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and the bronchi of the lungs
—indeed, cases of this
actually happening are by no
means unknown, But it
would, at the very least,
causc a momentary and fleet-
ing 1nconvenience, and this,
as far as possible, the Bad
Man wished to avoid. (What-
the Jumping Rattlesnakes
does all this mean? I'm

‘going potty.—E.O.1.)

The Bad Man accordingly
raised his hands——  (Look
here, this will take up all the
rest of the paper. I'll tell
you the end of it in a few
words. The Bad Man
managed to dodge the Sheriff
and rushed out of the shack.
When he got outside, though,
he tripped on an iguana

(Anolis carolinensis), and fell
hecad over hecels on the
ground. The Sheriff then

pranced up and pinched him.
and took him away to the
local gaol. And a jolly good
varn, too—I don’t think.—
E.0.H) '

Imaginary Interviews
(Continued.)

“But Sheridan wrote that !”?
I ejaculated.

““Nonsense ! Goldsmith and
Sheridan were just two pen-
names of mine. I was the
boy who wrote ’em.”

“But Goldsmith and Sheri-

dan lived necarly two hundred -

years later.”

“What rot! That’s what
you lcarn at St. Irank’s.
You don’t want to take any
notice of that sort of stuff.
They wecre mercly pen-names
of mine—so were Dickens,
Thackeray, Addison and—
and all the rest of them.”

“Phew !

“And now—coming down to
serious business—can you
lend me a couple of groats
t1ll next Saturday ?”

I produced the grcats.

“Good!” he said. ‘“All's
well that ends well. Now you
can go and chase yourself.
I’'m going out with old Mil-

ton. Chin-chin}”
“Good-bye, Mr, Shakes-
peare.”

He turned back when he
got to the door. |

“T forgot to mention,” heo
said, “that Milton is another
pen-name of mine, Good-
bye |”

and gentlemen !
right, Mr.
feet,
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READY WIT
FROM
REGGIE PIT
ALLO, everybody.! This
H is Station P.I.T.T.
broadcasting on a
wave-length of
1,000,000 kilowatts. Jor our
first item on to-night’s pro-
gramme we are going over to
the Gymnasium for the Big
Fight. Tatty Little is fight-
ing Timothy Tucker for the
heavyweight championship of
St. Frank’s.
Whr-r-r-r-r! S-z-z-z-z-z!
‘“‘Ladies and gentlemen! On
my right, Mr. Fatty Little.
On my left, Mr. Timothy
Tucker. Seconds out of the
ring! Time !’
Slap !
‘“Ladies
On my Fatty
Little. At my Mr.
'Timothy Tucker.”

Hallo, everybody! We are
now going to try to broadcast
the nightingale from the roof
of the Tuckshop. Stand by
for one moment, please.

Wh-r-r-r-r! S-z-z-z-2}

“Mecee-owwwwww | Wow-
wow-meee-ow !’
. ] ) 1
Sccond General Ne_ws
Bulletin. A deep depression

is moving off Iccland, and is
expected to settle over the
Remove Form this afternoon
—the deep depression coming
about the same time as the
mathematics exam. There will
be a slight breeze in Form
to-morrow morning about the
time when Pitt is asked to
construe—as DPitt has not
done his preparation. The
slight breeze will not last long,
and things will be rather
warm for the said Pitt shortly
afterwards.
v v  §

In response to the en-
thusiastic request of the whole
Editorial staff this station is
now closing down for one
week. Good-night, everybody !
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THE OPEN AIR HEROES.

(Continued from page 20.)

Handforth grunted. - . .

““That's what everybody’s saying,” he sald
tartlg. “They reckon that there’s no need to
keep sentries on duty after lights-out. They
say that all the masters are here—and all the
prefects—and that it would be a wasto ’of
time. 1 don’t believe it. What’s more, I'm
going to remain on sentry-go until mid-
night 1” .

“Good luck, dear old fellow!” grinned
Travers. ‘‘And after midnight?”’

“Church is going to keep guard until
two a.m.,” replied Handforth. _
“Oh, am 1?” said Church rebelliously.

“You are, my lad!” replied Handforth.
““And you, Mae, will take duty from two
until four. And you, Potts, from four until
six. And that’s how we’ll go on-—night after

night. Wo’ll keep guard in turns.”

Travers yawned.

“Wel, I'm glad I haven’'t been
mentioned,” he observed. “I scem to have
cscaped.” ‘

“You won't cscape to-morrow night,”

replied Handforth firmly. “I'm the Patrol
leader of the Tigers, and you chaps will obey
my orders!”

“Rot!” said Church. ¢ Why should the
Tigers do everything? What about the
Lions and the Wolves and the Curlews and all
the others?”

“I put it to them, but they wouldn’t
listen,” said Handforth. “I even went to
Old Wilkey and suggested keeping watch—
but he just patted me on the shoulder and
told me not to be an alarmist. Did you ever
hear such rot? Old Wilkey actually said that
as all the masters and prefects would be here
at night there was no nced to keep a watch.”

Some of the Lions strolled over soon after-
wards, and Handforth was gratified to lecarn
that Nipper had come to the conclusion that
a watch wouldn’t be a bad idea.

“I’ll keep you company for the first two
hours, Handy,”” he said briskly. *‘ And after
that Montie will do sentry-go with your necxt
;:pgn.’ It’s just as well to be on the safe
side.’

““But, my dear old fellow, Whittle ean’t do
anything at night !”” protested Travers. “It’ll
bo just 2 waste of good sleep |” '

OWEVER, after the camp was all quict
H for the night, two shadowy, silent
figures remained on the alert.

. Nipper and Handforth were on the
Job.

“We can’t expet the other chaps to sce
this thing in the same light as ourselves.
IHandy,” murmured Nipper, when he and
Handforth met on their rounds at about

cleven c’clock. “They’re not serious minded
cnough.”

“They scem to think we’re a couple of
chumps !” growled Handforth.
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“We've got detective minds—and they
haven't,” murmured Nipper. ‘That’s jus
the difference.”

Handforth peered at him in the gloom.

“You trying to kid me?” he asked sus-
piciously.

‘““Not at all, old chap,” smiled Nipper.
“Isn’t it a fact that we’re rcally the only
ones who suspect that there might be dirty
work during the dark hours? All the others
scoff at the very idca. But I'm with you,
Handy. Whittle is a cunning, treacherous
rotter, and he’s just as liable to spring a night
surprise as a daylight one. The mere fact
that the camp is full may be only a delusion
and a snare.” ,

““What are you getting at?” whispered
Handforth. -

‘““Why, everybody belicves that the camp-is
safe during the night,” said Nipper softly.
““And so 1t is—on the face of things. The
obvious course for Whittle to pursue is to
take action when the camp 1s nearly cmpty—
say, when a couple of cricket matches are on
the go, and most of the fellows are away.
But, by what I'know of Whittle, he's not the
kind of man to do the obvious thing.”

Handforth warmed towards the Rcmove
skipper.

““I wish all the other fellows wero as
sensible as you,” he said gruffly. “¢Of course,
everything's quiet just now, but I can’t help
having a hunch that something’s going to
happen before the night’s out.”

“Sameo here,” murmured Nipper.
““Whittle's been suspiciously quict all day—
ever since that rummy affair at Moat Hollow.
When that fire didn’t happen, Whittle must
have had several fits. Well, so-long! See
you later!”

They parted, and prowled round again.
The camp was certainly very peaceful at this
hour. All lights were out, and even the
camp-fires had diecd down until not even a
glowing cmber remained. '

Overhiead the sky was flecked with light,
fleecy clouds, and only a few stars could be
seen twinkling. The moon had not yet risen.
There was practically no breeze, and the
summer’s night was warm. So still was the
air that the rippling of the river could be
distinctly heard.

Nipper had not been “kidding.” He recully
did believe that Amos Whittle would take
some sort of action at the earliest possible
moment. And there was no harm in being on
the alert.

At midnight two other guards came on
duty, and Handforth and Nipper went to
their beds feeling that all was well. During
the next two hours the camp recmained as
quiet and as peaceful as ever, and the moon
arose to smile benignly upon the long rows
of tents. '

Waldo and Jimmy Potts were the next
sentries—their spell being from two a.m. until
three.

“We're lucky,” murmured Jimmy Potts, a9
he and Waldo compared notes after thieir first
round of the camp. ‘We’ve only got an hour
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of this silly job. Then Skeets and Fullwood
will have a spell from three until four.”

“Well, it’s just as well to divide it up,”

whispered Waldo. “To-morrow night,
understand, we’re all going to do our spells
.,-righf, the way through. It’ll certainly be
pirer.
f “Jiggered if T can understand why we're
keeping watch at all,” grumbled Potts.
«What's tho good of it? How on earth could
Whittle take any action in the middle of the
night? The whole thing’s crazy.”

They parted, going off in diffecrent dirce-
tions. Occasionally they would pause, listen-
ing carefully. But the only sounds which dis-
turbed tho stillness of the night were the

occasional hooting of a distant owl, or the cry -

of somo other night creature from Bcellton
Wood. The whole countryside was at pecace.

Two-thirty had just chimed out from the
school clock in the distance, when Stanlcy
Waldo suddenly became alert. e was stand-
ing tenso and motionless when Jimmy Potts
cautiously approached him.

““Only another half an hour, old man,”
murmured the schoolboy baronct.

‘““Listen !’ whispered Waldo, holding up a
warning hand. :

Jimmy stared.

““What’s the matter ?” he asked curiously.
“Thero’s nothing—-"’

He broke off, for there was a puzzled
expression on Waldo’s face; and Waldo’s
wholo attitude was onc of concentrated alert-
ness. Heo relaxed after a few moments, and
frowned.

“TFunny!” he murmured.
hear anything, Potts?”

“iny the chiming of the clock a minuie
ago.’

“I don’t mean that,” said Waldo. *‘Some-
thing that happened almost immediately
afterwards. It scemed to be in the far
distance, right up the river. A sort of shock.
A thud. 1 felt it rather than heard it.”

“Probably a rabbit about two miles away
falling off a molchill,” said Potts dryly.
“Your ears are keen encugh to hear a gnat
turning over in its sleep !”

““No, don’t be an ass!’”’ said Waldo.
heard something—really. It was a good
distance away, I’ll admit. I say, do you hear
that 7

‘“Hear what 1” i

“T'hat curious rushing sound,” said Waldo
tensely. ‘“Listen! It’s coming from the
river,”

Jimmy Potts strained his ears.

‘““Blessed if I can hear anything,” he said,
staring. “L.ook here, you ass, you’re
Imagining things!”

But he moved off towards the river with
his companion. They picked their way
through the lincs of tents, and presently they
came to that edge of the Half-Mile Meadow
which was bordered by the River Stowe. The
tents, on this side, were pitched almost at
the water’s-edge.

. The river looked peaceful and picturesque
In the pale moonlight. It was very wide

“Didn’t you

-rushing water,

[ I
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just here—and dcep, too. It was for this
reason that Amos Whittle was so determined
to sccure this site. With scarcely no widen-
ing or deepening, the river would be suitable
for the manceuvring of his heavy, power-
driven barges.

““Well,” whispered Jimmy Potts, grinning,
““‘where’s your sensation? Sorry, old man,
but I'm not a bit excited. The river’s just
the same as ever.”

_ “Listen !” urged Waldo, holding up a warn-
ing hand.

And now, when Potts listened, he certainly
heard a most curious sound. A sound as of
which became louder and
louder.

“By Jove!” ho ejaculated. “What on
earth is it? I thought you were fooling e,
Waldo! I can’t understand ”?

“Look !” shouted Waldo, pointing.

“{:Iere, stcady! You’ll wake everybody

‘““Look !” repcated Waldo.

Jimmy Potts looked. At first he could sce
nothing except the river. Then, his eyes
growing accustomed to the scene, he noticed
that the Stowe, some distance up, was rush-
ing down upon them like a tidal-wave. The
water at that spot was foam-flecked and
angry. ~

**Great Scott!” velled Sir Jimmy. ““ What's
happened ?”’

He stood as though rooted to the spot. He
wanted to run, but his limbs scemed
paralysed. - He could only stand there and
stare open-eyed. '

Tho next moment the miniature tidal-wavo
was upon them. Waldo and Potts, standing
on the actual bank, were swept completely o
their feet. The water, roaring down upon
them, spread out fanwise over the grassy
banks, surging across the meadows, sweeping
everything before it with irresistible violence.
It was a complete and utter surprise. Even
Waldo, acute of hearing and seeing as he
was, had not detected this danger until it
was too late to give any warning.

Struggling in tho water, the two sentrics
saw lent after tent swept down; they heard
confused shouts and startled yells; and tho
flood swept and spread through the St.
Frank’s camp like a plague.

CHAPTER 7.
Flooded Out!
EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTII

awokeo with a start, -
He had a vague impression that
about two dozen fellows were executing
a war-dance round the tent; and three or
four moro were holding his camp-bed and
shaking it. In addition, the air was full of
strange, confused sounds.

“Here, I say, what’s the game?” gasped
Handforth, blinking and staring round, and
try’i’ng to penetrate the darkness. *‘Hi, stop
1t "
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His roar awoke Chureh and McClure—or,
to be more exact, it thoroughly aroused them,
for they had becn half-awake alrcady.

“What's happening, Handy?”
Church’s startled inquiry. .

“Jiggered if I know !” replied Handforth.
“But somebody’s playing a silly game! Ry
George! I wonder if old Whittle—"

He broke off, fully awake now and fully
aroused. He leapt out of bed, then gave a
gasp of utter surprise and consternation. For
he had lcapt into about eighteen inches of
icy-cold water|

"He plunged forward, floundering in his
surprise, and the next sccond he lost his

came

balance and splashed headlong into the flood. .

Church, sitting up in his bed, now became
aware of the fact that his mattress was
soaked, and that he was actually sitting 1n a
deep, cold pool. .

“Great Scott!” gurgled Church, lcaping
out. ‘“ Where—where did all this water come
from ?” _

Handforth camoe to the surface, spluttering
water and gasping like a walrus.

““Who’s done this?” he shouted thickly.
$Hi! Look at the tent! Whoa!”

The tent, at that moment, had collapsed,
and it buried Handforth & Co. beneath its
clinging, enveloping folds. Somehow or other
they pushed the ieavy canvas "aside, and
fought their way out into the open.

The moonlight, after the darkness of the
tent, seemed quite bright. The thrce juniors,
struggling up and shedding-water in cascades,
beheld an amazing scene.

What had once been the Half-Mile Meadow
was now a lake—a scene of devastation. Only
p few tents remained standing, and figures
wallowing and struggling in the flood were to
be scen on every hand. All of themn wero
dressed in pyjamas, and many wecere so
bewildered by sleép that they hardly knew
what they were doing. Bugles were sound-
ing, shouts were arising on every hand.

““What—what's happened 2’ gurgled Hand-
forth helplessly.

He turned his gaze towards the Stowe. Tho
river was there just the same—flowing swiftly
and strongly—but it was only distinguishable
from the flood because of the swiftly-running
current. Beyond, the opposite meadows were
flooded in just the same way as the encamp-
ment.

Perched precariously on top of one of the
tents was Vivian Travers. . Travers possessed
a keen sense of humour, and in his less
cnergetic moments he was an cnthusiastic
angler. He was fishing now. Solemnly he
dangled his line into tho flood waters, and he
let out a whoop of excitement when he
hooked a small trout.

“I'm dreaming !”” breathed McClure, pinch-
ing himself hard. “Oh, my hat! I hurt my-
sclf ! I can’t be dreaming after all! But how
can there be a flood like this in midsummesr ?
It’s—it’s idiotic!”

“I don’t know about its being idiotic—il’s
beastly uncomfortable!” said Handforth

Mystery and Adventure : “ THE TRAIL OF THE BLACK RUBY.”

pﬁ'actically. “By George! I'm soaked to the
skin !”’

- A camp-bed came floating serenely by, and
in the moonlight Handforth & Co. and a
number of other Removites near at hand saw
that the bed contained a sleeping figure.
Archie Glenthorne, to be exact, was totally
unconscious of all the commotion which was
going on around him. His expression, as he
slept, was one of gentle reposc.

“My only sainted aunt!” said Fullwood,
splashing a handful of water into the
unfortunato Archie’s face. *‘*Wake up, fat-
head I”

Archio sat up with a start, and the hed
rocked ominously. The water, over most of
the Half-Mile Mecadow, was between threo
and four feet deep—approximately waist-
high. Archie Glenthorne found himself sur-
rounded by half-submerged juniors.

““Good gad!” he cjaculated. *I mean lo
say, dash 16! It’s a bit too frightfully thick!
Eh? Odds sights and spectacles! What’s
happened to the gocd old tent ?” )

‘He leaned over the side of his bed, and
the bed, unable to stand this treatment,
lurched violently and capsized. Archie, with
a fiendish yell, vanished into the flood.

Nobody took any notice of him as he rose
to the surface, gasping and floundering.
There were more important things to do than
pay any attention to Archie Glenthorne.
Prefccts were shouting all sorts of conflicting
orders, masters were attempting to maintain
some sort of ‘discipline. But in that hopeless
confusion no discipline was possible. It was
a case of cvery fellow for himsclf. Nobody
was in actual danger, but the camp had
becomo a scene of ruin and desolation. It
was no longer. habitable. The Hali-Mile
Mcadow, from corner to corner, was under
water.

“This is

absolutely appalling!”  Mr.

Pycraft of the Fourth was saying. ‘Boys—
boys! Get to the school at once! Upon my
soul! It 1s a wonder wo were not all
drowned !” ' T

Buster Boots. of the Modern House Fourth,
stared at Mr. Pycraft in cold disdain.

“Wo’'ro not moving from here, sir,” he
replied stoutly. “If we all desert this
meadow, St. T'rank’s will lose 1t.” o

“Don’t stand there talking nonscnse!”
snapped Mr. Pycraft. ‘It is quite out of
tho question to remain in this meadow |
Mecadow, indeed! It is nothing but a lake!
Every Iourth TForm boy will obey my
orders !’

‘““Hold on, sir!” said Lionel Corcoran, the
skipper of the Fourth. “I'm beginning to
think that this is a trick of Mr. Whittle’s.
We don’t want to ‘fall for it’ so jolly
casily.”

“Don’t be an idiot, Corcoran!” rctorted
Mr. Pycraft, exasperated. ‘“How on earth
can we remain here? The mcadow must be
abandonecd—and at once! I insist! Good
heavens! I have crippled myseif !”

Plunging through the water, Mr. Pycrafb
had caught his naked foot against a tcat
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Like a miniature tidal
wave the river swept
down upon the Half
Mile Meadow. With-
in a few minutes the
St Frank’s eamp was
completely flooded.

stake, and now, as he‘raised his foot in agony,
he overbalanced and fell back into the flood
with a wild howl of anguish. Nobody gave

him any sympathy.

Mr. Pagett, of the TFifth, was issuing very
much the same orders to his own boys. Mr.
Crowell of the Remove was shouting instruc-
tions to the Removites. Jr. Wilkes, Mr.
Stokes and the other Houscmasters were
doing their best to quell the commotion.
Nelson Lee himself, plunging about in the
flood, performed wonders in getting every.
body calin.

“I am afraid we shall be compelled to
Vacate thoe meadow, Mr. Wilkes,” said Les,
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after he had satisfied himseclf that nobody
was hurt or in danger. “ We cannot possibly
keep the boys here after this. I hate to admit
defeat, but the health of the boys comes first.
They havo no clothes, they are soaked, and
practically every tent has been wrecked.”
C“Tt is all very mysterious,” said Old
Wilkey. ‘“How could such a flood as this
occur in July, sir? There’s been no rain—no
rcal rain—for nearly a week. Don’'t you
think we’d better hang on for a bit? Perhaps
the flood will die down as quickly as it
arose.”

Nelson Leo looked towards the river, and
he shook his head.
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“It may go down within twenty-four hours,
but not much sooner,” he replied. *The
river is running very strongly. Somecthing
must have happened to cause this flood, and
I fancy I know what it was.”

“You mean the Edgemore Dam?” asked
Mr. Wilkes quickly.

“Yes. This flood could only have been
caused by a breach of the Edgemore Dam
up the river,” said Nelson Lee, with a touch
of grimness in his voice. ‘“And you will
notice, Mr. Wilkes, that the flood itself 1s
singularly local. This mcadow, and the two
mecadows on the opposite side of the river,
are in a hollow. The flood scarcely ecxtends
beyond them. Practically no damage has
been caused anywhere, but these meadows
remain inundated. It might be two days
before they clear themselves of water.”

“Hm! And we can’t live like fishes for
two days,” admitted Old Wilkey. ‘“ What a
shame! Do you think we shall rcally be
compelled to abandon the meadow after
all? What a triumph for Whittle !”

‘“Perhaps it will be a bigger triumph than
you quite realise, Mr. Wilkes,” said Lce
quictly.

OME little distance away, on the narrow
country lane which led to, Edgemore,
Mr. Amos Whittle’s saloon car was
standing without lights. |

Close by, standing on the top of a baunk,

Mr. Whittle himself was gazing at the moon- -

lit scene, with Mansell by his side.

‘““ Amazing !” Mr. ‘Whittle was muttering.
“By gad, Mansell, you were right! It’s
happened exactly as you said {”

Mansell laughed contentedly.

“Not all my ideas are duds,” he said,
with a touch of 1irony. “I think you’ll admit,
sir, that the Half-Mile Mecadow 1s now quite
untenable. Those beys will be off within tho
hour-~-every man-jack of them.”

Irom the point where the two men were
standing they could look right down into
that flooded hollow. J¥rom hero the flood
appeared quite insignificant. They could see
that only the Half-Mile Meceadow and two
other mecadows on the other side of the river
were affected. Tho countryside, in every
other direction, was untouched.

““How long "do you think this water will
remain on the mecadows?” asked Whittle

suddenly.
“Does it really matter, sir?” replied
_ Mansell. “If it has completely subsided by

the morning our object will have been
secrved. Those boys can’t possibly remain in
that flood. They're preparing to depart
algeady. Everything’s in confusion, but the
masters arc getting ready for the big retreat:
Still, I don’t suppose the meadows will be
normal until the day after to-morrow. There
is that brecach in the dam to be repaired.”

““Quite an unfortunate accident, ¢h,
Mansell 7’ asked Mr. Whittle, with a chuckle.

‘“ Accidents are always liable to happen,”
said Mansell, grinning.
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This particular *‘accident > had been re-
markably cpportune, considering all the
circumstances. One of Amos Whittle’s largest
steel barges, heavily laden with timber, had
somehow got out of control at the Edgemore
Dam, and before the skipper could rectify the
error the barge had charged full tilt at the

dam, making a very considerable breach.

It need hardly be mentioned that Mr.
Whittle had had a private word with that
barge skipper an hour or so carliecr. The
‘“accident,” in fact, had been very cleverly
enginecred. The result was gratifying. The
river, unlcashed, so to speak, had poured
down like a tidal-wave, and Amos Whittle's
cbject in flooding the St. Frank’s camp had
been attained.

“Yes,” said Whittle, “accidents are always
liable to happen, Mansell. Let these con-
founded boys—and the masters, too—think
what they plecase! They can prove nothing!
I am taking full responsibility for the
damage, and I’ll make it good—and pay the
cost. The authorities can do nothing. But
that mecadow will be mine! It's worth it,
Manscll—worth every penny that I shall have
to pay!”

He moved down from the bank, and his
cyes were gleaming with triumph.

“We’ll go to the boat,” he added briskly.

“Don’t you think it would be advisable, sir,
to get straight home?” suggested Mansell.
““Might it not be good policy on your part
to keep right away until to-morrow ?”

““Oh, no!” replicd Whittle, who was reck-
less with triumph. “I’'ve got to bluff this
thing through, Mansell !”’

‘““But your presence here, at such a time,
will scem very suspicious "

“Lot it seem what it likes!” interrupted

Whittle. “I tell you they can’t prove ahy-
thing against us! What do I care what they
suspect? DBesides; we've got to make the

thing look natural. We've got to mak: it
look logical.”

“That’s true.”

*“We'll assume that that barge really did
charge the dam by pure accident,” con-
tinued Whittle. ‘“What would I do when I
heard of it? Jump straight out of bed, dash
to tho scene, and find out the full extent of
the damage., That’s what I'd do, Mansell.
And that’s what I've got to pretend when I
go into that camp. T must be flurried—
agitatcd—decply concerned. Just leave ii to
me. It would look far more suspicious if I
did not turn up at all.”

““Pcrhaps you're right, sir, now I come to
think of 1t,” agreed the manager, nodding.
“Taking the bull by the horns is generally
the safer way.”

“Of course i1t 1s,” said Whittle briskly.
“Come along! There's another thing. I
want to be on that meadow when the last
of the boys clears off. And you must be there,
as a witness.”

“Supposing they refuse to clear off 7”

““How can they ?” said Whittle impatiently.
“Man alive! That meadow 1s absolutely ™
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»d—the boys are soaked. They can’t
?‘gﬁiﬁu there. It would be madness. Even if
tho boys are willing to stay, and I’ll admit
(hat they’re crazy enough for vanythmg, tho
nasters wouldn’t let’them. e’re dcaling
with the masters, don’t forget—mnot the boys.
And we've got them dcfinitely beaten.”

EN minutes later a small rowing-boat
II turned off from the swiftly-flowing

river and nosed its way 1nto tho

flooded Half-Mile Meadow. Mr. Amos
\Whittle sat in the stern, and Mansell
cperated the oars. The boys, who were now
well sorted out and recady for departure,
watched the boat’s arrival with mingled
feelings.

“It’s Whittle!” yelled Handforth fiercely.
«Great Scott! The rotter’s had the nerve to
como here to crow over us!”

“Looks like it,” said Nipper. -

“Wo won't let him—we won't give him the
chance !” went on Handforth, getting excited.
“Back up, Remove! Let’s tip that boat
over and duck the rotters!”

““Hear, hear!”

““Good whecze !”

““Come on, you chaps!”

But Mr. Wilkes, who was within hearing,
put the veto on the idea.

“Cheese 1it, you young asscs!” he said
sharply. ‘“Two wrongs don’t make a right.
Let’s give Mr. Whittle a chance to explain.
If any of you boys touch that boat I’'ll find
a new use for this cricket-stump!”

Mr. Wilkes was sad at tho thought of
abandoning the meadow, and thus leaving the
enemy victorious in the field, but there
scemed nothing else for it. All the masters
had come to the same conclusion. They were
thinking of the health of their boys, and it
was generally agreed that a rceturn should be
mado to St. Frank’s without delay.

“My dear sir,” said Amos Whittle, as he
caught sight of Old Wilkey. “Is your head-
master available? I am here to express my
deep regret at this most unfortunate happen-
ing.”

*Unfortunate for us, Mr. Whittle, but not
so unfortunate for you!” retorted Mr, Wilkes
pointedly. ’

“Really, my dear sir, you do not think
that I deliberately—— How dare -you!”
flared Mr. Whittle, with admirable acting
ability. “I shall be obliged, sir, if you will
keep a check on your tongue 1” T
_“Rats !” yelled Handforth. “Old Wilkey’s
right! You did this, you rotter—and you
did it deliberately !”

And a roar of angry indignation, from
scores of throats, proved that Handforth was
well supported.

CHAPTER 8.
Sticking to Their Gunsl

MOS WHITTLE forced himself to
laugh. :

“But it is madness to believe that

I could have caused the flooding of

this meadow |” he said contemptuously.
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‘““Ah, Mr. Lee! I am glad you have come.
I must confess I find it diflicult to remain
calm with your—er—subordinates.”

Nelson Lee eyed Whittle very deliberately.

“Can you throw any light on this singular
business, Mr. Whittle,” he asked bluntly.

“Unfortunately, yes,” replied Whittle, “I
was brought here post-haste by an urgent
telephone message. It secms that one of my
largest timber barges—a power-driven craft
—got out of hand at the Edgemore Dam. It
caused some little damage, and the dam was
breached. Hence this flood. A most un-
fortunate affair, Mr. Lee. I am more sorry
than } can say.”

“Is it not strange, Mr. Whittle, that it
should have been one of your barges which
caused this extremely useful flood ?”’ asked
Lee grimly.

“If you mean that I shall behefit, I can
only say that I shall enforce my rights with
extremo regret,” replied Whittle. “In the
circumstances, of course, I shall claim the
meadow as soon as all your boys have
retired. I can do nothing less. I am sorry,
Mr. Lece. But do not accuse me of con-
spiracy, or I might losc my calmness. The
deliberate breaching of that dam would have
been a criminal act.”

“No more criminal than trying to burn
down Moat Hollow !” yelled Handforth.

““Really, this is outragcous!” protested
Mr. Whittle angrily. “Did you hcar that
boy, sir? How can you stand there and
allow them to insult me?”

“The boys are excited—and suspicious,”
replicd Nelson Lee. ‘“Youn cannot blame
them, Mr. Whittle. The circumstances of
this affair arc—well, to be frank, very sug-
gestive.”’

“Suggestive of what?” demanded Whittle
hotly.

“ Suggestive of trickery, sir,” replied Lec.
“It 1s your barge which causes the damage,
and you are hcre in a really astonishingly
short space of time—to scec us off tho
mcadow. I note that you take it for granted
that we shall vacate the property.”

“What else can you do?” demanded
Whittle sourly.

Bcefore Nelson Lee could reply, Fenton, of
the Sixth, came plunging through the flood.

“TI'll tell you what else we can do!”
shouted the captain of the school. “We can
stay here. We can defy you, Mr., Whittle!
And that’s what we aere going to do!”

A roar of excited enthusiasmm went up.

I ‘““Fenten, I hardly think——" began Nelson
cc.

“Plecaso leave this to me, sir went on
Edgar Fenton, striding up to tac boat and
glaring into Whittle’s face. ‘You haven’t
won yet, Mr, Whittle! St. Frank’s will have
something to say! Before you can claim this
mecadow, every St. Frank’s fellow has to
vacate 1t! We haven’t vacated i1t yet, and
we're not going to! Flood or no flood, we're
staying here !”

“Hurrah

“Good old Fenton !”

“We’re with you I’

’

1



30

“Rather ™ .

Fenton warmed as he heard those excited
shouts; and Amos Whittle, losing colour
somewhat, began to bluster. '

“You're out of your mind!” he snarled.
“You can't remain here—in this flood!
You’re all soaked to the skin—-"

“And you’ll be soaked to the skin, too, in
about ten scconds!’ roared Handforth,
plunging forward. “Come on, you chaps!
Are we going to stand here listening to this
rotter ¢’ :

“Not likely !”

Dozens of fellows were ready to follow
Handforth’s lcad. Before Nelson Lee or any
of the other masters could check them, the
boys had seized the boat, and they had
violently overturned it. Whittle and Mansell,
with yells of consternation, splashed head-
long into the waist-high flood. They went
right under the surface.

“That’ll do, boys!” .said Lee smoothly.
“Cool down, now! This sort of thing doesn’t
unprove matters in the least !” "

Whittle came to the surface nearly choking
with rage.

“Aren’t you going to punish thosc boys?”
he shouted violently, clutching at Lee. “ You
saw . what they did! Aren’t you going to
expel them from the school for »

“The boys were excited, and just a little
out.of control,” said Lee quictly. “I rather
think, Mr. Whittle, that you had better
leave. It will be so much safer.  And later,

-
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when you review this situation, you will
rcalise, perhaps, that the boys have some
little justification for their animosity
towards you. You have very distinctly shown
yourself to be an cnemy. I think we need
say no more.”

He turned on his heel, and Whittle took a
deep breath,

“Very well!” he snarled.
Lee! Come on, Mansell !”

Manscll, by this time, had righted the
boat; they both scrambled in, and they
were soon rowing away. They reached the
river, were caught by the current and
carried off.

“This’ll mean rheumatic fever for me!”
panted Whittle savagely. “The last time I
got soaked, I was in bed for a week !”

“Well, I warned you,” growled Mansell.
“I told you not to go near the camp. You
know what those boys are—"

“I don’t want any talk from you!” inter-
rupted Whittle harshly. “We’ll get back,
Mansell. We'll get to the car and drive
home.””

“And then?”

“Then we’ll come back, and we shall find
that meadow empty !” replied Whittle, with
returning confidence. “You don’t think .I
believe that nonsensical bluff, do you? Thoso
boys can’t remain in that flood. It’s out of
the question! The masters won’t allow them
to. I tell you we’'ve got them!”

“We'll see, Mr.
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HE SAILED THE SEAS.
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did him a lot of good. He’s been sitting up
in bed all day playing with them.”

(W. Teasdale, 9, Westbourne Place,Manning-
ham, Bradford, has been awarded a book.)

HARD LUCK.

“So the magistrates fined you £5, Mick 2 *°

‘: No, bad luck to them! I had to find them
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NOT SO DUSTY.
Teacher: “ Willy, name a collective noun.”
Willy : *““ A vacuum-cleaner.”
(C. Stanley, 77, Humberstone Road, Plaislow,
E. 13, has been awarded a book.)
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ENTON, surrounded by crowds of sup-
F porters, was looking determined and
grim. Nelson Lee, facing him, could

not but admire the skipper’s stand,

«Jt’s for the school, sir I”’ Fenton was urg-
: “We can’t let Whittle win like this.
ing. ; : Nt It
1 don’t believe a word of his lying story._
was no accident which sent that barge into
the Edgemore Dam. It was done deliber-

1 l”
at“Zﬁ‘gvhatever we think, Fenton, we cannot

roduco proof,” said Lee gently. “And it is
o dangerous thing to bring an accusation
without the support of definite evidence.”

“«Well, you’re satisfied about Whittle, any-
how, sir,” said Fenton grufly. “We won’t
make any more accusations—but we’re not
going to leave this meadow. We're not going
to fall into his trap so casily.”

“My dear chap, how can you stay?” asked
Old Wilkey. “There’s thrce fecet of water
everywhere. The tents are mostly sub-
merged; there’s nothing but wreckage 1in
every direction,
shivering.” .

“Wwe’ll stick 1t, sir,” shouted Nipper.

“You leave it to us, sir!” added Hand-
forth excitedly. “You masters can go back
to the school if you like, but we’ll stay
here !”

Lee smiled.

“We’re hardly likely to do that, young
“un,” he said dryly. *Now, Fenton, 1f you
have any feasible suggestion—"

“Dash it all, sir, it’s too tame for us to

Everybody is soaked and
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clear out like this!” protested Fenton. ¢ Lect
the strongest of us, and those who are will-
ing, stay in the camp. The rest can go
back to the school. IEven if only a handiul
of us rcmain here—say, twenty or thirty,
selected from all the Forms—it will be
enough. As long as we remain in possession,
Whitle can do nothing., We can keep moving,
and wo shan’t come to any harm. And to-mor-
row, perhaps, we can rig up some sort of
shelter. We can get some boats, and remain
in possession liko that. We can be relieved,
too, pretty soon. I don’t see why we should
knuckle under 1”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“I like your spirit, Fenton—just as I like
the spirit of all these other boys,” he said.
“Go ahead, then! Sclect as many volunteers
as you please, and go your own way. Mean-
while, the masters and the other boys wiil
return to the school and get-dry. You’ll be
relieved as soon as it can be managed.’

“Hurrah 1”?

“Three cheers for Mr. Lee!”
“Hurrah1” - :

“Down with Whittle!”

Only a comparatively small number of
fellows did the cheering. Such enthusiasts
as Nipper, Handforth, Travers, and Pitt, of
the Remove, joined In; and Buster Boots
and Corcoran, of the Fourth; and Brown
and Stevens, of the Fifth; and even Willy
Handforth & Co., of the Third. They were
all fired by the determination to remain in

@0 OGO PGP O
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Small boy (to father who is playing golf) 3
‘ Daddy, here’s a ball for you.”’

Father : ** Where did you get it from ? **

Small boy : ¢ It’s a lost ball, daddy.”

Father : ¢ Are you sure it’s a lost ball ? »*
I Small boy : ¢ Yes, daddy ; they’re still looking
or it.”’
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TIT FOR TAT.
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ptut it against a brick and throw a wall at
1t '
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Manufacturer (showing a
{{lend some of his goods):.

These are somso of our best
g0ods ; don’t you think they are
very finely finished ? *’

Friend (who is also a manu-
Tacturer): ¢ Yes, but you couldn’t
hold a candle to our goods.”’

Manufacturer : ‘“ And what
do you make ? *

Friend : ‘“ Gunpowder.”

(R, Brown, 10, Bentinl: Street, Runcorn,
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OBEYING ORDERS.

Mother: ‘ Why did you eat that custard,

Tommy ? ™
Tommy : “ Well, you told me to put it where
the flies couldn’t get at-it.” -

(D. Stopford, 57, London Road, Wembley, has
been awarded a book.)

WILLING TO OBLIGE.
The scene was a crowded thoroughfare.

‘“ Come on, my man—get out of the way !
shouted the impatient motorist.

‘“ Right-o, guv’nor,”” retorted the coster-
monger in his donkey cart. ‘* Where’ll 1 go—
up the lamp-post or down ths drain ? » ’

(L. Pimington, 40, Ladyweol Road,
Grimethorpe, Yorks, has been awarded o
poclet wallet.) '

NOTHING TO LAUGH AT.

Kind aunt : “Here is a

‘ penny for you, Johnny. Now
let me gee you laugh.”
Johnny (breaking into o

grin): “ Please, auntio, I only
smile for a penny.” .

(J. Harris, Barking~ide, Ilford,
kas been awarded a pocket wallet.)
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possession of the Half Mile Mecadow. But
‘there were plenty of fellows who were only
oo anxious to get back to the school—to get
into dry things. They had lost all interest in
the St. Frank’s camp. This last half-hour
had dampencd their ardour very cffcctually.

“T.00k over there!” said Nipper suddenly.

Many eycs were turned in the dircction of
the river., Owing to the flood, it was difficult
to tell where the river really existed; but
there could be no mistaking the size and
character of the heavili'-ladcn vessel which
had come into sight. t was a great stcel
barge, power-driven—and, just as certainly,
it belonged to Amos Whittle. It was probably
the barge which had caused the damage.
And it was piled high with countless tons
of timber.

“By Jove!” said Fenton, as he cyed the
slowly-moving vessel.

A thought had suddenly come to him—the
same thought, perhaps, which was even then
in Nipper’s mind. ‘

“Whittle is the man we're up against,”
sald Fenton keenly. “That’s onc of his
barges, and it’s ﬁYled with timber—planks,
floor-boarding, and wood of every descrip-
tion and cvery size.” '

“Well, what about it 7"’ asked Biggleswadc,
staring.

Several other Sixth-Formers drew ncarcr,
to say nothing of Browne and Stevens, of
the I'ifth, and a whole host of Removites
and Fourth-Formers and fags. They all
gathered round Fenton, attracted by the
urgent note in his voice.

“I want volunteers,” said Fenton crisply.

“Good enough!” sang out Handforth.
“I'm one!” ,

““Same here!” exclaimed Nipper.

“And herel”

“Me, too!”

Dozens of voices went up.

““Good cnough!” said Fenton, with satis-
faction. “Now, all of you, look at that
barge! It’s Whittle’s—and 1t’s full of
timber

“You said that before, brother |”” remarked
Browne. “What is the exact brainwave ?”

“There are only two or three men on that
barge, at most—and we can deal with them
quickly enough if we are determined,” went
on Fenton. ‘“My suggestion is this. We'll
seize that barge, drift her ashoro as far as
she’ll come, and unload her.”

“What 1” '

“Great Scott IV

“You—you mean—"

“T mecan, we’ll use that timber,” said
Fenton. “It’ll mean hard work, you fellows,
but hard work is what we require to keep
us busy, and to prevent us from catching
cold. How long will it take us to crect stag-
ings with all that wood so handy? They
may be crude and they may be rickety, but
they’ll get us out of this flood. Stagings all
over this meadow so that we can rise high
and dry over the flood. What’s more, we
can keep the camp going like that—all
through the day, if necessary, and to-morrow
night, too. We’ll beat this flood | It’s mid-

1
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summer, and what do wec care about a little
water? Once weo're high and dry above it,
we’ll be O0.K.”

“By George! It’s an idca !” roared Hand-

forth cxcitedly. “Good old Fenton! I'm
on!”
‘“Hear, hear!” .
“That barge appcarcd at the right
moment,” grinned Nipper. “But you took
the words out of my mouth, Fenton. I was

about to suggest the same thing.”

The rest of the boys were startled by the
ingenuity of the suggestion. Stagings all
over the flood, so that they could rise high
and dry above the water, and thus remain
lg possession of the camp. It was a stunning
idca,

CHAPTER 9.
Dishked, Diddled, and Done!

NCE the dccision had been taken the
St. I'rank’s boys lost no time in put-
ting the plan into execution.

Every Form took part in the attack
upon the barge—Sixth, Fifth, Recmovoe,
Fourth, and Third. Stalwarts from ecvery
branch of thie school entered whole-hecartedly
into this stunt. And thcy did not form a
minority, ecither. Half the school, and more,
had rallicd to Fenton’s banner. Only the
weaklings and the spiritless had gone back
to St. ¥Frank’s with the masters. Many of
the masters, indeed, would have preferred to
remain, but Nelson Lee suggested to them
that it would be better if they went.

For Lece could see what was going on, and
he felt that it would be better if the masters
took no hand in that game. Amos Whittle,
in his present mood, was capable of bringing
an action against the masters if they forcibly
seized the barge. But Whittle could not do
very much against a crowd of schoolboys;
and if no master was present, nobody would
be responsible. Lee, at heart, was well on
tho boys’ side, for Whittle had shown himseclf
to be an unscrupulous scoundrel. This was
essentially one of those occasions when a
blind eye would be most useful. So when tho
attack on the barge was madc every master
had made himself scarce.

The boys waded until they plurged into
the river proper, and then they swam. The
current was fairly strong, but the distance
was short; and all these boys, even includ-
ing the fags, were powerful swimmers. They
swarmecd round the barge in dozens, and
casily hauled themselves on to the low deck.

“’Ere, wot’s the blinking idea ?”’ demanded
a gruff, angry voice from the rcar. ‘Hi,
Bill! You’d best come up, Bill |”

The man at the tiller felt that he was help-
less against such a crowd. The barge, by
now, was swarming with the boys. The
engine was still running, and the heavy vessel
was slipping downstrcam at a fairly
respectable speed.

Fenton acted drastically. Supported by
Wilson, Biggleswade, Browne, Stcvens, and
two others, he scized the man at the tiller
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Handforth swung round, and the planks caught Church a wallop in the chest,
knocking him into the river.

and yanked him aside. The barge itsclf was
swung round broadside to the current, and
sent charging at the bank—which, of course,

was invisible, since the whole of the Half
Mile Mcadow was under water.

“That’ll do—she’s all right now,” said
Fenton crisply. “Hold her there, you chaps
All tho better if the engine keeps running.
She’ll go well aground.”

Another man came up from below—a short,
stocky iIndividual with a scrubby moustache
and a leathery, weatherbeaten countenance.
This was evidently “Bill.”

“’0ld ’ard, you young rips!”’ he roared, as
he stared round. “Hi, what are you ’avin’
g game at, Sam? She’s off her course!”

“Them boys did 1t!” gasped Sam.

“Oh, they did, did they?” said Bill, glar-
ing round. “What’s your game, young
shavers? I’'m the skipper o’ this craft—

“Therc’s on]y onc thing I want to ask

you, skipper,” said Fenton, striding up to
the man. *Doecs this bargc belong to Amos
Whittle 77

“It docs, but I don't see
“Then I’'m very much afrald that wc’ve
sowed this barge,” said Fenton coolly.
“We’ve no grudge ag‘amst you, and as long
as you keep quiet you’ll come to no harm.

But if you try any funny business we shall
have to take strong mecasures. We shall
probably lock you below in your cabin.”

The skipper was helpless as he saw the
strength of the cnemy.

“’Kre, but what’s the game?” he asked.
“What’s the idea o’ scuding the old tub
ashore 7”

“Wo want the timber~that’s all,” replied
IFenton. *“ Our camping ground has been un-
fortunately flooded by—er—accident, so
we’ve got to ercct some shgmgs Quite
simple, Bill. Hope¢ you won’t mind?”

Bill, his jaw agape, did the sensible thing.
He knuckled under. Perhaps he had a few
twinges of conscience, since he was the man
who had sent this very barge charging
against the Edgemore Dam. Her bows were
badly buckled and battered.

“Well, I give in,” said Bill, shrugging his

shoulder. %I can’t do nothin’ against a
\\holc hondc of you, can I? DBut when the
guv’nor ’ears o’ this, ’e’ll have something

sweet to say, I can give you my word!”’
“We're quite prepared to hear anything
that Mr. Whittle may have to say,” replied
Fenton. “And I faney that we, too, shall
have more to say than Mrx. Whittle will like
to bear, There’s been some funny business
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to-night, Bill. I'm not blaming you. You’ve

got your job to think of, and I darc say

that you have only been obeying orders.”
Bill scratched his chin.

“So this is up against the guv’nor, is i
he murmured in a hoarse whisper, as he
lcaned close to Fenton. ¢ Well, between you
an’ me, sir, I’'m with you. Sece? It didn’t
surprisc me a bit when I come up on deck
an’ found all you young gents aboard. We
don’t often ’ave excitement in the middle o’
the night, but there’s exceptions, ain’t
there ?” .

Fenton smiled, and gripped Bill’s horny
hand.

*Right you are, Bill—I've got you!” mur-
mured the school captain. “Take a tip from
me and pop below. And take Sam with you.
We shall be busy for quitc a time. And if
you think it would be better for us to turn
tho key in the cabin door, we’ll do it.”

Bill winked.

“Might just as well, young gents,”* he
whispered. ¢ Then the guv’nor—ﬁ]ight im !
—won’t ’ave nothin’ against me. What could
me an’ Sam do against all you hefty young
uns ?”

IFenton was mightily glad that the men in
charge of the barge were friendly. It made
things so much better, For the boys had no
quarrel with these men, and wished them no
harm. Bill was probably one of the most
honest old bargemen on the river, but he had
becen compelled to carry out his employer’s
orders.

AWN was beginning to brecak when
the boys got busy in earnecst.
. The river was quiet now, and the
flood had subsided about cight or
nine inches. But after that it rcemained
stationary, and there was every prospect of
the Half Mile Meadow remaining inundated
for several days. So it was highly necessary
that something should be done—and quickly,
if the St. Frank’s comp was to carry on and
Amos Whittle was to be frustrated.

It was the first time, perhaps, that juniora
and scniors had worked side by side with the
same cnthusiasm. Fags and prefects were
cqual in this enterprise. Iverybody helped
with a will. The unloading of the barge,
Ierculcan as the task had first appeared,
simplified itsclf once the boys had really got
down to the task.

The cargo was mainly composed of sawn
planks—just the type of stuff the boys
required. There were endless quantities of
heavy wood, too—great lengths of three-inch
squarg timber baulks. IFFor the foundations of
the temporary stagings, nothing could have
been better.

The barge had drifted half over one of the
low-lying banks, and there she had stuck.
The boys were able to wade right up to her
side, and a gangway was placed in position
to facilitate unloading opcrations. A party
of fellows went aboard the barge. Grabbing
hold of the stacked-up wood, they passed it
on to the other boys, who came up and down

|”

t?”’
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tho gangway in a seemingly endless proces-
sion. 1t was hard work, hot work, and soon
all the boys were perspiring frecly.

Idward Oswald Handforth, being a clumsy
fellow, naturally caused a minor disaster.
Standing on the fairly narrow gangway, hav-
ing received a length of wood, he swung
round, and the end of his burden caught
Church a wallop in the chest. Church gave
a wild howl and toppled into the water.
Therecafter, Church was very carcful to avoid
Handforth when that worthy was knocking
around.

Half-way through the unloading opera-
tions, Fenton, who was 1n charge, dispatched

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!
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Handforth and Travers

and Boots, and a
number of other juniors, to the school—to the
carpenters’ shops—to fetch saws, hammers,

and nails, ctc.

“It’s a bit thick, these seniors taking
charge of things like this!” grumbled Hand-
forth, as he and the other recached the
flooded lane and splashed their way up the
slight risec and out of the water. “DBy
George, it's good to be on dry land again!"

“Yes, but we’re beyond the limits of the
Half Mile Meadow now,” said McClure.
“As for the seniors taking charge, good luck
to ’em ! I like to sce the seniors interesting
themselves in things. Generally they’re
too much on their giddy dignity.”

“Well, T don’t suppose 1t matters,” said
Handforth. “Wec’re all working with the
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gamo object—to prevent- a rotten
peing built on that site. Come onl
gooner we’re back, the better.”

saw-mill

The

At the school it, was diflicult to realise that
there was any flood in the district. Every-
thing here, of course, was exactly the same
as usual. The dawn was breaking brilliantly
fine, the birds were singing, and the air wag
delightfully warm. The juniors felt very
conspicuous in their dripping pyjamas—for
they had had no opportunity of changing into
any proper clothes since the disaster. Time
was precious, and pyjamas, after all, were
comfortable enough, especially when they

e e & 0 o o o o 4 o o o o o' o)

«« PERIL CAMP!?”
By E. S. BROOKS.

A ferocious tiger let loose in the St.
Frank’s camp.

Everybody rushing helter skelter for
safety—leaving the camp deserted.

And scoundrelly Amos Whittle awaiting
his chance to step in and claim the camping
ground as his own property. Does he triumph
against the St. Frank’s fellows ?

There are many thrills and surprises ;
much excitement and fun in next week’s
corking open-air school yarn.

‘' The Phantom Foe!"”’
By JOHN BREARLEY.

Another smashing instalment of this
enthralling serial—with the dynamic Night
Hawk in greater form than ever,

‘« Handforth’s Weekly!?”

“OUR ROUND TABLE TALK!"”
rArnrr nORDER IN ADVANCE'!

were constantly wading waist-deep through
water,

‘“You can all change into your proper togs
later,” Fenton had said. “Nothing matters
now—except to get this staging up. By
breakfast-time we shall be iigh and dry
above the water, and then we can go in
batches to the school and rig oursclves out

In {resh togs.”

The juniors were not cven questioned at
St. Frank’s. They saw none of the masters.
Yet it was clear that nearly everybody was
awake in the school. Many of the boys were
to be scen—now fully dressed. They came in
or some sarcastic chipping from Handforth
and the others.

When they got back with the tools, the real
usiness of building the stagings commenced.
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A dozen saws immediately got to work, and

fixed lengths of the foundation timber were
cut. Then other fcllows, using heavy baulks
as hammers, drove the ends into the soft,
water-soaked turf. Cross pieces were nailed
into position, giving the spidery framework
strength and rigidity. And with so many
workers, the foundations grew at an amaz-
ing speed, spreading out wider and deeper.
_ Other gangs of boys, busy with the plank-
ing, laid a rough floor, and still others fol-
lowed with hammers and nails. The air was
filled with the noise of intense industry.
These stagings, high and dry above the
flood, were situated almost in the exact
centre of the mecadow, and a pathway on
stilts, as it were, led right across the meadow
and through the dividing hedge on to dry
round. In this way, it would be possible
or fellows to enter and depart from the
mcadow without even getting damp fect,

“She’s coming along all right,” said
Fenton breathlessly, as he paused to take a
breather. “By Jove, Biggy, we’re doing
fine 1”

“Wo shall ache for wecks after this,” said
Biggleswade, wiping his brow.

“Yes, but we’re saving this property for
the school,” said Fenton contentedly. *This
little ‘island ’ is pretty well big enough by
now. By the time all the planking is down,
we shall be able to crect half a dozen tents,
at least. And that means that we can keep
a constant garrison of twenty or thirty
fellows here until the flood subsides. I rather
think we’ve got Whittle on toast!”

The juniors, however, were tireless in their
enthusiasm.  They extended the ‘island”
until it was almost double the size Fenton
had first pictured.

OWARDS cight o’clock, after nearly
five hours of strenuous, hectic, con-
tinuous work, the schoolboy -car-
penters commenced streaming wearily

towards the school. Their task was donec.

. Other boys, rested and fully dressed, wero
sent by Fenton to take the places of the
workers. And these fellows received =
mighty surprise.

IFor in the morning sunlight they beheld a
great and imposing staging, stretching over
the centre of the mecadow. On it wero
pitched a number of tents, and preparations
were alrcady in full swing for breakfast.

The Half Mile. Mcadow, in fact, was as
actively occupied as cver. TFlood or no flood,
these enthusiastic schoolboys were still in
full possession.

Such fellows as Handforth and Nipper ana
Browne did not waste much time at St.
Frank’s. They merely washed and dressed;
then, feeling comparatively refreshed, they
dashed back to the camp. It was their
labour which had created this new camp, and
they wanted to be on the spot.

It was gencrally rumoured that there
would be no lessons this morning, and that
the workers would be allowed to take a well-
earncd rest. The others—those who had not-
helped in the ercction of the staging—would,
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anttend lessons, as usual, but in the St.

Frank’s class-rooms
" On the whole, Nipper and Handforth and
their fellow-enthusiasts felt that they wero
getting by far the better of the bargain,
The others almost wished that they had
workcd now. )

“Well, everything’s all right,” said Hand-
forth contentedly, as he rubbed his tender
hands together and examined the blisters,
“By George, it was hot work while it lasted
—but look at the result! Old Whittle 1s
hoist by his own what-do-you-call-it 7"’

“Pctard ?” asked Church, grinning.

“That’s it,” nodded Handforth, ‘Hoist
by his own petard! I used that expression
once in on¢ of my Trackett Grim stories.”

“You would !” nodded McClure.

“But it's true in this instance,’”’ continucd
Handforth. “Think of it! Whittle planned
this giddy affair deliberately, so that we
should be flooded out and driven from the
mecadow. And it’s his own giddy timber
which has allowed us to carry on.”

“By Jove, he’s right, you fellows
Nipper.  “Without Whittle’s timber, we
should have had practically no chance. We
could have brought in a few boats, of course,
but I doubt if that would have been legal.”

“What do you mean—*‘legal’?” asked
Tommy Watson.

“Well, Whittle would have thought of
boats,” replied Nipper. “And it's a point—
in law—whether we can rcally be in posses-
sion of the mcadow if we were floating on
the top of it in boats. We shouldn’t actually
be on the property at all. But now we are
on the property! That’s just the differcnce.
The camp’s here, as cheery and as lively as
ever. And old Whittle is dished, diddled,
and done !”

"’

sald

CHAPTER 10.
A Shock for Amos Whittle!
NOT the faintest suspicion of the truth

was In Amos Whittle’s mind as he
drove -towards Bellton at about
breakfast-time.

~ He had gone straight home after that
ducking, and, fearful of rheumatic fever, he
had tucked himself in bed, with hot-water
bottles. To his relief, he found, upon rising,
that he had suffered no ill-effects.

-And now he was bent upon taking posses-
si(_)g;1 of the Half Mile Mcadow. Mansell was
AL A
thoughtful, and even worried.

“I'm not so sure about this thing now,
sir,’’' the works-manager was saying. “Those
boys were a lot more determined than I
expected them to be.”

-“But what can they do?”’ protested
Whittle. - “It’s casy enough to talk about
remalning In posscession, but not so casy to

accomplish, 'hey were bot and excited.
How on earth can they keep in that flooded
meadow, Mansell? The masters \would not
allow them to stay there, even if the boys
themselves were mad cnough to attempt such
a thing.”

him, as usual, but Mansell was very -
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“They’ve got boats,” said Mansell.
‘“Boats !”’ repcated Whittle contemptu-
ously. “Didn’t we discuss that point before?
If they’ve moored a boat in the middle of
that flood, thinking that it will enable them
to comply with the condition of my uncle’s
will, they’ll find that they’ve made a mistake.

A big mistake, Mansell 17

“Are you sure, sir?

They’ll still be in

possession——"' .
‘“Nothing of the sort!” interrupted
Whittle. “If it comes to a point of law—

and it probably will do if I am compelled
to bring an action—the wording of my uncle’s
will is quite definite and capable of only one
interpretation. The St. Frank’s Camp must
be maintained for one solid calendar month,
without a minute’s break. Do you Tealise
that? The camp, Manscll! Not a boat,
floating on a flood! The camp itself, with
a number of boys engaged in the ordinary
life of camp, must be maintained. I am quite
comfortable about this, and if any of those
young fools arc floating about on a raft ar
in a boat, I'll soon turn them off! That
mcadow is mine now !”’

They parked the car near Bellton Bridge,
and here, sccurcly moored, was the boat
which they had used during the night. They
got in, and Mansell scized the oars.

“Now we'll see!” said Whittle grimly.

They did sece—and what they saw nearly
struck them dumb.

The Half Mile Mcadow was hidden for the
greater part of their journey, owing to the
intervention . of Bellton Wood and a number
of willows, But at last, turning a bend of
the river, they came within full sight of the
flooded camping-ground.

Whittle, who caught sight of it first,
uttered a curious gurgling sound in his
throat, and he sat bolt upright, his pipe
dropping hcedlessly from his mouth. He
stared as though he could not believe the
evidence of his own cyecs.

The meadow was flooded—yes—exactly tho
same as before. But, rising from the water,
in the centre, was a great, imposing edifice
of wood. It stood upon stilts of timber, a
clear three feet above the water. And on this
claborate staging were many tents, with flags
gaily flying in the morning breeze. St,
Frank’s boys, many of them dressed as
Scouts, were passing to and fro, just as dry
as though they were upon solid land.

Between the tents there were even campe
fires burning—breakfast was being prepared.
Frying-pans were on the go, coffee pots were
singing.  These fires had been built on
metal trays, separated from the wooden
staging by mectal supports. There was
plenty of water at hand in case a spark
should cause a fire in the wrong place!

“But—but this is impossible!” burst out
Whittle, when he found his voice. *“Look
Mansell! The camp’s still there! And I
tell you that it’s impossible !”

Mansell, who had seen, and who was rest

-ing- on his oars, grunted.
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«It’'s mo good saying that, Mr. Whittle,”
he replied. It can’t be impossible, because
ye can sce 1t. But.how n .the name t_)f
:‘.Ondcr these boys built that island in this
{ime beats me ! Look at the size of 1t!”

“They’re still in _ possession of the
meadow !” snarled Whittle. “Good heavens,
js there no way 1in which we can defeat themn,
Alansell?  We're frustrated again!”
“Ta1t looks very much like 1t,”
Aansell dryly. _
"« And you sit there, cool and cynical, and
vou can suggest nothing !” roared Whittle
furiously. “Don’t I tell you that these boys
have frustrated us again?”

“WwWell, it’s no good getting cexcited, sir

“J am not excited !’ hooted Whittle. “I’'m
furious! Do you hcar me, Mansell? I'm
absolutely furious! I can’t order thesc boys

agreced
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off. They're on the property—actually on it !
This flood means nothing.”

“It means that’ gou’\'o gone to a lot of
expense, and that St. Frank’s has won the
day,” replicd Mansell. “If I were you, Mr.
Whittle, I'd turn back straight away. No
scnse in going any further. The boys may
have no proof of what you did, but they’re
no fools. They suspect. And we don’t want
another ducking!”

Whittle nearly choked.

“By heavens—look ! he panted.
understand! Don’t you see, Manscll?
barge! She’s one of our barges !”

Mansell transferred his attention from the
camp to the barge, which was also within full
sight. And he noted at oncc that most of
her cargo was missing.

“Those boys are too darned clever,” he

“Now 1
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“So that’s how they did it!

said savagely.
s and built that

They unloaded our timber,

island on stilts. Qur own timber, Mr.
Whittle! The cheek of it!1”

Whittle’s face was flushed. "

“Jt gives us a hold over them! he
snuppeg. “Don’t you see, Mansell? All

this wood is mine, and these boys have seized
it unlawfully. I've got them. Yes, Mansell,
I've got them, after alll” _
He urged Mansell to ply the oars again,
and socn the boat grated alongside the
barge, and the two men leapt aboard.

By this time all the boys in the camp had
become aware of the boat’s approach, and
there was great excitement. Everybody knew
tl;fat the ““fireworks ” would soon be going
off.

“Horton !” roared Whittle, dashing along
the barge’s deck. “Horton! Where are you,
man ?”

Bill Horton, the skipper, let out a yell
from down in the cabin., Mr. Whittle, almost
falling down the companionway, found the
cabin door closed and locked on the outside.
He unlocked it, flung open the door, and
found the two men within,

“What is the meaning of this, you fool?”
shouted Whittle.

“It's no good blaming me, sir,” replied
Bill truculently. “How do you suppose me
an’ Sam could stop all them boys? Scores of
’em! Hundreds of ’em!”

“They seized this barge by force and
locked you in the cabin?”

“Took us afore we could do a thing, sir,”
replied Bill, nodding.

“Very well ! That’s all I wanted to know {”
snapped Whittle. ‘“They seized this barge
by force! An unlawful act, Mansell I”

He scrambled up the narrow stairs, recached
the deck, and dropped into the boat again.
He and Manscll rowed across to the staging,
where dozens of fellows stood awaiting them.

Mr. Amos Whittle lost some of his heat
as he saw the grim, determined expressions
on the faces of all those boys.

“Hold on, sir,” said Fenton, of the Sixth.
“I shouldn’t come any necarer, if I were
you.”

“You insolent young dog—

“I’'m thinking of your own safety, Mr,
Whittle,”” interrupted FFenton coldly. ‘ Many
of these junior boys are excited, and I might
not be able to hold themn in check. If you
have anything to say, you can say it just as
well from the boat——"

“I have plenty to say!” roared Whittle.
“All this timber is mine! You stole it from
my barge!”

“We didn’t steal it,” denied Fenton. *“ We
only borrowed it. You can have the whole
lot back, Mr. Whittle, as soon as the flood
subsides.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Fenton |”

“I’'m going to have this timber now
shouted Whittle, almost beside himself.
demand that you boye shall give i
immediately !”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

"”
“I
up
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“Do you know any more jokes?” yelled
Handforth. .

“We don’t want to be unreasonable,” said
Fenton coolly. ‘“If it comes to a pinch, Mr.
Whittle, we'll buy this timber. We don’t
want to be on the wrong side of the law.
Wo scized it, we admit—and we’ve used it
for a good purpose. How much do you want
for this wood ?”

“The wood sale |”

Whittle.

“Come, now,” said Fenton. “The whole
barge-load. How much will you take for
it?”

“I tell you the wood is not for sale!”
thundered Whittle. “The wood is mine, and

I mean to have 1t 1” ' . ]
Mr. Whittle, is nine

“But possession, 1
points of the law,” said Fenton gently. “The

wood is in our possession, and since you won’t
sell it I am afraid your only alterpative is
to sue us.”

“And I will sue
furious man. “I'll
the school authorities——

“But you can’t do that,” interrupted
Fenton. *The school authorities didn’t have
any hand in this business. There wasn't a
master within sight when we seized that
barge. We did it ourselves—and I don’t sup-
pose the masters, or the school authorities,
approve. If you mean to sue anybody, you'll
have to sue us.”

“You know perfectly well, you young fool,
that I cannot sue you!’” panted Whittle, “In
the eyes of the law, you are all minors.”

“Then I'm afraid it’s too bad,” said
Fenton, shaking his head. ‘You won’t sell
us the wood, you can’t sue us, and yet here
we are. 1n possession. I can’t help thinking,
Ier. ,Whittle, that you’re more or less help-
ess.’

‘ And the next time you try any tricks, we’ll
be rcady for you again!” sang out Nipper.
“You’d better not go to law, Mr. Whittle!
Too many facts might come out !”’

““Such as the ‘accidental’ breaking of the
Edgemore Dam |” said Handforth, “And
what about that tricky business at Moat
Hollow? You giddy trickster! You daren’t
bring an action! We’ve got you whacked all
along the line |”

Whittle scemed to be on the point of a fit.

“You’ll surrender this wood to me, or I'll
take it by force I”’ he shouted thickly. “It’s
mine—and you know it’s mine! Do you
hear, you young scoundrels? I’ll take it
by force|”

“All right, Mr. Whittle,” replied Fenton
calmly. “You can start just as soon as you
please. But I'll give you fair warning that
i1f you try force, we’ll resist all the way. It
won’t be so casy to get this wood again. And
I might mention to you that it’s against the
law to use force. Your only course is to
sue us!”

“But I can’t sue you!” howled Whittle.
“You’re under agel”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Clear off, Mr, Whittle—your face gives
us a pain!”

is not for snarled

ou, tool” raved the

ring an action against
(24
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«Yah! Trickster!”

«“This mcadow’s ours,
passing 1 _ .

“Let’s duck him again

“ Hear, hear !”

Amos Whittle looked round helplessly. 1le
was alarmed now. Manscll was already ply-
ing the oars, and as the boat returned across
the flood tcwards the river a great cheer
went up from the victorious schoolboys.

“To the school I”” snarled Whittle. “ Rew
o the school, Mansell! I’m going to see the
headmaster about this! Me’s responsible for
what his boys do, and——"’ '

“Better not!” advised Mansell. “Lee 1s
no ordinary schoolmaster, and he knows the
Jaw inside out. He’s taken no hand in this
affair, and he’ll twist you round his lttle
finger. What does he care if you de bring
an action against the school? Do you think
that he doesn’t suspect? Everybody suspects!
They all know that this meadow was flooded
deliberately. The best thing we can do is to
get as far away as we can!”

and you're tres-

I”
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““And it was your idea !” said Whittle bit-
terly. “You fool, Mansell !”

“These boys are too much for us!” growled
Mansell. ‘“Wc’d better give it all up, Mr.
Whittle.”

“No!” panted Whittle savagely. “I’ll not
give up! Theic must be a way of defeating
them, and I shall find it!”

_With the cheers from Nipper & Co. still
ringing in his ears, he floated down the
rniver. And the St. Frank’s camp continucd
with full honours—and the boys cheered again
and again at their triumph. But they all
felt that the end had not yet been reached.
Amos Whittle was temporarily defeated, but
he hadn’t give up fighting for the Half Miie
Meadow yet!

THE END.

(Another corking story in this fine series
next week—in wkich Amos Whitlle once
more clashes with the Chums of St.
Frank’s. Entitled : ** Peril Camp! ’ Order
your copy now.)

CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

- o
D. Oatley, 119, Wood Street, Barnat,
Herts, wants correspondents overseas, pre-

ferably in one of the Services—Navy, Army
or Air.

S. J. Stockwell, 2, The Broadway, Didcot,
would like to hear from any Boy Scout out-
side the British Isles who is interested in

Rugger, swimming and scoutcraft. Every
letter answered. .
J. Caras, 101, Church Street, Mayfair,

Johannesburg, S. Africa, will welcome new
members from any country for the Goed
Friends Correspondence Club. '

W. E. Ford, 13, Lewis Street, Newport,
S. Wales, requires members for the Inter-
national Correspondence Club.

H. D’Arcy, 117, Keogarah Road, Kogarah,
Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, would like to bear
from rcaders anywhere with a view to ex-
changing stamps.

. Lanyon, 8, Cubitt Street, Richmond,
5.1, Melbourne, Australia, wishes to hcar
from fellow-readers.

A. Cohen, 276, Stanley Street, South Bris-
bane, Queensland, Australia, wants to corre-
spond with stamp collectore anywhere, but
espeeially in South Africa.

A. Barnard, 5, Collingwood Street, Chelsea,
London, S.W.3, would like to hear from
rcaders who are interested in stamps,

I'. 'W. Minde, 100, Dalston Lane, Lendon,
E. 8, wants members for the Imperial Cor-
respondence Club.

Douglas Brown, F. G. Rue de Seine, Paris
VI, France, would like to correspond with
readers interested in stamps, shooting, fish-
mg, and films.

K. W. Wagstaff, Blake Cottage, St. Anne’s

Road, Blackpool, would like to hear from

readers keen on cricket; he also waiits fixtures
for his club, Highfield Nomads:

C. A. Whelan, 123, The Grove, Stratford,
London, E.15, wants correspondents, cspeci-
ally those keen on French.

A. J. Barker, 67, Balvernie Grove, South-
fields, London, S.W.18, wishes to hear from
readers.

E. Webb, 50, Wellington Road, Becthnal
Green, London, E.2, wishes to hear {roin
cyclists with a view to forming a club.

Reginald B. Huggett, 125, Lebanon Roadl,
East Croydon, Surrey, would like correspon-
dents, cspecially overseas,

Geoffrey Harry Wood, 16, Cambridge
Street, Walsall, Staffs, wants correspendeuts
interested in nature subjects, in India, Africa,
and China. .

Thos. Hutchinson, P.O. Box 4609, Johannes-
burg, S. Africa, wants correspondents.

Miss M. Carter, 70, Boyle Street, Luton,
Beds, would like to hear from girl readers.

Miss P. Godfrey, 49, St. Savour’s Crescent,
Luton, Beds, wants girl correspondents.

Israel Herr, P.O. Box 3116, Johanncsburg,
S. Africa, would like correspondents interested
in back numbers of the “N.L.”

Miss Merle Traeynor, Ontario, May Road,.
Dee Why, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, wanls
girl correspondents.

G. Limbrick, 6, Heath Terrace, Heath
Street, Birmingham, wants corresponden’s
overscas. .

Raymond Dawson, 53, Paget Road, off
Fosse ‘Road, North, Leicester, is forming a
concert party, and would like to hear from
those interested.

Douglas L. Stevens, ‘Esperanza,”” Ham-
bridge, London Road, Newhury, Berks, wants
stamp correspondents, especially in  West
Indies and South America.

Edward Tye, 129,- Durban Road, Totten-
ham, Lenden, N.17, wants to hear f{rom
readers interested in detective ciubs.
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Gather Round, Boys.

' DWY SEARLES BROOKS wishes to
E acknowledge letters from the following

readers ;. é R. Bartram (Southport),
Wm. H. Aclberry (Boston), Jas.
Brooks (Felton), Ralph Leadbeater (S.1V.4),
Herbert McCreery (Manchester), Bert Kilner
(N.16), Bertram H. Mallett (Enfield), Barnet
Kisner (Antwerp), John Marshall (N.16),
Raymond R. Radmore (Woodlands), Abie
Frumkin«(South Porcupine, Ontario), Leslie
W. Trevor—3 letters (Belmont), Reg. 1.
Staples (S.E.17), Ernest S. Holman* (I.10),
Btanley Jonson (Port Elizabeth, S. Africa),
J. Woolford (Kenton), Frank Williams (Not-
tingham), R. Corocran (Southport), Ernest E.
Golt (Gibraltar), Alec Singleton (Egremont),
Albert Barnard (S.W.3), Arthur LK. Angus
(Sheflield), H. W. Woollacott (New Mal(:len),
G. Warren Briggs (Brighton), ‘“Tennis 7%
(Birmingham), Arthur Blount Turck* (W.2),
E. Jas. Sparks (Widnes).

] * *

You ask if St. Frank’s is much bigger than
tho River House School, Ernest S. Holman.
Yes,” much; double the size. Whilst St.
IFrank’s is one of the greatest public schools
tn the country, the River House, although
quite exclusive, with-fees ncarly as high as
those of St. Frank’s, is a privato establish-

ment.
[ ] * *

Study B, in the Ancient House, is occupied
by Claude Gore-Pecarce, Arthur Hubbard, and
Teddy Long—Stanley Johnson—and there 1s
n boy at St. Frank’seamed Dale—Billy Dale,
of the Kast House Third. Yes, the Third-
IFormers have studies of their own.

#* * *

The titles you want, H. C. Woollacott, are
as follows: Old Series, No. 353—*‘The Trials
of Archie ”; 354—‘The Amazing Inheri-
tance ”’; 355—"The Lost Schoolboys ”; 356—
“The New Page-boy ”’; 357—‘The Foolin
of Archie ”; 358—“The Mystery of Hand-
forth’s Pater ”’; 359—*The Fun of the
Fair 7 ; 360—* Yung Ching, the Chinee.”

A breezy chat on'topies in general,
g conducted by the Editor and Edwy
: Searles Brooks.

It is very nice to know, Jean Elder, that
you regard the St,. Frank’s story as your
“weekly pick-mne-up.”” There are no IFirst
and Sccond Forms at St. Frank’s. There
wereo many years ago, but they were discon-
tinucd. St. Frank’s does not now admit boys
under twelve years of age. Each of the four
Houscs at St. Frank’s (not counting the School
House, which is . purely for work) boards
Third-Formers, Fifth-Formers and Sixth-
Formers. But the Remove is divided equally
between the Ancient House and the \West
House, and the TFourth is divided ecqually
between the Modern House and East Iouse.

L & *»

There’s no need for you to say ‘I expect
you will be annoyed because I am being
candid, and I.don’t suppose you will finish
reading this after me being so critical,” Alex.
W. Tustin. Candour and criticism are both
welcomed. So it is hoped that you and other
rcaders will not refrain from writing if you
have a few little grumbles to ventilate.
Grumbles, especially 1f they are thoroughly
justified, can be very helpful.

w * 4

The St. I'rank’s boys no longer wear Etons,
I. Woolford, because the school authorities
have awakened from their long, long slecep,
and have decided that a great college like St.
Frank’'s should move with the times. It was
not Handforth who changed his Austin Seven
for a Morris Minor, but his fond aunt. Before
long, 1t’s quite possible that she’]ll make
another change, and substitute an M. G.
Midget, or something,

] * »

Readers who wish to join in our *Round
Table Talk » should address their letters to
the Iiditor, NeLsox Lee LiBrarY, I'leetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
who will pass on to Mr. Brooks any queries
for the author’s individual attention.
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Night Hawk and Phantom Foe Meet in a Thrilling Mid-air Duel!

i

!

. Fighting Fury!

UST for a moment Thurston Kyle and
Snub stood transfixed—horrified by
the ghastly yellow masks the madmen
wore, through which frenzied eyes

¢lared with baleful light. The Night
Hawk guessed who they were the moment
he eaw them, both from their numbers and

}}‘-0 sudden wild yell that hurst from their
ps.

The PHANTOM
k FOE!

A thrilling mysiery
and adventure serial

By JOHN BREARLEY

(Opening chapters re-told in brief on page 42.)

The shock made
him falter. And
the pause was
fatal, pardonable
though it was,
for, with another
throbbing roar,

the raliders
foamed into
action, hurling
themselves to
handgrips like
furies.

Only the nar-
rowness of the cor-
ridor saved the
two from Dbeing
swamped.

‘““Back,

The Night
Hawk, icy cool in
a flash, swept the
boy behind him
into the room,
flung up his gun,
and dropped the
lcader of the rush
limply in his
tracks. Deftly
then the scientist
retreated, duck-
ing a heavy knife
that buricd itself
in the panels as
he closed the door.
There followed a

chorus of bafied yells, and a smashing
impact as the pursucrs crashed home on
the barrier.

Kyle’s advantage, however, lasted less
than a sccond. The bed-room door that
could withstand the tempestuous rush of
five frantic killers had yet to be made.
Hardly had the defenders time to draw a
single” dcep hreath than a panel split

Snub !”
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open, a shot wrecked the lock, and, to a
worse din than ever, the Phantom’s devils
pourcd in like a flood, weapons raiscd.

But this time they were met by a man
as demented as themselves—and twice as
strong. Omne who turned at bay with the
splendid recklessness of a cormerecd tiger
—a desperate Hercules.

With a harsh roar, Thurston Kyle leapt
squarely to meect them, gun afiame. A
second man went down under a Dbullet,
but, in falling, pitched against the Night
Hawk's legs. 'The diving weight threw
him off his balance, and a wildly-swung
cosh jerked the gun from his hand. IRe-
covering viciously, he punched the club-
swinger senseless to the floor, whirled up
a chair, and transformed it into a weapon
that smashed the attack into confusion.

Snub’s automatic spat snakingly at the
same instant, the bullet downing a
raving attacker who clutched fiercely at
his shoulder as he hit the carpet.
Thurston Kyle and his assistant were
thirough the communication-door and into
Snub’s Dbed-room in a stride.

“Out of this, Snub—laboratory—get my
wings ready!” came a hoarse gasp.
“}Vatch outside; others may be coming!
Ah!”

Obediently, Snub darted into the empty
corridor and raced for the lab. just as the
sccond door crashed open. The very man
he had wounded led this attack, for ouly
fatal shots could stop such fighters as
thesc.  Thurston Kyie, however, barred
the way once more, using his broken chair
with a cold, relentless fury that halted
the raid in the doorway, beat the maniacs
back, and not only back but clean
through his bed-room and into the pas-
sage once more.

Even had the Phantom’s men combined,
the three still on their fcet could not have
stopped that tall, raging figure; and they
did not combine. Each was fighting for
his own hand, loosing off wild shots that
emptied their guns, casting them away
and sailing in with claw-like hands.- One,
running straieht into a terrible, down-
ward swing, sailed right through the
door and sagged against the wall like an
empty sack. The others, wrapping them-
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selves round their solitary foe, strove to
pull him down. ’

Backward and forward the three recled,
locked in conflict, staggering against
walls, hecedless of bruises or shock.
Breathless gnd groggy though he was,
‘Thurston Kyle still fought like a demon;
hammered his way clear, flung his assail-
ants down, and, in turn, backed slowly
away towards the laboratory after Snub.

They caught him again as he retreated
down a short flight of stairs; diving on
top of him full-toss from the top step, so
that all three toppled together. At the
bottom they merged into another welter
of vicious, thudding blows, smashes, and
kicks.

Mecanwhile, Snub had reached the
laboratory. His first action was to throw
on a master-switch that set every light
in the house blazing with a glow that
flooded the lawn. In lithe hastc then, he
laid out his master’s flying gear, knowing
that Thurston Kyle had formed some
lightning scheme cven in the fury of the
bed-room fight—though what, he could
not guess. 'That finished, he darted to the
little veranda outside, gun in hand.

He was just in time to witness the ar-
rival of fresh reinforcements from the
Phantom’s night-hovering airship.

The cage had been withdrawn from the
roof the moment the terrible six had
oglided out. Now, however, alarmed by
the sudden blaze of-lights, the Phantom
flung six mo-e fighting-men into the raid
to make a swift end of the fight that he
guessed was still raging. This time the
cage landed squarely on the lawn, the
door slid open and the gunmen rushed
for the lower windows of the house, plan-
ning an attack from a different quarter.

Their finish was swift !

From each man burst a sudden choking
yell, followed by a stiff spasmodic leap
into the air. Next moment, six ex-con-
victs, who had known nothing of the
electric defences guarding the Night
Hawk’s lair at night, lay quiet and stiil
on the smooth turf.

Other foes had attacked the same way
in the past and shared the same fate,
prepared by the ruthless, masterful man

kidnapping, looting.

wits them.

L HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

THE NIGHT HAWK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declares war on

THE PHANTOM FOE, a ruthless criminal, who has commenced a reign of terror, Lilling,
Always he attacks amid a cloud of yellow gas, which stupcfles his
victims; then disappears literally into air, for he directs operations from an invisible airship.
The Night Hawk discovers this; but in his first clash with the Phantom is defeated. Scotland
Yard calls in Kyle, and he promises to assist them to bring the criminal to book. He outlines
a plan to Captain Frank Arthurs, but, owing to a leakage of information, the Phantom out-
Then comes th: sensational news that Lucius Pelton, of the Treasury, has
vanished, and Arthurs immediately suspects that he is in league with the Phantom Foe.
One night the crook sends six madmen to attack the Night Hawk. Kyle and his young
assistant, Snub Hawkins, are awakened, and a whirlwind scrap begins.

(Now read on.)
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who disdained police protection and
fought danger in his own way. Snub,
with a bitter, defiant word, plunged back
jnto the laboratory and heard a noise that
made him rush to the door.

It opened; his gun went up, only to be
pocketed next instant. For the powerful
Night Hawk had won his battle at last
with the two survivors on the stairs, and
pnow lurched wearily in, hauling them
after him by their collars.

Aided by Snub, he imprisoned them im-
mediately in the small electric lift that
ran from the corner of his laboratory,
down a shaft to the little screened door
below. Slamming the door upon their un-
conscious figures, he gripped the lad by
the arm, panting heavily.

“Go back; see to the others. Haul any
survivors in here and put them in the
lift—keep them prisoners. Be careful—
take your gun. Then lower the lift half-
way and- leave them—to cool !”

““And you, guv’nor?”’

For answer the Night Hawk snatched a
pair of goggles from a bench, ran out on
the veranda and donned them. They were
the goggles copied from such as the
Phantom’s cwn men wore; of anti-actinic
glass, the only lens that would betray the
whereabouts of the criminal’s great air-
ship, providing it was near cnough to be
secn. It was.

Craning his neck, he discovered the
vessel at once, right above the house; a
mere blur of faint violet light, of an
intensity beyond the scope of the naked
eye. Thurston Kyle’s great fist clenched
and rose in a single fierce gesture, un-
utterably vindictive.

“Madmen—eh ?” he snarled. “You
cur; stay there two minutes longer and,
by Heaven, I’'ll be with you!”

Running in, he began throwing on his
flying gear like a man possessed.

—— — o=

The Phantom Retaliates!

HE Night Hawk was as good as his
word, for burning rage drove him
to swiftest action.

wings, swooped from the laboratory
veranda and strecaked aloft at blinding
Pace, straight for the dimly-glowing air-
ship that ouly he could sce. Tor the
third time, Night Hawk and Phantom
were about to clash in an aerial duel—
ornithopter versus dirigible; bird-man
versus a modern master of crime!

The Night Hawk, as he flung himself

upwards, was infuriated to a po?nt where hood,

odds ceased to count. Twice before his

Indeed, the two"
minutes had barely elapsed before 4
a dark, vengeful figure, borne by great <

a3

attacks on the Phantom’s mystierious craft
had becn beaten off, but no thought of
these failures checked him now. All he
wanted was to come fo grips once more,
to smash and destroy, drive the airship
off with wounds that would go some way
to saying for the raid of the terrible six.
And he held a strong card in his hand—
that of surprise.

The airship still hung in the sky,
motionless while her frowning commander
stared down at the brilliantly-lighted
house below. The Phantom was becoming
impatient. By now the savage onslaught
of his men should have been over long
ago, and instinet told him that a snay
had cropped up somewhere—a hitch on
which he had not counted. Still, with
twelve men attacking, success must come
soon. Mecanwhile, he and the rest of his
gang were safe above, ready to flood
Thurston Kyle’s grounds with Yellow Gas
should any attempt at rescue be made
from outside. The last thing he expected
just then was a lightning counter-attack
from Kyle himself.

Thus, when the rude awakening burst
on him with bewildering suddenness, the
shock was doubly severe.

Like a shell from a gun, the Night
Hawk ilew unseen past the airship,
banked dizzily- on outstretched wings and
came down from above to launch his first
blow. As he flashed across the top of the
vessel, Lis hand swung over and down in
a long, clean throw, flinging a grenade
with unerring aim square?y to the centre
of the rear helicopter. To the sound of a

staggering report, the spinning hori-
zontal vanes vanished, shattered to
splinters. And the airship reeled

drunkenly, her stern, robbed of its up-
ward lifting power, dropping with a
sickening lurch.

The inexorable Night Hawk, in a single
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whirl of hLis wings, flashed lower at once
to ]l)ros: home his adv antage. His hastily-
loaded belt Leld only tivo grenades, and
now he hurled the sccond and last clean
through. “a . starboard™ wiridow. ... Then;-
diving.,. for .-the breach” with lecl\loss ago-
"'leSl\'(‘llObS,.ll(’ ‘sent , bullet after bullet
tlaming ;inside ‘from 111~ twin automatics.
AWithin the nushlps main _cabin, : the
cffect .. of the . lightning, onslaurrht was
One ycllow masked anmtcx was
devastatingly hit by the qpltoful rrwnadc
two others crumpled as \\hmmrr bullets
dvilled them” cleanly. Bom]dmod almost
unncrved, the others flune themqol\ es flal
to the dock. abandoning their. stations in
panic; so for a full fifty scconds the fate
of the.giant trembled in the balance.
Then thie Phantom and " his licutenant
stormed from the ‘control-cabin to take
charge and fight back with ruthless
IOaOIIItIOII. i

Wihatever thiey were, ‘rhoy were  not
cowards.  Heedless of ﬂymrr lead, the
Phantom dashed down | the oxdchl\-
sloping deck, Iashing his men upufrlu
with fiery, qcathum tonoue His heu-
tenant, JOILmrr a Tommy-(run from a
rack, sent a bhbtermo' ha1l of bullets
thrmmh the shattered window "that nar-
x;o’w}v missed the Night Hawk's head s
1e ‘rlided b'\ck to reload L,

]ﬁlj:ii—i Treer{ In 'the - face of - that
’incr dc’tth-hml further attack there
" Arald M )03511\10 Ho swirled mmv b(‘{ll(h-
ing ¥l - ancther ~ loophole ™ before' the
Pll‘ﬁnth?n,\ smokc screen should. gush forth
1S 13 n’t‘EPto blmd and bafﬂo Lim."

*as |
- St aser

:‘_, t"'li..‘
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With a sluggish lcap into the air, tha
great ship bornm to struggle for altitude,
tlu Phantom :\bnndumvcr Itis mrhtuw-meu
below without a tlmwrht s And as ddue alr.
ship’s crew sprang to'arms_and the’smoke.
serecu cvlmdoh began to hiss, he darteq
to a l)mt viindow and 01‘110(1 for a snwl(-
sulphurous moment at Thurston I\\h
housc¢ benecath him, a vivid tarvget.

A -savage oath bunt “from -him -whei a
scecond st.nb(.md window caved in n(-noa‘ln
a stream of revolver shots. IIe knew from
past, (\p(ncnce that hitting the clusive
enemy’ Ulll\l(l(‘ was a matter of merest
chance, and, “with his crippled ship, did
not mtmi(l Stayving this time for -a long
h(rllt But lie could and would launch

Tast attack ‘below before sheering off.

‘Ynu cléver -dog! TI'm not- finished
vet I he spat] and acted swiftly.

Divingzhack ivto. his eabin; he ran to
‘rhc._\mll strong  hand gripping a lever
there. - Laugling: harshly, he pulled it
bhack, . Au(l Jum “the bomb-relcase in the
auslup 5 kee?; dropped a sleck object that
swislied -carthwards at hissing speed.

In a ]()ncr munnrr line tlle huge acro-
bmnh (lmppod It missed,; ;the house by
many vards, but landed ﬂu\h i the centre
of the lawu. There came a velling . ex-
])1(\]0!1 that rose to the skics, crcating. a
backlash so powerful that .ﬂl(‘ airship Teit
the shock, followed by a ‘ghastly” lurid
oglare ! . 5

(Is the Night Hawel:'s m(msmn wrecked :
And what of Snub, inside? Iool. ‘out for
another thrilling mcialmonl nc.rf weels,
lads.)

(f-t..

‘SPUR’PROOF TENTS

r(}uaranteed Lightweight moofcd matcrial
. Complete with three-piece jointed.
poles, . pegs, . guy  lines, and
- valise: \\'mght 4* lbs. Rize 6 fr,
X 4 ft 6 ips. "3 {t. 6 ins

; With. 6 in. “all 12,3

Accommodatcs -
ooye. Yostage 9(l
&pt‘tx'll extra- lightweight, I‘g\ptmn Cotton.
Weight 34 1bs., 18/6

B.Send-far beautiful llluel:u!cd Cm)ﬁnna List, post free.
i GEO, GROS‘B & CO.. 8. New Bridge st E.C.4,
[ | Scnd2

DON’T BE BULL'ED- P(-nny
Stamps for some SPLENDID LESSONS in
JUJITSU and Handsome Photo Plate of Jap’

Champions, The Wonderful Japancse Self.
Defenee without weapons. Take care of yoursclf
under all.circumstances; fear no man. ou can

Lave Monster Illustrated Portion for P.O. 3/9.
Send Now to “YAWARA ™ (Dept, A.P), 10
()ue(-ns“a\ Hanworth, Feltham, dMhiddx, Practical

Tuition_ onl) at 48, Cn.nnb_v St., Regent St., W.1.
Your Ieight increased in 14 davs

BE TALL or money barkl Amazing Coursc

-. 8 TAMP NOW for Yree Book. -~ STEBBING
gllr.'i‘,'l‘}?‘.l}ﬁrcti S28. Dean - Road, LONDON, N.wW.2

LUSKING, SHYNESS, TIMIDITY. For FREE
particulars simple home cure, send stamp Mr. Hughes,

B J London, W.C.1.

‘'rite’ for ‘my frce Bangain ;
Lists of the 'best A LL.
BRITISH cycles. 1

DKYS’
. CARRIAGE
PAID. Cash price £3 158,
. or terms. Al uccessories
IRFE anue 21/-.

mum

““\\\\“\\“
Blushlng Shyncss, ‘““Nerves,’”” Sclf-consciousness

cured or money back! Compicto
Treatment, 57+, detaile, stvikinz testimonials Free.—
LA, TEBBING 28.Dean Rd.. LONDON, N.W.2,

APPROVAL.

OVEN

TAMMERING STOP NOW! Curc you;sclf as [
S.il Fartictlars free. FRANK B. HUGHES,
26. HART £7.. LONDON, W.C.1.

——————— —— - = —

300 STAMPS for 6d. (113,59, /-

Ol India. Nigeria, New Sounth Wales, Gold Coast eto.
W.A.WHITE.30.Enginc Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

AAAADNADAAALALADALDLLALA. GO

All applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

lication should b3 addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, “ The Nelson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

VOV VVVVVIVIVVIVFVVFVVVVIYY

~ne., Yart Street (Room 16),
’ n blished cvery Wednesday-by tho Proprictors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway Houge,
B ingaon. Strect Londony E.C.4. Advorftsomcntp Offices : The Flectway IHouse, Farringdon Street, 1.C.4.

rarringdon Strect,
Registered for transmission by Canadlan magazine post.

S:6 for siz months.

New Series No. 76.

Africa:

Subseription Rates :

Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealatd :
Central News Aqoncy Ltd

SS

Inland and Abroad 11/- per annwu;
Mecssrs, Gordou & Gotch, Ltd; and for South

July 4th, 1931.



	NS2 076 0001
	NS2 076 0002_1L
	NS2 076 0002_2R
	NS2 076 0003_1L
	NS2 076 0003_2R
	NS2 076 0004_1L
	NS2 076 0004_2R
	NS2 076 0005_1L
	NS2 076 0005_2R
	NS2 076 0006_1L
	NS2 076 0006_2R
	NS2 076 0007_1L
	NS2 076 0007_2R
	NS2 076 0008_1L
	NS2 076 0008_2R
	NS2 076 0009_1L
	NS2 076 0009_2R
	NS2 076 0010_1L
	NS2 076 0010_2R
	NS2 076 0011_1L
	NS2 076 0011_2R
	NS2 076 0012_1L
	NS2 076 0012_2R
	NS2 076 0013_1L
	NS2 076 0013_2R
	NS2 076 0014_1L
	NS2 076 0014_2R
	NS2 076 0015_1L
	NS2 076 0015_2R
	NS2 076 0016_1L
	NS2 076 0016_2R
	NS2 076 0017_1L
	NS2 076 0017_2R
	NS2 076 0018_1L
	NS2 076 0018_2R
	NS2 076 0019_1L
	NS2 076 0019_2R
	NS2 076 0020_1L
	NS2 076 0020_2R
	NS2 076 0021_1L
	NS2 076 0021_2R
	NS2 076 0022_1L
	NS2 076 0022_2R
	NS2 076 0023

