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Charlie Talmadge had no chance of escaping, for he was securely clamped down. *¢ Proceed with the
pucishment ! ** said the Chief Avenger solemnly. Swish, swish, swish | The cane rose and fell with
mechanical regularily, and, although the force behind it was not great, it was a most humiliating

moment for Talmadge. The Remove had scored over the Fourth Form once more !
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7 he Ancient Order of Avengers !

The New Klux Klan!

l\

NKS!
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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The feud between the Remove and the Fourth Form at

St. Frank’s becomes even more bitter in this vivid long

complete story, which introduces Nipper, Handforth and
many other popular characters.
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CHAPTER 1.

The Ancient! Order ol Avengers !

NCH by inch the dormitory door
slowly opened, and Handforth & Co.,
dressing in the moonlight. paused in
their occupation. A hooded figure

appeared in the doorway, silent, sinister, and

mysterious,
“My only

with a start,

Midnight had just boomed out from the
old clock tower of St. Frank's, and the
school was supposed to be fast asleep and
snug for the night., But in the Remove, at
east, there was a certain amount of activity.

“Who—who is it?” asked Charch in a low
voice,

hat!” murmured Handforth,

The hooded figure made no reply. Ib
advanced stlently into the room, and pointed
an acecusing finger at Handforth.

“Prepare!” said a deep, accusing voico.

The hooded figure now stood in the full
flood of the moonlight that came streaming
through the window, across the roof of the
West House. And there was something very
mystic about that figure. -It was enveloped
in a long black cloak, with voluminous furds,
and the head was entirely enclosed in a
hood, alter the fashion of a monk. Two
narrow slits were nrovided, and behind these
twinkled a pair of sharp eycs.

“Here, chuck 1t!” muttered
*What do you mean—prepare ?”’

“I mean that it’s time you chaps were
ready ! sawd the hooded figure chorrfully,

Ls

tiandforth.
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“We shall keep Pitt and the other fellows
walting unless we're pretty brisk.”

It was the voice of Nipper, the genial
Junior skipper of St. Frank’s. He pro-
ceeded to pull his hood off, and stood re-
vealed in all his smiling cheeriness,

"By Jupiter!” said McClure, “I must
say you looked pretty awful, Nipper, in that
hood! Enough tc give anybody the crceps!”

Nipper grinned.

“Well, the Ancient Order of Avengers is
a grim and murky secret society,” he said
drily. “There wouldn’t be much fun in the
game if we looked like a crowd of pierrots,
would there? Aren’t you fellows ready yet?
Where are your cloaks and hoods?”

“Under the beds,” said Handforth bricfly.

Tho door opened again, and two-or three
other hooded figures stole in. They were
all wearing rubber:sole shoes, and they made
no sounds whatever. They came in like a
lot of shadows, looking as mysterious as
Nipper had done,

“Beware!” said one of them ominously,
“The Avengers are abroad !”

“Jolly good!” said Nipper, nodding. *“I
don’t know who it is, but that voice is just
the stuff we want!” '

Ralph Leslie Fullwood threw his hood back.

“I pass muster, then 7 he asked, grinning.
“Good egg!” :

The others revealed themselves as Clive
Russell, Archie Glenthorne, Tommy Watson,
Sir Montie Tregellis-West, and Cecil De
Valerie. They were all members of the
Ancient Order of Avengers. :

In other words, the Remove Secret Society
was preparing for its first attack on the
enemy.

And the enemy, to be brief, was the Fourth
Form. |

Just at present there was a grim feud in
progress between the Fourth and the Re-
move:. It had been going on for a week
ar two, and there had been some very excit-
ing doings at St. Frank’s. Exactly how the
feud had started nobody could remember. It
was only known that the twe Junior Forims
were at serious loggerheads. John Buster-
ficld Boots and his inen were bitterly opposed
to the Removites. There was no fun in this
feud. It was a very deadly affair. There
had heen free fights, attacks and counter-
attacks, and numerous incidents. The war-
fare was getting hotter and hotter.

Indeed., Dr. Stafford. the headmaster, had
heard about it, and ha had banred the entire
~anfliet, He had even gone so far as to
cancel all the half-holidayzs for the Remove
and the Fourth, and to gate everybody. And
it was officially known that if any fights took
nlace betweon the rival Forms the ringleaders
would be either flogged or expelled  The
Head had taken very drastic action.

And so—the Ancient Order of
had come into being,

It was a means of getting round the head-
master’s ban, Handforth had thought of the
idea, and the rest of the Removites had been
filled u-ifh‘ wonder. It was rather unusual

Avengers

for the great Edward Oswald to suggest a
scheme that was really practicable, And
now, two or three days after Handy’s big
idea had been mooted, the Avengers were
ready for their first raid. They intended
making it a grim, spectacular affair, for
other preparations had been going on, too.
It had not been merely a question of making
the cloaks and hoods. AIll sorts of things
had been necessary. .

There were many points in favour of this
secret society, 3

Even if the juniors were spotted by pre-
fects or masters—even if the Head himself
encountered them—they would be safe. For
they would be unrecognisable, and they would
be able to steal away, and the mystery of
their identity would never be solved. And
s0, in seeret, they would be able to wage their
warfare against the Fourth.

“Well, come on!” s=aid Nipper briskly.
“It’s nearly a quarter past twelve already,
and we shall have to be moving.” ‘

Handforth & Co. were ready, and all the
hooded figures, adjusting their headgear,
padded stlently out of the dormitory and
then down the corridor. Outside, in the dark-
ness of the West Square, they met a num-
ber of other figures, similarly attired. Theso
Avengers were Reggie Pitt and his valiants
of the West House Remove., At St. Frank’s
the Remove Form boarded in the Ancient

House and the West House, whilst the
Fourth Form had their quarters in the
Modern House and the Iast House. Thus

this feud was a battle for supremacy between
all four Houses, two Houses on either side.

“All supplied?” came <= whisper from
Reggie Pitt,

“Yes, we're readv,”

“Gond ! said Pitt. “Then let’s get on
with the dirty work! Let the Ancient Order
of Avengers commence the mighty doings.
of the night!”

replied Nipper.

il
{%‘wf@ ‘CHAPTER 2.
W T
3 "'é‘ : A Surprise for Boots and Co,
OHN BUSTERFIELD

G ﬁf P BOOTS sat up in bed, and
PlL'. ﬁ\ I iooked about him with be-
g o T wildered eyes.

“Must be
he muttered, staring.

“You are not dreaming, my friend,” =aid
a low voice. " You arec in the hands of the
Avengers! Make no outery—make no
attempt to escape! It will be bad for you
if you try either of these two things! Re-
niember, there is no escape from the
Avengers!” _

“Great Scott!" said Boots blankly.

There was an amazed expression on his
startled face. His grey eses were filled with
wonderment, and his wide, humorous mouth
was now set in a thin hine—with a little twist
at one corner. In the moonlight his tousled
haiv looked even redder than usunal--a great
mop cf tangled tow.

dreaming !’
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“So this is the game, is

rimly. “By Jingo, you can't fool me, you
idiots! Hoods and cloaks, eh? I'll bet you're
some of those beastly Removites!”

“Silence!” ordered one of the Avengers.
“One warning has been given, John Buster-
ficld Boots! The Avengers do not give their
warnings twice!”

There were half-a-dozen of the hooded
figures in the little dormitory, and two stood
over either of the three beds. Percy DBray
and Walter Denny were sitting up, too, as

amazed as their leader. They were not
exactly scared, but thevy were certainly
startled.

*“All of you will get out of bed and dress
vourselves,” said the leader of the Avengers,
“ Remember, if you make the slightest sound
you will be gagged and bound! If you wish
to escape. this indignity, you will give us
your word of honour—solemnly—that you
will make no outery, nor attempt to struggle.
Do you give us your word 7"

“No, we jolly well don’t!"” snapped Bray.

But Buster Boots pursed his lips, He could
sce that they were eastly outnumbered. There
was no hope of escape from those hooded
fizures, and Boots had no desire to be gagged
and bound. He was a masterful youth,
capable and self-veliant, but he knew when he
was beaten.

“Well,” he said grufily, “I'll give you my
word—and that stands for Bray and Denny,
too. We don’t want any rough-house stuft
here, in the middle of the night. We won’t
struggle, and we won’t make any outery.”

“You silly ass——" began Denny.

“Dry up!” said Boots. “What’s the good
of fighting? We shall only be tied up in our
own sheets and gagged with our own pillow-
cases ! _

His chums could see the
remark, and they nodded,

sense of this

“Oh, all right!” growled Bray. ‘(o
ahead !

“It 18 well!” said the leader of the
Avengers. “We did not look for such

common-sense from the enemy !”

“Ah, then you admit that you'ro members
of the Remove?”’ said Boots quickly.

“We admit nothing!” replied the Avenger.

Boots & Co. were just a little uneasy as
they climbed out of bed and dressed them-
selves, They had not recognised any voices,
and they could only guess that these figures
belonged to the Remove. To even hazard
at their real identity was impossible, |

Buster Boots’ chief emotion was one of
anger—anger against himself. Why hadn’t
he thought of this wonderful stunt? Why
hadn't he formed a scerot society? He could
have kicked himself.
and there that on the morrow a FFourth Form
secret society should come into being! These

Remove fellows were not going to have every--

thing their own way!

At last they were ready. DBray, angular
and loose-jointed, only put on his trousers
and jacket—over his pyjamas. He was look-
ing very angry and flushed. Walter Denny,
with his broad, squat figure, was even more

it?" he said

And he resolved then

enraged than his companions. He was =a
domincering sort of fellow, inclined to be a
bully, but Boeots bad always discouraged this
tendency in Denny’s character.

“All right, you rotters!” he growled
“You've got us this time—but vou won't
catchh us on the hop again!” |

“Bilence!” ordered one of the Avengers,
“ Yon have given your word to make no out-
..er_!n

“I can speak, 1 suppose!” snapped Denny.

*You can speak when you are addressed—
but not otherwise!” came the curt reply.

And while this was going on in one dormi-
tory, Bob Christine & Co., in anothor dormi-
tory, were undergoing exactly the same treat-
ment. Six Avengers had invaded their bed-
room, and were making them dress. After
the first shock of amazement, they, too,
gnessed at the identity of the intruders.

Bob Christine, usually sunny and genial, was
now in an aggressive mood ; Roddy Yorke and
Charlie Talmadge were just angry. Out in
the corridor, they came face to face with
Boots & Co., each one escorted by Lwo of the
hooded figures -

“My only hat!” groaned Bob.
collared you, too?”’

“Yes,” muttered Boots. “ But don’t worry.
Wce'll get our own back for this!”

“Let the prisoners be silent!” said one of
the Avengers in a grim voice. “Any further
talking, and gags will be at once applied.
And always remember that when the
Avengers make a threat the Avengers carry
out that threat!” . |

The six captives were then marched
silently downstairs and into the lobbv. Here
there was a halt. John Busterfield Boots and "
his men were blindfolded. They protested,
but in vain. They were blindfolded very
thoroughly, for black bags were dropped com-
pletely over their heads and drawn tight
round their necks. "They could breathe easily
enough, but they could sce absolutely
nothing. :

Then they were twirled round and round,
until they lost all sense of direction. Aftor
this they were marched onwards, down corri-
dors and passages, until they were hopelessly
confused,

They guessed that all this was being done
deliberately, so that they would not know
their true destination, And they were all
filled with curiosity—and just a little fear.

What were these Avengers about to do to
them ?

“So they've

CHAPTER 3,
The Punishment Chamber !

ET the prisoners be unblind-
folded I”?

The voice was cold and
unemotional. The Fourth-
Formers felt the bags be-

removed from their heads, and their

*
ing

vision was restored. They looked about them
" wonderingly.
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They knew that they had passed out into
the open during the course of their recent
march. At least, they believed so. They had
felt a ecoolness in the zir—a kind of damp
chilliness, Yet it hadn’t seemed exactly like
the outer air. They were all puzzled by
their experience. And now that they had
reached their destination they had no know-
lédge of its whereaboute.

For they found themselves in a curious
chamber-—an apartment entirely enshrouded
with black curtains. Even the ceiling was
covered with these same black draperies.
There was no doorway—no window. Just
the black curtains all round, with two acety-
lene bicycle lamps showing a focused glare
upon a curious contrivance in the very centre
of the chamber. All the Avengers were in

the deep shadows, mysterious figures moving

about in the gloom.

“Well I'm jiggered!”” said Buster Boots, in
a startled voice.

“Where are we?’ asked Bob Christine.
“ And-—and what's that thing in the middle
there 7" |

One of the Avengers waved a hand.

“You may well ask,”” he said. “You are
in the Pumishment Chamber of the Ancient
Order of Avengers!” :

B“ The Punishment Chamber?’ asked Perey
3ray.

“Yes, the Punishment Chamber!’ repeated
the Avenger.
about to be placed on the rack—to suffer for
your many crimes’’

*“Crimes be blowed !’ said Boots arrogantly.
“And who are you calling dogs? You may
think it's jolly clever to act like this—to come
here dressed up in the guise of a giddy Black
Hand gang—but we'll get our own back!”

“*Rather!” said Christiz: hotly. **These
Removites aren’t the only fellows who can
form a Secret Society! They’ve done it so
that they can get at ué on the guiet—in
spite of the Head’s orders. But two can play
at this game!”

“Empty words!” said one of the Avengers
mocl{in%ly. “We fear nothing—and least of
all we fear the Fourth! The Ancient Order
of Avengers stands supreme!’’

“By George, rather!” said one of the other
cloaked figures.

*?O'IElheit’s Handy, I'll bet!” said Boots, with
a nod. |

“Rats!” roared the Avenger who had just
spoken. “ How the dickens did you recoynise
my voice? JI—I mean >’ |

“It will be advisable, comrade, for you to
be silent!’” said the Chief Avenger. * Speech
is unnecessary at this juncture. We are here
to act. Number two, step forward!”’

Another of the cloaked figures came for-
ward, and stood at attention near the cuvious
mechanical arrangement in the centre of the
apartment.

“Prepare the fist prisuner
ment !’ said the relentless chief.

“Look here, eut all this out!” said Doots
aggressively. “What do you mean—punish-
men}}? If you think we're going to submit

for punish-

“And now, doge, vou are

“There is no question of submission!” in-
terrupted the hooded figure. “You are hero
to obey—to take your punishment. Resist-
ance will be useless, Recently, you and your
companions have indulged in practices which
are.cowardly and despicable. You have hurled
stones at unsuspecting individuals. You have
used dogwhips 1n a cowardly and discreditable
fashion.”

Buster Boots stared.

“What!"” he ejaculated. “ You—you rot-
ters! What do you mean by accusing us of
the very things that you have done your-
selves ! You know jolly well that you used-
that dogwhip! You smashed Bob Christine
across the face with it! You threw stones

“Enough!”” interrupted the Chief Avenger,
“It is gquite useless for you to make charges
againet ue—justified or unjustified. For you
do not know our identity. You may, perhaps,
guess—but guessing is not knowing. And
when you deny the statements that we have
just made, we can only pity you!”

The Fourth-Formers were hotly indignant.
They knew that they were not guilty of the
charges that the Avengers had just made,

But, if it canw ro that, neither the Re-
movites nor the .. rth-Formers knew that
come outeide influences had been at work.

There was an unknown trickster somewhere—
somebody who had been perpetrating these
outrages, so that the schoolbey enemies should
remain at loggerheads, and so that the feud
should become more and more intense. No-
body even knew of this Unknown, and so
the misunderstandings had been growing, and
the animosity had increased,

“Let the first priconer be brought forward,
and placed on the rack!’ said the leader of
the Avengers. ‘‘And remember, you Fourth-
Formers, that this is just a taste of what
will follow—if you intfu-]-ge in any further
exhibition of vindictive animosity. The
punishment will be more and morve drastic.
The time has come for you to take your gruel
—and you must take it without grumbling.”

“Oh, go ahead with it!” said Boots im-
patiently. “ But you needn’t think that you’il
keep up this game, my fine mystery men!
We don’t know who you are for certain, but
we can guess—Hamilton, Handforth, Pitt, De
Valerie. Fullwood! Am I right? I'll bet
von're all here!"

“Ah, but von cannot be certain!’ said the
spokesman of the Avengers, in a mocking
voice. Much ecan he conjectured—but no-
thing can be known.,”

“Theie’ll be no conjecture about the bash-
ing you're goon going to receive!’ said one
of the other Avengers. *“That will be real
eneugh, anvhow! So let's get on with the
washing 1

Chariie Talmadge was singled out from the
rcet of the encmy, and led forward to. the
“rack.” ‘'lalmadge rvesisted foreefully. Ilis
forchead was wrinkled, and his hazel eyes
were filicd with fury.

“Chuek it he protested. “You—veu silly
idiots! I'm not going te be strapped te that
beastly contraption. Lemme go!”
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But his guards took not the slightest notice.
He was forced down into a most significant
position—face downwards, with his legs held
by a wooden clamp, and his arms stretched
out in front of him. His body was humped
—in a most significart position,

None of tho prisoners could fdil to guess
what the forthcoming punishment would be
like !

' CHAPTER 4.
) ) The Swishing Machine |
[9#~ HARLIE TALMADGE had

no chance. .

He was clamped down
by means of the mechanical
contrivances. Straps held
his wrists, and he was sprawling helplessly
over that trestle-like arrangement.

“Proceéd with the punishment!” said the
Chief Avenger solemnly.

“Comrade, we obey!” said two of the
others.

Swish—swish—swish !

Talmadge was pl surprised. It
was not half so bad a: . «d been expecting.
True, the cane came w.own with considerable
force on his rear quarter, but Talmadge had
received many a worse swishing from a
master. But nothing could alter the fact
that this experience was most humiliating.
bEverything was mechanical in this cham-
or,

The cane was held in a kind of mechanical
arm, and it was operated by one of the
Avengers, who turncd a great wooden wheel.
As they drove it round, a rachet released a
spring at intervals, and cansed the arm to
whirl backwards and forwards. It was cer-
tainly a very novel proceeding. .

“Twelva!™ said the chief, at length. *'Let
the punichment cease, and let the prisonar
be freed !

Charlie Talmadge was unstrapped, and
placed on the other side of the apartment.
He was red with indignation.

" All rigat, you rotters!” he panted. * We'll
pay you out for this!"” .

“You bet we shall!” said Buster Boots
aggressively, “They've got the better of us
now—but this triumph won’t last for long.
They'll wish they’'d never touched us before
we've finished with them !

“The trouble 1s, my friend, you will not
know who to deal with!” said one of the
Avengers drily. “You may guess—but you
can't know for certain. And surely your
sporting instincts would not allow you to
take revenge ou people that have not been
proven guilty? You cannot act on. mere
suspicions alone.”

“Can’t we?” said Buster Boots, “You
wait and sece! ‘Thero's not much susptcion
about it, either! I know for a jolly certainty
that you fellows are Removites, and 1 could
name pretty nearly every one of you, too!”

Roddy Yorke was the next victim, and he

struggled violently. But it was all unavail-
ing, He was strapped down, and the swish-
ing business preceeded. Yorke's loose-limbed
figure squirmed as the cane descended, and
he uttered all sorts of threats. But he cculd
not escape the punishment. After that, one
by one, the rest ot the Fourth Formers were
dealt with. Boots came last—and he received
twenty-four strokes instead of a dozen. As
leader of the TFourth, he was being especially
privileged,

“It is over!” said the Chietf of the Avengers.
*‘Let this be a solemn warning to you, my
lads. Always remember that every exhibition
of vindictiveness on your part will be pun-
ished by similar means. Whatever action
you may take—whatever trickery you get up
to—the Avengers will know. The Avengers
will take drastic action!” |

“That is so!” said the other Avengers.

" We sce all—and know all I’ continued the
chief relentiessly. “Nothing can escape our
viligance. You may believe that you can
have secrets from us, but in this you are mis-
taken. Our organisation is perfect—our
scouts are everywhere, and the Order is in-
vincible 1"

f‘Rats I” said Buster Boots gruflly, “AMl

this sounds jolly impressive, but we don't
take any notice. And, by jingo, you're going
to suffer for this night’s work! You haven’s
hurt us much—that giddy rack of sours is
more for show than anything else. But the
indignity is a different matter, And we're
going to have our revenge!”
_ "This is foolish talk!” said the chicl warn
ingly. “Have I not alrcady told you that
the Order is all-powerful? But enough! It
is not our intention to argue, or to waste fur-
ther words.”

Buster Boots made a sudden dash—rushing
at the fellow who had just spoken, and at-
tempting to pull his hood away.

" know who you are!” he shouted,
;‘ @’oy’ra Hamilton! But I want to be cer-
atn !”

Three of the other Avengers came sweeping
round him, and they dragged him back. Ile
had not succeeded in his intention.

“ Foolish youth!” said the chief mockingly.
“You are helpless against the strength of the
Avengers! Do not attempt to—"

“Rats!” interrupted Boots. “I nearly had
svou, my lad—and I know you are Nipper all
the time!” -

“¥You know nothing!” replied the other,
“You can only guess. And now you are to
ba returned to your own guarters. On the
morrow, many tongues will be wagging—
many ears will have heard the full story.
You do not like that, eh? You do not relish
the thought of the whole school talking about
your humiliation? But, remember, you have
earncd it! By your despicable conduct yon
have earned a much greater punishment than
we have administéred! But the Avengers
will always fight cleanly !”

“You—sou E-i”?’ idiot " roarcd Bob Chris-
tine angrily. *You're the fellows who
haven't been fighting cleanly! It was you
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who threw the stones, and did everything
else! _
us of it! I am ashamed of vou all! At one
time I was your pal—but'I wouldn't come
near you with a barge-pole now ! |

““Hear, hear!” chimed in the other Fourth
Formers,

The Avengers listened in astonishment.

*By George !” said one of them: “Do you
hear that, you chaps? They're accusing us
of the very things that——"

“In your excitement, comrade, you arc
losing control of your voice,” said the chief
varningly,

“My only hat!” gasped the hooded figure.
“I—I'd forgotten!”

Boots & Co. were scized, and once again
those bags are placed over their heads, so
that they were completely blindfolded. They
only knew—with absolute certainty—that
Handforth was a member of the Ancient
Order of Avengers. They could guess at the
identity of the others, but they could not
know. But the famous Edward Oswald,
naturally, had given himself away. Not that
it really mattered. Indeed, it was just as well
that Boots and his companions should realise
that the Remove was on the warpath,

CHAPTER 5.
A Startling Discovery !

HI. sound of softly padded
feet died away in the dis-
ten~e, and John Buster-
ficld Boots and his coms-

themselves alone.

found
They were in the darkness of the upper
corridor in the Modern House, and the black

pa:ions

bags had just been removed from their
heads,
backs against the wall. To give chase was
impossible, for cords had been tied round
their ankles, and knotted so scenrely that it
was impossible to untie them with any speed,

It was a wvery simple ruse to enable the
Avengers to get clear away before any of
the vietims could follow., Boots realised this
at once, and grunted.

“It's no good!” he =aid grufiy. W
can’t ehase them. By the time we've untied
these rotten knots they'll be back in their
own quarters, So we shall have to give it
up as a2 bad jobh.”

“The awful bounders!” said Bob Christine.
“Ancient Order of Avengers, eh? We'll
give them somefhing to be going on with in
return for this!”

They struggled with the knots, and
rventually suceceded in untying them. PBut
five minutes had elapsed by then, and the
Modern Houze wvas quiet and still. None of
the masters had heen disturbed, and Boots &
Co. decided that their best policy would be to
get straight back to bed. They eould no
nofhing to-nirht. Any act of retaliation would

And now you have the nerve to accuse

There they were, in a row, with their

huve ‘o be carefully thought ont, and then

carvefully put into execution.

Free once more, BPuster Boots regained
some of his equanimiiy.

“When you come to think of it,
protiy geod stunt,” he zaid grudgingly.
fact, a priceless game!” _

“"This sceret society stuff, vou mean?”

“Rather!” said Boots. ““Why the dickens

it's a
*Ia

didn't we think of it? Just look at the pos-
sibiitties !

Scores of them—hundreds! No
need to worry about the Head’s ban, or
anvthing 7

“Why not start a rival secret socicty?”
suggested Bray. _

“Why not. indeed?”’ said Boots. “In
fact, that’s what we shall do!”

“{Good 1dea!” said the others cagerly.
“What shall we call 107"

** Never :mind that now.” replied Boots.
“We can’t spend the night in discussing a

secret  society, Let’s leave it " until to-
morrow, and then we'll go into the thing
thoroughly. And, by jingo, won’t we mako

those Ancient House fellows sing small! My
sons. we're going to beat them at their own
gamefu.

“Hear, hear!”

All the animosity against the Avengers had
vanished. The Fourth-Formers were glad
enough of the idea, and they were ketn
on ferming a secret scciety of their own.
Dut that, as Boots had just said, could wait
until the morrow,

So they erept alsng the corridor,
entered their respective dormitories. _

They bade one another good-night, and
Boots and Bray and Denny went into one
roont. while Christine & Co. went further
up the passage.

“Weli, that’s that!” said Boots, as he
commenced undressing, “It’s rather spoilt
our beauty sleep, but who cares? Are you
fellows very sore?”

“Not particularly,” said Denny. “I don't
think much of thewr swishing apparatus, Tl
bet we'll get up something better !”

“Rather!™ said Boots. “QOur policy will
be to beat these chaps at their own game!
Well, to begin with, we'll—"

The door burst open, and Bob Christine

Yan In,
“The cads!” he panted. “The rotters!”

Boots and his companions stared at Bob.
“What's the matter?” asked Boots.

_““Why. aren’t your beds the same?” asked
Chiristine,  “Haven't they treated your
sheets in the same way?”

“What the dickens are you talking about?”
asked Denny.

Bob Christine ran across to the ncarcst
bed, and then turned.

“Yes, they're just the same!” he said
fiercely. “The destructive rotters! The
mean, contermptible eurs!” .

“What the thunder——*»

Buster Boots went across to the bed, and
then his voice died away. He stared
biankly.  Tlis bed was in very much the
-ame eonditicn as usual., except for the fact

and



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 9

o Well, I'm jiggered ! " exclaimed Church,
up a small bcown-paper parcel.

‘* Look at this—it came through the window !
Handiorth and MeClure stared at it curiously.

And he held
Was this some fresh trickery

on the part of the Fourth Formers?

that both the sheets had been deliberately
torn to ribbons! In fact they were no longer
sheets—they  were just heaps of rags.
There wasn't a single piece larger than a
pocket handkerchief.  T'he pillow-cases bhad
Lbeen dealt with in a similar fashion.

“My only hat!” said Boots,

“My bed's the same!” gasped Bray.

“And mine, too!"” said Denny furiously.

““And so are ours!” put in Bob Christine.
“While one party of those Avengers swished
tis, another patty must have come up here
and committed this deliberate damage! Is
that playing the game?”

“TIt isn't!" said Buster Boots hotly. *1It’s
nothing but dirty trickery! I say, this is
gotting too thick for words!”

The juniors were startled,

“We can’t explain it, either,” said Bob
Christine. “We can't give those chaps away
—we can't speak., If it comes to that, we
couldn’t give any names because we don’t
know who did it. As far as I can sce, we
shall have to get hoid of the miatron and
ask her to hush it up.” :

Buster Boots agreed,

. * Yes, that'll be the only way,” he said.

We dou't want the masters to hear of this,
Loave it to me, you chaps.  I'll speak to the
[louse Dame in the morning, and I'll tell her

"y

that we'll pay for the damage. She can
easily put fresh sheets on, and we shall have
to square up out of our pocket money. It’s
the only thing to be done.” "

“Yes, but isn’t it a bit awful?” asked
Bob, taking a deep breath. ““By Jove! 1
didn’t think that Nipper and his pals were
capable of such behaviour as this! A jape 13
a jape and a rag is a rag——"

“ And these sheets arve rags!” said Boots,
with a wry grimace.

“PBut this is going beyond the limit!” went
on Bob, who failed to appreciate the humour.
‘“Nobody would have grumbled 1f those
chaps had come here and turned our roomns
upside down. That sort of thing 13 permis-
sible—it's understood, But wilful damage.
15—is

“You ecan't find words, ch?’ said Bools
syvimpathetically, ““Same here! An act liko
this i1s nothing more nor less than black-
guardly. And those = Removites are
responsible 1

And certainly it scemed that such was the
case. True, Boots & Co. had no direct
evidence., They could only guess, How were
they to know that neither Nipper, Reggio
Pitt, uor any of the others had any suspicion
of this outrage? 'They were not responsible,
and they had gone back to their own
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quarters, satisfied that the night's work had
been well and truly accomplished.

But who had done this other thing? What
was the explanation of the mystery?

CHAPTER 6.
Trouble Brewing !
R ING!
Archie Glenthorne, of
the Ancient House,

started so violently that

his shiny topper jerked off
his head and rolled half-way across the
lehby. .
“(Good gad!” ejaculated Archie.
Ping !

This time Archie jumped about a foot into
the air, and by sheer misfortune he landed
right on the top of his wonderful silk hat.
It crumpled to destruction bencath his
weight, g

“ Archie, old man, T don’t like to sce this
display of temper!” said Nipper scverely as
he walked up. “ When a fellow jumps on his
own hat-it’s a bad sign. A new hat, too!
I'm surprised at you!”

“QOdds ftragedies and disasters!” said
Archie, picking up his topper and gazing at
it in dismay. “I mean to say, you don't
absolutely believe that I*jumped on the good
old headgear, what?”

- “My dear chap, 1 saw you do it!" said
Nipper.

“ Absolutely, but
dent!” protested Archie indignantly.
was absolutely a frightful mishap!”

“It’s all very well to say that, Archie, but
we all saw you jump into the air and trample
on your new topper!” said Tommy Watson.
“Yom can't get away from it——"’

“Laddie, I assure you the thing was a
foul  mistake!” said Archie dolefully:
*“There was I, standing in the doorway
admiring the good old crowds, thinking of
this and that, and feeling pa-rtichar!y
franquil.  And then, dash it—zing!—some-
thing smites the good old countenance amid-
ships., and off comes the old topper!”

“Do you mean something hit you?” asked
Nipper.

“Absolutely,” replied Archie. “ And, dash
it, something else hit me a sccond later, and
caused me to jump about twenty-five yards
into the good old-atmosphere! 1 mean to
say, it’s a bit mottled when a chappie can’t
stand in his own dashed doorway without
getting his face mixed up in a lot of fright-
fulness!”

f e \_’;t;m“ mean that two objects hit you in the
ace”

“ Absolutely,” said Archie.

“What did they feel like?”

“Stings!” replied the genial ass of the
Remove. “ Abzolutely like a couple of
- blessed wasps!”

“Snipers!? said Nipper sighificantly,
**What-ers? I mean to say—"

it was a dashed acci-
-‘I-It
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“Snipers,” repeated Nipper. “Those
Fourth-Formers started this game ycsterday.
It’s a new dodee of theirs. Open warfare is
out of the question, so they've taken up
various positions on the other side of tho

’I}‘riangle_,” and are sniping us with pea-
shooters |

“Odds gad! 1 mean to say, good
gracious!” exclaimed Archie Glenthorne;

“Zounds, and so forth! So that’s the dashed
lanation! Peas, what? It seems to me
dashed dangerous to stand in the good old
doorway nowadays., Kindly allow me to
trickle away, laddie. I rather fear that
Phipps will be frightfully pipped when he
sees this topper. It was absolutely his
favourite! The poor old lad will wilt away
when I tell him that I jumped on it!”

Archie went off, shaking his head dolefully.
He felt that the day had begun very badly.
Unfortunately the rest of the Remaovites did
not view the matter with much concern.
They were inclined to grin at Archie’s mis-
fortunes. '

The explanation was so simple, too. The
Fourth-Formers had taken up advantageous
positions at yarious windows in the Modern
and the East House, and the oxpert pea-
shooting snipers were on the job. The fend
between the Remove and the Fourth was ag
keen as ever, but the fellows were obliged to
adopt new tacties.

However, theore were plenty of Remove
fellows out in the Triangle that morning, and
they were contemptinots of the “hullets”
which came occasionally from the other side
of the Triangle.

There was an invisible line running vight
down the centre of that open space—a sort
of No Man’s Land. It was a perilous
proposition for any of the enemly forces to
cross that line. Not that this rule applied so
muech nowadays. for any scrapping in the
Triangle was Irable to lead to a flogging. So
many of the Remove fellows deliberately
walked across into the enemy’s territory, feel-
ing certain that no trouble would result.

. The Remove, as a whole, was gloating over
its victory.

Everybody knew about the punishment
that had befallen Boots & Co. during the
night. And if the Fourth-Formers had been
in any doubt as to the idantity of the Ancient
Order of Avengers, they were now fully

satisfied. For the Removites made no sceret

of their jubilaiion. They had scored a great
victory, and they were celebrating it. ,

“All right, you rotters—you can jeer!”
shouted Armstrong, the burly leader of the
Fast House juniors. ““But you knew better
than to attack wus, didn’t you? You knew
what you'd grt if you came into the East
House !

“Rats!” sang out one of the Removites.
“You're on the list to be dealt with next!”

“Rather 1”

“Down with the Fourth!”

“¥Yah! Rats to the Remove!”

‘‘ Steady—steady !” warned Nipper, as he
went among the excited Removites. *‘Re-
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wemiper  the punishment if we're canght
serapping. We don’t want to get into
trouble with the Head, do we?  Simmer

down, you fellows!”

“Oh, all right!” said Somerton.
these Fourth-I'ormers make me wild! They
all secm to be as angry as the dickens—
they've been calling us all sorts of namies.

”But

i Said that we played a blackguardly trick, and
‘we're a lot of ruffians!”

“They're bound to look at things in the
wrong light,” said Nipper, with a grin.
“And after this we zhall have fo expect
come sort of retaliation., So we shall have
to be on our guard. Boots isn’t the kind of

fellow to let any grass grow under his feet.

He's made up his mind to secize power in the
lawwer school, and it'll take us all our time
to keep him in his place!”

Handforth grunted.

“Just look at him now,”” he said., nodding
towards the Modern House. “There he
slands on the steps like a blessed monarch.
And look at his face! He's wild with fury
for some reason.  Anybody might have
thought that we had half killed them during

the night!”

Buster Boots was undoubtedly looking
very angry, and the Removites could not
quite. understand his attitude.

CHAPTER 7.
A Puzzle for Nipper and Co,

John  Busterfield Boots
was rather apt.

For Boots stood at the
top of the Modern House
steps, like some geueral, surveying a pro-
posed field of battle. Round him were his
lientenants, grouped in an admiring circle.

“Come along—we’ll ignore these Remove
rotters!”” said Buster at length. ‘““Iet’s pre-
tenedd that we don't even hear them, or see
them. We have as much right to the
Triangle as anybody, and we're not going to
Le kept out of it!”

“Rather not!”’

“They're only a set of destructive cads,
anyvhow,” said Bob Christine.

They walked off towards the East House,
to hold a confab with Armstrong. And when
they turned their faces towards the Removites
they were grim and angry. Seldom, indeed,
had tha Fourth-Formers looked so enraged.

The story of the torn shects had swept
throughout the entire Fourth, and all the
juniors were maddened by this latest act of
wanton destruction.

“The rotters haven’t got any sense of
ttumour,” said Fullwood, frowning.
didn’t hurt them last night—that swishing
was only light. And yet they glare at us

s 2 . £
as though we committed some awful outrage.

Handforth strode across the Triangle, and
deliberately made for Buster Boots. The

other fellows watched with interest. There

A\ ANDFORTH'S reference to

“We
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was not much fear of a ‘fight in the open
now—ifor the risks were too great.

“Just a minute, Boots!” said Handforth
grimly.

Boots paused, and looked Edward Oswald
up and down with contempt.

“Amazing how these Removites seem to
imagine that they ave as good as the rest
of us!" caid Boots, turning to his companions,
“They don’t even understand the difference
between right and wrong. They've sunk so
low that they can’t tell when they are per-
petrating a rag, or when they're committing
an outrage.”

“You silly idiot!"" roared Iandforth,
‘“*Are you talking about me? You fellows
have committed all the outrages——""

“Rats!" shouted Armstrong. “Weo don't
want any of your nonsense, Handforth! Get
over your own side of the Triangle, or take
the consequences!"’

Handforth lavghed.

“Are you going to knock me down, or
something 7"’ he asked contemptuously. *‘By
George! Come and (ry it! And as for you,
Boots——"’

“You'’d better get back, Handforth!” said
Boots curtly. ‘I don’t want to speak to you
now—or ever again! I'm rather particular
about my aequaintances! And you and your
friends have proved—conclusively—that you're
not fit to mix with decent socicty!”” .

“Hear, hear!” shouted Bob Christine.
“They're a lot of hooligans!”

Nipper heard all this, and he was puzzled.
Reggie Pitt and PFullwood and De Valerie
and many others were puzzled, too. They
could not understand the savage fury of the
Fourth-Formers. Why were Boots & Co. so
enraged? What had the Remove done to
ecarn this hatred? It was a mystery.

But then, of course, the Removites knew
nothing of those torn sheets! And the
Fourth-Formers were labouring under the
delusion that the Removites had committed

that oflence.

“Better come back, Handy!” advised
Church anxiously. ‘A master might come
out at any minute o

“Rot!’ interrupted IHandforth. ‘Do you
think I'm going to be called a hooligan?"’

“Yes, but look here——"

“Do you think I'm going to stand here
and let these chaps say I'm not fit to mix
with decent society ?” continued Handforth,
his voice rising. “‘I’m going to knock Boots
down ! _

“Don’t,” urged McClure. “You'll only
get yourself fogged-—"" |

“Y don't ecare!”” thundered Handforth.
“It’ll be worth it! Now then, Boots, you
rotter! Put your hands up, or I'll 5

“I'm ready for you!” roared Boots, losing
every trace of his temper. ‘‘Nothing will
give me greater pleasure than to punch your
face, Handforth! You and your dirty friends
went beyond all bounds last night——" ,

‘“Steady, old man!” said Bray. ‘“You'd

IT

| better not start any rough stuff out here—,



12

in the open Triangle!
troble—"" |

But Boots wrenched himself free, and the
next moment he and Handforth were on the
point of lighting. But a ecrowd of Remove
fedows had rushed up, and were dragging
Handforth back.

The Fourth-Formers took their cue from
this, and held Boots back, teo. And in other
paris of the Triangle the enemy forces were
squaring up for an engagement which was
liable to develop into a free fight at any
moment,

Just then William Napoleon Browne arrived.

“What is this?" he asked, looking round
with a benevolent smile. **Surely, brothers,
there is not the element of a riet in this
scene? liet me point out the evil conse-
quences of-——"7

“You clear off, Browne!’ shouted Arm-
strong. " Mind your own business!”

The lanky skipper of the Fifth looked at
Armstrong in a pained way. -

1 can oniy assume, Brother Armstrong,
that you are peeved,” he said. *“In the
cirenmstances I am willing to overlook the
fanlt. But I would remind you that the
headmaster has sent forth a certain -edict,
He huas forbidden any fighting between the
Fourth and the Remove, While I reserve my
own opinion as te this, [ wish to gently
observe that Mr. Pycraft is in the offing.”

“What!"” said Boots, with a start.

“Ah, I thought that would give you a pain
in the powder magazine!” said Browne, with
a nod. ““Beldom have I eucountered such a
specimen of unpleasantness as Mr. Horace
Pycraft. However, let us not descend to
personalities. I will merely content myself
by saying that Mr. Pycraft is on the war-
path—ready enough to seize any victims that
come his way. Incidentally, Mr. Crowell is
also very alert just now. Your respective
Form-masters—""

‘““That’s enough, Browne, old man,” said
Boots, nodding. ““Thanks for pulling us up.
We won’t'be idiots enough to enter into any
fight here. I believe that old Pyeraft and
Crowell hate one another as much as we
other chaps do.”

‘““*Alas!” sighed Browne. ‘‘Has the feud
extended, then, to the Form-masters them-
selves? This is indeed terrible! And yet, in
all truth, I must observe that it would be
somewhat diverting to see Brothers Pycraft
and Crowell settling their differences in the
centre of the Triangle, with a ring of enthu-
siastic spectators aroynd them. But 1 fear
that we shall never witness this much-to-be-
hoped-for incident.”

Browne went off, satisfied. He had

Il enly lead te

brought the juniors to their senses, and they |

drifted away into their various Houses—the
danger averted. Handforth, of course, was
disgusted—for he had been eagerly looking
forward to a scrap. But it was far better to
keep the peace.

Still the mystery remained unsolved.

Nipper & Co. could not understand why
the Fourth-Formers were so furious.
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CHAPTER 8.
The Messages of Warning !

& RASH! | .
“What the dickens—""
Walter Church gave a

yell. His teacup had sud-
denly jumped out eof Its
saucer aua hud landed on his chest, spilling
its contents—boiling hot—all down his waist-
coat.

“Who—who did that?’ he gasped. *‘‘Oh,
my hat! I’m scalded! Who the dickens did
that 7"’

Handforth
frawned.

“Don’t interrupt me in the middle of my
thoughts!”” he said gruffly. “If you can’t
keep your tea on the table, Chureh, it’s your
own fault!” | ,_

“But I didn’t touch my tea!” gasped
Chuch. :

“You musi have done, old man,” said
McClure. ‘“Cups of iea don’t leap out of
their saucers of their own accord, you know.
You must have jerked it somehow.”

“But I tell you I didn’t!”’ insisted Church.
“I was just helping myself to anether
sardine when the thing happened. It’s abso-
lutely uneanny ! "

Handforth & Co. were at tea in Study D.
It was fairly mild this evening, and there
was still sufficient daylight left—although it
was very duskv outside. The window stood
open, and the West Square was quiet.

“I'm jJust trying to think out a new
scheme,”” said Handforth slowly. **Never
mind about your tea now, Churchy—we can’t
be bothercd with trifles. T've .got an idea
for a ripping jape on those beastly IFourth-

looked across the table, and

Formers. If only we can get it straight—-""
“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Church
abruptly.

“Den’t mterrupt!”’

“*But—but look at this!”’ ejaculated Church,
holding up something. “I found it in my
lap! Now I can understand why my teacup
gave a jump just now! It was hit by this
thing "

“Eh? What thing?”

Handforth and. McCiure iooked at their
companion curiously.  Church hud  just
brought to light a small brewn-paper parcel,
sealed with numerous lengths of string, and
containing some Iimportant-loaking blobs of
sealing-wax.

““What is 1t 7 asked Handforth, staring.

“Gooduess knows!” replied Church.
found it in my lap!”

“But where did it come from?”

“Somebody must have thrown it through
the open window,” said McClure. **That’s

?ihe explatation! It fell on to Church’s tea-

I-II

cup, and tipped it ou to his chest! DBetter
open it, Churely, and cee what it ist”
“T'll open it!? said Handforth.,  Don’t

- » %
| forget that I"m leader of this study!”
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He took the little parcel and cut through
the strings with a table-knife. His chums
looked on with keen interest while he un-
wrapped a long length of brown paper, At
last a stone was revealed—an ordinary round
flint stone—and tied to this was a label.
It was a luggage label of the ordinary type,
and there were some words written upon it—
in printed characters.

“What the dickens is this?”’ asked Hand-
forth in astonishment. ‘‘By George! These
words are written in blood !’

‘““Don’t you believe it!’”’ grinned McClure.
“It’s some sort of red fluid—not red ink—
and it has been made to resemble blood, I
think. What does it say?”

- ““My only hat!"” ejaculated Handforth,
“Look at this!”’ |

He held up the iabel, and his chums read

the words:

“BEWARE! THE VENGEANCE OF
THE NEW. KLUX KLAN IS ABOUT TO
DESCEND UPON YOU. IT WILL COME
UNEXPECTEDLY — DRAMATICALLY!
IT WILL COME WHEN YOU LEAST
EXPECT IT! YOU CANNOT ESCAPE
FROM THE PUNISHMENT THAT IS
YOUR DUE.

“THE NEW KLUX KLAN.”

Before Handforth & Co. could make any
comment on this extraordinary document the
door opened, and Nipper looked in.

“Hallo!"” he said, catching sight of the
label. ““So you’ve got one, too?”

“Eh?” said Handforth, twirling round.
**What do you mean?”’

“Why, not five minutes ago a little parcel
came whizzing through our window, in
Study C,"" said Nipper. *“‘1 thought I'd just
come along and tell you about it—but it
seems that you know as much as we do.
Those Fourth-Formers are getting busy!”’

“Great Scott!” roared Handforth. *Then
~then you think—"" |

“Think!” laughed Nipper. “My dear
chap, it's a cert! The New Klux Klan is the

| Gl

Fourth Form secret society!
““Oh, my goodness!”
“So they've started the same stunt!”
“Well, it’s only to be expected,”” said

Nipper thoughtfully. **And they have very

kindly given us warning. Not that it really

amounts to anything. We don’t know when
they’ll pounce, or how they’ll get to work.

Somehow, 1 have an idea that there’ll be

some interesting developments during the

evening.'’ :

Handforth was gradually turning red with
indignation.

““The—the rotters!” he panted. **Of all
!He :t.erv_e! They've deliberately pinched my
1deal”

“Which idea is that?'" asked Nipper.

“Why, this secret society business!"' replied
Handforth. *“‘I was the chap who suggested
it in the first place, and—"

13

““My dear old scout, it’s no good getting
indignant over it!" chuckled Nipper.
“These Fourth-Formers have as much right
to form a secret society as we have. The
idea isn’t copyright. I may be wrong, but
I seem to have an impression that secret
societies have been in vogue for quite a few
years.'’

Handforth grunted. g

“But not at St. Frank’s,”’ he said. ‘*And
it’s like the nerve of these Fourth-Formers to
copy us!” |

“‘Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery,” -
remarked Church.

Handforth nodded.

““Well, yes, I suppose it is,”” he admitted.
*“Anyhow, we thought of the secret-society
stunt first, didn’t we? Boots & Co. have had
to play second fiddle. And what the dickens
do they mean by saying that they're going

to pounce on us? How? When? Why
can’t they give us a few details?”’

‘““Ha, bha, ha!” | |

“You chump!” grinned Nipper. “If they

gave us any details, we should know what
to do to give them a reception! They've
naturally left everything very hazy.”

““Well, they’ll have to be pretty smart to

catch us on the hop!” said Handforth tartly.

“They can’t do anything umtil after lights-
out, and we shall be well on our guard.”

Nipper frowned thoughtfully.

“I’m not so sure about that, old man,”” he
said. ‘‘I shouldn't be surprised if Boots &
Co. get up to some activity during the
evening. But it was jolly good of them to
give us the tip. We shall be on the qui vive
now, and I don’t think there’ll be much
chance of their catching us napping.”

All the same, Nipper went round to every
Remove study—both in the Ancient House
and the West House—and gave the warning.
And the Remove, from that minute onwards,
was on the alert.

= " 7 Nipped in the Bud !

NG
[L’j STER BOOTS chuckled.

= @ “Well, that’s that, my

CHAPTER 9.

a U

2) sons!” he said genially.
“We sent the messapes
of warning, and now we
shall be able to enjoy the rest of the
evening.”

The Ei"ﬂrurth-_.]5_'-'r;:t:_‘n:vean:s- were holding a confab
in the Modern House Common-room, and
Bools was looking particularly satisfied.

“The New Klux Klan!" he went on..
“Not a bad title for a secret society, is 1t?"

“It’'s pinched!” said Armstrong pointediy.
“¥You mean that we borrowed it from the

Ku Klux Klan?” asked Boots. *“Waell,
perhaps we did, and we're going to adopt
their style  of head-dress, too—flowing
white robes and conical hats. Jolly

impressive, if you ask me! Better than the
hoods and cloaks of the Avengers!”

¥
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“T don’t altoi;ether agree with what you’ve

done, Boots, old man,” said Bob Christine
slowly. "I think it was a mistake to send
those messages—to give the Remove any
warning.”

“Why was it a mistake ?”’

* Because they’ll be on the alert.”

“That's just the point,” nodded Buster
coolly. “They would have been on the alert
in any case, and we haven’t done any harm
at all. In fact, we’ve put all those Remove
chaps in a condition of suspense. They don't
know what’s going to happen, and they’ll
be expecting all sorts of rummy things.
There’s nothing so disturbing, and nothing
so unnerving as uncertainty. At any minute
they're expecting an attack from us, and it
won't come. Our game is to wait until the
bell rings for bedtime.” |

"Yes, I know,” said Bob Christine. “And
those Removites will be ready for us.”

“Don’t you believe it!” chuckled Boots.
*They’ll be expecting some sort of activity
during the evening, and when the bed bell
rings they'll immediately assume that we're
going to do nothing until after lights-out. So
they’ll relax their vigilance. Then we shall
swoop—just in that minute!”

“Yes, it’s a jolly good idea!” said Law-

rence, nodding. “You’re a wise bird,
Buster.”
“"You leave it to me!” nodded Buster

“We'll make those Remove

”»

Boots calmly.
chaps sit u

“ Indeed |’

The Fourth-Formers spun round, startled.
And there, in the doorway, stood Mr. Horace
Pycraft, the Master of the Fourth! As
usual, Mr. Pycraft had crept up unnoticed.
It was one of his favourite dodges.

“Indeed!” he repeated. “So you are going
to make the Remove juniors sit up, eh?
This is very interesting, Boots. This i3
most enlightening !

Buster Boots scowled.

“We didn’t hear you come in, sir,” he said
pointedly.

“No, perhaps not,” said Mr. Pycraft.
“But I heard your final words, Boots, and I
would like to point out that the headmaster
has strictly forbidden any guarrelling with
the Remove. Is it possible that you are
about to ignore Dr. Stafford’s orders? I am
shocked !” -

“You can't punish us for something we
haven’t done, sir,”’ said Boots aggressively,
“There’s been no fighting to-day, and—"

“And I shall take care that there is no
fighting this evening!” said Mr. Pycraft
unpleasantly. *“Unfortunately, 1 do not
know your plans, and 1 have no doubt that
you will refuse to answer me if I request
you to give them to me.”

“You’re quite right,
promptly.

“I regard that remark as an impertinence,
Boots!” snapped the Iorm-master. “You
will write me one hundred lines.”’

Buster was silent, but he fumed inwardly.

gir,” said Boots
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“I am glad that I have accidentally hit
upon your secret plans,” continued M,
Pycraft. “I deem it my duty to see that the
headmaster’s instructions are adhered to.
Therefore, 1 shall see both Mr, Stockdale
and Mr. Goole—your respective House-
masters—and request them to confine you t»
your own Houses for the remainder of th
evening. Armstrong, Griffith, and all you
other Kast House boys. You had better g
back to your own quarters.” |

“I don’t see why we should, sir!” growlec
Armstrong. “There’s no law against us visit:

ing our friends!”

“"Perhaps not, Armstrong,” said M.
Pycraft nastily. “But when 1 explain to
Mr, Goole that you are planning to break
the rules, I have no doubt that he will con-
fine you to your own Houses. So you had
better go now, while you are still safe!”

The Fourth-Formers glared at Mr. Pycrafi
ferociously.

“ Furthermore, I shall make it my business
to be very alert this evening,” continued
Mr. Pycraft. “I shall pay great attention
to the junior quarters of this House and the
East House. And if I see any of you boys
behaving in a manner that—"

“Don’t worry, sir!” interrupted Boots
aggressively, “You won’t see any mis-
behaviour. Thanks for the tip; we’ll bs
jolly careful !”

“I do not like your tone, Boots!” retorted
Mr. Pycraft angrily. * Are you daring to be
impertinent again?”’

“Not that I'm aware of, sir,” replied
Buster. “I’ve only told you that we shall
behave  ourselves. That’s not very
impertinent, is 1t?”

“I am not objecting to your words, Boots,
but to your tone!” retorted Mr. Pyecraft,
turning towards the door. *“Remember what
I have said. 1 shall make it my business to
be very watchful this evening!”

He: went out, and a series of low groans
arose on the air. The Fourth-Formers were
filled with dismay and consternation. They
loocked at Boots for guidance. =

“Well, that’s done it, of course!” growled
the leader of the Fourth. *“The interfering
old beggar! The beastly nosey-parker! Just
like him to come butting in! He’s nipped
our little game in the bud!'’

“Why, do you mean that we can’t carry
it out now ?" asked Bob Christine.

“It won’t be worth the risk!” replied
Buster, with rare common-sense. *“With old
Pycraft on the warpath, we shall have to go
jolly easy. But don’t worry. T’11 think out
Something else—a better stunt than ever.
We're not going to let those Remove fellows
have the laugh on us.”

“You mean—"

“1 don’t exactly know what I do mean
vet,” replied Boots bluntly. *“But we shan't
be able to do anything this evening. That’s
certain. The New Klux Klan will have to

wailt 1or ‘a bit.”
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And the other Fourth-Formers said many
uncomplimentary things concerning Mr.
Horace Pycraft. Happily for them, Mr.
Pycraft was not within earshot.

CHAPTER 10,
After Lights Out—New Style !

NYTHING happened over
on this side yet?" asked
Reggie Pitt cheerily, as
he came into the Ancient

| House at about seven
o'clock, and feund a group of Removites in
the lobby. “Have the New Klux Klan got

busy 2" .

“Not yet,” said Fullwood, turmng.

* Aw, pee !” remarked Adams, the American
boy. “Those Fourth Form guys give me a
pain. I guess they're full of hot air!™

“-They’ﬁ get up something soon,”” said
Pitt. “You can always trust Doots to be
active, He's a fellow of resource.”

“Hot darn!” said Adams, with a shrug of
his shoulders. *“Who ecares for those
gorillas? KEven if they do get up some game,
I'll bet it'll be some punk old stunt, 1f you
guys would only listen to me I'd give you
some real, honest-to-goodness suggestions.
All the best ideas come from the U.8.A.,
and I'm telling you that—-"

“Thanks all the same, old man, but we're
nuite satisfied with British ideas!” grinned
Reggie Pitt. “It would be a different thing
if you brought out something really start-
ling. With all due respects to the United
States, though, T venture to suggest that old

England can hold her own when it comes to |

japes.

Reggie then passed on into the Remove
passage, and made inquiries in Study D and
Study 'C. But nothing had happened yet,
and most of the juniors were doing their
prep.

“Al right, then—I'll get back to my own
quarters,”” said Reggie, as he prepared to
leave Study C. “Ewverything’s quiet over
in the Modern House and the East IHouse.
No sign of activity there.”

“There’s a rumour that old Pycraft is on
the warpath,” said Nipper. “I don’t know
how true it us, but if he’s really on the job
we're safe for this evening.”

“Let's hope it's wrong,” said Pitt. “I'm
rather curious to see how these Fourth-
Formers will get busy. And it’s like
Pyeraft’s nerve to interfere!”

He went off, and prep went on in the
junior studies of the Ancient House. It was
just the quiet hour of the evening, when
nothing was liable to happen.

“ There seemed very little possibility of the
New Klux Klan getting to work now. As
Buster Boots had said, Mr. Pyeraft had
nipped their plans in the bud. It would
have been a very perilous undertaking for
Boots & Co. to proceed with their plana and
arrangements. In any case, they hadn’t

recloned upon doing anything until the bell
went for bedtime, _

And yet, just before eight o’clock, when
Nipper & Co. were finishing their prep in
Study €, the lights suddenly Hickered and
then snapped out.

“Begad!" said Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
*A fuse has gone, or somethin’!”

“Yes—or something !” said Nipper grimly.

“Dear old boy, you don't mean—-"

“This looks suspicious!” said Nipper, leap-
ing to his feet. “Yes, look out there—across
at the West House! There are no lights out
over there. It's only this passage, I believe,
Somebody has been monkeying .

“Boots and his lot!" interrupted Tommy
Watson excitedly.

“That’s the very thought-that jumped into
my mind,” said Nipper. “By Jove, so
thev've put the lights out, have they? Well,
we'll be ready for them! We told them
that we should—"

He broke off, for at that moment the
window was flung open and a swarm of
mysterious figures came pouring in. There
were six of them, at least. They could be
geen, faintly outlined against the glow which'
came across the Square from the West Houso.

And thesz figures were wearing curious
robes with high, conieal hats—hats which
went to an acute point at the top.

Nipper took one look, and then' rushed
for the door. IIe could sce that they were
outnumbered, and help was necessary. But
before he could get to the door a stone, or
some heavy object, struck him on the back
of the head, and fell with a thud te the floor.

"You rotters!” gasped Nipper, partly
dazed. |

He was indignant and angry, but before
he could put up any fight or dash for help
two of the invading figures rushed at him,
and he was deliberately tripped. And that
very trip had been a foul one, for he was
kicked on the shin, and forced to his kneecs.
Then his other leg was hooked from under
him, and he crashed over.

Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West were
treated in the same way; in less than a
minute the scrap was over, and nobody elso
in the passage knew anything about it.
Drastic measures had been adopted.

The three juniors were roped up now,
roughly but effactively., Coarse sacks had
been flung over their heads and pulled
tishtly to their mecks. They could only
mumble, for the folds of those sacks were
thick.

And while this had been going on,
exactly similar episode had
next door, in Study D.

Handforth & Co., discussing the general
situation. had been attacked by a swarm of
fipl,flurea through the window—in the darkness.
They, too, went down, and wera mado
prisoners, Handforth fought wvaliantly at
tirst, but a cowardly blow on the side of his
head had finished him for the time being.
He. believed that somebody had kicked him,
for he had been dazed for a minute or two.

an
taken place
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All six juniors were then tuken through the
windows and hurried away across the West
Square. The whole thing had been done
within the space of a single minute. It had
been a swift, decisive raid—a very ‘effective
attack,

In the meantime, fellows from the other
studies were coming out and inquiring why
the lights had failed. A few of them
suspected trickery, but-in the confusion no-
body thought of going into Study D or
Study C. It was not until two or three
minutes later that Nipper and Handforth
and the others were missed. And then it
was too late to find them.

Somebody seemed to have seen a few dim
firures in the West. Square, but nothing had
been thought of the incident. It was
impossible to say which way the raiders had
gone. But they had smuggled the six lead-
ing fellows of the Ancient House away—
they had spirited them off into the unknown
shadows of the evening.

And one thought was current. Those six
juniors had been kidnapped by the New Klux
Klan—the Fourth Form Secret BSociety !

Was it not an obvious deduction? Nipper
and Handforth and Tregellis-West and the
others were convinced of the same thing.
They had scen those figures in their conical
hats, and they knew this was the general
costume of the genuine Ku Klux Klan.
They had been captured by the enemy, in
spite of all themr vigilance!

And after that, with those sacks over their
heads, they could not tell where they were
being taken to. They only knew that
Boots & Co. had borrowed their own idea.
But these mysterious figures were much more
drastic than Nipper & Co. had been. There
were no gentle methods now, no signs of
sportsmanship. |

And it seemed idle to hope that the
Removites would comne to the rescue.

CHAFTER 11.

In the Hands of the New Klux
Klan !

>l HERE was something very
reminiscent in the way the
six prisoners were treated.

Once clear of the West
Square, they were marched
to and fro, up and down, in circles, and at
random here and there. It was a repetition
of ;éhat had happened during the previous
nignt.
foot. This time it was Nipper and his com-
panions who were being muddled up, so that
they should not know in which dircction they
were being taken.

It seemed to them that they had walked
nearly a couple of miles before they were
gruffly told to come to a halt. |

And then, at last, those suffocating sacks
were removed from their beads, and they

glyphies.

But now the boot was on the other
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found themselves in their own punishment-
room. At least, so it seemed at first glance,
It was draped in just the same way, with
black cloth everywhere—even on the ceiling.
But a second glance told them that this was
merely a replica, of their own rcom.

“Let the prisoners be placed in a row,
and let them say nothing!” exclaimed a harsh
voice, “ Prisoners, you are in the Chamber
of Horrors!”

“It's a pity you couldn’t be a bit more
original!” snecred Handforth. “We called

our place the Punishment Chamber, and
you’ve practically pinched the name! And
you've borrowed our style of dceorations,

too——"’ «
“ Ah, then, you admit that you are a
member of the Ancient Order of Avengers?”
“Yes, of course I do!” snorted Handforth.
“PDoesn’t everybody know it? And you're
Boots, I suppose?”

%It is not for you to ask questions, my
friend!” said the leader of the New Klux
Klan. “You are here to do as you are bidden
—or take the consequences. Drastic punish-
ment is now about to fall upon you, and the
more you appeal for mercy, the greater will
be the severity of the punishment.”

“Idiot!” snorted Handforth. “When you
hear me appeal for mercy you can expect to
see the moon in the middle of the playing-
fields !” |

“Silence!” said the other. “I am the
Grand Master of the New Klux Klan, and
my word is law!”

Nipper was listening intently—trying to
detect come inflection in that wvoice, somo
familiar note. But he could not do so. The
voice was obviously disguised, and cleverly
disguised, too. Nipper rather wondered if
it belonged to John Busterfield Boots. If
so, Boots had performed wonders in th> way
of altering his tones.

The figuires of the Klansnien were grotesque
in the extreme. All the fell.ws were attired
in long, flowing robes, covered with weird-
looking daubs of highly-coloured paint, These
daubs were in the forms of symbols and hiero-
Great conical hats descended right
to their shoulders. so that it was impossible
to tell whether they were big or small cr
medium sized. Two tiny holes allowed them
to see, but great eyes weré painted round
these holes, giving a most startling appear-
ance to the figures.

“Now, prisoners, you are about to be
punished!” said the Grand Master. “You
are dirty dogs, and you must pay the penalty
for your rotten acts. Iver since the feud
started between the Remove and the Fourth
you have been doing caddish things.”

“That’s not true—and you know it!" said
Nipper quietly.

“When you are required to speak, you will
be told - to do so!” said the Grand Master
curtly. “I am speaking now; and you will
interrupt me at your peril. It 18 not our
intention to waste time, or to do much talk-
ing. We have come here to act. We are here
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The six juniors, with their paint-daubed faces and glued wigs, dashed along the corridor—ouly to run full
tilt into Proiessor Sylvester Tucker. Fortunalely, the science master had mislaid his giasses, and only zecog-

nised them a3 a jumble of coloured blobs.

““ Dear me ! ho ejaculated.

““ Thig is & most extraordinary

phenomenon ! "'

in the interosts of the Ifourth
vichims of your hoeliganism.”

“You siliy fathead!" hooted Handforth.
“It's you chaps who've been acting like
hooligans!™

“Bring the first prisoner forward!" said
the Grand Master. “ Yes, that is the one!”

Nipper was seized, and hauled into the
centre of the Chamber of Horrors. Iere
thore was a big post set up in the middle of
tha Hoor, with straps altached to it. The
Grand Master pointed dramatically to that
Dok,

“You are to have your choice!” he said.
“Lither you will go upon your koees, and
lickk my boots—and the boots of my ussociates
—ot you will be horse-whipped. Which is it
to he 7V

“{v» ahead with
replied Nipper curtly.

“Good man!” murmured Handforth.

“LDemember, this whipping will be severe!™
cantinued the CGrand Master. “It will be
easy to escape the pain. You have but to

Form—the

the horse-whipping!”

go upon your knees,
aud lick my boots.
for you to do?
their masters?”

Nipper glared at the figure.

“(i0o ahead with the whipping, und geb it
over!™ he said angrily.

“Remember what I have just said——"
“Go and pat ecoke!”

“Klansmen, do vour duty!”” said the Grand
Master havshly. *“This fool refuses to recog-
nise his masters—he refuses to obey orders
when they are given to him. And what
hanpens to all dogs when they are disobedient ?
They are whipped!”

“It 1s so!"” agreed the other Klansmen,

And Nipper, forthwith, was strapped to tho
post, and one of the Klansmen came forward
with a harse-whip.

Slagh-—slush-=slash! :

The whip descendrd aecross Nipper’s
shoulders with tremendous effect—although;
of course, it was not being used with any-
thing like the foree it could have been. Ab

. a3 T have just said,
5. 1s it not a fitting thing
Do not dogs lick the boots of
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the same time, this whipping was brutal and
cowardly. |

““You ecads!” shouted Handforth thickly.
“You rotters! By George! If you don’t
stop that—-"

Slash—slash—slash!

“All right—let them go ahead!” said
Nipper between his teeth. ‘*We’ll make them
pay for this dirty business afterwards!
Boots, I’m surprised at you! We thought
you would play the game!”

“Did you?” said the Grand Master, with a

chuckle, ““Well, aren’t we playing the
game TV | |
“Begad!” said Sir Montie. “Then you

admit that you are Boots?”

“I only admit that my boots are ready
to be licked!” said the Grand Master mock-
ingly. “That will be enough for this
prisoner! Release him!” :

But all those juniors were conv.-<ed that
John Busterfield Boots was the chief insti-
gator in this affair. He had practically ad-
mitted it—but the voice was so changed.
Nipper himself had a tiny doubt—a mere
suspicion. But he dismissed it. Very
obviously, Boots was the prime mover, And
there wasn’t the slightest doubt that the
Fourth-Formers were the guilty parties,

CHAPTER 12.
Going a Bit Too Far!

= LASH-—slash-—slash!

. Edward Oswald Hand-
)" forth was undergoing the

whipping, and it scemed

' to him that the New Klux
Klan members were giving him an extra
dose. He was the last one to receive the
Eunishment, and he uttered no sound.” But

e vowed, inwardly, that he would make
Boots &-Co. smart for this gross indignity.
Indeed, it was more than an indignity. It
was a brutal outrage. .

“Enough!” said the Grand Master, at
Tength. “The first part of the programme is
accomplished successfully. Now follows the
second part of the sentence.”

“Good!” said the other Klansme: .

“You rotters!” shouted Church angrily.
“Haven’t you finished with us yet? What
are you going to do now? I say, Boots, this
is going too far! Ib’s altogether too steep!”

““Yes, why can’t you keep your head?”
demanded Tommy Watson angrily. “We're
all engaged in the feud, and it’s perfectly
legitimate for us to get up all sorts of japes
and rags. Jut this is only a cowardly
attack—"

‘“Be silent!” ordered the Grand Master.
“If any prisoner speaks again, he will be
whipped for the second time!l” "

Every one of the captives had been offered
the choice—either they would lick the boots
of their captors, or take the whipping. Need-
less to say, there had been no boot-licking.

.-
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The Ancient House fellows had preferred a
licking of another kind.

And it seemed that the New Klux Klan
had not yet finished. )

Sinister preparations were going on in a
corner of that grim apartment. There was
a little spirit stove there, and a saucepan
stood upon it, emitting a peculiarly pungent
odour. The saucepan was now removed, and
placed in the centre of the floor.

One of the Klansmen produced a big brush,
and stirred the contents of the saucepan with
evident relish.

“Gluel” said Handforth, sniffing the air.

“Glue—and other things!"” said the Grand
Master. “It is a special preparation, known
only to the chemists of the New Klux Klan.
Is everything all prepared?” he went on,
turning to his companions, *‘‘Are we ready
for the next operation?”

““We are ready, master
low voices.

“It is well!” szaid the leader. “ Let the
first prisoner be brought forward!”

As before, Nipper was the one chosen. He
was yanked into the centre of the room and
again strapped to that post. But this time
he was strapped in a different way. He was
so secured that his head was bent forward,
for a strap had been placed round the back
of his neck, and then buckled to the foot
of the post. In this unhappy position Nipper
could not hold himself upright, and he could
take no action at all, since his hands were
roped behind him and his feet were strapped.

“Proceed!’” said the Grand Master
dramatically.

And the grim business proceeded.

The brush was removed from that mixture
of glue and “other things,” and brought
down upon Nipper’s bare head. 1t was dread-
fully hot—almost scaldingly hot. But Nipper
said nothing. He knew that it he protested
things would only be made worse. And, after
all, he was In no danger of being really
injured. The heat was not more than he
could bear.

The stuff trickled down his ears, and then
under his collar. It was horribly glutinous—
and smelled frightfully. The brush was
worked up and down until his whole head was
a mass of that sticky glue. And then a wig
was produced.
~ “Place it upon the prisoner!”
Grand Master, pointing..

It was a curious wig—a thing made of
cofton or artificial silk. Nipper recognised
it as one of the type that are somet:imes used
at fancy dress balls. '..1is one was a brilliant
green in colour. It was tight-fitting, and it
was pulled on over his head until it clung
there like a skull-cap. And that glue was
already beginning to harden, as the cool air
affected it.

“You—you miserable bounders!” said Nip-
per, forced into speech. “Don’t you know
that we shall never be able to gzet these con-

123
L

said two or three

said the

founded wigs off? We shall have '~ soak our
| heads for hours—"
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“Your powers of guesswork ara re-
markable!” said the Grand Master. “W= are
hoping that it may be two or three days
before you can rid yourselves of these excel-
lent wigs. The glue, you may be sure, will
be very hard in a short time. You may
remember that you, yourselves. have had some
experience in gluel"

Nipper made no reply. He certainly did
remermber something abort glvel Only a
few days earlier the Removites had glued
the Fourth-Formers into their seats in the
Form-room! This, evidently, was Boots &
('o.”s revenge! But what a revenge! It was
a shabby trick—a scandalous piece of work,
from first to last. |

“That iz good!" said the Grand Master, at
length, “Let him be placed aside, and the
next prisoner shall be dealt with.”

And so it went on—until every one of the
six had been so treated. They loo':ed extra-
ardinary as they stood there in a row, with
those wigs on their heads—red--blua—green
—yellow—heliotrope and orange. The colours
were positively startling.

“But even now i1he treatment
finished.

For every one of the prisoners was now
painted in another way. Their faces were
smothered with a curious kind of distemper
stuff.  All eclours of the rainbow were used
in this fresn work. By the time they were
finished, they looked extraordinary. Nipper,
for example, had a green wig and a ver-
milion fare. Handforth was unrecognisable
in a blue wig, with a yeliow face beneath
it. The others were treated in a similar
fashion.

“That will be zufficient,” :aid the Grand
Master at last. I think we have done well,
and, no doubt, the other members of the
Remove Form will be startled to receive their
companions hack in this grotesque -ondition.
They will surely understand that the New
Klux Klan i3 to be feared! O:.ce again,

had

not

place the bags over their heads! It is time
for us to be gone!”
And within two or three minutes the

prisoners were being led ont into the dark.
ness—hlindfolded, so that they could not tell
where they were going.

The ordeal was over. and Nipper and his
companions were flled with a great and
righteous wrath.

—

. CHAPTER 13.
A Shock for Professor Tuciker !

«i; BRUPTLY, the prisoners
Y were brought to a halt.
“New ! came the voice

of the Grard Master. * You

are now in a most strange
and fearsome spot. DBe cautious when you
remove your hicadgear—for you will be startled
in the extreme, Adieu—until we meet
againi"

can't do anything else,

The:e was a quick rush of footsteps, and
Nipper & Co. tore feverishly at those sacks.
Nipper was the first to pet his off, and he
stared about him quickly.

“Thought so!l” he muttered.
spoof |

He was standing in the Triangle, not fat
from the main gates—and in the shadow ot
the school wall. The lights from the various
buildings were brilliant, and there were no
fizures in view—save those of his companions.
Nobody seomed to be out and about.

“By George!” gasped Handforth, as he
pulled his ~wn sack free. “We're in the
Triangle all the time! Doots said something
about a mysterious spot——"" _

“That was only his bunkum!” interrupted

"“-JUSt their

Nipper. “Great Scott! You do look a
fright, Handy!” :
“Speak for yourself!”  said Handforth
grufflv. *'It strikes me we’re all in a horrible
mess. Those rotters! Those confounded
beasts! There's a limit, you know, and it
scems to me they've gone too far! Oh,
corks! This wig i3 glued to my head 30

tightly that it's a fixture!™

He tugged at the wig in vain—until the
sheer agony of it caused him to cease. The
eglue had set hard by this time—so hard,
indeed, that Handforth had a dreadful fear
that he would alwvays be saddled with that
highly-rolouped wie ‘

__To remove them out here was impossible.
Even ‘the paint on their faces had dried—
until their skins felt taut and stretched. The

others were soon able to see, and they flung

their sacks down, then gathered in a group,
angry and indignant,

“Well, we've been through it!” said Nip-
per, “But it’s no gool growling now. We'll
make those Fourth-Formess sit up for this
joh. never fear!” '

“By just giving them wiother swishing, I
suppose ?" asked Handforth bitterly, *“We
play the zame all the time—but they retaliate
by performing these dirty tricks! It's all
one-sided " N

“We can’t help that.' said Nipper quietly.
“It’ll have to be one-sided, Handy. We shall
continue to play the pame.”

“Oh. rather!” agreed Handforth. “We
We can’t descend to
these shabbvy games!” | |

They decided that the best thing, in the
circumstances, was to creep into the Ancient
House, and then make a dash for the bath-
rooms. With a little bit of luck, they might
he able to steal in unobserved. It might
be as well for some of the other juniors to
sce them—just so that the whole Remove
worild know how Boots & Co. had overstepped
the mark. DBut there was little or no chance
that they would get indoors without being
scen by some of the fellows. What they
wanled to avoid was to run into a master
or a prefect.

As hesitation was useless. they went off
straight away. In fact, they entered the
Ancient House at the double—for somebody,
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at the far end of the Triangle, had shouted
to them. And that soinebody had been one
of the masters! _
anything wveally suspicious. He had enly
wanted to ask an ordinary, innocent ques-
tion.
juniors to be seen by masters!

They ran into the Ancient House at full
speed, and dashed upstairs with complete suc-
CO8S,

" Done
antly.

And then, just at that moment, they walked
full tilt into Professor Sylvester Tucker!

it!” gasped Handforth triumpl-

“Good gracious!” ejaculated the science

master, " Dear me! This 15 a most extra-
ordinary phenomenon !”

He stared at the blurry blobs in front of
Inm in amazement. It so happened that Pro-
fessor Tucker had been up on the roof—try-
ing out a new telescope of his. He had not

been wearing his -glasses, since his glasses

always annoyed him when he was using a
telescope. And he had mislaid them now.
He had just been looking at some stars—
and had remarked upon the extraordinary
number of colours that had twinkled.

Professor Tucker was sceing an  extra-
ordimary number of colours now—of a totally
different sort.

He only knew that a number of human
beings were in front of him. He was so
short-sighted that he could not even guess
at their identity., But he knew well enough
that they were no ordinary mortals. He could
sce red, green, blue, violet, and every other
colour of the rainbow, Then they barged into
him, swept him aside, and passed on. By
the time he had pulled himself together, there
wasn’t a sound. The strange creatures had
completely gone,

“ Extraordinary ! murmured the professor.

“Dear me!
vestigations !
hobby, but it is inclined to get hold of one!
Such colours

He passed on, and, going downstairs, met
Nelson Lee in the hall, |

“Who is that?” asked the professor, ad-
dressing the blur in {ront of him,

“It 15 IV said Lee, smiling. “ Anything
wrong, professor? If you need your specta-
cles, you will find them tueked in your hand-
kerchief pocket.”

“ Ah, thank you—thank you !” said the pro-
fessor eagerly, taking out his spectacles, and
donning  them, “That s  better—much
better! Really, Mr. Lee, I am growing more
and more absent-minded. And I fear that
my eyesight is becoming affccted, through
using my telescope too much.”

“I trust not,” said Neison Lee, with con-
cern. "

C"But I am sure of it!™ insisted the pro-
fessor, " Not three minutes ago on the upper
landing, [ passed some jumiors—at least, I
assume they were junjors. And—would you
heliove it? it secmed to me that their heads
were green and yellow, and every other

I shall have to moderate my in-

This master had not seen

But it was no time for these hapless

Astronomy 1s a fascinating

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

colour! And their faces, too, were also highly
cojoured,”

Nelson Lee laughed, _

“Yes, you will certainly have to consult
a speecialist about your eyes,” he said drily.
“1 can assure you, Professor Tucker, that
there are no boys in this House with such
coloured heéads as you have mentioned it.”

But for onee Nelson Lee was wrong! Up-
stairs there were six boys with those coloured
heads! But never for a moment did Nelson
Lee believe that Professor Tucker had been
speaking the literal truth. :

CHAPTER 14,
Time to Protest !

: it!” said Handforth
breathlessly.
His voice was rather

Watery, too, owing to the
fact that his head was
practically imimersed in the washbasin. Ina
line, near by, were the other five vietims of
the New Klux Klan-——with all their heads im-
mersed in hot water, They had been at it
for over half-an-hour, and at last Handforth
had got the glued-on wig to come free,

- But what an anxious half-hour that had
been,

The minutes had sped by, and the unhappy
juniors had begun to fear that nothing would
ever shift that awful glue. Handforth’s wig
was the first to come free, and the others ob-
tained fresh hope. But even then the ordeal
was not over, for it .took a tremendous time
to cradicate all the glue from the hair.

Twenty times the water was changed, and
the juniors rubbed and rubbed until theic
scalps were so tender that it was painful to
even touch them, But at last the full task
was accomplished. _

Nipper & Co. and Handforth & Co. looked

themsclves once again.
_As thev had half-hoped, some of the other
Remove fellows had come up, and had scen
them. And grcat was the indignation
throughout the IForm., Tullwood and De
Valerie and two or three cther prominent
juniiors had scen these vietimis in their full
horror—before they had even started to wash
away the traces. But for Reggie Pitt swarms
of other fellows would have come rushing up
to the bath-rooms, too.

Reggie knew that this would be a fatal mis-
take, however, for it would attract attention,
He therefore maneuvred a Form meeting in
the small lecture hall, with every single mem-
ber of the Remove on band. '

IEven Bernard Forvest and Gulliver and
Bell had been routed out of SBtudy A—where
they were engaged in 4 little card game—to
attend this mecting. And Forrest & Co.
were willing enough, for they were whole-
heartedly with the Remove in this fend.

“Well, we're ourselves again, thank good-
ness,” suid Nipper, as he surveyed himself in
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the mirror. “We're nearly half-skinned, but
1 dare say we shall survive.”

His face was looking very red—very tender;
as for hia head, the siiglitest touch caused
avony. All of them, in fact, were really hurt.
They had almost forgotten the horsewhipping
—that had been a purely legitimate affair, or
would have been if tho whip had not Leen
applied so brutally. '

But the wig business came into another
category.

So tight had the giue stuck that most of
tho unfortunate six had been compelled to
tear out large clumps of their hair. True,
they looked quite normal now, but their scalps
theobbed, and would not be normal again
for days. |

“If we hadn't rushed upstairs to this bath.
room on the spot, we might never have got
those wigs off,” declared Ninper. At least,
we couldn’t have got them off without sacri-
ficing half our hair. As it is, we were just
it the nick of time. This latest affair 15 a
bit too thick, you chaps—too thick alto-
gether ! -

“We ought to do something drastic!” said
Handforth,  “Why not raid the Modern
House now, and punish Doots for——"

“It can’t be done, old man,” interrupted
Nipper, |

“Why not?” asked Handforth. * What
about the secret passage wo discovered the
other day? The passage which leads from
one of these cellars; right under the Triangle,
and into the Modern House?”

“Yes, I know——="

“We've prepared it all ready,” went on
Handforth. “We've faked up a door, so
that we can get right into ihe Modern House
common-room! Why not go over now, and
give them a big surprise?”

“We don’t want to give them a surprise
like that,” replied Nipper. *“Mind you, I'm
all in favour of it, Handy—I'd just love to
sweep in upon Boots & Co., and wipe them
up.

“If yvou're in favour of it, what’s the idea
of obhjecting?”

“Well, I don’t want to be sacked!” replied
Nipper drily.

“ han

“The Head has distinetly said that the ring-
leaders in any fight will be expelled,” went
on Nipper. “I'm known to be the ringleader
in the Ancient House, and if there's a Remove
raid on the Fourth-Formers—— Well, you
can guess the rest!”

. “H’'m! Perhaps you’re right!” admitted
Hanidforth., “What do you suggest, then?”

“If we do anything at all, it’ll have to
be done by the Ancient Order of Avengers,”
replied Nipper., “That's the only way. DBut
just at the moment we'll go down into the
lecture hall, where Pitt is collecting the chaps,
and hold a mecting. Something has got to
be done at once.”

They went downstairs, and found the Form
meeting in a very exeited state,

“Here they are!” went up the shout.

“Poor old scouts!”

zI

“What-ho! Absotately !” said Archie Glen-
thorne, “CGood gad! There's nothing much
wrong with them!” he added, peering at
them through his monocle. *I was given
to understand that you ha-iess blighters were
somewhat mottied n appearancei”

“So we were—and we're going to have
revenge!” saild Handlorth. **We're nearly
scalped! Our heads are so tender that we
can’t touch them.”

““Well, what’s to be done?”” asked Forrest.
“If you fellows are goin’ to suggest a big
raid of the Fourth, you can leave us out.”

“Me, too!"” said Gulliver.

“We're willin’ to join forces in the general
feud, but we’re not goin’ to risk expulsion!”
went on Forrest. ‘““You can call on us for
any old thing vou like—but don’t ask too
much [* |

“You needn’t worry—we're not going to
trouble vou!”’ said Nipper. ‘*All I want to
say is that Boots and his men have gono
altogether too far. They’ve overstepped the
mark of reason. They not only horsewhipped
us, but they committed that other offence.
And they expected us to lick their boots,
too !’

“Ny only hat!”

“The rotters!”

“T trust, laddies, that vou did not descend
to this frightful boot-licking indignity?"”
asked Archie anxiously.

““No—we took the horsewhipping instead!"
said Church. ' |

“Good men!” beamed Archie. **Stout
chappies! I mean to say, absolutely! i
must say that I regard the whole job as a
piece of dirty work at the cross-roads! [
rather think that we ought to rally round,
and do a bit of good old revenge stuft.”

And the rest of thoe Remove agreed in one
solid voice.

CHAPTER 15.
\___.} ‘No Satisfaction for Mr. Pycratt!

(—] HE Remove was exceedingly

indignant.
| Fven if the rival seerct
- society had adopted sports-
man-like  methods, the

Remove would have been indignant,

The fellows would have demanded a
reprisal. But the New Klux Klan had
acted shabbily—in a thoroughly blackguardly
way. And so the Remove was not merely
indignant, but furious. DMarny. of the fellows
suggested that the Ancient Order of Avengers
should adopt the same tactics—in order to
teach Boots & Co. a lesson. But Nipper and
Pitt and Handiorth were all against this.

“No!" said Handy. *“‘Two wrongs dun't
make a right, you chaps.”

“Yes, but what’s sauce for the guose is
sauce for the gander!” retorted Forrest.

“That may be, but these old proverbs don’t
always apply,”” said Nipper. * We mustn’t get
too excited—and we must always remember
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that we've got to fight a clean battle. IFrom
first to last we'll handle this feud with
decency. ~We won't descend to any steps
thut cun be looked upon as hoolizanism. We'll
leave that te the New Klux Klan!”

“And get i1t in the mneck every timel”

asked Doyle.

“Ii’s getting near bed-time now, so there’s
ouly one l]un“ we can do,”” said Nipper. *1
sugeest that Hve or six of us go over to the
T\Imlun llouse as a deputation—not from the
Ancient Order of Avengers, but from the
Renove. We'll go under rhu white flag L

“They won't vespect it!"" said Hubbard.

“Of  course they won't!” agreed Seett,
“Haven't they proved that they have no
principles

“1f they disrespect the white flag, then I
shall have no hope for them,” replied Nipper
quictly, **They may overlook it during the
first moment or fwe, but even Boots wouldn’t
ignme a flag of truce. No—we'll go over
there at ouce. We'll protest strongly with
Boots that le’ll have to stop this scandalous
Lehaviour,”

“Yes, it's the only thing to be done,
agreed Re L’,’ e l’ut “We'll let them see that
we're iuh: Iy against this sort. of thing, and
that welre not geing to retaliate i Kind.
They will probably be thinking that we shall
adopt the same sort of tactics. But if we tLll
Beots; straight from the shoulder, that we're
not in favour of it, he might put a stop to
it on his side. At. any rate, 1t’s worth
teying.” '

“He:n', hear!™

‘Let’s stick to clean fighting !
“Rathert” |

“AVe'll tell Boots and his men that we're
disgusted with them!”

And so a deputation, consisting of Nipper,
Handforth. Fullwood, De V'l]erle Reggte
Pitt and Dick l;nodnm, was fmmed And,
without any further argument or waste of
tune, they went off,

They carried a white flag—or, rather, a
cean handberchief that had been tied to the
end of a walking-cane.

Nipper marched in front with this, holding
it siraight up so that all could see. As they
went across she Triangle the other Removites
crowded out, and stood watching.

They had been warned, whatever happened,
to remain on their side of the Triangle.
dven if the Fourth-Formers disrespected the
white Hug, and attacked the deputation, the
Le,nme was to remain idle. For, as Nipper
wlised, 1f they ecame to the rescue of their
COT: :l£~, a free fight might easily 'start, and
they did not want “to run that rizk.

As it happened, they had no sooncr entered
the Medern House lobby than a swarm of
Fourth-Formers came rvound them. Nipper
eculd see at a glance that they all be!nn"’od
o the Inst Hotse. They were Armstrong,

e

Gorithith,  Tuarner, Ptu:_fi Holroyd, Merrell,
h-’fnrrtnrt. ¥rceman, and such fellows. None
of them woe of any account. At ordinavy

1168 thc;, were nonentities,
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When the ligkts of Study € went out, Nipper

Suddenly the window was
in. The New

They were right !

Now, however, they were all very excited.
At tht of the Remmlte they rushed for-
n;ud and promptly surrounded them.

The enemy!” yelled Merrell. “Come on
—down with them '

*Wait a minpute!” said Nipper. **What
about this?"”’

He held up the white flag, and Merrell
laughed in an unpleasant way.

“Y¥ou can’t fool us with that thing!” he
sneered. " You mneedn’t think you can come
here, just as you like—protected by a hand-
kerchief !’

“1t doesn’'t malter whether it’s a hand-
kerchief or a piece of rag—it stands for the
flag of truce!’” said Nipper. ‘“And we expect
to he treated fairly e

“Pown with {hem'”

“*Yah! DBeastly Removites!”

“Come on, the Fourth—wipe

“Hurrah "

And the East

112

them up!

Hopuse juniors, more excited
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'nessed that something was about to happen.
number of curiously garbed figures swarmed
yut to strike !

than ever, made a fierce charge at the depu-
tation. Had they beeu less excited, they
might have respected the white flag, but they
hardly knew what they were doing. That
much can be said for them. They only knew
that six Remove fellows were in their midst,
and they wanted to floor them on the spot.

“Come on!”’ yelled Marriott. ‘*We've got
them—we’re three to one! Let’s shove their
faces in the dirt!”’

“Hear, hear!” _

“We’ll grind their giddy dials into the
mats !’

“Good idea!” said Snipe. “‘If they didn’t
want to be scragged, they shouldn’t come
here !’

“You rotters!”™ roared Handforth indig-
nantly. “Have you lost all sense of hﬂnn'-ur?
Tsn’t there any decency left in any of you?
We can understand now why you adopt such
rotten art cs! You haven’t any prineiples

left

“Cﬂ.‘.“ﬁ I"?

It was a shout which eame urgently iro
the Junior passage.

“Caye !’

It came again, and the East House fellows,
scenting trouble, tore out into the Triangle,
and rushed to their own quarters. Just at
that moment, John Busterficld Boots and his
licutenants ‘mpeared upon the scene.  And
so, incidentally, did Mr. Yorace Pycraft.

Mr. Pyecraft was hot on the scent. He had
heard shouts—seuflles.  Grabbing his cane,
Mr. Pyeraft had sallied out—hoping to sur-
prise the juniors in the midst of a fight. It
would be a triumph for him—to take the
names of these young raseals, and to report
themm to pheir various lousemasters.  He
even hoped that he would be able to sce some
of them publicly flogged by the Head.

All the evening Mz, I’wraft had been listen-
ing—waiting for this moment.

And now it had come! e ran down the
passage, and burst into the lobhy. He

expected to see the whole place filled with

struggling figures, IHe gripped his cone in
readiness—so that he could dash in amongst
the fighters and lash out here and there, and
bring the conflict to an end.

But what Mr. Pyeraft actually saw brought
him to a halt, staring.

For Nipper, Handforth, and the other
Remove fellows were standing leisurely in
the doorway. chatting calmly with Buster
Boots. Bob Christine, and a few other Fourth-
Formers. A more friendly scene ¢ould not
have been imagined!

Mre. Pyceraft <tood there, his mouth open,
hiz eyes large und round.

CHAPTER 18.
Very Btrange !

. R. PYCRAFT came for-
- ward, thoroughly  dis-
appointed, His vision of
dashing among the fighters
and” using his cane had
fuded away, but he v.aq not going to be
enurrzly done.

“What are you boys doing in this House ?”
he demanded unpleasantly, as he strode up.

The juniors turned; rather surprised.

“Speaking to us, sir?”’ asked DBoots
politely.

“No, DBoots, I am speaking to these
Remove  boys!”  said Mr.  Pycraft.
“Hamilton! Pitt! Handforth! What are
you doing over here?”

“Talking to Boots and these other chaps,
gir,” sard Nipper innocently.

A titter went up from the others, and Mr.
Pyeraft turued red. :

“I can see very well that you are talking
to these boys!" snapped Mr. Pyeraft. “But

t}mt Is not the ;;runt Hamilton!”
“No. sir?”
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“"No, it is not!” went on Mr. Pycraft
nastily. “How dare you come into this
House |"

“We came to have a few words with Boots,
sir,” explained Nipper.

"You know very well that you have no
vight in this House!” went on Mr. Pyeraft
excitedly. “You do not board here!”

“If it comes to that, sir, neither do you!”
remarked Handforth.

“What 2”" said Mr. Pycraft, with a jump.
“What did you say, Handforth?”

“You board in the East House, sir,” said
Handforth., "1 suppose you came here to
visit somebody, and so did we. No harin in
that, surely?”

" You—you—you——"

“If you would like us to go to Mr. Stock-
dale, and ask him for permission to talk with
Boots, we'll do so, sir,” said Nipper. *“\We
wiil tell him that you were opposed to us
being here.”’

“You will do no such thing, Hamilton!"
snapped Mr, IPPyeraft, in haste.

“Very well, sir!”

“1 am opposed to your being here because
J realise that it may lead to fighting !" went
on the Form-master, feeling t_ﬁut It was up
to him to make some sort of explanation.
“1 know very well that you boys are at
loggerheads, and I am quite aware of the
fact that you have deliberately pretended to
be friendly, It has been adopted for my
particular benefit, 1 am not deceived.”

“But I don’t sce why you should object to |

us, sir,” said Handforth, glaring. “These
beastly Fourth-Formers
'Fourth Form chaps—-’

"Perhaps you had better come along to
my study ’" suggested Boots casually. * Mr.
Pycraft doesn’t seem to like us standing
about in the lobby, and we don’t want to
do anything to annoy him. Would you
chaps like to come?
room?! Any old place you like!”

“Thanks!” said Nipper, nodding.
do fine!”

They went off, and Mr. Pycraft found it
impossible to delay them. He keenly
suspected that all this had been enacted for
his benefit, and in a way, he was right.
But since there was no fighting, or no break-
ing of the rules, he was powerless to
intervene,

¥

" That’ll

But the juniors had only just been in the

nick of time. After Armstrong & Co. had
fled, Boots & Co. had recognised the white
flag, and had at once known that Mr.
Pycraft was coming along. So the
Removites had been treated with cold polite-
ness, and they were now escorted along tho
junior passage and into the Common-room.

“One of you fellows had better stand out-
side the door and keep guard,” said Boots,
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turning to the crowd. “We don't want old
Pycraft to come back, although he won't find
anythinz to pleuse him even if he does,
There’s going to be no fighting in hero

These fellows have come under our roo
with a flag of truce."”
"But we don't want them!” said Bo

Christine, glaring at his former friends.
“*And we can assure you that we oursely
d> not feel in pleasant company,” said
Nipper politely. “However, it’s a duty, and
we have to perform it. We bhave come here
to protest, DBoots.” :
“To do what?'’ asked Boots. ;'

“To protest.”

“(xo ahead, then, althouzh 1 don’t know
what on earth you're talking about,”” said
Buster, "1 rather think that we're the ones
who ought to protest. But ecarry eon. I'll
leave my remarks until later.”

He was very distant, very icy. The other
Fourthi-Formers crowded round in a big
circle, and all their .glances were hostile.
Billy Nation was at the door, keeping guard,
and another fellow had been posted at the
end of the passage.

"Now!” said Buster Boots.
trouble 7"

“You rotter!” said Handforth fiercely.
“You know what the trouble is as well as
we do! We're fed-up with you and your
blackguardly behaviour.” '

“You'd better be careful!”
hotly.

“Oh, don’t talk out of the back of your
neek ! continued Handforth contemptuously.
“Don’t stand there and pretend to be a
saint. You know what you did to us this

"What's the

said DBoots

evening, you and your fellow-hooligans. A

feud is one thing, and there’s no need to
carry your activity——"

“Hold on!" interrupted Bob Christine,
keeping his temper with difficulty. “ What
do you mean by all this? We haven’t
touched you this evening! We haven't been
near you!"”

“So you've added lying to your other
accomplishments ?” said Fullwood quietly.

*"You—you rotter!’’ roared Bob. “Put up
your hands! I'lI-I'll—"

“Steady !” interrupted Talmadge.
forget the white flag!”

“That's all very well!” said Bob hotly.
“But I'm not going to have these chaps call-
ing me a liar!”

A roar went up from the other Fourth-
Formers, and things began to look rather

"Don’t

dangerous.

“Hold on,”” said Nipper. “Let’s keep this
thing peaceful, for goodness’ sake. Perhapa
you would like me to remind you, Boots?
Perhaps you want your. memory jogged?”

“I should very much like to have it
jogged,” replied DBuster Boots, nodding.
“What is it that we're supposed to have
done ?”

“Well, first of all you sent us some warn<
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ing messages,” sald Nipper. “You  threw
little-parcels through our windows, both into
the Ancient House and the West House.
You told us to beware of the New Klux
Klan. Do you deny it?"” |

Boots looked at the other Fourth-Formers.

“We don’t deny it, and we don’t admit
it,”" he replied coolly. “You can think what
vou please.” _

“Well, of course, we shall only think ene
thing,” replied Nipper. “You are respon-
sible for sending these messages. You
liaven’t denied it, and that’s good enough.”

“Well 2" said Christine. “Js that all #

“ANLYT shouted Handforth. “We haven’t
started yet!”

“Then you’d better be sharp about it!”
said Boots “The bell for bedtime will go
in a minute or two, and o

“All right!” said Nipper. “It won’t take
me more than two minutes to explain,
although iv's  totally unnecessary, since
you know all abour it. You've admitted one
thing, and you’ll have to admit the rest.”

And the Fourth-Formers got ready to
listen, wondering what in the world Nipper
was about to say. For; in cold truth, not a
single member of the Fourth had been across
the Triangle the whole evening!

CHAPTER 17.
The Denial.

N a nutshell, you caused the
lights to go out in the.

Remove passage of the
Ancient  House,””  said
Nipper quietly. *You

collaved Handforth & Co., Tregellis-West,
and Watson and myself, You took us away
to your Chamber of Horrors, and you gave
us the choice of licking your boots or taking
a horse-whipping.” |

“What !” shouted over half the Fourth,

“You heard me!" said Nipper.

“We did—and you're talking pifile!” said
Boots curtly.

“Do you deny all this

“Yes, we do deny it!"" retorted Boots.
"Tt's onl® a made-up yarn '

“It’s not!™ insisted Nipper. “After that
you rubbed our heads with glue, and you
fastened highly-coloured wigs on to our
heads. Tt was a dirty trick—a cad’s act.
It took us an hour to get those wigs off,
and to clean ourselves. We tore lots of our
hair out, and our scalps ave so tender that

¥
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we're still in agony. Is that what you ecall
playing the game, Boots?”

But Buster Boots was looking at him in
amazement,

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated. “You don’t
think that we did this, do you?”

“Who else did it?"’ asked Fullwood. “It
was done by the New Kiux Klan!"

“Rot!” said Buster. “It couldn’t have
been!”

“It was done by long-cloaked figures—
fizures wearing conical hats,” replied Nipper.
“And we came to the obvious conclusion that
the New Klux Xlan was responsible.
Hadn’t you sent us the warning, Boots?”

“Yes, but—-"

“*Then you do admit you sent those warn.
ings?” shouted Handforth,

"Oh, hang 1t, yes!” said Boots, * But
we didn't do this-thing. You don't think
we'd descend to that sort of game, do you?”

“It doesn’t matler much who did it,” re-
lied Nipper quietly. “It wee done by the

ew Klux Klan—and that’s your own sceret

society, Boots, What position do you hold
in this Klan?”
_“I don't see that I need answer that gues-
tion; but, if you're jolly curious, I'm the
Grand Master,” replied Boots gruffily. *“But
when you accuse us——" "

“The Grand Master, eh?” said Handforth.
“You rotter! What’s the idea of standing
there and denying that you took part in this
rotten affair? You were there all the time!”
“1 wasn’t!” shouted Buster.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Well, anyway, the fellow in charge of
the operations called himself the Grand
Master,” said Nipper. *“I rather think that's
good. enough, Boots. You've admitted that
you sent those warning notes, and that you
are the Grand Master. 1 rather think we can
take the rest for granted.” !

“I1 should say we can!” agreed Fullwood,
nodding. '

“I'm sick of these chaps—for having tha -
nerve to deny it all,” put in Reggic Piit -
tartly. ',

The Fourth-Formers were getting more
and more angry.

“But we do deny it!” shouted DBuster
Boots. ““We didn’t do this job at all!”

“In that case, perhaps you'll be able to
suggest who did?"”’ asked Nipper. *‘1f it
wasn't you and your men, DBoots, who's
responsible ?”

“How the dickens should 1 know?”

“You ought to know?" replied Nipper
calmly. “These fellows who attacked us
were members of the New Klux Kian!”
~#0Oh, what's the gocd of going all over it
again?”’ demanded Handforth. in a dizgusted
voice. “They . only deny evervthing,
aithough we’'ve got the proof. I'm fed up
with the whole lot of them!”

*And we're fed up with wvou!” yelled a
dozen Fourth-Formers.

“Until ncw 1 always thought sou fellows
were rather truthful,” went on Handforth,

“But you're nothing but fibbers—liars!"
A roar wen! up.
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“Grab him "

“Get hold of Handy and bump him!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Stop it!" wvelled Buster Boots., “'Don't
forget that these chaps have come here under
the white flag. I'm not going to have any
foul play——"

“Foul play is rather forcign your
nature, eh*” asked Fullwood tartly, *“You
don’t know what it mecans, do you, Boots?
My hat! I don’t know how you ecan stand
there and talk like that!” :

Beots quivered with rage. .

“You fellows had better get out while
von're safe!” he said steadily., “ You come
here, and you make the most rotten accusa-
tions without any proof at all.  You only

to

know that you were attacked by some
figures. They were all cloaked, and—-"
“Hold on!™ interrupted Nipper, with =

(ueer note in his volee.

He strode across the common-room,
went to one of the windowssills,. By sheer
accident he had noticed something which
stood there, half hidden by the weodwork in
the corner. A minute later Nipper twrned,
and his éyes were blazing.

“Yon say we have no proof, Boots?’ he
asked. “What about this?”

“What i1s 1t%" asked Boots, staving,

“You ought to know—it’s here, in your
own quarters,”” replied Nipper. “If you're
very curious, it's a pot of glue!”

and

“NWhat!” shouted a number of Fourth-
Formers. )
“By George!” ejaculated  Handforth.

*“They can't deny it any longer!”
Boots ran over, and looked at the glue-
pot. , .
“1've never scen that in my life before!”

he gasped.
““Oh, what's the us:e?” asked Nipper,
“T'm surprised at vou, Buster—I'm jolly

disappointed, too. J thought you were made
of better stuff. Here's the glue-pot—the
very one that was used in the New Klux
Klan Chamber of Horrors. Why, there’s
even some bits of cotton stuff mixed in the
glue—parts of those highly coloured wigs:
And here it stands, in your common-room !
We fellows were found out because Hand.
forth was careless enough to leave some glue

in his study whern we glued you to your

desks the other day. And now you've been
found out by the same means—carelessness.
This is quite enough for us!”

“More than cnough!” said the other mem-
bers of the deputation.

“ But—but——"" began Boots.

“We don't want {o hear any more!” inter-
rupted Nipper.
of truce, and now we're going away. We
wanted to atk you to play fair in future,

but it doesn’t seem to be much good. This

feud seems to have robbed you of all sense
of deceney.”

And the members of the deputation, cold
and distant, walked out of the
House common-room, strode down the pas-
sage, and went out into the Triangle. They

“We came here under a flag

Modern
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found large numbers of Remove fellows wait-
ing for them, half expecting them to be
thrown out on their necks.

As the deputation went acress the Triangle
the juniors swarmed round, eagerly asking
what had bhappened.

“Nothing's  happened,” replied Nipper.

“But DBoots denied all knowledge of that

affair, and then we found the glue-pot in the
common-room,”

“By jingo!”

“Caught red-handed !”

“¥es, and we shouldn't have minded so
much 1f they’d have owned up,” went on
Nipper. “But I'm fed up with them. 1
never thought that Boots was sueh a liar.”

“Down with the Iourth!”

A wave of fresh anger swept throtugh the
ranks of the Remove. The two Forms. if

arfything, were more bitter against one
another than ever before!
CHAFPTER 18.

Ready for Action !

USTER BOOTS scratched
¥ hiz mop of red haimr, and
ran his fingers through if.

“TIt beats me!” he said
blankly. “Those Remove
follows really believe that we did that trick!
And yet we don't know a thing about 1!
What the dickens does it mecan?”

The comnion-reom in the Maodern
was i a turmoil

Nipper & Co. had gone, and the Fourth:
Formers were left to themselves, The whole
thing was a mystery to them, since they had
been in their own IHouse throughout tne
entire evening.  Mr. Horace Pyeraft had
seen to that! But neither Boots nor any of
the others had had a chance te explain thece
circumstances to the Removites.

“Tt's not such a mystery to me,” said
Bray s=owrly, “I believe those Remove
fellows faked up the whole yarn, just so
that they wounld have somethine against us.”

Ionse

“Oh, draw it mild!" protested DBaob
Christine. _ :

“But doesn’t 1t look like it?" went on
Bray. “What about that pot of glue? Who
put it in this room? None of us here, T'H
bet 1” |

“That’s so!” admitted Boots.

“And who was the fellow who spotted it%”
went on DBray eagerly. ‘' Nipper! And why?
Because lie jolly well knew it was there! [t
was shoved through the window by one of
those other Remove chaps, just so that there
would be some so-calied proof. The whole
thing was a plant!”

“My only hat!”

“The rotters!”

“The mean, contemptible cads!”’

The Fourth-Formers were only too ready to
grasp at some sort of explanation, even
though it might be fantastic, Perev Bray's
theory certainly sounded possible.  Most of
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the I'ourth-Formers grasped at it as though
it were a positive certainty, and a fresh
wave of resentment against the Remove
swept through the Fourth., It coincided with
the anger of the Remove. Without question
the two Forms were very bitter against one
another now.

But who were the real culprits? |

That svas a problem which nobody took the
trouble to fathom. The reason for this was
quite simple. T'he Remove took it for
granted that the Fourth was guilty, and the
Fourth accepted Percy Bray’s view that the
Remove had deliberately *“framed ” the
affair. And so the problem was allowed to
rest. Yet, naturally, somebody was respon-
sible. Who were the unknown encmies who
were working impartially against both sides?
For these enemies scemell to attack the Re:
move and the IFourth just as the whim took
them. Actually, it was a cunning, carefully-
planned scheme to sot the two Forms at one
another's throats—and it was working like a
dream! The feud was becoming fiercer and
fiercer as the days went by,

“Well, anyhow. we shall have to be care-
ful,” said Buster Boots gruffly at last.
“There goes the bed bell! No time for any
plans now.” :

“What do sou mean—we shall have to be
carcful?"" asked Denny '

“Don't forget what happened last night,”
replied Boots.

“You think those chaps’ll come again?”

“I think the Avengers will get on the
track again,” nodded Boots, “Don’t for-
get, they have the advantage of us. The
New Klux Klan has only just been formed,
whereas the Remove seeret society has becn
planned for two or three days, and it’s now
in full running order. We e¢an’t work any
dodge on thoso chaps to-night.”

“Why net?” asked a dozen voices.

“Because there isn’t time to prepare it,”
replicd Buster Boots. “We should only get
ourselves into a horrible mess if we did any-
thing in a. hurry. That’s the way to bring
off a failure. And how do you think those
Remove fellows would crow if we attempted
to rctaliate, and got caught for our pains?
No, it’'s a much better policy to wait, and
to prevent the Avengers from scoring
anoiher vietory.” |

“You mean, we'd better lock all our doors
to-night, or something 7" asked Bob Christine.

“We'll go a step farther than that,” replied
Boots. “After lichts-out, we'll get dressed
up in our New Klux Klan costumes, and we'll
remain on guard at almost every window in
this House—every accessible window, anyhow.
And there we'll keep watch, if necessary, until
two o'clock in the morning.”

“We shan’t get any sleep if we do that,”’
protested somebody.

"Rats!” retorted Boots. “There'll be a
system of relief.  IRach fellow will watch for
half an hour, and then he can go oft to bed,
Hell be relieved by somebody else. But
we're not coing to let those Avengers have
annther triumph!"
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When the Fourth went up to bed the whole
thing was definitely arranged. The war at
St. I'rank’s was becoming more and more like
a real war every day,

It had now got to the pass where guards
were necessary, where the fortress had to be
protected by watchers,

And soon after lights-out thoe members of
the New Klux Klan became active.

There were nine windows where the raiders
might possibly try to make an entry. IEach
of these nine windows was placed in charge
of a Klansman., The first watch was from
ten-thirty to eleven, and then from eleven
to ecleven-thirty, and so on.

Boots himself clected to remain awake all
the time—as a kind of general. His task
was to go from window to window, to kcep
his eve on all his licutenants. He did not
want any of them to go to sleep at their
posts.

A signal was also arranged. In the event
of a sudden attack by the enemys the rest
of the Tourth was to be hailled—that is, the
rest of the DModern IHouse lourth., Arm-
strong and his East House cronies.were, of
course, out of all this. But Armstrong had
stoutly declared that he would keep a similar
wateh in the Jast House.

Boots was doubtful of this, for Timethy
Armstrong was very much of a windbag.
As a leader he was rather a wash-out, and
the East House section of the Fourth would
have been in a poor way but for the guidance
of Buster DBoots.

And so the time went on, watch suceeed-
ing watch, until the hour of midnight had
hoomed out and had gone.

The night was very quiet. The school had

long since settled down to sleep, and thero
were no lights showing from any windows,
Outside, the stars were gleaming, and tho
moon was coming up over the trees beyond
the Head's house. There was scarcely a
breath of wind, and the air was mild. It
was a very peaceful night indeed.
- Gradually the guards in the Modern Houso
fell to yawning. They were getting tired of
this vigil. Obviously it was pointless, for
the Ancient Order of Avengers made no sign.
There was no indication that they were on
the warpath.

But if they were—well, Boots & Co. wero
ready for them! Every window was guarded,
and anv approach would be seen in that
moonlight long befere the attackers got near
to the Modern House walls,

CHAITZER 19.
The Surprise !

%’* O easy, vou chaps! Not a
o g * sound, remember! When
you get to the common-
room, stay there, and
wait for further orders.”
“ Right you are, Chief !”
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Roughly Nipper. Bandforth, and Pilt were thrust into the three tubs, affer which the lids—each having a

small bole to allow the head to pass throngh-—were screwed down,

The Removites were helpless—and the

New Klux Klan could do their worst !

The Ancient Order of Avengers was in
preat force—twenty-tive or thirty of them.
o 1t seemed that Boots & Co.'s precautions
were very necessary, after all! But just at
that momoent the Avengers were in a very
peculiar spot.,

In point of fact, they were strewn out in
a long line, stretehing almost from the
Ancient House to ‘the Modern House, but
they were quite invisible to the vigilant
watchers. They were invisible, because they
were making the journey aleng the secret
passage, far from the reach of any walching
eves ! .
It was the paszsage which Handferth had
iiscovered, gaite by accident, some days ear-
It reacued from one ol the old collars
i the Ancient Housce, pussald under the I'ri-
engie, and came out in the Meodern House——
richt against the Junior common-room. For
hours during the night Nipper aud one or
two eothers had worked desperately. Dick
(Groodwin, the amateur carpenter of the Re-
move, had been actively engaged in this par-
ticular work, and the result wags certamly
gratifying.,

For 2 cleverlveconeenled doorr had been
made, leading straight inte the Junior com-

mon-rooum. It was ar this point that the
seeret passage ended, and Nipper had becn
struck by tlie possibility of making an entry
herc—right into the Junior quarters, The
work had been very successfully accomplizhed,
for none of the IFourth-I"ermers had noticed
any difference in the common-room. Tho par-
ticular scetion of the wall which had been
converied into a daeor had been so eleverly
contrived that 1t was almost impossible to
detect the spaot.

And now the Avengers were about to enter
the enemy's territory—and to enter un-
known to any of the Klansmen, although these
latter were on guard!

Nipper was the first to open that secret
panel, and a glance into the common-room
told him that it was empty, as he had
cexpected.  The moonlight was  streaming
through one of the high windows, and the
apartinent looked very cerie and still.

Nipper crept in, and he was followed Iy the
others in a long procession,

All of them were wearing the eloaks and
hoods of the Aveneers. They were all
thoroughly disguised, and they knew exaetly

what their programme was to he. The pre-
vious night they had brought their vietims
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through this tunnel, but Boots & Co. had had |

no knowledge of it. With those black bags
over their heads, they could not guess where
they were being taken. Precisely the same
programme was to bo followed to-night, if all
went  well. '

At length the Avengers were all present,
and the panel was carefully closed again, so
that there was no sign of its presence.

“Good ” murmured Nipper. “We're all
here—and now we can get busy. DBut there’s
one thing I want to do first—before we start
the actual raid. I want to creep out and
scout round, in case any of these Fourth-
Formers are on the alert. The rest of you
stay here until I come back.”
~ “That's & good idea,” said Handforth.
“I'll come with you.”

“And that's a bad idea!” said Nipper
calmly. “Sorry;, old man, but I'd better
go on this job alone.”

“Rats!” said -Handforth., “I'm coming.”

“ Number Two, kindly remember that the
Chief has spoken!” said Nipper, in a decp,
gruft voice. “The Chief has given his order,
and no member of the Order must question
his instructions. That is an agreed-upon rule
of the Avengers!”

“Hear, heac!” '

“Number Two, kindly shut up!”

“Absolutely, old bean!” _ _

Handforth glared round at the other hooded
figurcs through s eye-slits,

“Oh, all right!” he growled, -“ Just as you
like! I won't say any more. I'll be a good
little boy, and obey orders!”

A few chuckles went up, and Handforth
subsided. Nipper softly opened the door,
slipped through, and the others waited.

It was very fortunate that Nipper had
thought of this simple little precaution, for
he had hardly moved out of the space in front
of the common-room doorway before he
checked. He had caught sight of a figure at
tho end of the passage, against one of the
windows.  There it stood, grotesque and
ghostly in the dim light which came through
the window, There was something very un-
iyanny about that robed figure, with its conical
hat.

"My goodness!” murmuared Nipper. *“8o
these chaﬁs are on the alert! I rather had
an idea they were!”

At that moment another figure appeared,
coming from one of the farther passages. It
halted against the window, and Nipper
strained his ears,

“All well?” came the voice of Boots.

“All well "’ replied the other Klansman,
“No sign of the enemy.”

“(yood!” said Boots. “I don’t think they'll
como to-night. Still, it's just as well for us
to_be on guard.” | _

He passed on, apparently on his way to
another sentry-post.  Nipper crept silently

back into the Common-room and gave a
warning hiss as two or three fellows started
speaking,

“Shush!” murmured Nipper.,  ““They’re
about!"’

“What!"’
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““The Klansmen are on the watch!™
breathed Nipper. “I believe there’s one of
them at every window—guarding the giddy
place as though it were a fortress.” ,

“Then—then we’re done?”’ asked one of
the Avengers. . :

““No, we’re not!’’ replied Nipper. ‘“‘Bu
we shall have to divide ourselves into fivd
or six little bands. We’ll creep out of her
and then take different directions. We’

capture these guards one by one—springing

on them by surprise. 1 think it"ll be fairl;
easy, because they're not looking for a
attack from within. Anyhow, let's get going
—no sense in wasting time here.”’ |
“Good egg!” murmured Handforth. “Now

and again, Nipper, you do get a sensible

idea!”’

Softly the Avengers crept out.

Three minutes later the Klansman at the
end window received the shock of his life.
Without the slightest warning three figures
jumped on him from the rear as he was
pacing up and down, They bore him to the
flocr, they smothered his outery at its birth,
and they held him down., Swiftly he was
rendered helpless, and then he was rushed
away and placed beyond the reach of any
of his fellow Klansmen. And almost exactly
at the same time the other guards were
similarly sprung upon, and rendered helpless.

The raid was a complete success. Every
one of those sentries, including Boots him-
self, were captured, and all conveyed secretly
to the common-room. But the prisoners did
not knmow it was the common-room, for by
this" time those black bags had been placed
over their heads, and they were helpless.
Once again, Boots & Co. had fallen into the
hands of the Avengers!

CHAPTER 20.
The Punishment !

y ITTERNESS, intermingled
with amazement, filled the
mind of John Busterfield
Boots.

In spite of all his pre-
cautions, the Avengers had triumphed! It
was a stunning thought. But how—how?
Buster Boots was utterly puzzled, and well
he might be! IIe knew that cvery available
window had been guarded, and that all the
sentries were alert and awake. And yet the
Avengers had come in, and had sprung upon -
them all by surprise. It was a complete and
absolute mystery. :

Boots was furious with himself, too. Some-
how, he felt that he had blundered some-
where. These Removites should never have
been allowed to get in., Not that it was any
gecod crying over spilt milk., Tho Avengers
were on the scene, and they would have to
be reckoned with.

As on the previous occasion, Boots and his
companions had no idea as to their direc
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tion, or their destination. They only knew
that they felt a chilly period, although it did |
not seem as though they were outside. There
was an excellent reason for this. Where it
felt chilly, they were in the tunnel, below
the Triangle. But not one of the Iourth-
Formers even guessed, or hazarded, the
truth. They hadn’t the faintest idea they
were being taken into the Avengers’ punish-
ment chamber by mieans of a secret passage.

Yet the punishment chamber was only that
old cellar, long since disused. Nipper &
Co. had converted it into their headquarters,
and they had made a thoroughly good job
of it. The cellar, with its drapings, and its
air of mystery, was unrecognisable as its
real self. None of the prisoners would be
able to guess a thing.

Ten members of the ¥ourth had been
seized, and they knew what was to follow
as soon as they found themselves in the

punishment chamber of the Avengers.

Their headgear was removed, and they
found themselves surrounded by the hooded

Nipper, in his deep, false voice. ‘‘You have
admitted this, and now you must stand your
trial, together with your ecompanions. You
are all accused of descending to dirty trickery,
and you are about to receive the punishment
that your action warrants.”

“We deny it!” said Boots hotly.
didn’t get hold of you this evening——""

“Enough!” said the Chief. *‘You are even
now wearing the same robes that you wore
before. T'here can be no mistaking the cos-
tume of the New Klux Klan! Bo you are
only making matters worse by {hese pointless
denials.”

“You—you idiot!”’ roared Boots, exasper-
ated. ‘I know you're Nipper all right—I
don’t recognise your wvoice, but you can’t
be anybody else! T tell you that we never
touched you this evening! We were in the
House the 'whole time—all of wus!  Mr.
Pycraft was on the scent, and we daren’t
move !”’ |

“A likely story!” sneered several of the
Avengers.

“But it’s true!”’ shouted all the prisoners.

“We cannot accept this statement,’” con-

“We

figures. | _
“John Busterfield Bouti,{ you are the
Grand Master of the New Klux Klan,”’ suid

-

| tinuwed the Chief sternly. ““You handled your
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victims in the most vicious manner, but you
need not fear that you are about to be
handled in the same way. The Ancient
Order of Avengers always fights cleanly.”

“And so do we!"” retorted Boots. ‘‘Those
fellows who grabbed you before—goodness
koows who they were—weore fakes.” They
must have heart about our New Klux Klan,
and they got some costumes ready, and put
them on. Then they captured you, and made
out that—"’ |

“Be silent!"

‘* Absolutely! I—I mean

“That’s enough, Boots!”’

John Busterfield’s story had sounded alto-
gether too thin—too feeble. It seemed ridi-
culous to suppose that some outsiders had
donned the costume of the Klansmen, And,
because this was the actual truth, nobody
believed it. It seemed too incredible! For
it is often the fact that the truth is stranger
than an invented tale.

“But there’s another idea in my mind,”’
went on Boots harshly. ‘I believe that you
fellows faked the whole story. You weren't

7

captured by any Klansmen at all—and that |

glue was shoved in our common-room on pur-

se to' lend colour to your story. It was a
rame-up from start to finish, and—"

“Be silent!” commanded the Chief,
““Words of this sort will not serve you. You
are all about to. be punished. Whether you
are the actual participators in the head-
glueing episode is of no account. You are
all members of the New Klux Klan, and that
is sufficient. You must suffer for the sins
of your society. And, here and now, you are
to be swished.” ‘

““ And let us” add that the spring of this
moechanical swisher has been strengthened,”
said one of the other Avengers, in a voice

that was exceedingly like Handforth's. “‘By
George! You’ll feel it this time, you
rotters!”

“Go ahead with it!”’ snapped Boots. '“But
you'll be sorry for this! Youw're punishing us
for something we never did—you’re having
your revenge for—"

“That will be enough,”” interrupted the
Chief. “*We shall not descend to any glueing
episades, QOur policy is to keep to straight-
forward methods. 1f we use glue at all it
1s in a legitimate manner. And always re-
member that every time that the New Klux
Klan performs a vicious act the punishment
will be by sftishings, and these swishings will
be more and more severe. 'To-night, for
example, wvou will feel this cane very
forcibly.”

“You won’t be able to sit down for a
week !” .said Number Two, with satisfaction.

*“Always it will be the punishment chamber
—and swishings!”’ continued the Chief. *“Not
once shall we descend to questionable
“methods. You must realise that now—at
once. And when you are being puunished by
the mechanical swisher—as will happen
straight away—remember what Is to fnlf:w
if you adopt any further baseness. There
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can be no escape from the Avengers. Every
time they win! They are all-conquering—
all powerful I”

Buster Boots & Co. were rather inclined to
believe it. At all events, that mechanical
swisher was all-powerful!

For the next ten minutes some very painful
work proceeded—painful work which it is
hardly necessary to describe in close detail.
t is quite sufficient to say that when it was
all over Boots & Co. were thoroughly dis-
inclined to sit down!

CHAPTER 21.
Turning the Tables !

OT until the .prisoners had
been escorted back into
the Modern House were
their head-caps removed,
and then they found

themselves in one of the lower passages—

where all was still and silent.
The Avengers had adopted cxactly the same
system as before.
They left their

victims bound by the

ankles, and it took Boots & Co. many minutes

to untie the hard knots. By then, of course,
the Avengers had mysteriously faded away
into the night. |

But Nipper & Co. had not used the secret
passage this time.

There were several reasons why they
shouldn’t—the chief one being that Nipper
feared that some of the other Klansmen would
be on the watch, perhaps from the upper
windows. If the Avengers were not seen
departing there would be inquiries by Boots,
and perhaps that secret panel in the Common-
room would be discovered. Boots was a
shrewd fellow, and he could e:zcily put two
and two together.

But if he heard from one of his lientenants
that the Avengers had gone in the ordinary
way, creeping out into the nigat, lie would
still be unsuspicions of the real .ruth.

In addition to all th™. Pitt and Grey and
Singleton and the other West House Re-
movites were keen upon getting back into
their own quarters. So it was no pood for
them to go into that Ancient House cellar.
The Avengers, the :fore, took their lccve by
various lower windows, and each pariy had
been instructed to get back to bed as quickly
and '+ silently as possible.

Absut the last three *+» leave were Nipper,
Handforth and Pitt. They happened to make
their exit by ."e same window, and after
they had crept out from the shadows of the
East Square, they paused in the Triangle to
have a word or two. By this time most of
the Avengers had gone—had silently entered
their own Houses.

“Well, it was 2 b.g success, you chaps,”
murraured Nipper contentedly. ‘“We've pun-
ished Boots & Co. for what they did, and I
rather think théy’ll smart for several days.”
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g & wus’n’t ~ad—but it didn’t go far
enough,” growled Handforth. *“We shall|
have to think of something more original.
This swishing stunt is all very well, but it’ll
~get stale. “e ought to Invent somethmg
s more drastic.”

“Buch as sculpmg
at the stake, e¢h?” grinnel Reggie Pitt.
“No, liandy, it won’t do. We've got to
rstick to the-: clean methods. After all,
(there’s really nothing to beat & good old
swishing. It is particularly ecffective if it
follows a previous swishing. These Fourth-
Formers will soon get fed-up with it, and
they’ll moderate their activities.’

“That's just what I mean,” agreed Nipper.
“No, we don’t want to altm our tactics,
Handy, old man. As far as I can see, they’re
very satisfactory. But 1'm rather puzzled
about Boots. It’s queer, how he keeps deny-
ing his guilt.”

m, or rroing them

“I'm fed up with him!” said Handforth |

gruflly. “I thought Boots was a better chap,
but this feud has made him degenerate.”

“Of course, we may be wronging him,”
*.-.ent on Nipper softly.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, perhai~ those East HDL::E rotters
are respﬁnsible,” went on Nip “Most of
the worst members of the F :urth are in the
Xast House, you know. And, naturally,
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Buster ~ld everybody in,the Fourth about
his plans to form a New Klux Iklan.

Perhaps Marriott and Merrell, and some of
those other beunders, got up that stunt on
their own, without telline Boots about it?"

*“That’s likely, of course,” adr "_ed DPitt.
“But it doesn’t mauke any real differcnce.
Boots is the leader of the Klux Klan, and
he must suffer for what the Klux Klan does.”

* Naturally,” agreed Nipper. “So we can*
feel perfectly comfortable—knowing that we
have punished the right fellow. Well, we’d
better be getting back into bed. The ‘others
have all gone. So-long, Reggie—szee you in
the morning, and then we can think out
something for the next attack on the eremy.”

“Right-ho!” said Reggie. “I'll be getting
along——"’

He paused. A sudden padding sound had
made 1t=mf heard, accompanied by the shuf-
fling of loose grmél. The next second a
number of figures loomed up out of the gloom
—suddenly, dramatically.

“Look out!” gasped IIandforth. *“The
enemy !

The sccond surprise attack that night!

But now the tables were turned, and it
was the Avengers who 1y ere .mpuaed' A
band of nine or ten Klansmen were tumed

upon them, and although the three Reme.vites
| put up a good fight, they had no chance.
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For these Klansmen w.re obviously of the
wrong sort! At the very out.:t they adopted
foul methods. The Avengers were tripped
up,. they were kicked on the shins, and sent
crashing to the ground by every dirty piece
of trickery. There was no hope for them
against such methods. .

And now Nipper began to wonder more
than ever. _ _

Yor, obviously, these fellows could not be
Boots & Co.—they could not be Christine, or
Clapson, or any of the other Modern Hqusl'e
contingent., There was only one possible
alternative. i

They were East House Fourth-Formers!

Not a word was spoken. These mysterious
Klansmen whirled their victims off, and there
was no rest until they found themselves deep
within the recesses of the shrubbery, in the
corner of the Triangle. Here all was dark.
The moonlight failed to penetrate the foliage
—for many of these trces here were yews
and firs, and they never lost their leaves.

“You—you rotters!” hissed Handforth.
“\We know who you are this time! Arm-
strong and Merrell and you other East House
rotters! 1f you start any more of your rotten
behaviour——"

“1 think they've started already!” groaned
Reggie Pitt. “Somebody hacked me on the
shin, and I’ve lost about three inches of
skin!"

“You cads!” said Nipper. “Haven’t you
any sense of decency? Can’t——"

“Be silent!” said one of the Klansmen.,

Nipper started.

The voice! It was the same voice that had
spoken-earlier—during that head-glueing epi-
sode! The wvoice of the Grand Master!
Clearly, then, Boots & Co. could not have
been i1n that previous affair. Then who was
this fellow who had.falsely called himsell the
Grand Master?

Not that it really mattered. These fellows
were Klansmen, and they were intent upon
treating their victims in a drastic fashion.

“You havy just scored a victory,” said
the Grand Master gloatingly. “But now, my
friends, we shall score a victory. We shall
pay you bhack for what you have just done
to us! You're surprised that -ve've pgot out
so0 soon, aren't you?”

“My only hat!” muttered Pitt. *“Then
you are Boots?"

“Am I?" said the Grand Master, with a
chuckle. “Why should I deny it? Why keep
up the pretence? Of course I'm Boois—and
now I mean to get my own back!”

CHAPTER 22.

The Yenzeance of the New
Kluz Klan !

pOTH!
The Grand Master had
dmitted his identity! And
thece was no rea, reason
why h» should not be Buster
Boots—for theie had been aguite suflicient
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time for the Klunsmen to gather, and to
make this sudden attack. Nipper realised,
rather bitterly, that he and his two com-
panions had dallied unnecessarily while they
chatted over thie recent events. That dolay
had ccst them dearly—and was pparently to
cost them more dearly still, '

For the methods of the New Kluz Klan
were weird and wonderful,

“There must be no waste of timel” said
the Grand Master, in a gloating voice. * Theso
idiots were content to swish us, but we'ra
not so easily pleased! Not by long chalks!
We're going to show them something new—
something original! » New Klux Klan i3
always up-to-date!”

“We're not coutent with just a silly
mcchanical contrivance to deliver an ordinary
caning!"” said one of the other Klansmen.

Ivery word that was uttered went to prove
that these very :fellows were those who had
just been in the hands of the Avengers. They
knew all about it—they spoke as if they were
the vietims. And surely it was obvious that
thﬁr: leader was John Busterfield Boot; him-
self !

The New Klux Klan could not have cap-
tured three better prisoners, for they wero
the leaders of the Remove forees—Nipper
and Handforth, of the Ancient House, and
Reggie Pitt, of the West House! They were,
indeed, the brains of the Ancient Order of
Avengers. And vet their capture had been
quite natural. The three “generals” had
been having a_word together on the success of
their centerprise—neover dreaming that they
would fall so quickly into the hands of the
enemy,

“Let the work proceed,” said the Grand
Master.

The captors had visions of being treated to
further doses of glue, or something of tho
same kind.  But they were wrong. The
Grand Master had been quite correct when he
had stated that his methiods were original.

For, much to their surprise, the helpless
trio were thrust into three tubs. These had
evidently been all prepared. They were butter-
tubs, by the look of them, probably sccured
from the rubbish heap in the corner of one
of the paddocks, |

“Look here, what’s the idea?” demanded
Handforth aggressively. “You silly idiots!
lIf you think you're going to bottle me up in
1ere—

“Lither be silent, or have a handful of
earth rammed down your throat!"™ said the
Grand Master. “ You can choose !
~"Go te the dickens!” snorted Handforth.
“1 won’t be silent for you, or for anybody
effe. I'm not going to be shut up——"'

But he was Three of tho Klansmen
grabbed up handfuls of earth, and rubbed it
into Hand{’nrth's faco—a great deal of the sosl
entering his mouth. He was effectually
sitenced. The Klansmen were utterly reck-
less in their actions, '

The next move was even more curious than

| the first. For lids were produced. They were
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stout lids, and they all fitied into the tops of )

the tubs. And in cach lid there was a hole—
just large enough to allow the victim’s head
to pass through.

Then those iids were serewed into pesition.
Nailing would have been easier and quicker,
but it would also have been noisy. The
screws were driven home, and the predica-
ment of the three Removites was very real
indeed,

They were not Lound in any way, but they
were quite helnless, In their eramped posi-
tions they could do very little to free them-
selves.  And any movement—any violent
moyement—brought their necks into contact
with the rough edges of the hole in the lid.

They could make no outery, either, for they
were all gageed—secarves being tied round
their miouths,

And then they waited, wondering what on
earth was to come next, |

They were soon to know.

Amuzingly enough, scatiold poles were pro-
duced—threce of them. lach tub was then
reughly rolled over on to its side, eausing
much pain to the prisoners, after which the
tubs were roped to the tops of these
scaffold poles, Special supports had been
provided on the poles, so it was only neces-
'sary to hoist the tubs into position, and to
rope them securely.

And then, one by one, the tubs were car-
ried bodily away, and hoisted into an upright
position,  All the Wlansmen took part in this
work, for it was a ticklish busines:. Indeed,
it was a dangerous business. For if one of
those poles had swayed over, erashing to the
ground with its human freight, the conse-
quences might have been grave.

But 1nhis dizaster did not happen. At the
end of half an hour, the three poles were
standing in a row, side by side, their bases
embedded in the hard ground of the Triangle.
Those holes must have been dug earlier—in
preparation for this very event.

And there stood the three poles, grotesque-
looking in the bright moonlight, with the
tubs perehied on the top of them. From the
tops of the tubs emerged the heads of the
three prisoners. It was all very weird and
strange.

By this time the scarves had been removed,
and Nipper and Handforth and Pitt were free
to shout—if they wanted to. But shouting
was the very last thing they thought of. It
would be terrible if they were even seen now.
For what would the masters do if they came
down and discovered them in this dreadful
predicament? What of the humiliation ? And,
above all, what would the hecadmaster say?
He would know at once that these three
jyniors had been taking part in the warfare,
and they would be severely punished,

“We've got to go through with it!” mut-

tered Nipper. “It’'s no good shouting,
Handy; it’s no good expecting to be helped.
I expect the rotters mean to leave us here
all night!”

*“And we can't help ourselves, either I said
Reggie Pitt. “I1f we struggle, these poles
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might sway over, and that would be jolly
serious. Any sudden jar, and the rough edge
of this hole would praetically decapitate us!
We're in an awful mess! The rotters! The
cads! There's no limit to their rotten triecks ™

“Perhaps Chureh and MeClure will come

Halong 1™ said Handforth hopefully. “They're

bound to look for me. I expeet they're
anxious alrcady. And if they only come out,
and ¢pot us here, they'll soon bring some of
the other fellows to rescue us. It’s the only
hf,}pﬁ LE]

He broke off abruptly, startled. Feor a
sicdden tremendous racket had burst forth—
a fearsome din, which awoke all the echoes of
the old school!

\

CHAPTER 23.
The Strategy of Browne !

AW HERE was something alarm-
ing tn that sudden noise,
which burst out so drama-
tically and unexpectedly.
) * And then Nipper, serow-
ing his head round with much pain, saw the
reason for it. Some little distance away, the
Klansmen were bheating sticks upon old tin
cans,  They were using rattles, and they were
bi_ow_mg whistles, and adopting every other
method of making a nerve-shattering din.

And there, in the moonlight, steod tho<e
threc elevated tubs, each of which bore the
same placard: “The Vengeznce of the New
Klux Klan.”

"My only hat!” ¢jaculated Nipper Llankly.

For he could see the real purport of ihis
?qdden noise. It startled him—it staggered
in

These rotters meant to arouse the whole
school, so that the masters would come down,
and find the three boys in thi: predicament!
And what would the inevitable result be?
There would be an inquiry, and Nipper and
Handforth and Pitt wouid be scarchingly
questioned. They would be compelled to ad-
mit that they had been taking part in an
affair that nmight, after lights-out.

Expulsion !

It would mean nothing less than a publie
logging at the very least, and in all prob-
ability, the sack for the ringleader,

There was another phase of the matter, too.
The New Klhix Klan would be inquired into,
and, in all probability, Boots himself would
be compeliced to admit that he was the Grand
Master. And perhaps he would get the sack,
too! In that case, how could Boots himself
have perpetrated this outrage? And if it
wasn't Boots, who was it? There were many
mysterious points about the whole affair, and
Nipper found himself in a muddle. He woas
puzzled tremendously. Not that there was
any time to think over the ruatter just then.
~ “This has done it!” shouted Pitt. “ Look!
There are lights coming up alrcady! The
masters will be along in a couple of minutes,
and then we shall be ecut down and taken in
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doors and questioned, and—— Oh, my good-
neig! My brain's reeling! But this looks .ike
the end of things for us!”

“QOh, the beasts!” said Handforth, strug-
gling wildly. “The awful ecads! I never
thought that those FFourth Form chaps had
so much caddishness in them!”

He ceased struggling abruptly, for that pole
of his was swaying to and fro in an ominous
manner, And Handforth was very fond of
his life. He did not want to crash down, and
to receive a broken neck for his pains,

By this time, the racket had completely died
down, and the Klansmen had mysteriously
vanished into the gloom., They had done
their work, and now they are making off.
Other figures were appearing—Removites by
the dozen. They camo swarming out, and
they socn learned the reason for the noise.
They were startled to see their leaders iIn
those barrels.

“Quick!” shouted Nipper desperately,
“Don't ask any questions—ecut us down.
Lower these poles gently, and let us get free!”

“By George!” roared Handforth. “That's
the idca. There might be time before the
masters come!”

It scomed a hopeless enough dream, but
the juniors had an ally, unknown to them.
For William Napoleon Browne, of the Fifth,
looking aut from his window, saw the three
tubs, and he saw the Remove fellows crowd-
ing round, excited and bewildered,

And Browne, with his usaal quickness,
grasped the situation. ) |
“What's all the noise about?” asked

Stevens, Browne’s friend of the Fifth.

“Ask no questions, Brother Iorace,”
murmured Browne. “But I rather faney
that our young friends of the Remove have
been at war with the Fourth. :
trouble, and there is liable to be disaster
unless some swift action is taken.”

“But we can’t do anything!” said Stevens,
aghast, “We’d better not interfere——'

“We shall not interfere, brother,”” mur-
mured Browne. "“Let me advise you to go
back to bed. ILeave this entirely in my
hands.”

And he was off, before Stevens could ask
him any questions. .

Browne was- bent upon a little strategic
move, and he was hoping that it would be
suecessful.

He dashed downstairs, shouting at the top
of his voice, .

He tore open the main door of the Ancient
House, and ran out into the Triangle, still
velling. By this time one or two masters
were beginning to appear. They came out
i1 their dressing-gowns and slippers, sleepy
and bewildered.

“This way!” Browne was yelling. “This
way "

And, in the confusion, prefects and masters
and others were followinge him. Only the
Remove fellows remained in the Triangle;
these had now succeeded in getting those
poles down, and in dragging them away to
the cover of the shrubbery. Swiftly the

There 1is
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victims were being released from those tuba.

“Whatever is the matter?” shouted Mu.
Stockdale, the housemaster of the Modern
House, as he joined the throng. “Browne!"

“Follow me!" DBrowne was roaring.
“Follow me, brothers, and all will be well]
There is base work afoot, and it is our duty
to keep going.” |

Other prefects, coming out of the various
Houses, heard Browne's voice, and it was
only natural that they should rush in that
direction, where all the excitement seemed to
be taking place.

Nipper, of course, had immediately sensed
Browne's strategic move, and he was taking
full advantage of it.

“Good old Browne!” he said huskily.
“"He’s doing this to help us, you chaps.
Quick! Let's get rid of these tubs and
things, and then join the others. Smuggle
our cloaks and things away somewhere. As
long as nothing is actually seen, we shall
only be taken for the ordinary chaps, and
nobody will ever know what has just
happeuned. Good old Browne!” '

‘ " Absolutely!” said Archie Glenthorne.
“Good gad! Just listen to his voice,
laddies! He's still shouting with the same

i * *
old vim and Iustiness,
This was true enough.

. Browne was doing
the thing thoroughly. .

——

CHAPTER 24.
Thanks to B:owna !

o FaR) ITH Lkindly consideration

@7 the moon had now gone
in, leaving the school
grounds very dim and
gloomy. Nipper and
Pitt and the others were grateful for this
sudden gloom, It enabled them to complete
their operations. .

"My only hat!"" said Nipper at last.
“We've got out of those tubs, and wo're
free, and not a single master or a prefect
has come near us!” :

“They're all following old Browne,”
grinned Pitt.

“We're safe so far!” went on Nipper.
“But T don’t think we'd better remain out.”

“Wouldn't it be better to join the crowd?”
isked Handforth. *“Wouldn’t it look morae
natural 27 |

“It might, but it’s not worth it,” replied
Nipper. “QOur best policy is to get straight
back into our bed-rooms. It's a fine chance
new, with everybody in.confusion. We know
w2 shiall be safe in our bed-rooms.” :

And so off they went, heartily thankful
for the unexpected deliverance. The schemea
of the New Klux Klan had gone completely
awry, but solely owing to the intervention
of William Napoleon Eilmwna. The Kians-
men had intended their vietims to be dis-
covered by all the masters and prefects. Aa
it was. nobody but the Removites knew of



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

those , tubs and those scafiold-poles. They
had acted with much swiftness, and their
efforts were rewarded,

While they scrambled baeck into their
Houses, William Napoleon Browne had come
to a halt in the centre of Inner Court, and
crowds of seniors were swarming round him.
My, Stockdale was there, too, and Mr.
Pagett, of the Fifth, and Mr. Pyeraft, of
the Fourth, and one or two others. Nelson
Lee had seen quite a lot of the events in the
Triangle, but he had discreetly remained
indoors. None of those juniors knew how
sportsmanlike the schoolmaster-detective had
been during that tense quarter of an hour.

And Browne, susrounded by the shouting
crowd, appreciated that he was in a rather
tickiish pesition. But he was perfectly cool.
He was quite enjoying himself.

“YWhat's it all about, Browne ?" demanded
Feunton, of the Sixth. “Who made all that
noise? And why were you telling us to
follow ~ou?"

“"A lithe form ran in  this
brothers!” said Brewne impressively, %A
lithe, active form—manly and powerful. It
caine into Inner Court, and then, alas, the
moon went in!”’ :

Browne thought it unnecessary to mention
that he was referring to his own form.

“There have bheen mysterions disturbers of
the peace!” Le continued. "1 was awakened
by various uncouth sounds, and I have been
wondering. Possibly some roysterers on their
way home from the local eclub.
a band of charabane enthusiasts. Who can
tell? We only know that our sleep was
radely shattered.”™ _

Mr. Pagett pushed forward, and looked
at Browne very suspiciously. Mr. Pagett
was DBrowne's Form-master, and he knew
something of this youth.

“Enough of this bunkum, Browne!™ said
Mr. Pagett testily. “"We have all been
preatly disturbed, and we were led to believe
that you were on the track of the
marauders.”

“Klack oir, T Bave filedt™ sid Browne

direction,

sadly. “For there is no disturber of the
peace here. We have gone astray, I fear.
But let wus search the school grounds
thorougihly., Jet us not give up hope.

-

Follow me, and perchance we shall still
meet with some sueccess.”

And Browne, knowing that the juniors had
had time to complete their work, led the

way back into the Triangle, from there into

the Kast Square, and round by the chapel,
and so into the West Square. |

But everything was quiet, except for the
juniors who hung out of their dormitory
windows. All sorts of inquiries were shouted.
And then, in the middle of it, the head-
mastcr appeared.

But nobody could give him any explana-
tion. The whole thing appeared to be a
scare—a lot of excitement over nothing.

“Everybody must return to bed!” said
Dr. Stafford angrily. *

Perchance |

which needed a lot of inquiring into,

“Upon my word! 1
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have never. known such an affair in my
life! The whole school disturbed in the

middle of the night—disturbed and brought
out of bed. Who is responsible? What is
the meaning of all this?” _

But nobody could answer him, and the
mystery was liable to remain a mystery for
all time,.

By the skin of their teeth the juniors had
got back into bed, and there was no evidence
of that recent happening. Browne had saved
them. And the New Klux Klan was
dcefeated of its object.

But who were the members of this New
Klux Klan? Boots—Christine—Armstrong ?
Who was the leader? Somehow, Nipper
found it impossible to accept Buster Boots
as the voung hooligan who had directed the
operations. _

‘Later on, when the school had quietened
down and everybody had gone back to bed,
Browne came along to Nipper’s dormitory
and looked in.

“TIs all well, brothers?" he inquived softly.

“Good old Browne!” murmured Nipper.
“Thanks awfully, old man!”

Browne afferted to be surprised.

“What is this?’ he asked kindly. "Why
are you thanking me, DBrother Nipper?
Surely there must be some errvor?”

“1 dou’t think there is; but yeu ecan have
it your own way, if vou like,” smiled
Nipper. “Thank goodness we got out of
that mess, that’s all!”

Browne nodded.

“I must confess that for one murky
moment 1 feared that you were all very
much .in the soup,” he said. *IHowever, the
affair 1s over, and we will say no move,
But I would urge you to conduct your war-
fare in a less hectic fashion, byothers. Pray
remember that I cannot always be relied
upon to dash out in the middle of the wight,
and to lead the populace round in eircles.”’

And Browne went off, chuckling.

The others, after a little further talk,
dropped asleep. But Nipper lay in hed for
quite a time, thinking—thinking deeply.

A tiny doubt was beginning to creep into
his mind. There was a mystery heve, and
there seemed to be ne explanation. There
was something about the New Klux Klan
And
Boots’ stout denials had* been significant,
too. Yes, undoubtedly something was wrong.

Nipper fell to sleep at last, with a vague
feeling that the great fend between the
Remove and the Fourth would soon reach a
dramatic climax.

THE END,

(NVipper's quite right! Matters DO rcach a
thrilling climaz, as you will sce when you
read nert week's cxeiting story, " Drummed
Out of St. Frank’s!?® On no aecount must
your miss this fluc yarn. Make sure of reed-
ing it by placing an order with your news-
agent—NOW /
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NOTE.—1} crny reader writes to me, 1 shall be
likely to interest the majority. Al letters
"c¢jo The Editor, THE NELSON LEE
Street, LONDON, E.C.i. Every letter 1will
acknowledged in these columns.
for at least 8 weeks after the lelters reach
distinguished by a star (*) against the sender’s
are naturilly easier for me to answer. My
graphed phoeto for yours—but yours first,

OW'S the enthusiasm working upt Are
you all prepared to whack out that extra
twopence, ' as 1 suggested in my chat of
last week? DBut wait a minute! Perhaps

some of you didn't read last week’s chat, so I'd
better give the details over again. And il you
did read my remarks o refresher won't do you
any harm.

. . .

Well, to be brief (that'll be a change for me,
won't it?); I have recently been writing some
stories 1n econjunction with Mr. Martin Clifford,
the popular author of the St. Jim's stories in the
“Gem Library.” Mind you, Mr. Clifford’s stories
will be solely confined to his own characters—and
in just the same way my St. Frank’s stories will
be confined to my characters. And yet, at the
same time, there will be a certain link between
the two series, which will run in the 0Old Paper
and in the “*QGem,” over the same period of
weeks

- L) .

Now. to get down to facts. This new series will
eomimence in the issue dated September 17th—that
is, in abont two weeks' time, And what I want
you to do is this. I want every loyal and
enthusiastic render to buy an extra copyv of No.
72, dated September 17th. As it {s the first of a
new series, it will be an Ideal issue to give away
to n non-reader. So many of you have started
readineg my steries accidentally that perhaps
thers nre thousands of other chaps (and girls, too)
of all azes from seven to seventy, who may like
uiy partienlar kind of yarn.

» L ]

You may wmonder why I am referring to this
fwo wesks in advance. Well, the reason is a
gimple nne: If yon all de buy an extra copy that

woer, there will be a tremendous demand-—and,-

in faect, there won't be enough ¢opies to go round.
At leazt, there won't nunless special steps are
taken beforeband  That's why I'm telling you
now. So everybody who i3 enthusiastiec enough
to fall in sith this idea of mine, and to buy an
extra copy. must order that extra copy at once.
It yon don’t order it, you probably won't get it.
So will yon please run round to your newsagent's,
or semii the foolman, or somebody, and order an
extra copy of No. 72, dated September 17th. In
this way, you will be assured of getting your
two copies—one for yourself, and one to give
away. And be sure of giving it to a fellow, or
a girl, who has never read a story 'in the Old
Paper. That's the vital poink, remember. Qive

But please
my hands.
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Edwy Searies Brooks
chats with his readers.

pleased to comment upon such remarks as are
should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
LIBRARY,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon
my personal attention, and all will be
that the acknowledgments cannot appear
Letters of very special merit will be
Communications which name writer's age

have
note

photo exchange offer is open indefinitely: my auto-
please.—E.S.B.

it to someboiy who is an absolute stranger to the
st.  Frank’'s characters. And, perhiaps—who
knows?—he or she may become another regular
reader, Think of the good service you will be
doing to the Old Paper by this one little act!
And look heire, everybody! Don’t say te your-
self : **Weli, I needn't trouble, because ail the
others will do it,” For that would mean thab
the whole thing would fizzle out. No, I want
every reader to buy an extra copy.
L ] L »

Teretice O'Grady (Dungannon), Maurice Cavill
(North [Fincnley), Grace Forster* (Lowestoft),
George Durgess (Arundel), Dorothy J. Smith*
( Edinburgh), Leslie Heslop (Manchester), Norman

Carter (Darlington), 8. 1" (Newmarket), 8.
Cohen (Leeds), ¢ Leslie"”* (Golders Green),
“Memoria '*  (West Calder, Midlothian), H.
Foord (3.I°71), Albert Borrow (Barnsbury),

Terence Sullivan* (Tufnell Park), A. Clive (S.E.156),
Reginald Quarrell* (Yeovil), F. M. Ambler
(Dulwiclh), A. €. Cleeve-Sculthorpe* (Errington,
British Columbia), Alan B. Bresnahan* (Cauifield,
YVictoria, Aus.), Harry Baxter* (Uttoxeter).

L & L] :

If you want my photograph, Terence O'Grady,
you can ccrtainly have it—providing you send
me one of yours first. It will be quite ail right
if your baby niece is included in the snapshot.

» " »

I would like to send you my photo, In exchange
for yours, Maurice Cavill, but how the dickens
can I do 1t? All you've got at the top of your
letter is the date, and the post-mark on the
envelope is " North Finchley, N.12" 8o pleasa
let me have your full address. And don't blame
me, in the m_eantamf:, fn‘r keeping you waiting.

*

Well done. Dorothy J. Smith! You did very
well to get three Hfrst prizes at your scliool
sports. You won't forget to send me that fresh
snapshot you promised, will you?

-
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Thrills and Excitement!

39
Handy’s Great Effort!

IIIIII]iIIllIIlIIIIIIIIIIIII!Illlllllllllllil[IIIIIIIIHIIIilIIIIIINII_IIIlI_IHIIIIIIIHI[IIIIII'-IHIIIIIIIIIIIIHHIIIlIII1lIIHIIIHIII’IIIIIIIIIIIFIIIHIHIIH;_.::
SUMMARY OF THE FIRST THRILLING CHAPTERS:

Having sworn to recover the famous Blue

Ruby for Sir Esau Starrs, the great
ustronomer, Trackett Grim and Splinter are
in the Iacific Ocean. There isn't space

ciiough for me to tell you of all the terrific
wdeentures  they've had against Armand
Nocke, the unscrupulous creook. Rut you can
take it from me that they've been through
some  pretty  thrilling  edveniures. Anyhow,
Trackett Grim recovered the Blwe Ruby all
right, and Le ond Splinter are fluing hoine in
their weroplune ichen they are forced lo descend

NOW READ THIS WEEKR'S

U T T T T T e

Vietory .

HEE fameus pair were iever hiappler
than when serapping—than when

fighting against deadly odds. 'They
sailed into  this fight with huge
erjoyment.  Ripping off their coats, they
attacked the pirvates, and man after man

woent down.,

The deeks were covered with struggling
figures.

At last, every pirate was laid out. There
must have been bhetween twenty and thirty
of them, and Trackett Grim did not pause
uritil  he had knovked out the last® man,
There they were, littered all over the deck,

wupon the Pacific owing to shortage of petrol. The
tiwo are picked up by a sailing vessel, and to
their kerror they find that 12 18 a pirate ship !
But Trackett Grim is not dismayed, FHe has
faced worse perils than this, Unfortunately, how-
erer, ke inadvertently reveals his identily and the
fuct that he has on him the Blue Ruby. ' Hol”
snarls the captain., * So you are Trackellt Grim ?
And you are in possession of the Blue Ruby?
't ask you lo hand it overto me, Mr. Trackell
Grim ! Never!'" roars the greal delective
definitly, whereupon the captain orders all his
pirates to attack L'rackett Grim and Splinter !

STUPENDOUS INSTALMENT.

IR
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i ail sorts of attitudes. Every man was
battered and bruised, and Trackett Grim
and Splinter stood in the centre of the circle,
eveing their handiwork with satisfaction.

“By George!” panted Trackett Grim at

fast, “That was a pretty decent scrap,
Splinter.  And we have won completely,

The pirates aro beaten, and the ship is ours!?”

“What are we going to do with them,

sir?” asked Splinter, as he looked at the

pirates. “* They'll recover soon, and then
there'll be another attack on us!”

“No. there won't,” replied Trackett Grim.,
“We're going to rope them all up, and shove

thiem below.”



jo *

Then, as Trackett Grim stood there, with
the breeze blowing into his heated face, with
every spar and yard and jib-boom creaking
musically, an astounding thing happened.

For suddenly, all the pirates leapt to their
feet. By a curious coincidence every man
had rccovered consciousness at the same
moment, and every man had the same
thought.

“Look out!” roared Splinter. “They're
making another attack!”

But he was wrong. The
enough of Trackett Grim’s fists. They were
scared out of their wits, and, with one
accord, the pirate captain and his men leapt
overboard !

They all went—every man. Trackett Grim
and Splinter watched 4s the scoundrels went
swimming through the blue water—swim-
ming away to certain death, for there were
sharks all round, and it was impossible tor
those rotters to go far.

“ What docs it mean, sir?” asked Splinter

“Why ask such unnecessary gquestions?”
said Trackett Grim. *“Is not the explana-
tion obvious? These men

irates had had
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round, reeling giddily. Complete darkness
swept down at the same moment, and the
front part of the ship was forced on to the
water, until great waves came rolling up
the decks and underneath the bridge. -
Then came a staggering discovery.
During one of those lightning flashes,
Trackett Grim’s marvellous eyes saw somo-
thmg unusual. All round the ship, as far
as the eye could see, were gigantic waves—
many of them rearing upwards for hundreds
and hundreds of feet. l113111: as one of thosoe
flashes of lightning blazed out Trackett Grim
saw—the conning-tower of a submarine!

And he knew, in that flash, that it was
Armand Rocke’s submarine! Once again he
was about to cross swords with the master
crook | _

There was something else, too. For, in the
next flash of lightning, both Trackett Grim
and Splinter saw that the deck of the sub-
marine was crowded with men. The pirates!

“By~ Heaven!” roared Trackett Grim.
“Treachery! We thought those men had
gone to their deaths—but all the time they

wo're only?swimming to

kel o “’fﬁ‘;‘d DF USS0 g  eneed ﬁ,‘;‘;“e o
appearanco — that they NOTE. }nen, SpIIint.er-—-hia under-
have preferred certain Handf ings! Tt was a trick—
_ andforth flatly refused ._ bl I
death from the shaa, S Mo By Searies Brooks' £ e e aro i deadly
oL offer of assistance in the “Dg woi hink sy

———

published
Treachery Agailn!

“ O0K, sir!” szaid
Splinler, pointing,
Trackett Grim

looked. Several

hours had passed, and the

IR R R

writing of this story, and
insisted that it should be
exactly
he wrote it.
now appears as it came
from Handforth's
with the excepticn that
certain errors in spelling
and punctuation have
been corrected by the

mean to fire on us, sir?”
panted Splinter.

Before Trackett Grim
could answer, there was
a flash of flame from the
submarine, and then came
a terrific boom. It wasn't
thunder this time, but the
explosion of one of the
submarine's sixteen-inch’

as
The story

pen,

T T T T

fﬁmousi dtletee%:e wasl at Editor gun]s: g i
the wheel. e sailin = L e = * Loo ut!” roare
ship was buzing along  SHINMHMIMIMIMMGMIIRIIGE  Drackets Grim,

spankingly, and overy- _ A shell was coming—
thing scemed to be all right. Any other| straight for them! In a trice Trackett Grim

man, of course, would have been terrified at
the thought of managing a great sailing ship
all by himself, with only the assistance of one
boy. But Trackett Grim was quite different.
He was in the habit of facing difficulties that
ordinary men would shiver at the thought of,

“What is it, Splinter?” asked Trackett
Grim.

“A storm, guv'nor,” said Splinter, still
pointing. *“Don't you see it? Look at that
horrible bhlack cloud! Look at it sweeping
over the face of the ocean—straight towards
us!’

“By George!” said Trackett Grim, staring.
“It's not a storm, Splinter—it’s a tornado!”

There was not the slightest question that
Trackett Grim was right., A dcadly tornado
was sweeping down upon the vessell The
sky grew darker and darker, and befcee long
vivid flashes of lightning split the clouds.

And then, suddenly, the tornado seized the

pirate ship in the bows, and she swung

pulled Splinter out of the way, and dodged.
The shell went harmlessly over the deck of
the pirate ship, and dropped into the sea
beyond. Only Trackett Grim’s extraordinary
presence of mind had saved their lives.

Not that 1t made much difference.

IFor there came another boom—another
blaze of fire, and then a terrific explosion
firom astern. The ship shook and quivered
in every- joint; the next moment she started
settling, stern foremost. She had been hit—
below the water-line! .

“Splinter, get tho life-belts!”. roared
Trackett Grim, “We're pgoing down!
They’ve sunk us, the dastardly miscreants!”

It was only too true. The sailing ship
was sinking rapidly, and even as Trackett
Grim and Splinter were dashing for thealife-
belts, the vessel gave a final plunge, and
vanished under the surface.

But during those few moments of grace,
Trackett Grim had constructed a tiny raft.
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and now he and Splinter were clinging to
it, out there upon that dark, storm-tossed
ocean,

" The satling ship had vanished, the thunder
and lightning still blazed, and there was now
no further sign of the submarine. Armand
Rocke had done his worst, But the great
criminal did not know that Trackett Grim
and Splinter were still alive—still determined
to carry on.

_ There they were, our celebrated pair, cling-

ing to that raft, exposed to the cruel, icy

winds, and at the mercy of the storm!
hoarse, husky voice. Well, who wouldn’t

A be husky, after three or four days with-

out any grub, and without even a drop of water?

““No, not a sign of anything!™” replied Trackett
Grim in ringing, fearless tones.

A day or two on a raft made no difference to
Trackett Grim, Not likely! The famous criminal
investigator was as sound as a bell. Perhaps he
was feeling a bit thirsty, but he didn't say any-
thing about it. As for food, he never gave it a
thought. At times, when clients were few and
far between, Trackett Grim had gone without
grub for weeks on end, and his iron constitution
had always seen him through. ; J

He was standing on the raft, shading his eyes
against the glaring sun, and gazing out across the
limitless ocean. North, east, south and west,
there was nothing but sea, Heaving blllows, and
fiving spray. he raft rocked about like a
cockle shell, hut Trackett Grim stood there, as
solid as a rock. No other man in the world could
have kept his balance like this; but, then,
Trackett Grin was different.

**We shall never be picked up, guv’nor,” said
Splinter, in & melancholy volce. “We're right
out of the track of ships, and we’re driffing
further and further into the tropics.”

Trackett Grim sat down, and lit his pipe.

“ Well, Splinter, we have the- Blue Ruby,” he
caid complacently. ‘At least, Armand Rockse
hasn't got the hooty! The miscreant tried to
kill us, but he failed. He thinks we're at the
imtt;nm of the ocean, but here we are, on the
Dp.” .

“ What does it matter about the Blue Ruby,
sir?” groanel Splinter. " We can't eat the Blue
Ruby! And we're hungry—we're starving!”

““Nonsense!" saild Trackett Grim, {frowning.
“Fasting is good for the constitution, Splinter!”

“Well, we're thirsty, sir.”

“It's going to rain soon,*” said the great
detective, looking up at the sky. "“You needn't
get the win~ up, you young fathead! As soon
43 the rain comes, we shall be able to get a
good drink.™ '

And so the hours passed, with the tropie sun
blazing down upon them, and making the raft
ns hot as fira. The sea was like a grea% millpond,
as smooth a3 glass, reflecting the sun's burning
rays, and fairly sizzling with heat. It was an
awfui ordeal but never once did Trackett Grim
utter a grumble.

Slowly the day wore on.

At times, the tiny raft would be tossed this
wiay and that and nearly turned completely over,
owing to the force of the buffeting waves. But
the sun never ceased to shine, and the sky waa
cioudless. Thire was not a sign of a sall in any
direction, and the hapless pair seemed to
doomed Even Trackett Grim’s iron constitution
‘was beginnin® to go a little bit rusty.

Alone on thoe Limitless Ocean !

NY sign ot a sail, sir?”
Splinter asked the question, In a

be
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and they watched it go without regret.
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At last the -night came. Another night of
terror! Another night of complete darkness, with
nothing but the sea round them, and with no
hope of grub. It was a pretty lively sort of
prospect. ]

They tried to sleep; but it wasn't much good.
The raft was only about as big as a table, and
every time Splinter tried to get a snooze a wave
would slosh all over him, and soak him to the
skin, It was just the same with Trackett Grim.
The pair of them were soaked all the time.

And then, at about midnight, when the moon
was beginning to rise over the hurizo_n, a sudden
fecy blast came along from the north. It was so
unexpected that Splinter sat up, atar‘ing, The air
was -sud-deniﬁ as cold as ice, and Splinter
staggered to his feet, staring out across the black
sea, wondering what the dickens could have
happened.

A moment later he gasped aloud. He had seen

F gomething out there—something in the blackness

of the night.

“ Look, guv'nor!” he panted.

“Eh?” said Trackett Grim,
of a doze. * What's what?
jawing about, you chump?”

“1 suddenly felt a cold wind, sir—-?

“DBy George, so you did!” said Trackett Grim,
staring down at his waistcoat. * Look at this,
Splinter! I'm jiggered if there aren’t a lot of
icicles hanging from my wateh chain! I
wondered why it was so chilly!”

He stood up, too, and then that mystérious
thing came looming out of the blackness of the
night. It towered up for hundreds and hundreds
of feet—a mass of menacing whiteness,

What was it? What was this thing which came
up out of the night?

#What's that?”
starting up out
What are you

A Haven of Refuge!

T only took Trackett Grim about ten seconds
to discover the truth.
My only hat!” he ejaculated. “It’'s an
leeberg 1”
“A whatt said Splinter, staring.

"¢ An iceberg, young ’un!” repeated Trackett
Grim. “Look at it—like a whacking great
island! And, by George, it's only just come In

the nick of time! This raft is going to sink!”

“0Oh, my goodness!”™ said Splinter, as the raft
rocked beneath their feet, and began to topple
over. ““What ghall we do, sir?”

“Get on to the iceberg, of eourse—it’s our only
chance,” said the great detective. “It'll be
pretty cold on there, but we shall be safe.”

The raft had been buffeted about by so many.
heavy seas that the nails were heginning to wor
loose. Arnd now, at last, it broke into about
fifty pieces, and sank.

But not before Trackett Grim and Splinter,
with a couple of magnificent leaps, had reached
the iceberg. There was a ledge quite near to the
sea surface and Trackett Grim and Splinter
jumped upon it, and found themselves in safety.
The raft vanished amid the swirl of the f%?l-m,_

ey
were fed up with the thing, anyhow,

They eclimbed up an lcy path, and before lon
they were on the top of the iceberg, looking ou
over the calm sea. The iceberg was a huge one
—about as hig as Willard’s Island, in the middle
of the Stowe. Omly, of course, it wasn’t an island,
because it was floating. -

“What Sre we going to do now, sir?” asked
Splinter, shivering. ¢ We sghall freeze to death on
this iceberg!”

“Rats!” said Trackett Grim briskly. * There's
only one thing for us to do, Splinter. We'll
light a fire:”
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Splinter could have kicked himself for not
having thought of this idea on his own. Any-
how, within ten minutes a blazing fire was going,
and the flames roared up, and gave warmth to
the shipwrecked pair. And then the dawn came,
the sun began fo shine, and Trackett Grim and
Splinter found themselves on the iceberg, without
a ship in sight.

There wasn't anything for breakfast, but, at
least, they were able to allay their thirst. They

broke off chunks of the ice, and chewed it. It
was better thah nothing.

Suddenly, Trackett Grim uttered a ery of
triumph, In a trice, his revolver was out, and

he pulled the frigger three times in suecession,

Crack, crack, crack!

Three sEagifI_ls thudded fo the
Trackett Grim grabbed them, ani
triumphant face towards Splinter.

“Now what about it, my lad?” he demanded.
““Who said we didn't have any breakfast?”

“You're a marvel, sir!” panted Splinter. 1
didu’t know there were any seagulls here!”

“ Neither did I, until T spotted these three!”
replied Trackett Grim. ¢ Come along, my lad!
HEIII;'me to pluck them. We'll soon have some
gru ‘u .

And su the seagulls were plucked, and before
long they were merrily roasting over the tripod
which "Trackett Grim had tixed over the tire.
The famous detective was never at a loss. When
things seemed blackest, he was always ready with
some ingenious plan. _ _ _

They felt a lot better after their breakfast, and
then Trackett Grim decided to rig up a big
signal, It was quite likely that there would be
some ships passing by before long, and he wanted
to be able to attract their attention. _

““Have a look round, Splinter, and see if yon
can find some wood,” sajd Trackett Grim. ¢ We'll
have tc fix up a sort of mast, and we can tie
your shirt to it. It'll be a good signal.”

Splinter did not dream of objecting, He knew
that he would be cold withiout his shirt, but he
bravely decided to make the sacrifice.

So he went round, looking for some wood, and
1t was while he engaged upon this mission that
he came face to face with a tremendous adventure,

It must be remembered that neither Trackett
Grim nor Splinter had thoroughly explored the
jceberg yet. 1t was like an island, as I've said
before, and there were hills a»d valleys on it.

Suddenly Splinter lost hiz foothold, and went
slithering down a hillside, sending the snow and
fce spurting in all directions. And then, with
a gulp, he saw something immediately ahead of
him—further down. He couldn’t stop himself,
and he was too startled to even utter a sound.

“Guv'nor!” he roared. ¢ Help—help!”

For there, right in front of him, waiting with
open arms. was an enorinous Polar bear!

To say that Splinter was startled would be
putting it too mildly., The poor chap was doomed,
There was the Polar bear—a great. brown
monster, witn claws about six inches long. And
as Splinter came sliding down, so the Polar bear
raised iteelf on its hind legs, and opened its arms.

Down—down ! :

And then Splinter uttered his last gasp. For
he thudded into the Polar bear’s arms, and the
dread creature uttered a roar of triumph. The
arms came closing over Splinter, erushing him--
hugging him in an embrace of death!

round, and
turned a

Armand Rocke on the Scene Again!

PLINTER'S peril was awlul,
There he was, in the embrace of that

Polar bear, and although he struggled
gamely he could do nothing. Slowly but
surely the bear wa3s hugging him to deatl.

Splinter could feel his ribs eracking, but when he

tricd to get free he found that he couldn’'t move
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an inch. Every atom of breath was knocked oyt
of him, and he gave himself up for lost,
_ “Guv'nor!” he roared, at the top of his vojcq
‘“ Where the dickens have you got to?"

And then came an answering hail from Trackets
Grim In any moment of peril, the famoys
detective was always on the spot. When hig
assistant was in danger, Trackett Grim was there,
Never would he allow Splinter to perish like this.

Crack !

Trackett Grim’s revolver spat fire and lead, and
the Polar bear, with & bullet in the very middle
of its brain, toppled over and gave a few death
struggles. Splinter pulled himsel! free just as
Trackett Grim came slithering down the hillside,

“You young ass, why didn’t you shout beforeg”
asked ‘t'rackett Grim. ‘““You might have beep

hurt!”
“Look out, sir!™ said Splinter, as he stared
round. *“' Here's another of the brutes!”

It was true enough. A second Polar bear had
come into sight, and it was charging down upon
our heroer like a big avalanche. The whole ice.
berg quivered and shook wunder the weight of
those dreadful footfalls. In a trice, Trackett Grim
Iezeill.id his revolver, and pulled the trigger.

Jlick !

There was no report, and then, in that dread-
ful moment, Trackett Grim realised that he had
used his last cartridllzei There was only one thing
to be done. With all his strength, Trackett Grim
flung the empty revolver into the Polar bear’s
face. His aim was as true as a die, and the
revolver took the Polar bear between the eyes,
and stunned him. He dropped like a felled ox,
and this gave Trackett Grim time to reload the
Ee%;tla!;er, and dispatch Bruin with a well-placed

ullet,

“There iz no need to get excited in such
moments as this, Splinter,” said Trackett Grim
coolly. ** You only have to keep ¥vour head, and
everybhing is all serene.”

“Tt was a dreadfully narrow escape, sir,” said
Splinter * But why are you looking so happy?2”

“ Because. my boy, we are no longer in danger
of starvation,” replied Trackett Grim, with a
wave of his hand towards the two Polar bears,
““There is meat enough here to last us for two
or three months, if necessary, and these furs will
make wonderful ecoatz for us.”

Splinter gazed at his famous master in awe
and wonder, B

“You think of everything, sir,” e said,
marvelling. ;

“Of couts. 1 do,” replied Trackett Grim,

“How do yon think T earned my reputation?”

It wasn’t long before the two Polar bears were
skinned, and then Trackett Grim proved what a
wonderful man he was. All the meat was carved
up into handy joints, and the two skins were hung
in front of the fire to dry. And so, later on in
the dav. Trackett Grim and Splinter were walk-
ing about in wonderfully warm fur coats. They
were now well equipped for the Arctie blasts. It
didn't matter how cold the weather beeame, they
were safe  And thev had plenty of meat, and
their hopes were heginning to rise. Kven if they
didn't meet a sail, it was quite likely that they
would drift on that fceberg until they ran ashore
somewhera

But this was not to he.

Tor a further dramatic development took place.
In about the middle of the afternoon, a sudden
crash sounded. It wiasz so tremendous that the ice-
herg shook from end to end.

“We've hit something,
excitediy.

sir!” eried Splinter

(What has the iceberg kit 2 And what new perils will
our two inirepid herocs have lo face?! You'll knotd
when you read next week's wonderful instalment, you
chaps. It's the best I've wrilten yet, and it simply
teems with thrills and wrprises !—E, O, H.)
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CHIEF OFFICER'S CHAT., &£

All LETTERS in reference to the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The

St. Frank's

League, ¢c'o THE NKLSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St,, London, E.C.4,
Enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

The Fellow Who Copies.

LANCASHIRE  correspondent  is  plainly
much annoyed by the actions of a school
_ chutm who has developed the bidd habit

of copying,
~“Every time 1 happen to look at my books 1
fiel him gazing at them,” says my correspondent

indignantlyv., Of course, this copyist huas  the

lesson exactly the same as his companion, and
] | ’

the whole husiness s onot fair, The offender

thenies that he acts this way, but the facts are
there, and factz are stubbora things,

The paltry imitator wants telling off.  This
will hiappen to him sooner or later, but it would
be far better i he learned how to play the
game for himscelf.  luitation may be the sincerest
form of Hattery, but it ecan be earvied too far,

The Largest Railway Station.

A Birmingham pal (T. B.) wants to know
something  abont  the largest  stations  in the
country, The three  bhigeest  are Waterloo,
Waverley, and Liverpool Street,

Well Done, Pompey!

Billie, of Portsmouth, sends me a trenchant
defence of the "N, L. L. It exasperated him to
see gomne sarcastic comments about the papet
by a reader who did not like this, that, and the
other—but who still remained a reader, which
wits sure proof thuat he was talking out of the
back of his neck!

This Bullying Business.

As a rule, the bully's vietimt has himself to

hlvame.  The average bully is merely a  lond-
tulking dmpostor.  Show him that his hectoring
swagrer and the rest of it muke him a general

nuisance-—amnd  put it pretty forethly—and the

lout will climb down guickly,

Too Much Sympathy.

Anybody will feel sorry for the loss of a
favourite dog, but that the thing can he
overdone is shown by a correspondent who writes
froon Hurstwood about his chum,

The latter had a fox terrier, and the animal
wis a grent favourite. Unfortunately, it got
old and died. My correspondent’s friend has
taken it all much to heart. e can't cheer up,
but just mopes round the place, a misery to
himnself and eterybody else.

He must just buck up. No need to foreet the
four-footed friend, but. where’s the scnze of
spending weeks in regrets when there is the

world's work to be done?
* A Play of St. Frank's.

R. A. J. A, Gleeson, of 7, Laurel Villas, 8. C.
wad, Limerick, has started on a play of St.
Frank's. He has got through Act 1. Good luck
to the enterprise!

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED.
;. Bradley, 7, Cranbrook Read, Thornton
Heath, Surrey, wishes to hear from readers who
are keen on fretwork.

Crown Colonies,

Geurge  Burgess, 271, Northstoke, Arundel,
Sussex, wants old sertes "N, L. L.
W, Stevens, U6, West 3Street, Leytonstone,

London, E.11, wishes to hear from readers any-
where,

Norman Jarvis, 81, Wrotham Road, Broadstalrs,
Kent, wizhes to hear from mateli-brand eollectors,
also from amateur magnzine editors,

J. Fowler, 260, Deepdale Road, Preston, Lancs.,
lins back numbers of “N. L. L." to sell.

T. . V. Cughing, 1, Stafford Street, Earlham
Rowd, Norwich, wishes fo hear from readers will-
Mt to torm a elub,

Walter B. G, Brown, 32, Iampton Street,
Northampton, wishes to correspond with readers,
eapeeinlly patrol leaders of the Boy- Scouts,

John  Burke, 3825, N Rosd,  Phibsborough,
Dublin, wishes to correspond with readers,

A. Dyer, 3, Melville Street, Johannesbhurg,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with readers

in Canada and Australia.

R, Yarwood, 66, Coverton Dol Toeoting,
London, S.W.17, wizhes to  hear from  Jim
Gamblin, of Battersea.

Fred Martin, 15, Livingstone Load, Hove,

Sussex, wishes to obtain old and new numbers of

the “* N L. L."

C. E. Miller, 20, Ashecombe Street, Fulhiam,
London, S.W.6, wishes to hiear from members
who  will join a c¢luhb. '

William Maxwell Wilson, 11, Piltkington Street,

Muori Hill, Dunedin, New Zealand; wishes to
heur  from  rewders intervsted in stamps and
photozraphy.

Leonard Shaw, 4. Prendercast Street, Dunedin,
New Zealand, wishes to hear from readers in
Canada and Ensiand. Al letters answercd,

8. Buekingham, 2, Arlington Road, Ashford,
Middlesex, wishes to correspond with readers

in thiz country.

A. D. Luke, 8, Paradise Place, Plymouth, has
hack numbers of the NpeLSON LEE LIBRARY for
sale, He would also like to correspond with
readers interested in  stamp colleeting, sport,
photegraphy, and cycling.

7. Watkins, 174, Baker Street, Christchurch,
New Zealand, asks for correspondents In India,
and China. ,

Erik  Ormerod, *Tregenna,” 16, Ashbourne
Avenue, Blundellsands, nr. Liverpool, wishes to

correspond with stamp collectors in  Cyprus,
Palestine, Gibraltar, Mexico, and Brazil.

J. E. New=ztead, 8, Hawthorn. Road., Levens-
hulme, Manchester, wishes to obtain  back

numbers of the " N. L. L. (new series) before
“The Knights of Northestria,” that is, Nos. 138,

He also wishes to correspend with readers
interested in  stamps and cigarette cards—
especially overseas,

E. Meakin, 21, Bristol Road, Hhkeston,

Derbyshire, wishes to correspond with readers in
Canada and Aunstralia. :
“Billie,” Motor Drivers’
wishes to hear from readers.

(Comtinued on next page.)

Home, Portsmouth,
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED Iairview, Johannestmre, T wsvani, South Africa,
. i ; : wishies Lo e Trome any O, 0, in hiy ares, also
; (LU}E!!H!EJ‘-".{}‘IU”E ].’a’f"?ir-‘!-{g }JH:‘}.‘?.: :‘['l}ltl S?L:EI“Ei il"”.L'l_'{_-'j['j_ ' o
I, G, F Cape, 42, Tualina Rowd, DBrixton, Hiarold . Dell, Parsonags Road, Rinzwood,
L'ﬂﬂdﬂﬂ, S;\'f.. W ':]']I.' to I;|n|'[‘|_llwi|i“”irl witky mowliers ”.'H'I't.‘.r, wiants to hoar from readers mtecested ia
ghoul, swimning  and erieket, | his amateur moaguzine, " The Report.”
George I Hodason, 70, Sunny  8ide.  Sealby Hewry Catheart, 177, Bernard Stroet, Bridgelon,

wad, Scarhorough, Yorks, woubl like to cored. | Clasgow, 8.E., wishus to corvespowl with readers
spond with readers anywheore,  He alsy has baek | I Usadg Franeey Austealin, Spain, and  India,

numbers of the * N. L, L.” mterested in stamps anl fretwork.

R o M. Langleye = Widden™  Xash Grova, K. Murray, 15, Rhab Avenne, Wayville, South
Wu!-&m__gh_am, Berks, wishes to eorpespoi]  wity | Austraba, wishes to heare from staap eolleabos
weatlers in Western Anstrealin, anyvwhere: also with rewders in his distriet,

Codarie Woo Barber, 251, Linesln Doadl,  Peter- BRe A J. A, Gleeson, 7. Laurel Villans, S
norough, wints  to [;u'fu* trotm stanmip colleetors, | Rowd, Uimerick; tretand, wishes bo puretiyss e
He also wishes (o obtain the cotnplote set of the | nambers of the N L, L hefoee DEa.
.Q’Ihfl'\“t'“‘[? of the St Frank's tellows on their F. Divker, 53, Narthoate Rowd, New Matdzn

, ;_ = ) i 1 1 e & t i 52 s . - .- . i ' s o N o LY 1" Fics Ay
5'(,']-?[..;"'(“1?,. t’:}l;‘i__,ﬂj'm e WEHE Gite owher ol the surrey,  wishes to caorrespond with older r:::.'u_l.r_-z':i:

: 5 ol i ol ' VE I b g | : aly pind 0 i I »

W. G. Bigocll, 17, Susans Doad, Basthourne, ,|_:<‘.-. M A LR NG i o, W SEBr.

R, M. Lott, &, Grove  Boadl, Froamanils,

wishes to hetr from readers anywhers whoo e ,
interested in scienee, particularly chemistry ana | Southampton, wishes fo hear from the neavest

physics. iy, 0. : s
Albert Dimowmd, 15, Exmouth Dowd, Waltham- BoOW. dwands, 100. Main Roowed Lydney, nur.

stow, London, E.I7, wisiies to correspond  with | Urewe, Cheshire, wishos th hoar I'I'H'-i‘!l- ronelors,

readers in the United States. Andrew Proctor, 87, Frederiek Hl;";u-!__"__' Soukin

Williamn D, Denby, 203, Berkeley  Street, | Shields, Co, Duacham, wishes £ Hear from roadders
Glasgow, would like to hear Trom anyone wishing | in the sonth of England. '
Lo join his stamp eleh. W. Uroston, 55, Ash Streor, Segsdley M.lmhu!ur.
Norman 8. Stein, 457, Commisstoner Sfreed, b owishies to hear from an Q. 0.
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HEIGHT EOUNTS in winning sucecss,

Heioht inerefvétd —
health and phvu-mm, unprm'vd Worrder -
ml resutta e Setid Tor particulirs, aned our

£100 gunrantee to Girvin Systtm, A .M. l.,
1?’ Stroud Green Ro: ul Imldun N

| JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

DON'D BE BULLIED
Send 4d, Stamps far Two Splendit
Lessons in Jujitsu, i wanderin

Boya ars wanted for tie Seapun Class (Trame which
selcelions ave moade Tor o Wisedess Tolrpanhiy abd
Signalling -13ranclies), Age 155 to-10] yetrs

MEN alsa ave rognirsd Ryt
SEAMEN (SPECTAL SERVICE) w0 o Aue 18240 ”L)
PTORDERS SR R T me s B R althpertS hilhy

GOOD PAY. ALYL FOUND.

Japanese AR ebeney, oand . Hiondsiorin
O T QT S B L ‘b'lU"\'.‘*‘-'l'I'll.'t T M-
B EXCELLENT CHANCES TOR PROMOTION APy, 19, Quernsway, Hafiworth, Teltham, Mg

& Phota Plate of Jap Champmond,  Tika
tvited, I"unrt-m, for T 30
l'IJH‘l al T La ndon Sehond Ukui} e - e

gare of yoursedl; Fodtr M dinti.
23

Sotnd Honw S Y AW ARY M 'I] UT

. WSH'NG SELF-CDNSCIOUSNESS

SHYNESS, . T‘IMIDIT\'

Auply by Lot eor (0 (e Reepntiing Siafl OMesr, BN,
and R.M.. 5, suffalk Sieect,  Bremingloon; 141
Vielaria Streot, Briseoly 13, Crown Terrvaee, Dowan.

Bill, Glasgow - 30, Canming Dace, Liverpool] 55, sunple T-day Permanent [I_z*n- l.'"uu- four
Whatehall, London, S.W.I: 229, Beanssite, Man- gitlier sexXs Welte at opee and o got  tull paetieg.
chester: 116, Rye Hill, Nowiastje-on-Tyne, ar G, B Ihrs aguitey FPREE privatnly+ ‘U.}':D* 1a,

{_)rfharti i"Iu+*~:, Qw.“.-:l':; Pa-ri—:, Sotd hanpt o, ¢ ; All Saints Road, ST. ANNE'S-ON- 3}31:5_.
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MAGIC TRICKS, cte.—Parceis,. 2/6, 5/6. Venlrito.
auist’s Iistroaent. Tavisible, Dmitate bivds. Peeo 64,
tret, 4 jor 1)-—T. W. HARRISON, 239 Penton:
nlle Road, London, N.1.

HEICHT mcnsnsm B/=oga

3.5 inches in ON
Without appliances — drugn it ur dietlnn.
The Famous.Clive System Never
¥Tails, Complete Course 6/« P.O. p. !,
or further partics. stamp.—¥P. A. Clive, /
Harruck House, - The Close, COLWYN BAY.

worth cheap Photo Miateridl. S
£29000 ples eataloene free. 12 by 10 §n:
largement, any photo, il —~HACKETT'S WORKST,
July Road, Livernpool.

: ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to ssll Private Chirist,

(rhas {"‘1111{1-.1 I \pmnlﬂr ronot o xw-;nt i lltl.'hil st Commission

4 : - ¥ Valuable Prizes Tpoe Riatuple Book, Choblee Selection,
“ NELSON LEE"™ PEN COUPON, VALUE 3d, “Apply DENTON & CO., Dept, D29, Accringi om,

Sed 5 oaf these conpons, witlhyonly 29 fand 24, stamp)

lirect, 10 the PLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street, t u r‘1 yonraclf
E.C b ].T.!ll]h']h%" loyor Stop Stammer!ng vk, M.

E.C.4, By return you will roeoiyvie o
sell-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN w:il solud gold | tienlars FREE. —FRANK B. HUGHES. v
nih (Gne, medinm, or broadi, nsaally 1806, Fleen price Southampton Row, London, Wid

4/, 6r with 5 coupons otily 2! 9, De-Laxae Model 2, - exira, L P —
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