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CHAPTER 1.
The Blizzard!

- RIEAT Scott!™ ejaculated Temmy Watson, in blank amazemceni,

It tock a lot to startle this stolid Removite as a rule. but he was now posis
tively dumbfounded.  Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Nipper, who were with
lhiam, stared into the raging night with equal astonishment.

“"Begad!” said Sir Montie, adjusting his pine-nez. It <cems to me, dear old boys,
that we're goin’ to have a frightfully rough passage on the way home.”

“Who'd have thought it 7" asked Nipper, as he stared out.

They were standing in one of the exits of the Bannington Palladium, and they could
tear the vowes of Handforth, Arvchie Glenthorne, Travers wnd several olher Remaovites
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Willy Handforth bas always professed lo scorn girls, yel wher, Molly Dare comes

o stay at St. Frank’s be finds bis opinion changing, And when Willy learns

that Molly is in danger—Ierrible danger—»be is the first o do all be can to belp
i his new girl chum.
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just behind them. A party of the juniors had been to the pictures this evening, and
they were all coming out in a bunch,

Whea entering the Palladium they had known that the weather was rongh. Snow
had been coming down, and the wind was high., Still, 1t had not been particularly bad,
and they had never doubted that they would be able to make the return journey to St.
Frank's in comparative comfort.

Owing to the snow there had been no football that afternoon—it was a half-holiday—
so the fellows had made an early start for Bannington, and after a mid-afternoon tca
at the Japanese Café, they had patronised the talkies. It was now about six-thirty in
the evening, and they reckoned to be back in good time for calling-over.

But they had assumed that the weather conditions would remain about the same, and
the weather conditions hadn’t, Tho wind had increased to a hurricane, and the snow
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was whirling down in blinding, devastating flurries. In fact, a blizzard of terrific intensity
was raging.,

Many of the good people of Bannington were surprised that evening, on emerging from
the Palladium. It is easy cnough to go into a great place of amusement of that type,
and to forget all about the weather in the enjoyment of the programme. To emerge
from the warm, comfortable interior and to find this blizzard in full swing was very much
of a shock.

The wind was howling with a deep, threatening roar which took one’s breath away.
It was like a chill blast from the Arctic itself, carrying myriads of snowflakes.

.HR wasn't half so bad as this when wo came in,” said Watson, in a startled voice.
“My only sainted annt! How're we going to get home?”
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tTandtorth came bustling torward

“What's the matter with you chaps?” he
asked. **Why don’t you go out? You're
not afraid of a bit of snow, are you?”

“Come and look at this, Handy,” said
N1pper.
Handforth and Travers and the others

crowded mto the exit door, and they stuod
staring out into the wild night. Nobody else,
as 1t happened, was leaving the theatre just
at that moment, and the oL vrans s icilovwe
had this passage to themselves.

“Well, well,” said Vivian lravers, with a
sigh., *"I'mis looks bad, dear old fellows. 1'm
afraid we're going to have a bit of troubie
i getting home,” .

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth.

“I've never seen it snowing so hard before!
And this wind 18 like something solid. Hallo!
Look at that hat whizzing down the road!
Sowebody’s in trouble.”

A moment later there was a dull, shivering
crash, and the boys could see fzagn ents of

*::mwthmg lying on the pavemeut on the
opposite side of the road.
“Chimney-pot,” said Nipper, nodding.

“This looks cheerful, my sons!”
“Let’s hope there aren’t any trces across

the road,” said Chureh anxiﬂunfy

hat! 1 don’t believe we shall be able to ride

outr bikes, you knmm It'l]l make us hours

late for calling-over.”

Well, we & 1all have a good excuse,” said
Handforth, “That's one thing, isn’t 1t?
Come on! No good standing here looking ut
it! Let's make a dash to the garage!”

HERE was a big garage at tha back of
the Palladium for the benefit of

Eutruna and the juniors had left their
les here, as usual. Handforth
and Church and McClure, of course, had
comme over in HKdward Oswald’s celebrated
Austin Seven,
“T don't think we'd better
gald MeClure.
“Chance what?”

chance it,”
asked Handforth.

“Well, all this wind and snow——"

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth. “You
don't think I'm afraid of the weather, do
you? My Austin Seven will go through
anvthing—and get there, too!”

“What about the other chaps?’
Chureh.

“PDon’t bother about us,” said Harry
Gresham, "We've got our bikes, and we'll
come along as quickly as we can You
fellows get off in vour ear—but mind that
it doesn’t blow off the road ”

“You can't be too careful with thos
Sevens,” said Travers gravelv " A gust of
wind might come along, Handy. and lift
you np into the telegraph wires, car and all.”

“Fathead!” said Handforth, with a snort.

long before they had got to the end
of the High Street they realised that
had believed. Bannington was apparently
deserted ; scarcely a soul was to be seen any-

asked

Austin

H.—”LNDFGHTH & CO. started off, and
the blizzard was even worse than they

“My only
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where. One side of the brightly-lighted High
Street was nearly clear of snow, but the

other side was so smothered that the pave-
ment had already disappeared, and the snow
was pitling up menacingly against the shop
windows in great drifts.  The wind was
shooting and howling down the street with
territhe foree,

It was a head wind, too, bringing with
12 millions of tiny snowtlakes, each one appa-
l'l‘IIH}' 8 lmld as 2  hail-stone, lor Iht'}'
rattled noisily agammst the Austin Seven's
windscreen. The wiper was going, but it was
of very little use, for the snow collected so
gquickly that Handforth could hardly sce
where he was driving

“If 1t’s bad like thus here,
to be like out on the open
Chureh. "1 tell you, Handy
chuck 1t up and go by train,”

“You can go by train if you like—but 1’11
sticking to my Austin!” said Handtorth obsti-
nately. ]

“We shall have to stand by him, Churchy,”
said  MeClure. “If we get out, all his
ballast will be gone, and he'll blow over in
two ticks. Even if we get marooned some-
where on the road, we ean walk home, It'll
be rather fun, you know, in all this snow.”

“Yes, | suppose it will,” adnutted Chureh
cheerfully, " By jinge! Real Christmas
weather, eh? It's not =0 many days before
we break up for the haluia}a'"

“Good old Christmas!"” said Mac.

They were by no means certain that they
would reach St. Frank's in safety, but they
felt that 1t was up to them to see Handforth
through. They couldn’t very well desert him
here and allow him te go on alone Indeed,
it is doubtful if Handforth would have
stopped. So 1t was a matter of HHaobsou's
choice with them.

Their fears were justiied regarding the
condition of the roads outside the town. As
soon as Bannington had been left behind,
they encountered the full fury of the blizzard.
Later it was to transpire that such a blizzard
had not been experienced in the southern
counties for many, many winters.

Not only was the snow coming down with
incredible intensity, -but the wind which' ear-
ried it was of gale force. It was a veritable
hurricane and chimney-pots and slates’ and
tiles were being flung everywhere  Gyeat
trees were crashing down, and telegraph
wires were carried awayv on every main rpad
and railway line. Fortunately, there sere
1o trees across the Bannington road, although
a number had been blown down 1n the near
vieinity

The Austin Seven struggled on gamely. At
first it caught the full fury of the wind head
on. This wasn't so bad, lehmrgh Handforth
found that he was compelled to keep the
rhrottle hard down in order to maintain any
kind of speed. And as long as he kept to
*he centre of the road, everything was all
cight. The snow was bnmg drifted into great
hanks on one side, leaving the road itself
comparatively clear.

what s Lt gmug
road 77" askod
we'd better
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“(Go home by train, ch?” said Handforth 4 ITandforth wrenched at the steering-wheel,

withh a sniff.  “What's the mafter with this,
you chumps? The old car 315 doing fine!”

“Wait until. we get down into one of the
dips—or until we make that turn just by the
seven-barred  gate,” said Church. *Ye

shall get the wind across us broadside then—|
! proved to be fortunate in the present cireum

and it won't be so easyl”
“1I wonder how the other chaps are got-

hap-
It was

to neeotiava the bend, but nothung

pened, He felt the ear Iifted bodily.

a startling, bewildering senzation,
Laterally, that gust of wind caught the

sturdy little Austin in its grip and toppled

her eclean over, Fortunately—at least, it

stances—the car was hcading straight for a

ting on?" said McClure. | ditech at the same moment, and when she
" “Nlﬂ\‘m‘ mli‘nr{ (J%;JE]‘rf'Itlrr"{L‘tit she
hem, replied rolled into a
Handforth, : i ¢ WHO'S WEIOQO AT ST. FRANK'S, thick muass of
don’t suppose drifted snow.
they'll be able The little car
to ride in this was  practically
wind, but a buried.
trndee won't do Handforth was
t hem any (lung out of the
harm. driving seat, and
Churech and
CST then McClure were
ko littlo somersaulted
car fave .a oyer on top (‘;-t
wild lurch, h.[m' They felt
————) a nd that their last
stagrered, Then, tmoment hoad
after a moment, {']””m* But when
she plunged ow they pulled
IR themselves out
R they found that
ta v Lape they weve havdly

pened 77 asied
Church.

“G oo dness
knows! W
must have struck
a drift,”” said
Handforth, peer-
forward.

ing
“And I thought
the road was
clear, too.”

It was veory
difficult for him
to  sco. The
headlamps  were
cleaming, but
the windscreen
was  f0  sSnow-

covered that tho
visibility was
terribly bad,

LIONEL CORCORAN.

Merely a
bruise or

lutrt.
minor
LwWo,
The engine
had stopped, and
there was com-
plete silence ex-
ept for the
whistling and
hooting  of the
wind, and the
continuous patter
of the snowflukes

on the side
SCIrOens,
“Where arvre

we ?"  ejaculated

Handforth
dazedly.

“On our side,
I think,” gasped

Thev had gone 17 go-abead, enlerprising skipper of the  Church. “My
down into a little  Fourth Form.  Inferested in all sporls, and ?;lllt:r lhztt{i-]! Elfttllf
- . ompletely
dip, and the g5 jhe owner of the Blue Crusaders F.C.,  Tiandy ' |
snow  was  thick o 2 oy andy
on the road here.  Which plays in the First Division of the “My car!”
Neven or  eight English Football League, gurgled  FEdware
inches thick, and ) Oswald 11
tho Austin was : dismay.
ploughing through 1t vuliantly, although The car was on its side, decp down 1n the
her speed was greatly lessened, thick snowdrifs. Handforth was the first to

The road took a turn just against the | struggle out after he had managed to open

soven-barred gate, and now, indecd, the full
fury of the storm could be felt, There was

a rise here leading up to the bridge across |

the raihway, and the wind, at full force, was
shooting down with demon violence.
A sudden devastating gust came along.

one of the doors. Ile found himself plunging
about i1n snow that was three or four feet
thick. Church and McClure followed him,
and their breath was nearly taken away as

the full force of the gale caught them.
“This is a fine mess!"”’ bawled Handforth,
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“Well, it's your own fault!’” snorted
Church. “ We told you not to comel My
hat! We might have been killed!”

“Rot!"" said Handforth. “We only went
over rpently., I've never known such a gale n
all my giddy life! Lifted us clean off the
road, you chaps!”

“Well, thank gocdness we had something
to fall into!” said Mac. '

"Fi'iiﬂ‘&’ stood there looking at the derelict
car.

[t was nearly buried 1n the snow,

and the flakes were coming down so
rapidly that there was every ﬁruspvut that
the Austin would be cumpletef} uried before
very long.

The car had gone ofl the road and had
dived down into the ditch—which, fortu
nately, bad been full of drifted snow. Thus
the fall had been lessened. There had been
no actual crash.

“Better leave her here and walk the rest
of the way,” suggested Church, shouting te
make himself heard.

“Not hkely!” retorted Handforth.
not going to leave my car bhere!”

l--lI‘!m

“"How are you going to get her out?”
asked Maec. “We can't do anything,
Handy.”

“We've got to do something!l’” rephed

Handforth frantically. *“ By the morning
she'll be buried—and the radiater will burst
and the engine will get frozen. 1 tell you,
we've got to pull her out to-mght!”

He was thoroughly alarmed. Where s
farthful Austin Seven was coneerned he was
generally in deadly carnest. He had a great
fondness for the little car, and to leave her
buried in this snow was unthinkable.

OWEVER, heip soon arrived.
H Gleaming lights showed through

the flurries of snow, and presently

two motor-cyclists arrived on the
spot. They proved to be Nipper and
1ravers. They had had an exciting ride so

far, but had met with no mishaps.

“Well, well!" said Travers, as he stood
astride his machine, inspecting the Austin.
“We ruther thought that this would happen,
dear old fellow. Hard cheese!”

“Thanks for your sympathy, but 1'd rather
have a little help,”’ said llandforth coldly.
“(Can you chaps lend a hand 7"

“'I'wo each, old man,” said Nipper. * But
do you think we'll be able to lift the ecar out?
An Austin isn’t very big, but there are only
five of us and 1 doubt if we can do it.
She’s half-buried in that drift.”

“The other fellows will be coming along
soon,” said Travers, glancing back along the
snow-swept road. “ Better wait till they turn
up I think.”

“"We can do 1t without them,” replied
Handforth.
But they couldn’t. T'hey tried. They

wrenched and they heaved. But the Austin
Seven was securely buried in the snowdrift.

The juniors were already ghostly-looking,
stnothered as they were with snow. It col-
lected on their caps and on their shoulders,
and they found 1t neecessary constantly to
brush the snow from their faces. It was
being driven along by the high wind hke
powdered chalk.

“It's mo good, Hamndy,” said Nipper,
breathing hard. **We can’t even shift her.”

“ How about one of you chaps riding back
to Bammington for hcf"p'f" suggested Hand-
forth. " If you could get a lorry -

i3

" Here come the other chaps!
Chureh.

T'hey arrived mn a half-spent condition,
huving fought alinost every inch of the way
against the blustering head wind. The new-
comers included Tommy Watson, Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, Gresham, Jimmy Pouts and
Fullwood. '

“1t's no good—we can’t ride,”
wood. ‘' As soon as we get on we're blown
off We've had to trudge all the way. Bo
Handy's gone into the ditch, has he? [I'm
not surprised !’

They all laid their bicycles down, and they
all exerted their strength. The result was
satisfactory, The Ausun Seven was heaved
bodily out of the drift and set on her four
wheelys in the centre of the road.

“By George! Thanks awfully,
said Haundforth gratefully. “She doesn’t
seemm to be hurt, does she? Not even a
wing bent.”

“* Better hold her down,” advised 1ravers,
“1t you don’t, she’ll blow away again.’”’

Handforth spent some little time in switch-
ing on the lights, starting the engine and
running the Austin backwards and forwards
for @ few yards. He wanted to assure him-
self that everything was i ruoning order.
He seemed to have an i1dea that one ot the
wheels might fall off, or that the main
shaft was buckled, or the back axle bent.

However, his fears were groundless, for the
vabiant Austin was unharmed,

walking.
For

ride, the wind was truly
tating. And every now and again, too, the
snowdrifts would extend
road. It was quicker, in the end, to walk
and to push the bicycles, .

There was a moon somewhere behind the
snowclouds, and occasionally " a fleeting
glimpse of it could be seen as the clouds
thinned. There was no indication, however,
of any cessation of the storm. It seemed
to be growing wilder and more alarmirg
every minute.

Tregellis-West and Watson had been the
first to walk on, and they paused for a
moment or two on the top of the railway
bridge to look back. They could see Hand-
forth’s Austin manceuvring on the road.

“The oar's all right,” said Watson,
“Handy’s a silly chump, anyhow. He ought

sang out

said Iull-

cyclists had continued on their way~—

GRAND ENLARGED, SPECIAL XMAS NUMBER NEXT WEEK—

ou chaps e

N the meantime, some of the luckliess.

It was impossible for thew to:
devas-

right across the)
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to have left it in Banningion. There’s no
knowing what trouble he'll get anto  be-
fore——"

“1 say!
in a curionzly tense shoud.
Tommy, old boy{”

“Why, what's the matter?”
turning.

tfe found Sir Montie staring down over the
parapet, Far below ithere avas the railway
line, at the foot of the deep cutting, but 1t
was diflicult to see with any distinctness
owing to the continuous vista of white snow,

“I saw 1t!” said Tregellis-West huskily.
“This 15 serions, Tommy—it is, really !”

“What's serious?” demanded Watson,
staring. **What did you sce?” g

“Leok ! replicd Sivr Montie, pointing.
“The line's blocked. About a thousand tons
of snow, morc or less, just slithered down the
ecmbankment. There’s a green signal showing
just along the line, and there must be a tran
coming ! It doesn't look at all hcalthy, dear
old boy !’

Begad ! ejaenlated Sir Montie,
* Look here,

asked Watsomn,

CHAPTER 2.
An Old Friend—and a New One!
TUME'IY WATSON felt his heart give a

big jump.

“It’s the evening train—the local!”
he ejaculated with a gasp. “You
know, Montie—the one that gets into Bellton

suoon after seven!”
“Just what I was thinking,” said Montie.
“Don’t vou think we ought to do something
about this? I hate to be pessunistic, but

“Hi!" bawled Watson, cupping his hands
over  his ~ mouth. “Quick, you chaps!
Nipper! Handy! Travers! Ii! Come up
here, guick!”

The wind carried Watson’s voice to the
other juniors, and they could deteet the note
of alarm in his tone. Many of the boys.left
their bicyeles in the snow and they came
running up. In spite of their haste, however,
Handforth & Co. were the first to arrive in
tha Austin.

“What's Edward
Osivald.

“There’s been a landslhide—an avalanche ol
snow, rather!” shouted Watson. “It’s fallen
all' over the railway line—and there’s a train
coming!”

“My only hat!”
serambling out.

He rushed to the parapet and looked over.
Almost at onece he was joined by Nipper
and Travers and Gresham and the rest. At
first they could see wvery little owing to the
gloom and the whirling snowflakes.

“He’s right!” said Handforth at length.
“Can’t you sce? There’s no sign of the line
at alll What’s going to happen if the local
plunges into this snow 7"

wrong " demander]

cjaculated Handforth,

]

l
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“I should say there'll be a nasiy bump,’
commented Travers.

Nipper looked round quickly.

“One or two of you stay here, in case any
other traflic comes along,” he said quickly.
“The rest of us will dodge round and got
down the embankment. We'd better have &
look at this at close quarters. I belieye the
cutting 1s half-choked with this fallen snow.
There might be some real danger.”

“The train’s signalled!” said Church
alarm. “ We shan’t be in time!”

“"That's just 1it,” nodded Tregellis-West.
“The signalman has given the line * All
clear.” He didn’t know about this blockage.

in

{ It only just happened. 1 saw it, you know."”

“Well, let’s go down and make absolutely
sure,” said Nipper. “Wait a minute, though.
Bring your bicycle lamps with you. We shall

need some light.”
3 MINUTIEE later the juniors were
snow-covered sides of the cutting.
They carried bicycle-lamps—of the

slithering and sliding down the steep,
acetylene type mostly. And when they go

down to the permanent way they were
starmered. "

The whole track, for a distance of fiftv or
| sixty vards, was ecntirely blocked. An

enormous mass of snow had evidently col-
lected on the sides of the cutting, and this
had suddenly fallen, slumping right down on
to the permanent way. The snow was piled
up, nine or ten feet high, and it formed a
formidable obstacle.

“Some of us had better run down the line,”
said Nipper guickly. “If we flash our lamps,
the driver will probably see and obey the
signal. We've got to stop that train!”

“Come on!” yvelled Handforth.
T They realised the terrible gravity of

the situation. The line blocked with
snow—and a train due at any moment now!
Something would have to be done quickly.
The juniors did not waste a moment—but
even then they were too late to avert the
catastrophie.

For as they started off down the line they
suddenly beheld little gleaming points of light
approaching, and there was a ruddy, lurid
zlare from the open fire-box of the oncoming
engine.

“Look out, you chaps!” shouted Nipper.
“Stand well clear!”

“Hi! Stop! Stop!” hellowed Handforih,
wildly waving a bicyecle-lamp. “Oh, my hat!
The driver isn’t taking any notice!”

“There isn’t time now, anyvhow!” shouted!
Church., “XKeep back, Handy!”

There was a wild scramble. The juniors
went scudding up the sides of the cuttinz,
There was nothing that they could do now.,
The train was upon them!

HIERE was every reason for the school-
boys to feel alarmed.

—52 PAGES. EXTRA TOPICAL FEATURES. PRICE AS USUAL!
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All the Removites stared with bated
breath as the engine came clanking noisily
under the bridge They caught a glimpse ot
the locomotive as it snorted past, followed
by the lighted carriages. Then there was a
sudden jarrmg, thudding contusion of sounds
as the engine plunged headlong into the
obstruction.

It was a thrill for those watching
boys.

The engine seemed to vanish. Clouds of
gnow were sent fountaining skywards, to be
carried by the wind like sea-spray. The loco-
motive rocked muadly, jumped the rails, and
the clatter as i1t ran along the eleepers was
devastuting,

It was all over in a moment. There came
the jarring shriek of metal and the splinter
ing of woodwork and glass. Then, in u
second, the train was at a standstill, steain
hissing out from a score of different points.
Shouts and screams filled the air,

It was all very terrifying at first—but after
the mitial moment or two it could be seen
that the train had really come to very little
harm.

The engine was derailed, the front luggage
coach was half-telescoped, but the passenger
coaches appeared to be uite unharmed. "The
lights were stili gleaming in them, and doors
were being flung opened by the frightened
passengers.

Not that there were many passengers. The
juniors on the embankment, watching, could
see very few people in the compartments.
Just one or two here and there. There were
never very muany people on this mid-evening
local train—and to-night, perhaps, there were
fewer than usual, owing to the wildness of
the weather.

Handtorth & Co., running down to the
train, scrumbled on to the footboard of the
nearest carriage. Some of the other fellows
were racing up towards the engine.

real

“0Oh, auntie, you’re hurt!” came an
alarmed childish  voice. “You're cut,
auntie !”

“1t’s nothing, darling!” said another
voice.

Handforth wrenched open a door, and he
took in the situation in a glance. There were
two passengers in this compartment—a young
lady and a child. One of the windows on the
further side had shattered, and the girl was
trying to staunch the blood from a nasty
little jagged cut just above her wrist on the
right arm.

“Let me look, miss!”
quickly. “Here, Churchy!
Lend a hand!”

The girl gave them a quick, appreciative
glance.

“1t’s not much, really,” she said. “I don’t
think vou need bother——*

“We're experts in first-aid, miss,” said
Handforth briskly. ‘“Boy Scouts, you know.”

“We tried to stop the train, but we
hadn’t the time,” said Church. " Great

said Handforth
You, too, Mac!

Scott! We thought there was going to be a
terrible smash!”

T seemed warm and comfortable in this
compartment after the coldness and
wildness of the winter’s night. 'The

light was cheery and comforting. And while
Handforth quickly prepared to render first-
aid, he gave the young lady a swift scrutiny.

He was something of a judge of feminine
beauty and he at once decided that this
girl was a “stunner.” He judged that she
was out of her teens, and she was small and
dainty and remarkahbly pretty.

Her companion was a child of perhaps
twelve—a really sweet hittle girl, with a very
pleasant face and eurly hair. Her eves just
now were filled with alarm.

“It’s all right, miss,” said Handforth, as
he busied himself with a handkerchiel.
“We’ll soon have this cut bound up, and it
can be properly attended to later.”

“It’s very good of you,” said the girl.
“The mjury is only sglight. I’'m so thankful
that Molly wasn’t hurt. We might both have
been very badly cut.”

They could hear the commotion outside.
The guard was stalking up and down with
his lantern, and some of the men passengers
had jumped down on to the permanent way
and were going forward to inspect the
damage. The line, of course, was now
definitely blocked, since the engine was de-
railed. Tt would need a breakdown gang to
shift all this, and it would probably be morn-
ing before another train could pass through.

A cheery hail came from the open doorway,

““Any help wanted in there, Handy?”
sang out Nipper. _

“No thanks,” replied Handforth, turning.
“Don’t you think three of us are enough?”

“There’s nobody seriously hurt,” said
Nipper. ““One or two people shaken up and
suffering from shock, but nothing more. Theo
engine-driver had a narrow escape Why,
what the—— Hallo! Well, of all the—&-"

He broke off, leapt into the compartrI%Tt,
and stared at the young lady with delighted
recognition in his eyes.

“Why, it’s Nipper !’ said the girl, smiling.
“You don’'t know how pleased I am to ‘sce
youl”

Tregellis-West and Watson had climbed up,
too, and the compartment was now fairry
full.  All the fellows were looking at the
girl wonderingly.

“A friend of yours?”
in surprise.

“I should say so!” said Nipper, as ne
pushed forward and took the girl’s hand.
“Oh, I say! You're hurt, Miss Eileen!”

“It’s nothing much,” smiled the girl.

“My hat}” murmured Handforth.

“Well, you're a fine lot!” said Nipper, his
eyes twinkling. “Do you mean to say that
you don’t remember Miss Eileen Dare?”

“By George!” shouted Handforth flushing.
“Of course! We met her once before, didn’t

asked Handforth,
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Standing in the Common-room doorway, Molly looked on at the scene with interest.

Eric Gates

was on his back in the middle of the floor, struggling fiercely with Bobby Dexter and Owen minor,

** Chuck it, you fatheads ! ' shouted Chubby Heath.

we? I knew I'd seen her somewhere, but
she looks different. Itashions, I suppose.”

“This 1s DMiss Eileen Dare, the most
famous lady detective in the world,” said
Nipper. “She's one of the guvnor's best
friends——=""

“Oh, ecome, Nipper,” interrupted Eileen.
“You mustn’t talk so absurdly. And 1s this
quite the right time? We scem to be 1n
trouble here, and there might be some other
preple who want help.”

ITE St. Frank's fellows knew Miss
Faleen Dare by repute, even if they

did not know her personally., Some

of them, at least, had met her before.
More than once she had acted as Nelson
Lee's lady assistant, and she was a girl of
exceptional detective ability,

One would never imagine, to look at her,
that she was so extremely capable and keen.
She was small and dainty.  Her eves were
deep brown; they were full of wonderful
charm, and yet at the same time there was
an oxtreordinary keen look about them, ¥Her
hair was dark and shightly wavy, little wisps
of 1t stu:nj.'in,e; from beneath her hat.
complexion was delicate and healthy, and it
needed no artificial improvements. It was the
complexion of an open-air girl. And her
sweet, delicately-formed mouth was notice-
able for the rich colour of the lips. Thero
wns somoething about that mouth, too, which
%Jilﬂ{l‘tl that it could be resolute when it
tked. ¢

Heor |

‘““* We've got a visitor I "

Fileen's qualitiecs were well knrown to
Nipper. They did not merely consist of
beauty and daintiness. she was an ex-

tremely athletie girl, and in eonsequence her
limbs were lithe and supple, and she walked
with a graceful case which was a delight
to watch,

She could ride and swim, she could shoot
and do almost evervthing, in fact. She drove

mysoeif
“I'm
ﬁSTCt‘iI

her own car with remarkable skill, and re-
cently she had joined an acroplane club and
had passed with flying colours as an expert
pilot.

There was something vital and compelling
about this little lady, and yet, withal, she
was the essence of daintiness and sweelness.,
i DON'T think you've met my com-

I panion, have yvou?" she asked, smiling

at Nipper. “This is Molly Dare—my
nicce,

Nipper's eyes opened wider.

“Your niece?” he repeated. “Why, Miss
Ilileen, I didn't know yvou had any relatives,
except Aunt listher.”

Kileen laughed.

“I didn’t know I had a nicce
until quite recently,” she replied.
quite sure that you'll like Molly.’

“How 1s Aunt Esther, by the way?”
Nipper.

“Oh, she's just the same as ever,” replied
Fileen, *“Wo still live in our comfiortable
little place in Chelsca.”
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“But what are you doing down here—on
this train?”

“Molly and I are coming down to St
Frank's—to spend a week with Mr. and Mr-

Stokes.’

“ By good !” said Nipper
eagerly. Lee know anything
about 1t ?"

“*Of course.”

“I'll rag him no end when I get back
to St. Frank's,” said Nipper wrathfull:.
“FFaney not teliing me!”

“Perhaps he wanted to give you a litt.s
surprise 7" smiled Eileen. :
Molly was beginning to look impatient.
“Well, I hope you boys are going to do
something,” she said in a direct way. “The
train’s stuck, isn't it? And you haven’t told

us vet how you came to be here.”

There were a few words of explanation,
and then the fellows prepared to depart.

“You'll have to come with us, Miss
Eileen,” said Nipper. “It might be hours
before they send a relief train, and we're
not going to leave you stuck here in ths
cutting.”

“But 1it’s so wild outside,” said Eileen,
“It’s still snowing hard, and I'm thinking
about Molly.”

“I don’t mind the snow,” said the child.

“No need to worry at all,” put in Hand-
forth. “I've got my Austin Seven up on
the bridge, and we’'ll soon have you out of
this ecutting. And once you're inside mv
little car we’ll be at St. Frank’s in no
time."

“That’s a good idea,” said Nipper, nodding.
“What do you say, Miss Eileen? Bette:
than waiting here, anyway.”

“I'm game,” replied Eileen Dare,

Jove! That’s

“Did Mr.

HEY were confronted by the guard as

they were moving away from the
dereliet train.

“What's this, young gents?” Le

asked, looking at them closely. “Beg par-

don, miss, but you’d best not try to get up
this cutting The snow’s thick up there, an-
mighty bad on the roads, too.”

“These bovs are going to escort us, thank
you,” said Eileen.

“Best stay here, miss,” said the guard.
;It might mean an hour or two of waiting,
ut—-"

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth, although
he didn’t mean to be rude. “This young
lady 1s Miss Eileen Dare, the famous lady
detective! Do you think she’s scared of a
bit of snow?”

The guard opened his eyes.

“All the same, miss, I shouldn’t take no
risks,” he said. “It’s mighty rough out
to-night, Lucky we wasn't smashed up,
runnin’ into this drift like this,”

They managed to get away from him, and
theyv all went elimbing up the snow-smothered
slope. Eileen scorned any assistance, and
she proved to be as active and agile as the
boys, Nipper and Handforth, between them,
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helped Molly, and in a very short time thay
wore all on the road.

“We'd help all those marooned passengers
il we could,” said Nipper, “but perhaps it's
lLitter that they should remain in the train.
There’'s warmth and light there, anyway.
And a rescue train 1s bound to come along
sooner or later. But as you're going to St.
“rank’s, Miss FEileen, and as we're going
there, too, you might just as well come along
vith us.”

“It's really awfully good of you,” said the
virl deteetive,

Church and McClure readily gave up their
places in the Austin Seven. Not that this was
rcally necessary, as they soon found. Church
sut in front with Handforth, and MeClure
squashed in at the back with Eileen ans
Molly. =

Nipper and Travers went in advance oa
their motor-bicycles, to make sure that the
road was clear, and then Handforth came in,
the Austin Seven, driving very cautiously.
The wind was as wild as ever, but there
was not so much snow now. Occasionally the
moon would ride out from behind the scud-
ding clouds, brilliant and clear, and the pale
light revealed a countryside which was en-
tirely white, with many fallen trees, tele-
graph wires in hopeless confusion, and with

great snowdrifts everywhere.
S early The juniors were late for call-
ing-over, of course, but that was only
a detall. They had an excellent excuse, and
there would naturally be no punishments.
Handforth drove triumphantly up to the
West House, and, as it happened, Mr.
Beverley Stokes was standing there, wrapped
in his overeoat. He had just come from
the station, and he had just heard that there
had been a mishap up the line.

“Here you are, Mr, Btokes!” =ang out
Handforth, as he opened the door. * Yeur
visitors,”

“Barry” Stokes, as he was affectionately
called by his boys, sprang forward. One
glance inside the car told him the truth,
He looked intensely relieved.

“Why, this is splendid, Miss Dare,” he
said. "I've been worrying tremendously
about you "’ i

“You really needn’t have done,” replied
Fileen, as she climbed out. “These boys have
been very useful.”

They all wanted to go indoors with the
visitors, but Nipper was the only privileged
one—he being such an old friend—and s=oon
he was standing in Mr. and Mrs. Stokes’
cosy sitting-room, in the West House. Nelson
Lee came, too, to renew the old acquaintance,
It was a jolly little gathering.

“Well, considering everything, I think you
are extremely lucky, Miss Eileen,” said
Nelson Lee, when he had heard all. *This
is one of the wildest nights that we can
remembor. I am very thankful that you
have got herc safely.”

T. FRANK’S was reached in safety, and
even now the hour was comparatively
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“I'm glad for Molly’s sake,” replied
Fileen, I think she's tired aftet her long
]U lll'lf"'-,—

i (Jh, but I'm not!" interrupted the child

indignantly, ““If vou're going to send me to
bed, Aunt Kileen, I shall never forgive you!
This is the first time I've been in such a big
schoo! as this, and I want to have a look
round—and I want to be introduced to lots
of the nthtrr boys, too, I think they're real
‘-Ilnlt-\

It was very evident that Miss Molly Dare
had a will of her own!

CHAPTER 3.

l t.arl}ur down thv train.

1l

with him, grinned joyously. Edward Oswald
Handforth came up just then, too, and there
Wi a,p;r-npml tpu!hmw of grins.

ol | a.lklru:f about that voung lady and the
111119 girl " asked Handforth. “By George!
You've missed something, Willy ! Of course,
the kid was rather ugly—all teeth, and that
—but that's ony a detail.”

OF SCHOOL STORIES

“All teeth?” repeated Travers, pained.
“T'm surprised, Handy, that you should
slander Molly in such a way."”

“Molly 7" said Ilandforth. “TI thought

vou were talking about that young woman
She was booked for
Caistowe, I think,

and she had a little

Pulling Willy's Leg!

N ATURALLY,

thore was a

great deal

of excite-

moent in the Com-

mon - rooms that
ﬁ*\'i.'*lli!lg.

seniors

when

Iiven the
were thrilled
they heard of the
train  smash. Not
within livin 14
memory had  there
been an accident on
this loecal line,
barring an  occa-

rirl with her. Just
Wiltly'"s type.
Grubby and untidy
and cheeky!”

The “Fathead!" said
Willy in  an icy
Ghost! |
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The other juniors
With a clanking yelled with
of chains the laughter.
ghostly [figure “I wasn't talking

stalked down the about the Caistowe-

corridor . ... .the bound people,” said
figure of an old Travers. “I was
Roundhead whose referring to  DMiss

face was awful to Eileen Dare and her

stonal deratlment of behold. The St, Frank's junInrs, as thﬂ}' charminuer nicce.
a goods truck, or watched it, felt their hair stiffen ., ... the Willy, dear old
something compara- ghost of Travis Dene was on the prowl! | fellow, vou really
tively  trivial — like Read all about this gripping incident— ought to make
that. only one of many—in next week's grand Molly's acquaint-

Then, too, there special Xmas St. Frank'’s yarn, chums, ance, She’s a
wWas t}]p ;_[lli'{'“t QI I'E'S E-'Iltitlﬂd H I‘]';]I}E‘I‘. I:I' cCHoOrmur E,
Miss  Iileen  Dare, i . o beautiful, and alto-
There  weren't The Ghost of Travis Dene! gether  charming.
many  fellows who You’ll like Ler
hadn’t heard of this immensely, I’ m
wonderful girl de- sure,”’

tective.,  And to know that she was in the “You can go and cat coke,” said Willy,

:-.wt ool as a visitor was thrilling in itself.

Some of the Removites l:euppmw{l to run
into Willy Handforth in the Junior passage
of the Ancient House.

“l1leard the latest,
n A solemn tone.

“Yon fellows get all the luek,” replied the
cheery leader of the Third Form. "We
wanted to go out, but old Suncliffe uou' dn’t
let us  Said the night was too wild.’

“N{:Lhin;: would be too wild for yon,”
replied Travers. “I'm afraid that your
Form-master under-estimates your abilities,
dear old fellow. Rather a pity you weren't
with us, beecause I am sure you would lLave
immediately fallen for Molly.”

Willv stared

““1'd have done—what?” Lo asked coldly.

“Molly,” said Travers, “is a charming
g:-l']-”

“Do you think I care a snap about girls?”
demanded Willy with a sniff. * Blow ’em|
I'va pot somethineg hetter to dol”™

Chubby 1Iecath and Juicy Lemon, who were

Willy ” asked Travers

|

“She's just the sort of girl for you, my
lad,” said Jimmy Potts, “About a year
vounger, and just as childizh.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Willy did not even deign to reply this
time. e snorted, and moved off down tho
passage with Chubby Heath and Juley
Lemon.

“Billy assez!” grunted Willy, as he turned
into his own little study, I suppose they

think '|]'IL‘. re being funny.

“Well, you know, it might be a good idea
for us to have a look at this girl,” said
(Chubby Heath thoughtfully, *“Don't forget
that she's the niece of Miss Erdeen Dare &

“I don't care if she's the nicce of the
Shah of Persia!" interrupted Willy, “She's
a girl—in fact, o« mere child, Do you think
I've got any timne to waste on a kid like
that? Girls are no good. They're too soft.”

“Well, I suppose there arc some excep-
tions,” murmured Juicy.

“There are no exceptions ™
firmly., *“I ecan't

retorted Willy
1 ., -
be bothered with girls—
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never could! They make me feel tired. I've
never yvet met a girl worth admiring, and I
don't suppose I ever shall.”

“1 suppose you’'re right,” said Chubby
sagely. “*After all, girls are an awful
nuisance, aren't they?”

The fags were just at that age when they
really hugl no use for girls whatsoever. Juicy
Lemon  was  surprised, therefore, when
(Chubby drew him aside some little time later.
Willy had gone off to see after his pets, and
his two faithful chums were alone.

“Come to think of 1t,” saixd Chubby
solemnly, "1t wouldn't be a bad i1dea for
Willy to get smitten with this Molly person,”

“What the dickens do you mean?” asked
Juicy, staring.

“Well, 1've just seen her, as it happens,”
replied Chubby. *She’s with some of
those Remove chaps—Nipper’s introducing
her round. Willy’s going straight to the
Common-room after he's ﬁniaheg with his
pets, isn't he?”

“That's what he said,” replied Juicy.
told us to wait for him there.”

“Well, why shouldn’'t we go and collar
Molly and take her to our Common-room 7"
asked Chubby brilliantly. “Hew’s that for
a wheeze?”

‘“Rotten! said Juicy.

“What do you mean? Willy is awfully
keen about doing the right thing, and he’ll
be as polite as the dickens to the girl,”
chuckled Chubby. "“Wan't it be worth quids
to see him talking to her and making him-
self agreeable? And, you never know-—he
might get smitten on the spot.”

“Not Willy!” said Chubby, shaking his
head. **Not in a thousand years!”

“His major is keen on the girls, anyhow
—and 1t might be in the blood,” said
Chubby. *it's weorth trying, my son!”

“Well, it’ll be a bit of fun to have this kid
in our Common-room,” agreed Juicy, with a

"He

chuckle. *“But how are we going to wangle
it?7 She might not want to come. And even

if she does eome she might bring Handy
with her—and that would be too awful for
words ! When Handy gets into our
Common-room he generally starts throwing
his weight about.”

“Leave it to me,” said Chubby.

HEY were fortunate.

I Thev found Molly Dare in Study C.
with Nipper and Tregellis-West and
Watson. Edward Oswald Handforth

was not interested in the child. She was too
young for him—she was a mere kid-—and
after a few words with her he had hastily
beat a retreat.

Nipper was now showing Molly the various

points of interest in the Ancient House.

“Here we are!” said Chubby brightly, as

he and Juiey presented themselves.

“Do you want anyvthing 7” asked Nipper.

“Yes, we want Miss Molly.” _

“You want me?” asked Molly, opening her

blue eves wider, *Whatever for?”

“We want to introduce you to our pal,

Willv Handforth,”” replied Chubby. “ He’s the
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lcader of the Third Form, you know—and a
regular good sport. You'll like him tre-
mendously.”

“I shouldn’t go if T were you, Miss Molly,”
said Nipper. "“These fags are preparing a

rag, I expect.”
“Oh, I say!" protested Chubby. "We
only wanted to take Miss Molly to our

Common-room and introduce her to Willy.”

“Do you think I ought to go?'’ asked
Molly dubiously.

“Well, of course, it's up to you,” grinncd
Nipper. “You're taking a big chance in
going among these Third-Formers, but 1
expect that you'll be able to hold your own.”

“I'll go,’ said Molly, smiling.

“Good man!”’ said Chubby heartily, "1
mean, good girl! No, 1 don't mean that,
either! 1 mean, bravoe! Let's be getting
along,” he added, in some confusion,

There was something singularly sclf-
possessed about this small girl. She was two
or three years younger than any of the Moor
View School girls; and, in comparison, she
looked & mere child. She was demure, and
she was gentle, yet there was an air of
complete coolness about her which rather
put Chubby and Juicy off their stroke. And
now that they came to look at her closely,
they could see that she was indeed pretty.

She chatted enthusiastically about St.
I'rank’s as they led her towards the Third
Form Common-room. She was alinost over-
whelmed by the size of the place, and by its
general bustle and life. This was the first
time, 1t seemed, that she had ever wvisited
a great boys’ school of this sort, but she
was in no way put out of countenance by
the fact that she was in the midst of so
many boys.

There was a kind of free fight going on
in the fags’ Common-room when Molly
arrived. Chubby and Juicy were alarmed,
and they stood in the doorway, flabbergasted.
Moliy stood there, too, looking on with
interest, '

Eric Gates—known in the Third ‘4s
“Soppy "—was on his back in the middle’ of
the floor. Bobby Dexter-—otherwise the!
“Cherub ?—was sitting on Eric’s head.
Owen minor was engaged In the task of°
pulling off Iric’s shoes. And Erie was
protesting vigorously. bt

“Chuck it, you fatheads!” shouted Chubby
Heath. “We've brought a wvisitor!” v

Bobby Dexter glanced round, and his jaw’
sagroed,

“Great pip!” he ejaculated blankly.

The fags sprang from Soppy as though he
had become red-hot. He was left floundering
on the floor, one shoe off and one shoe on.
He sat up dazedly.

“You fatheaded idiots!” he howled. “ You
dotty chumps! G’ me that shoe back!”

“Shut upl” roared Chubby. “Can’t you
see that there’s a voung lady here?”

Erie stared at Molly for a second in sheer
fright, and then he serambled to his feet.

(Continued on page 14.)
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GOOD OLD RI-\GS

Drastic indeed were schoolboy ** rags’

are very mild and innocuous in comparison.

not much compared with what they
must have boen wyears ago. There’s a
legend at St. Frauk’s of what the boys
of the school did to one Simon Sunaithby, an
unpopular master of St. Irank’s.
This must have occurred somewhere in the
seventeenth century, when the pupils of St.
Frank’s weren't so gentle and well-behaved

I’M afraid the rags we have nowadays are

as they are now. Snaithby was a tyrant, a
bullv, a cad, and everything he shouldn’t
be. He was always down on the juniors, and

was never happy except when he was lamming
them.

The seniors did not have much to do with
him, but it s on record that one beefy senior
gave Snaithby a thrashing for assaulting his
frichténed to tell the

voung brother. And,
He: ad, Snaithby set-to to tako it out of the
juniors,

The juniors, however, had stuck just as

much as they eould, and were ready for open
evolt. One wise junior persuaded them not
to do anything so drastic, but to go carefully.
This boy, whose name was Charles Rowell,
had hit upon a stunning wheeze, which he
promptly related to the others. This struck
their fancy, and they agreed to carry out
Rowell’s plan,

Two or three days later, Snaithby set out

for the village, the day being a holiday, to
pay a surreptitious visit to an inn, which he

was in the habit of haunting secretly. At a
lonely cross-roads about a mile from the school

gates, he was pounced upon by a number of
masked and cloaked figures. Screaming in
terror, the rascal was vunL «d through the
hedge, across a field and into a barn, where
he was fakeed to sit upon a wooden stool.

ILis mysterious assailants then proceeded to
tar and feather him, after which they garbed
him in rags taken from a scarecrow. In vain
did the old rascal plead and threaten, but

"in the ** good ofd days.

Read what BUSTER BOOTS
of the St. Frank’s Fourth, has to say about this inleresiing subject.

i

T'hose of to-day

his mouth was gageed and his hands were
ticd behind him. This done, he was dragged
off to the village and pInu:rI in the stocks
there, the masked figures abdicating with the
key to the padlock that secured him.

It was two hours before the bounder was

released, everyone thinking it was some
vagrant instead of the well-known Simon
*-m uthby. After that fearful experience

Simon Snaithby departed from St. Frank’s—

quickly, No one was sorry to see him go,
and the Lower School went about for a
week afterwards with intensely innocent
faces.

HERE was one rag—or, rather, it was

I a dirty trick—that a I'ifth-Form fellow
played on the Head. According to tho

St. Frank’s History this was in 1842,

and the Head was a kindly old gent called

Dr. Oliver Mooper, and the dirty dog in
question was Master William Bent. Bent
was addicted to drinking, gambling, and

generally being a bold, bad blade. It was on
one of these Lmutw thdt the Head copped
him as he was sueaking over the wall, and
the next morning gave him a public ﬂugz,g.nr-‘
which wasn’t Beut’s idea of a good time,

His revenge consisted of dressing himself
up as a dear old lady, arriving at St. Frank’s
and pitching sob-stuff yarns absut being left
in a cruel world by her hard-hearted son,
Dr. Oliver Hooper.  After thus blackening
the worthy doctor’s name, the dear old lady
would bheat it into thin air. However, one
day, when Master Bent turned up at the
school disguised as the old lady and started
his trieks, a carriage drove up containing Dr,
Hooper's real mother, Bent’s confidence
vozed away, and under a stern questioning
he confessed wretchedly to his erime, And
the next morning Bent was publicly expelled,



14

HANDFORTH'S GIRL CHUM!

(Continued from page 12.)
“Sorry !” he muttered, turmng red.

didn’t know!”

“Well, you know now!” said Chubby
sternly. “ Here’s a nice state of affairs! We
bring Miss Molly to see our Common-room,
and we find it upside down! You ought to
be jolly well ashamed of yourselves! You'il
give Miss Molly the impression that we're
always bifling one another. about like this.”

“But aren’t you?” asked Molly with a
twinkle in her eyes.

Chubby coughed. As a matter of tact,
there was generally a row of some kind going
on in the Third Form Common-room.
Chubby thought it advisable to change the
subject.

“ Auybody seen Willy 7" he asked, looking
round. “Me said that he was coming heve
after he’d finished with his pets.”

“We haven’t scen him,” said Owen minor,
looking at Molly.

She was introduced all round, and the [ags
shook hands and muttered something to the
effect that they were awfully pleased, or jolly
glad. They looked neither.

And then Willy came along.

Knowing nothing of Molly’s presence 1n
the Common-room, he was a bit careless i
his entry. Not only was he whistling in a
peculiarly shrill fashion, but he thought it

i G |

advisable, for some obscure reason, to enter
the room with his eyes tightly closed.
“Don’t touch me, you chaps!” he said

“T'll bet yvou my Sunday boots that I can
walk straight across to the fireplace in one
go. And I won't trip over the fender,
either 1”

“Go ahead!” said Chubby, holding up his
finger to the others.

Willy, with his eyes screwed up, advanced
into the room, and Chubby, with a sudden
movement, thrust the startled Molly full into
Willy’s path. Before she ecould even dodge.
Willy eollided with her.

“Here, chuck it!” he protested.
not fair, butting in my way!
fatheaded cuckoo!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the other faps.

Willy experienced a shock. His hands en-
countered two slim shoulders, enclosed n
some soft., silky material. He must have
known, in a flash, that he was touching
something very different from a fag. He
opened his eyes, gasping.

“Oh, 1 say!” he ejaculated, hastily backing
away. My only sainted aunt!”

“No, she’s not your aunt—this
Molly Dare,” said Chubby cheerfully.

Willy gulped.

“You rotters he said, glaring round.
"Why didn’t you tell me? TI'm really awfully
sorry, you know!” he added, looking at
Molly. “I didn’t know——"

“It’s quite all right,” said the girl. 5m11mg
“Are you Willy Handforth 7”

”YES, I___H_n

“That’e
Clear off, you

15 Miss

!JJ
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“I’'m Molly Dare,” said the girl simply.
“I've heard a lot about you—from your
brother.”

“1'll bet he didn’t say anything that was

good,” replied Willy. “You mustn’t take
any notice of 'Ted, you know. He's
prejudiced. He doesn’t appreciate me in the
least.”

“It's very wrong of him, I’'m sure,” said
Molly gently.

Willy gave her a close look. He wasn’t

sure whether she was making fun of him or
nos.

“We knew that you would like to mect
Miss Molly, so we brought her along,” said
Chubby solemnly. “In fact, Willy, you
spoke so interestedly about her, and ex-
pressed such a keen desire to meet her, thut
we couldn’t do anything elge.”

“Why, you—you Oh, rather!” said
Willy, pulling himseif up with a jerk. “I'm
tremendously pleased! 1 hope these chaps
have been behaving  themselves,  Miss
Molly 7 he added “If not, perhaps you’ll
tell me, and L’ll punch them on the nose!”

“T shouldn’t like you to do anything of
that sort,” said Molly. “So you're the
captain of the Third Form? Don’t you find
it a responsible position ?”

“Responsible 1sn’t the word,” replied Willy
with a sigh. “You’ve no idea what a life I

lead! Well, if you’ve had a general look
round we’ll escort you back to the West
House if you like. 1 dare say Mrs. Stokes

s wondering what has happened to you.”

It was clear that Willy was anxious to get
rid of this fair visitor. After the firet intro-
duction he was displaying a lofty indifference
towards her. His very politeness was icy.

In fact, he forced himself to be cold.
After his first inspection he found thai Molly
was remarkably easy to look at; she was
quite different from what he had expected.
A child, of course, but a rippingly pretty girl.

Willy felt vaguely and strangely nervous;
and for him to feel nervous was a pheno-
menon. His one desire was to get rid ‘of
her, so that he could comfortably punch the
heads of Chubby and Juicy. He knew, i a

flash, that this was themrr work—and that they
had done it deliberately to jape him.,

He promised himself a warm five minytes
with his chums after Molly had been safecly
escorted back to the West House.

OWEVER, he was saved the trouble
H of escorting Molly personally.

For just then Reggie Pitt, Jack

Grey, Nick Trotwood, and Dick

Goodwin, of the West House Remove,

arrived on the scene.
“Oh, here you are!” said Reggie cheer-
fully, as he came into the Third Form

Common-room. “We've heen looking for vou
everywhere, Miss Molly. Your aunt wants
vou back in the West House, if you don’t
mind. Dinner-time, you know."”

“T've been so interested in everything that
I'd forgotten all about dinner.” said Molly.
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“Tt's awfully good of you to come over like
this. You shouldn’t have troubled.”

She allowed borself to be taken away, and
when the footsteps of her escort had died
away, Willy deliberately closed the door.
Then he turned and glared at Chubby Ileath
and Juicy Lemon.

“Well, what do you think of her?"” asked
Chubby in a carcless voice. “A regular
vipper, e¢h? Didn't we tell you that she's
just your mark, Willy ¢"

“You rotters!” said Willy thickly. “I'm
colg to smash you up now—both of you!”

“Here, steady!”  gasped Juicy Lemon,
“What's the matter? We've done nothing,
vou ass! You ought to bo jolly pleased with
us for bringing Molly along——"

“1f I had wanted to meet Molly I could
have met her!” interrupted Willy grimly.
“1 hate beingz compelled to bang your heads
together, but it’s got to be done. You know
jolly well that I don’t care about girls—and
ti you think you can force me

“Iold him!" yeclled Chubby. “You ass,
Willy, we only did it as a joke! Cuan’t you
take a joke? Wo thought you were more f
a sportsnrmn!”

Willy hesitated.

“1'tn a sportsman, [ hope,” he said grufily.
‘All right, then—if you only did it as a
joke T’ll overlook it. But if there's any more
rot of that kind I'll slaughter you.”

“I say, look hore!l” ejaculated Owen minor,
“Rhe’s left her bag behind !

It was on the table—a soft, silky thing,
with a tortoise-shell clasp.

“My hat!” said Chubby, picking it up.
“Who'd be a girl? No poclkets, and only a
giddy thing like this tn pluce of 'em!”

“4t must be awful,” said Bobby Dexter
wonderingly., “I'mn jiggered if I can under-
stand why girls can’t have pockets 1in their
clothes the same as us. Famey going about
with a bag like that!”

“(Garls’ frocks are too
flimsy for pockets,” said
Willy with a sniff. *“You
lecave that bag alone,
Cherub! You young ass,
vou're not going to open
it, are you? Give it to
mo !

He took it, and glared
at the other fags.

“I'm going to take this
bag to the West House
straight away,” ho said.
“Nothing's safo with you
chaps 1”

He went towards the
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There was a general roar of laughter.
Willy snorted, and hurried out of the room,

But he wasn't taking that bag over to
the West House personally because he was
“smitten,” Willy wanted to be quite sure
that the bag arrived safely. He had a re-
markable lack of faith in his fellow fags.
They were quite capable, in his opinion, of
emptying an inkpot into that bag, or of
stufling some nuishells into it, or something
Irko H-Iut.

Willy dashed out of the Ancient House,
and found the Triangle thick with snow.
The wind was howling as fiercely and as
wildly as ¢ver, and the snowflakes were whirl-
ing down in bewildering masses, By the time
he got to the West House he was smothered,
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and he was compelled to shake himself
vigorously in the lohby.

There was nobody about, and he made
his way to Mr. and DMrs. Stokes’ privata
quarters, There was a big baize door
dividing this private part of the house from
the rest. Willy opened the baize door, went
through, and he approached the sitting-room
door.

By this time, no doubt, Mally had arrived;
but he rather hoped she would be upstairs,
tittivating herself for dinner. At least, Willy
tried to convinee himself that he didn’t want
to see her again. Yet, strangely enough,
he knew that he would be rather disappointed
if she was upstairs.

He was about to tap on the door when
he paused. He could hear Nolly's voice-—
and, somehow, 1t was raised 1n an unnsual
way, and there was a note of acute alarm
in it. .

“0Oh, auntie, I"’ve done my best to secem
bright and cheerful, but it's such an effort,”
came Molly's voice.

“There, Molly, vou n.ustn’t talk like that,”
said Eileen Dave. “There's nothing to be

alarmed about.”
“I'm so frightened, auntic,” came DMolly's

door, and there were some
chuckles,

“Well, what's the matter now?" Willy
asked, looking round.
“I notice that you're taking the bag

vourself,” said Chubby
don't like girls, ch?
smitten!”

““Ha, ha, hat”

Heath, “And you
1 believe you're

 voiee again. “I can’t help feeling that those
horrid men will find me, and try to——"
“Hush, Molly! You foolish girl, you
mustn’t talk hike that,” said Eileen. “There’s
no danger here, at St. Frank's. Lverything
will be quite all right.”
Willy went hot and cold all over. Without

any such intention, he kunew that he ‘was an
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cavesdroper.  He had heard something that
wits cerizinly not intended for his ears. And
he was vaguely uneasy.

ITe bit his lip, moved forward, and tapped
lowdly on the door.

“(oine in!"

Willy went 1n, and found Eileen Dare and
Mollv over by the fireplace  Both of them
were looking unconeerned, but Willy had no
d'Ificulty in secing that Molly, at least, was
forcing herself to act. He took one glance
at her eyes, and he was startled.

“You left vour bag behind,” he
briefly. _

“Oh, thank you,” said Molly, her voice a
little husky. “1'm so sorry that you’'ve been
trouhled like this.”

“It’s all right, no trouble at all,” rephed
Willy cheerfully. “I thought T'd better bring
it straight along. Good-night, Miss Molly —
good-night, Niss Dare.”

He went out, whistling, but by the time
he reached the lobby he was not whistling.
He eould not forget the terrified tone of
Molly’s voice. neither could he forget the
fear that lurked in her elear, blue eyes. He
had seen it there nunmistakably as he had
given her that glance.

What did it mean?

Until now he had supposed that Molly
Dare was just like anv other child—that she
was carefree and happy. Who were the
mysterious men she had referred to? And

what was the danger that was lurking over
her ?

sald

’ CHAPTER 4.
The Man With the Scar!

. UST a wminute, young 'unl”

J Willy Handforth paused. He was
near the bridge which crossed over
the River Stowe at the end of the

village.

Jt was the next morning, and the sun was
thining brightly on a white world.

Willy was deing a job of fagging for one
of the Sixth-Formers, and he dido’t mind
the least. Tt was rather fun trudging down
to the village through the snow. The blizzard
had gone. and although there was still 2
romparatively high wind, it was a mere
whisper compared with the hurricane of last

night.  There were only one or two clouds
in the skv, and the air was brisk and
healthy. Tt was good to be out on such

a morning as this.

The roads were not so bad as Willy had
expeeted. The high wind had drifted the
snow up against the hedges. and into the
ditches. leaving the roads mostly clear,

As Willy had approached the bridge h
had scen a big saloon ecar standing there.
It wasn't a car belonging to anybody in the
district. And the faz. noticed. too, that
bora a London number.

There were two men inside, in the front
seats. They were smoking and talking, and
they had watched Willy ?ﬂirly closely as he

Now, rather to the fag's sur-

came along.
them opened a door and

prise, one of
addressed him. .
“Lost your way?” asked Willy.

““No, it's not that, sonny,” replied the man,
in an agreeable voice. “Weo want to ask you
a few questions, that’s all., Care to come
inside 7"

“Well, I'm in a bit of a hurry

“Never mind that,” said the man. ‘“There’s
five 5%!1Hings for you if you answer my ques-
tions.

Willy was intrigued. He wondered why
these men should be willing te give him five
shillings fer answering a few questions.
Willy, let it be remembered, was a remark-
ably keen youngster. He premptly hopped
into the car and closed the door. He did
not like the look of these men 1n the least—
and it was for this reason that he had so
readily agreed to the preposition. He vaguely
suspected that they were up to no good,
and it would be just as well to make sure.

The man who had spoken to him was
clean-shaven, lean, and there was an ugly
scar extending right across his face. Per-
haps it was an old war wound, but, some-
how, Willy hardly thought this. The man
did not look the type who had seen service.

His companion, who was at the wheel,
said nothing. He sat there, smoking. Ha
was more breadly built than the man with
the scar, and he was clean-shaven. too, But
his face was fafter, and he had a bloated
look about him which Willy instantly hated.

“A pair of tough customers,” he mentally
decided. And Willy, after all, was a good
judge of character,

“We just happened to be passing through,”
said the man with the sear. “You had a
hit of a train wreck here last night, 1 under-
stand 7"

“It wasnt “a wreck,”
“Nobody was hurt much.”

“And some of you boys tried to save the
train, didn't you?” went on the man, trying
to make his voice genial. “1 saw it in
this morning’s papers. Smart youngsters,
aren’t you?”

“1 wasn't there,” replied Willy.
the Remove chaps who helped.”

“Well, anyway, vou’ve had a bit of ex-
citement down here,” continued tho man
chattily, “1 see that Miss Fileen Dare was
on the train.”

Willy, without moving a hair, became in-
stantly on the alert.

“Miss Dare?” he repeated, as though he
had never heard the name before.

“Miss Eileen Dare—the well-known lady
detective,” nodded the man with the scar.
“*She and her niece were travelling in that
train. We read all about it in the paper
this morning. Wasn’t she escorted from the
train by some of you St, Frank’s boys?”

Willy looked stolidly stupid. He could,
when he chose, make himself singularly dense,
I'"he man, looking at him, set him down as
a very ordinary sort of junior schoolboy, per-

s

replied Willy.

“It was
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** Come inside,”” called the man in the car to Willy.
and there’s five bob for you if you answer them !

““ We want to ask you soms questions —

" Willy was intrigued. Why was this man

willing to give him five shillings merely for answering a few questions ?

haps on the dull side. Never had he made

a greater mistake!

For Willy Handforth was keved up to a
Lich gn’u h now. These two men were strancers
—and they were inquiring after Eileen Dare
and Molly. It was only natural that Willy
should immediately reeall those words he had
inadvertently heard—those words uttered by
Mally, She had said that she was frightened
—that she was scared of the “horrid men.”
And here, in this motor-car, were two horrid
men ! The conneection was palpable, and
Willy, on the instant, put himself on his
guard,

“I wasn't there,” hae said, shaking his
head, 1 heard some of the chaps saving
that there was a girl on the train—a girl

with a hittle elnld.”
“That's it," nodded the other. “Do you
know what became of them?”
“That girl and the child?" asked Willy.
Gl 1 e

“"They went on to Caistowe, I think,
when the train was relieved,” replied Will®
“ Anvhow, that's what I heard.”

“Caistowe ?” said the
“Where's that?

“Rather!” agreed the fag,

man with the scar,

vy #

A seaside place, isn't it?
“Just along

the coast, vou know. Only three or four
miles away from here.’
He was glad that Edward Oswald had

mentioned a4 young woman and a child who
were on their wav to Caistowe. He now de-
liberately confused them with Eileen Dare

 of stupidity all along.

and Molly. His object was to pu!l these men
on a wrong trail.

‘Misz Dare didn't stay in
asked the sear-faced man,

“0Oh, no,” rephied Willy,
0, anyway.’

"You haven’t seen her at St. Frank's?"

““3'7 Frank'’s?" 1*{'-1}L';tti=c1 Willy woodenly,

“ Miss Darc hasn’t been to your se auul by
any chance ¥’

“Oh, I say!” protested Willy “Han'r:-n'{
[ just told vou that the young lady and the
child went on to Caistowe? I'm sure they

dellton, then?”

“I don't think

did. But I can’t tell you who they were, or
anvthing about them. They may not have
been Miss Dare and her niece at all, How

should I know 7"

“You don’t scem to know much, do you?
asked the man tartly,

"Well, you see, T waszn't there,
in a plaintive voice.

“Well, here's vour five bob, and don't tell
anybody that we've been questioning you,”
sald the man with the scar. *“Just in case
you're curious, I'd better mention that we
particularly want to find Miss Dare. We've
ot an i1mportant case for her, and it's
necessary that we should locate hier.”’

Willy got out of the ecar, jingling the
money that had been given him, His acting
was good. Ile seemed half-scared and
nervous, and he had maintained his attitude
But when he got into
car, he

" said Willy

the THigh Street, out of sight of the
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allowed his normal keen expression to re-
assert itself, Ltle frowned in a worried way.

“1 don’t like 1t!” he told himself.
“'I'here’s something squiffy about all thas,
These men are crooked—or I'm a Zuiu. 1
.only hope that I've put them off the scent.”

Ile rathier thought that he had succeeded.
Probabiy the men would carry on towards
Caistowe, and would make mquiries there.

It was certainly significant that these men
should appear on the scene so soon after
Moty Dare bhad expressed to her aunt that
she was frightened. It was as obvious as
dayhght that the men were looking for the
pair.

All sorts of questions arose in Willy s
active mind. Was 1t a real fact that Kileen
and Molly had come to St. Frank's merely
for n week's stay with Mr., and Mrs. Stokes”
Wasn't 1t more likely thut they had come in
order to seek sanctuary from some danger?

ND whiles Willy was pondering thus,
A during the execution of his errand,
the two men in the car were look-

ing thoughtful and dissatisfied.

" According to that kid, the girl has never
been at St. Frank's at all,” said the ariver.
“*He'd have known if she was there.”

“1 can't understand 1t,”’ replied the man
with the scar. “We heard that Miss Dare
and the kiddie went up to St. Frank’s last
night. 1i so, where 1s she now? 'This
youngster says that they went on to
Caistowe, '’

“ He didn t seem to know much, either one
way or the other,” replied the driver.
“Here's another youngster coming now. Per-
haps he’ll tell wus.”

It was tortunate for these men—and unfor-
tunate for Willy’s little game—that the
jumor who now approached should be Teddy
Long of the Remove.

IFor Teddy Long was a fellow without any
particular scruples, and when it came to a
marter of diserction he had none. Further-
more, he was naturally stupid.  Willy bhad
only pretended to be stupid, but Teddy was
stupid.

“Just a minute, young 'un!’’ said the man
with the scar, opening the car door.

“Eh?" ejaculated Teddy, as he was about
to pass. ‘‘Speaking to me?”

“Yes,” said the man. “You're a St
IF'rank’s boy, aren’t you?”

"Yes, sir.”

“Do vou happen to know where I can find
Miss Kileen Dare?”

“Rather!” replied Teddy
“She’s up at St. Frank’s.”

A gleam came into the man's eyes.

“0Oh,” he =aid, “she’s up at St. Frank’s,
is she? Agybody with her?”

“That little girl—her niece,”
Teddy, beginning to feel important.

“Come inside,”” said the man. *If you'd
like to earn five shillings, young ’un, by
answering a few questions ”

promptly.

replied

“I'tve bob !" said Teddy cagerly. “ Rather|
I'mon! I m so broke that—"

“*Never mind that!"" interrupted the man
with the scar. "“Come 1 here, and answer
a few questions. Here's hive shillings to
begin with—and if you tell me what 1 want
to know, I'll give you another five.”

Teddy Long entered the car with alacrity.
The door was closed, and then he guzed at
the two strangers. It didn’t matter to humn
who they were, or what was the objcct of
their curiosity. There was ten bob tacked
on te-this thing, and Teddy was after 1t!

“Miss Dare arrived last night,” he ex-

plamnea. *“ She was m that train smash, you
know. She’s staying with Mr. and Mrs.
Stokes. Her mniece, Molly, 18 up at the

school, toeo.”

“*You're quite sure of this?”
man with the scar.

"Sure? ©Of course!”

*You've seen them at the school?”

“Everybody’s seen them,” replied Teddy.
“"Whny! w10 you wani tucin tor sometiungf?
If so, why don’t you come——"

“Never mund that!”  interrupted the
stranger. " We have our reasons—and we
shouidn t be paying you this money unless
we wanted a certain amount of—well, secreey.
You see, Miss Dare 18 @ very famous person,
and her i1dea 18 to get away tor a lhittle
holiday.™

“Yes: that's why she's at St. Frank’s,”
nodded Teddy.

“I'm a lawyer,”’ continued the man with
the scar. ** A client of mine 1s very anxious
to sccure Miss Dare's services, and she has
refused to consider the case. Well, I wani
to persuade her that 1t would be to her ad-
vantage to accept the comnission, and so I'm
anxious to get in touch with ber.”

“1f you come to the school, I'll take you
straight to Mr. Stokes’ House,” said Teddy
willingly.

“No; I'd rather arrive unannounced,”
replied the man ghbly.,  "I'm atraid that
Miss Dare will misunderstand, and perhaps
refuse to grant me an interview, So 1t is
necessary, you sce, to use a certain amount
of tact.” '

Teddy Long was easily spoofed.
lowed this yarn whole,

“1 shall await my opportunity,” continued
the man. “So what I want you to do,
young ’un, is to give yne a few details re-
garding the school. You say that Miss Dare
1s staying in Mr. Stokes’ House?”’

“¥Yes,” replied Teddy. **That’s the West
House.”

“Can you tell me how to distinguish this
particular House from the others?”

“Nothing easier,” replied Long. “When you
go into the Triangle, the main door of the
West House 1s on your left-hand side—the
first door as you go in., West Arch 1s a bit
farther along, and then there’s the main door
of the Ancient House,”

“The West House is the first one—on the
left-hand side ?” said the man with the scar,
nodding. “Right! You don’t happen tn

(Continued on page 20.)

asked the

He swiﬂ-
i

]
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HANDFORTH'S GIRL CHUM!
(Continued from page 18.)

know which 1s the window of Mr. BStokes’
sitting-room-—the room where Miss Dare 1s
most likely to be in?”

'l'LdU} Long bw,red.

‘Sitting-roow ¥” he repeated. " But you 're
not going to get in the window, are yout”

"If Miss Dare refuses to sce me, I may be
compelied to adopt somewhat unconventional
metnods,” replicd the man, who was ready
wilth his answer.

“Uh, | see,” grinned Teddy knowingiy.
“You lawyers are up to all sorts of tricks,
aren’t you?"’

“I'hat’s enough!” said the man coldly. “1
dﬂt]’t’wunt any comrments from you, young
man !”’

"Oh, sorry!” ejaculated Teddy. * Well,
let me sco—-—  Mr. Stokes’ sitting-room,
eh?  Yes, the window’s on the side, over-

looking the Chapel.”

And he gave the precise details, much to
the satisfaction of the scar-faced man. Teddy
gave other details, too—detalls that were
wormed out of him quite easily. And when
the cross-examination was over he was handed
another five shillings.

“I'm giving youn this extra money, young
'un, becausc I want you to keep quiet about
this,” said the stranger. * You understand?”

“Yes, rather!”

“If Miss Dare knows that 1 am looking
for her, she will probably give orders that 1
am not to be admitted,” eontinued the other.
"She 18 reluctant to accept my client’s case,
since she has made up her mind to take a
hohiday S it is essential that secrecy should
be nmmtauwd @

“I get you!” grinned Teddy, with a wink,
“You can trust me all right!”

The man with the scar looked at him
dubiously. Teddy was obviously a young ass.
The chances were that
he would go back to
St. Frank’s and blurt
out the whole affair,
But there was a way 1n
which to silence him.

‘““1 shall pruhuhly seo
vou again later,” said
the strangor, “And if
[ succeed 1n securing
Miss Dare’s services, I
shan’t forget you.”

“You—you mean
that you’ll give me some more money?”
asked Teddy eagerly. :

“*A pound,” nodded the man.

“A pound—in addition to this ten bob?”
gasped Long,

“ Exactly,” replied the man., " But you
won't get it if you breathe a word of what
has passed between us. I shall know—
directly I approach Miss Dare. So, you sce,
it's up to you to keep the promise you have
just made me.”

“That’s all right,”
taking a deep breath.
an oyster.”

said Teddy ILong,
“T'll keep as mum as
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And for once in his life he meant it!

And as he walked back to St. Frank’s he
was inwardly excited. He congratulated
himself upon his luck. But never once did
he guess that he had been pumped—and
pumped successfully. Neither did he guess
that those two men were bent on mischief!

CHAPTER 5.
: Molly Dare’s Perill
ILLY HANDFORTH stood 1n
W Nelson Lee’s study in the Ancient
House.

The bell for morming lessons was
just ringing, and he had had time to tell his

Housemaster about the httle incident near
the village.
“And that’s all, sir,” he concluded. “I1

thought I had better tell you about it.”

‘I have always known vou to be a boy of
sound commonsense, Willy,” nodded Nelson
Lee. "It was right of you to come to me
like this.”

“‘Wull, I thought it was rather rummy,
BLr.

“These men, vou say, asked if Miss Dare
was at St. Frank’s.” .

“I pretended to misunderstand them, sir,”
said Willy. “I mixed Miss Dare and her
niece up with two other people who were on
that train, and who went on to Caistowe. [
made the men think that Miss Eileen Dare
and Miss Molly had gone on to Caistowe in
the relief train.”

“Why did you do that?”

“Oh, I don’t know. sir—only I thought
that those two chaps looked a bit fishy!” re-
plied Willy. “I didn’t see any reason why [
should satisfy them.”

“What were these men like 7"

“One of them had a big scar across his
faee, sir—an ugly-
looking beggar, re-
plied Willy. “I didn’$
see much of the other,
but I didn’t like the
look of him. They
struck me as being,
wrong 'uns. What does
it mean, sir ?"” he added
ﬂarnestly gl Miss
Dare in any danger?’

Nelson Lee lauglwd

“You mustn’t get
such notions into your head, Willy,” he re-
plied good-naturedly. ‘‘How can Miss Dare
be in any danger here?”

“That’s not an answer, sir,” said Willy,
shaking hie head. “You’re just trying to
put me ofl.”

“I am glad you said ‘trying,” my boy,"”
remarked Lee dryly. “I think it is only

fair to tell you that these men arc—well,
they’re two of Miss Dare’s professional
opponents.”

“You mean they’re crooks, sir?”

“I didn’t exactly =ay that,” replied Nelson
Lee. “However, there is nothing for you
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THE ST. FRANK'’S

QUESTIONNAIRE

Here are twelve lesters for you, chinms—questions which refer to St. Frank’s and

&

3

ils members. Give them the * once-over,” jot down the answers lo those which you
now, and 'then compare them with the correct list which will be given, together with

anolher set of questions, next week.

. What is the name of the castle owned by
Reggie Pitt?

. Who are the occupants of Study S in
the West House?

. Who are Joan Tarrant's two bosom pals
in the Moor View School?

. How many Remove studies are there In
the Ancient House?

5. Are Etons compulsory at St.

6. What are the colours of the
School?

7. What is the name of the maste'r-furuer
whom Nelson Lee once hunted down?

Bellton on the main line of the
Southern Railway, or on a branch line?

9. Where is Sir Edward Handforth's London
house?

10. What is the name of Willy Handforth's

Frank's?
Moor View

"B. Is

11. Why are the juniors of the River
House School known as ‘* The Com-
moners "' ?

12. Who is the ventriloquist of the Remove?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’'S QUESTIONS :

1. Fzra Quirke ts the boy who gained a
reputation at St. Frank's as a mystic, and
now lives at Market Donning with his aunt.
2. Tom Durton, 3. Dr. Molyneux Hogge,

M.A. 4. Dannington 688, 5. Clarence Fifz-
gibbon, the son and heir of Sir Cyril Fit:-
gibbon, DBuart, 6. Sessue Yakama, the
Japancse boy, is alone in this study ut
present. 7. Edgar Fenton. 8. Ernest Law-
rence. 9. The River House vrotlzrs arve
known as ““The Honouralbles’ becaure i«

three leaders are the Hon.
borne, the Han.

de Vere Well
Dertram Carstairs, and the

Hon., Cyril Coates. 10. Joe Catchpole, who
lives at Pellton's Dend. 11. The College
House, 12. The Priory ruins are on the

Farl of Fdgemore's property, near the hamlet

pet squirrel?

of Edgemore.

to worry about, Willy. And I know that I|
can rely upon your discretion. The less you
talk about that little incident, the better.
You understand 27

“0Of course, sir,” said Willy.
any talking.”

“Tt is just as well that vou deceived those
moen, because it is now possible that they
will not bother Miss Darve,” continued ILee.
“Well, Willy, I think you had better be

" “71 shan’t do

ELSON LEE was looking very
thoughtful after Willy had gone.
Before he could do anything, ‘there
came a tap on his door, and Eileen
Dare entered.
“I hope I'm not troubling you, Mr. Lee

she said, as she stood in the doorway.

“Not at all,” replied Lee, rising to his feet.
117 ]‘rI A ; - El 1
ease como in, Lileen,

She entered, and there was a worried look

eroing. The bell has ceased ringing, and Mr.
Suncliffe will be impatient. Thank you for
coming direct to me i this way.”

Willy looked at Nelson lLiee in a very
straicht way.

“I wish you'd tell me the truth,
said reproachfully. “You know jolly well
that those men are a couple of rotters, and
that they're up to mischief. If there's any-
thing that I can do to help ;

“I am afraid there’s nothing,”

interrupted

T.ee. “As for Miss Dare being in any
danger, vou can dismiss that thought at
once.”

Willy went, thoroughly dissatisfied. It was
all very well for Nelson Lee to make light
of the matter, but he—Willy—knew very well
that there was some mystery behind it all.
He had not forgotten those terrified words of
Molly’s—but, of course, he had not said anv-
thing to Lee regarding that little bit of

sir,” he |

on her pretty face.

“I am dreadfully somy about this, Mr,

Lee,” she said, placing a morning paper on

the desk. “There’s a report of that train

accident here, and my name is mentioned.”
“Yes, I know,” said Lee.

“It is the very last thing I desired,
tinued the girl detective. “As you know,
my idea was to bring Molly down to St.
IFrank’s, where we would have a quiet time.
Before leaving ILondon, I took special
measurces to leave an impression that Molly
and I had gone North. This newspaper
report has ruined everything!”

COornl-

unintentional eavesdiopping.

“I wonder how they got hold of your
name?"

“I dare say it was the railway train
guard,” replied Eileen. “He knew who I
was—the boys were talking. And just
because of that the newspapers made a
ridiculous fuss. Look at this head-line,
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‘ amous Girl Detective’s Narrow
Escape.” And here’s another, * Miss
Eileen Dare's Adventure in the
Blizzard.” They’ve. made far more
fuss of me than of the accident.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Well, that’s only natural,”” he
said. ““ You mustn’t forget, Eileen,
that you are rather a famous young
lady. The newspapers saw a story
here, and they quickly seized upon
it. It is unfortunate, but I do not
think there is any reason to Le
alarmed.”

“But there 1s!” said Eileen
quickly, “It is guite likely that
those men will get to know exactly
where 1 am, and my whole object
in coming down to St. Frank’s will
be frustrated., They are dangerous
men, Mr. Lee.”

“And yet I think you can set
your mind at rest,”” said Lee.
“This is a big school, remember,
and those men would hardly dare
to take any drastic steps in so open
a manner. I am satiefied that
Molly will be in no actual danger.”

‘““I only hope that you are right,”
said Eileen quictly.

FTER morning lessons there was a
great deal of bustle amongst the
juniore. 'The snow, of course, ruled

. out football practice completely. But

there was plenty of other sport to be
obtained. Tobogganing, for example, was
very much to the fore.

Over on the slopes of the St. Frank’s Golf
Links there were any amount of ideal spots
for tobogganing, and there was a regular
rush as soon as lessons were over.

Not all the fellows were lucky enough to
own toboggans—indeed, only a comparative
few of em did so. Nevertheless, there
was the prospect of plenty of good sport,
tobogzan or no toboggan. Revelling in the
snow itself was satisfying enough.

Willy Handforth and Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon had a toboggan of their own.
It wasn’t much of an affair to look at—but
there was no doubt that it would be effective
in practical use. Willy & Co. had constructed
it a few days carlier, on the first hint of
gnow. Willy believed in being prepared.

“Plenty of time for some first-class sport
before dinner,” said Willy briskly as they set
off, dragging the toboggan behind them.
“It’ll give us a jolly good appetite, too."”

Just as they were passing the West House,
a slitn, agile figure emerged. It was Molly
Dare, and she ran eagerly up to the three
fags, her face glowing with pleasure.

“Going tobogganing ” she asked.
come, too?”

Willy looked at

“Can 1

her in some alarm, and he

The toboggan, with Molly astride it, whizzed d
shot upwards, and Molly was sent hurtling t
““ You rotters ! * gasped Willy to his two chur

was amazed to find that his heart was beating
a trifle more rapidly than usual. This was
ridioulous! He tried to regard Molly calmly.
She certainly did look ripping in her thick
woolly coat. And those stout shocs of hers
were businesslike and sturdy—not the silly
kind of shoes that girls mostly wear. Her
flushed cheeks and her sparkling eyes were
good to look at.

"Do you mind 7" she asked breathlessly.

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon grinned
widely, and Willy, ecatching sight of them,
gave them a cold lonk. -

“Mind?" he repeated, smiling at Molly.
“No jolly fear! We're only too pleased!”

“I knew you were a sport, Willy,” she said.

As Molly went off with the fars Eileen
Dare turned to Nelson Lee. They were
watching from one of the windows.
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a terrific speed,
) plunge headlong Into a deep snowdrift.

It leapt off the track,

) the rescue. ‘“ This is all your fault ! *’

“You think she'll be all right, Mr. Lee?"
asked the girl detective.

“What -possible harm can come to her?"
smiled Lee. “S8he is with all these boys—and
I don’t believe for a moment that she can be
in any danger. Far better for her to go.
The sport will do her a world of good.”

HERFE were many grins amongst the
fags when they beheld Molly walking
side by side with Willy Handforth.
It was rather fun to sce these two

together, particularly as Willy had so re-
cently expressed an utter and absolute in-
difference towards girls,

Not that Willv eared. Not, in fact, that
he could have altered the situation. Molly
had asked to come, and it had been im-
no=sible for him fo refuse.

23

“This is a bit thick, you know,” muttered
Chubby miserably, as he and Juicy Lemon
fell behind. “Think of it! Willy being
smitten by a silly kid like this!”

“You could have knocked me
down with a feather!” said Juicy
with a sniff,

““Thank goodness she’s only herge
as a visitor,” said Chubby Heath.
“8She can’t stay long, and then,
perhaps, Willy will become more
normal again. Great Scott! He's
as bad as his majorl”

Never before had Willy enter-
tained the slightest interest in any
girl, Indeed, even now he re-
peatedly told himself that he didn’t
really care a jot about Molly. It
was like her nerve to butt in. Yet,
at the same time, he found himself
enjoying her company. She wasn’t
quite the same as other girls; she
was brighter and more sensible.
There was no nonsense about her—
no silly giggling. Her blue eyes,
when they were turned upon him,
made him go all hot; and it was a
new sensation for Willy. e wasn’t
sure whether he liked it or not.

“JLook here, we won’t go on to
the links with the other chaps,”” he
sald, stopping suddenly. ‘'‘There’s
a nice slope here, and nobody seems
to be using it. Better than being
with the crowd.”

They had gone to the end of the first
meadow, and the St. I'rank’s golfi course
was some little way farther on. But here,
having climbed a slope, they stood looking
back. There was a big expanse of snow
stretching down towards the lane,

“What's the good of this?” asked Chubhy,
staring. ‘‘We want to get up on the downs,
where there are some really steep hillsides.
This gentle slope is no good. We shan’t

get up any speed!”

“We don’t want foo much speed,” replied
Willy.

“Ih 1"

“You heard what I said.”

“Yes, but Oh, I see!” said Chubby, a

grin overspreading his features. ‘‘You think

that Molly

“Never mind what I think,” snapped
Willy. “We're going to stop here. And it
you don’t like it, you can go and join the
others.”

“Well, you needn’t jump down my throat,"”
said Chubby ccmplﬂ.iningry.

Already there was a big difference in Willy.
But for Molly, he would have scorned this
gently sloping meadow. He would have re-
garded it as “'soft.” Something more ex-
citing, more thrilling, would have been
found. But just because Molly had come he
found it necessary to choose a safe slope

like this!




24 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORILS

Chubby and Juicy were disgusted. They
could sce that their whole enjoyment would
be spoilt.

“Let's have a try, anyway,” said Willy
briskly. ““Plenty of room on this toboggan
for all of us.”

Ile took his place on the front, and Molly,
agog with glee, sat behind him., Then Juicy
got on, and Chubby hesitated.

“Givo us a shove off, and then jump on,”
said Willy, glancing round. “And make it
a good shove, too. We don't want to stick
halfway.”

“We shan’t even get a start!” said Chubby
tartly.
But they did get a start.

Tn fact, Chubby and Juicy were astonished
at the speed the tcboggan gathered. The
snow was ideal, crisp and powdery, and there
was plenty of it, and after the first few
vards the toboggan, with its heavy load,
gathered way. It went shooting and hissing
down the slope, towards the hedge at the
bottom.

With rare skill, Willy turned the toboggan
in a gentle eurve so that it ran alongside
the hedge for some little distance before
coming to a standstill,

“That was gorgeous!” said Molly breath-
lessly.

“Not bad, ¢ch?"” grinned Willy.

And Chubby and Juicy were compelled to
admit that tho sport was first-rate. They
cven realised, with some little surprise, that
it was far better for them to tecboggan here
than to join the crowd.

TIIE‘E had half-an-hour of splendid fun.

After three or four fully-laden trips,
the toboggan was taken in turn.
Chubby Heath went first, and then

Juicy had his turn, After that Willy sent
his chums together, so that he was left alone
with Molly. He didn't quite know why
he did it, and Chubby and Juicy were rather
surprised.

It was significant, however, that when they
returned to the starting-point, dragging the
toboggan, Willy sent them off again. He
was chatting with Molly amiably now, and
he was discovering that she was every bit cs
sensible as a boy. This surprised him
immensely.

In fact, he was compelled to acknowledze
to himself that although she was a year
vounger than Chubby and Juicy, she was
vndoubtedly many years older in common-
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sense.  He began to regard Chubby and
Juicy as a couple of idiotic infants. Thoy
had never had any brains, anyhow.
At last, for the sake of appearances, Willy
was compelled to take a solo trip. Yet he
didn't like leaving Molly with his chums,
They were such asses that they would
probably offend her in some way; and it was
quite likely, too, that they would be un-
comfortably Dlunt regarding their leader.

And in this he was quite right. No sooner
had he gone than Chubby turned to Molly,
and looked at her with frank curiosity.

“You're a bit gone on Handforth minor,
aren’t you?” he asked, with delightful
directness,

“I think that Willy is a sport,” replied
Molly enthusiastically.

“You don't know
shaking his head.

““What do you mean?”

“He's a terror, really,” replied Chubby.

“He's on his best behaviour with you, but
"

him "

said Chubby,

“T hope you're not going to talk against
him,” interrupted the girl. “Is that quite
fair, behind his back?"

Chubby Rushed.

“0Oh, dash it, I'm not talking against him."”
he protested. “Willy 18 my pal—and Juicy’s
pal, too. He's one of the best. He's truc
blue. We'd do anything for him.”

“Rather!” said Juicy without hesitation.

“But we don’t think he's the kind of chap
for vou—that's all," continued Chubby. “ Yon

ought to seo him when he gets wild! 1lo
rules the Third with an iron hand.”
“I expect the Third needs it,” nodded

Molly,

“Tth? Why, he punches anybody’s head
at the slightest provocation,” said Juicy., **If
[ did something that he didn't like, he'd
punch mine.” :

“That's fine!" smiled Molly.

“What do you mean—fine

“T like to know that Willy is so useful
with his fists,” replied the girl ecalmly.
“What's the good of a boy unless he can
ficht? I'd just love to sce a really splendid
1]'|ght ”hi:twnon Willy and one of wyou other
HOV'S.

“Ny onlv  sainted
Chubby, staring.

Thev couldn’t sav any more just then, be-
cause Willy arrived back, flushed and breath-
less. e had had a good run down, and he
had hastened on the way up the slope.

“It's gorgeous ! he declared.
Molly, it's your turn.”

Hor eyes sparkled,

“You are a sport, Willv!” she declared.
“You mean that you're going to let me go
down alone?”

“Whv not?" asked Willy. *“You're not
made of glass, are you? We've all had a
solo run, and now 1t's your turn. What's
the good of a girl unless she can do the
things that a bov ean do?”

(Continued on page 20.)

L] L]
-

aunt!” ¢jaculated

“Now then,
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Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question “ N.L.”

readers care lo submitl to bhim.

But, although of a certaintly the resulls will be

amusing and enterlaining, the Edilor takes no responsibilily for their veracity.
Write lo Handforth, c/o the NELSON LLEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

informse me that
he was bitten

“BILLY ™
while he was away

(Worksop)
at the briny

either by a crab or a lobster, but he 1s not
sure which. How can be find out? S’easy!
Just you try out this little scheme, “ Billy "'

it can’t fail. Toddle along to your nearest
fishmmonger and ask him to show you a live
lobster and a crab. Stick your left finger
or your left big toe in the crab’s mouth, o:
claws or whatever they bite with, and at
the same time place your right finger or
your right big toe in the what I said before
of the lobster. Then wait until they bite
vou. You will, of course, immediately recog-
nize one of the bites as similar to that which
you experienced when you were away. All
you’ve got to do then is to ask the fishinonger
to tell you the identity of the brute that did
the deed.

G. 0. A. LIDGETT (England).
idea of calling me ““ Andonious,” you chump?
That strikes me as being a potty name;
about as potty as its owner—I mean, its
originator must be, Your bafiling problen

is merely silly: “*How did the milk get into

What’s the

the coco-nut?’ How the dickens do 1 know
I’m not a coco-nut!
LEONARD MACKIE (7717) D0 you

think I'm the prettiest boy in the Remove,
do you; and that Arnold McClure 1s the best
fellow in the Remove? Regarding the first,
all 1I'm capable of saying is that you can
thank your lucky stars you didn't tell me
your full address, otherwise actions would
have spoken louder than words by this time.
Mac is all right, admitted, but unfortunately
he saw your letter—it fell on his bread-and-
jam during tea-time—and now he’s become
conceited. IHe actually had the cheek to tell
me to go and eat coke just now when I
ordered him to wipe up the ink I unfortu-
nately upset on the floor.

“ROB ROY " (Glasgow).
of a stamp to write to e, is it?

I[t’s a waste
T'hen it’s

a waste of space for me to reply to you here—
and that’s that!

“BOZ" (Tottenham) asks 1if a cat has
kittens in a farmyard will they be ducks,
Most certainly! Why, only the other day,
when Irene Manners and 1 visited Joe Catch-
pole at Farmer Holt’'s place, we saw some
kittens, and Irene said they were “ducks.”

Sho also stated that they were “dea(e)rs.”

“ NOSEY."” I-’-.Edding yvour letter, I can
qth see why }cuxc called _',c:nu.rsolf nosey,

‘Nosey.”” You're quite correct when you say
that I'm never as smart as Archie Glenthorne.
But, you see, I have no ambition to look like
a tailor’s dummy, thank you!

V. STAVELEY (Blackpool) asks what I
would do if Stanley Wuldo came into Study
D and challenged me for the leadership. 1
can’t tell you here, old man. Waldo might
see what I was writing—it’s my opinion that
fellow can see through brick walls—and I
don’t want him to know my plans,

““SOCCERITE " (Chelsea) says he has a

great admiration for my goalkeeping
abilities; that he is contemplating becoming
a grm]n, himself, and he would like me to

give him some advice on the subject. I'm
always willing to oblige, old man. Goal-
Le{*pmg I8 easy—just remember that all
you’ve got to do is to keep the ball out of
the net. Follow that tip and you can’t go
wrong.

“PERPLEXED " (Plymouth) asks 1me
whether a tomato 1s a fruit or a vegetable.
I don’t know and I don’t care. Churchy
squirted one in my eye at tea-time yesterday,
and now I’ve no interest in the wretched
things, Do I like bananas? Yes—except
when I slip on the skin of one,

L1

EDWARD OSWALD.
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HANDFORTH'S GIRL CHUM!

(Continued from page 24.)

Molly placed herself on the toboggan, and
Willy prepared to give her a shove ofl,
Chubby and Juicy prepared, too—without
Willy kn:}wtng anything about it. Con-
sequentiy, when the toboggan started on its
run, it started in real earnest., Chubby and
Juicy had given a terrific heave.

“You fatheads!” yelled Willy,
vou to interferc? My only hat!
at about fifty miles an hour!”

“Do her good!” said Chubby with a grin.

Willy was relieved to hear Molly’s de-
ligl 1hd peal of laughter as the toboggan went
shooting down on its way, There was Now
a regular run cut in the snow, and the
sport was even betler than it had been at
first.

However, that extra shove had made all
the dilference. When the toboggzan reached
the turn, just near the hedge, it failed lo
negotiate 1t. Perhaps the speed was too
great, or perhaps Molly was not quite
capable of controlling her clumsy steed.

At all events, the toboggan leapt off the
track, shot upwards, and Molly was sent
hurthing through the air, to plunge headlong
ito a deep snowdrift against the hedge.

“You rotters |” gasped Willy, “I'm going
to slaughter you for this!”

“But—Dbut we didn’t know!” pasped
Chubby. “Fancy her not being able to turn
tho bend! Just like a girl l”

Willy was relieved a second
Molly emerged from the snowdrift, laughing
merrily.  Obviously, she was quite unhurt.
I point of fact, she had enjoyed that spill.
t{t added to the excitement, and it was rare
un.

She was ploughing her way out of the drift
when she happened to glance upwards cver
the top of the low hedge. And there, staring
at her, was a face!

It was the face of the man with the scar!

“Who told
She's going

later, for

CHAPTER 6.
Willy on the Job!
LI change that came over
was positively startling.

A sccond carlier she had been a
merry, laughing young girl. Now, in
a [lash, every scrap of colour left her cheeks,

AMolly Dare

and a sob of terror arose in her throat., Her
cyes wera filled with fear.

She screamed, turned, and ran,

She ran blindly, and Willy & Co., who

were approaching from the top of the b]l‘}]][‘
gazed at her in amazement. Ior they had
scen nothing of that face which had appeared
for a second over the top of the hedge, and
thus they could have no clue as to the rcason
for Molly's sudden terror.

“The man with the scar!
girl wildly,

“Creat Scott!” gasped Willy.

L]

shricked the
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Molly was running off across the meadow-—
running away from the three fags.
Iividently she did not know which direction
she was taking; her terror was so great that

she just ran b'indly.

“What happened 1 asked Chubby, with a
gulp. “lLook at her! She's scared out of
her wits!”

“She must have secen something I’ replied
Willy. “Come on! We've got to get hold
of her ani—— Ye gods and little fishes!
Look where she's going! There’s the river
just over there,  and she’s making straight
for it 1"

“I'd forgotten
Juicy frantically.

It was casy to understand how he had for-
rotten, IFor the river was coated with a thin
tilm of ice--and on the top of this there was
the snow. A stranger in the neighbourhood,
therefore, would not even kunow that thoe
river was there.

“Quick !” said Willy tensely. “We've gﬁt
to pull hur up before she gets to that bank !
Shoe won 't know the Lhimrurw, and she'll go
through !’

llu_\, all velled at the top of their voices,
but Molly Dare took no notice. She still
ran on, and it was obvious that she was in
the grip of a fearful terror,

As Willy was running,
Molly's words: *“The man with tho scar!”
She must have seen him! And Willy's sus-
picions regarding that mcident in the villago
were now doubly acute.  He had guessed,
from the first, that that man was an encmy
of some kind, but he had set the man down
as an enecmy of Kileen Dare, It secmed
that Molly was involved, too.

As fast as Willy & Co. ran, they found it
impossible to overtuke Molly before the river
bank was reached. They m]la,d again, shout-
ing their warning, but Molly, still running
on, still in the grip of that blind fear, took
the bank at a leap. If she thought anything
at all—which is doubtful—she mistook the
snow-covered ice for a lower level of the
meadow, At all events, she ran straight on,
Then there came a sudden shriek., The ice
gave way on the instant, and she plunged
through.

Willy

the river!” ecjaculated

he remembered

& Co., arriving on the bank, saw
a black, ugly gap in that broad while sur-
face. I'he water was stirring sluggishly, but
there was no sign of the j_:;'l]"l
“She's gunul" sobbed Chubby. “1HHelp!
Help 17
Willv did not even, pause. In his stride,
he dived into the river. It secmed as though
paralysis seized bun during the first moment,
The icy coldness of the water gripped hun,
and the breath was taken out of his body.
He dived straight under, coming up a little
farther beyond, his head smashing the thin
ice and ha,miln;.a, it in all directions. He was
frantic with alarm. ‘T'here was no sign of
Molly
He caught sight of something just under
the water, and he dived again, This time
he came up clutching at Molly’'s coat, and
to his untold relief he saw that her head was
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above water. She was breathing heavily,
gusping, and there was a wild fear in her
2y es,

“It's all right, Molly,” panted Willy.
“Nothing to be scared of. We'll soon have
you out,’

Chubby and Juiey helped valiantly, They
reached over, caught hold ot Molly, and
lifted her out of the water. A moment later
Wiily was beside them.

YUl tuke her!”” he said quickly.

“No, no—you mustn’t!” panwed Chubby.
“You've done cnougn, old man! Juicy and
I will m

“No, you won't!” interrupted Willy.
“The exercise will do me good—it’s what 1
need.  You fellows run on ahcad and get
hold of Mrs. Stokes. Tell her to have a bed
all ready—with warm blankets and hot-water
bottles, and things.”

“But—-"

“Don’t argue—get on with it 1"’ said Willy
grimly.

His chums recognised his tones, and they
went off like a couple of hares.

Willy took Molly in his arms and followed,
walking firmly and steadily. He knew that
this ecxertion would keep his eirculation
gomng, and the chaunces were that he would
not suffer any serious consequences. lle was
a hardy youngster, anyhow,

He was glad that most of the other fellows

were busy tobogganing farther afield, He
did not want an audience just now.
“You mustn’t ecarry me like this,” whis-

pered a husky voice in his
ear. I ocan walk, Willy
—really ! I'm all righ:
ncwl!‘?

“No, wvou're not,” said
Willv. “You're going to be
carried.”

“I—I didn't know the
river was there,” lalterad
Molly. “I didn't know angy-
thing—I just ran.”

“Why were you so fright-
ened ¥”

“I1 saw him—the man
with the scar!” hreathed
Molly. *““He was looking over the hedge at
me! 1 don't seem to remember much after
that."

“Don’t try to remember,” urged Willy.

Mrs, Stokes will

“You'll be all right soon, .
and wrapped In

soon have you undressed
warm blankets.”

ILEEN DARE was with Mra. Stokes
F when Willy arrived.
.

They were, in fact, on the West

House steps, and Handforth & Co.

and Travers and a few other Removites were
in the vieinity, too.

“Great Scott! What's happened?” asked
Edward Oswald. “What's my minor been
doing "

“He's saved Molly’s life—that's what he’s
seen doing,'’ said Chubby Heath, breathing
vard. “Dived in the river and rescued her!”
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“I thought something bad would happen if

you silly fags went toboganning ! said
Handtorth sternly.  “You're too jolly reck-
less I

Molly was taken by Mrs. Stokes and Eileen
and she was swiftly carried indoors: In a
warm bed-roou, where a fire was giowing,
Molly was stripped and rubbed vigorously
with warm towels, After that she was
wrapped 1n hot biankets and placed in a big-
easy-chair 1n front of the fire.

tiileen Dare went to the door then, opened
it, and beckoned to Nelson Lee and Dr.
Brett, who were waiting outside with Mr.
Beverley Stokes. All three men entered.

“She s all right,” said the doctor, after an
examination, “I don’t think she's even
caught a chill. Young Handiorth did well to
bring her in so quickly, and the precautions
that you have taken, Miss Dare, iuu’e saved
her from any ill-consequences,”

"I'm so relicved,” suid Eileen gratefully.

A tap sounded on the door.

“Come in!"’ calied Mrs. Stokes.

Willy came in—changed, and looking none
the worse,

“ How 1= she, sir "’ he asked anxiously.

“1 am glad to tell you, Willy, that she is
ittle or none the worse for her adventure,”
said Nelson Lee. ' But you mustn’t stay here
now."

"It was awiully good of you to save me,
Willy,” said Molly, a warm light in her eyes,
"I went right under—under the ice. [

thought T was never coming up again, I
shall never be able to thank you.”

"I don vt neced any thanks,” growled Willy.
“I'm only too glad that everything’s all

right.”

Nelson Lee led Willy outside, and he
looked at the fag steadily.

“Tell me, Willy—what happened?” he
asked.

“She fell in the river, sir—"

“I know that,” interrupted Lee. " And 1

do not 1magine for & moment that she fell
into the river through any fault of yours.
She went tobogmaning with you, but I have
sufficient faith in you, Willy, to know that
you would look after her.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Willy. ‘' She had
a solo run, and we gave her a push off. It
was rather too much of a push, and when
she got to the bottom of the slope she cap-
sized. That was nothing, though—it didn’t
hurt her. But suddenly she jumped up,
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screcamed. and ran away in terror., She
shouted : *The man with the scar!” and went
on towards the river.”

“Did you see any man?”

““No, sir; but she told me that she saw the
man looking over the hedge at her,” said
Willy, “7That's why she was so scared.
She couldn’s tell the river was there because

it's covered with ice and snow. But, of
course, 1t’s unsafe, and she went clean
through.™

* And you dived in and saved her,” nodded
Nglson Lee. *Well done, Willy! By the
way, did any of the other boys see this man
with the scar? Did they know that he had
been looking over the hedge ?”

“Not that I know of, sir,” replied Willy.
“Molly told me as we came along, but the
other chaps didn’t hear—and they didn't see
anvthing, either.”

“It is just as well,”’ said Lee slowly. “ And
I want you, Willy, to promise me that yon
won't mention anything about this.”

“I'll promise if you want me to, sir,”
said Willy readily. “But what does it all
mean?"”

“I'm afraid I cannot tell you just now,"”
replied Lee. “It is obvious to you, how-
ever, that Molly is in some danger. If I
had known that anything of this sort would
happen I would not have allowed you to
take her out this morning."’

“It’s that blighter with the scar on his
face,” said Willy wrathfully. “I knew therc
was something fishy about him as soon as he
stopped me in the village. He's a crook,
sir! A beastly rotter—and if I catch sight of
him again I'll—I'll—"

“You'll do nothing,”" broke in Lee, secizinyg
Willy by the shoulder. “Understand, young
man?”

“"But, sir—

“You'll do nothing,” repeated Lee. .l
don't want you to get vourself into any
trouble, Willy. Have nothing to do with
that man—or his companion, either.”

“You might tell me who they are, sir—and
what their game is,”” said Willy earnestly.
“1'd like to help, if I can.”

“I] am afraid there is nothing that you
can do,” replied Lee, shaking his head *“1In
fact, Willy, I should like you to forget the
whole incident. ILet it be supposed, by most
of the school, that Molly met with an
ordinary mishap in consequence of the to-
boggan overturning.”

]

“That's a bit difficult, sir,”” said Willy.

“Chubby and Juicy saw her running away,
sereaming with fright.”

“But they did not see the man with the
scarred face,” said Lee. " Let them wonder—
but do not give them any further informa-
tion."”

“Well, one thing’s certain, sir—those men
know that Molly and Miss Eileen are at the
school,” said Willy. “And they're up to
mischief, too. If you like, sir, I'll form the
Third Form into a kind of bodyguard. We'll
take it in turns to watch and guard over
Miss Eileen and her niece.”

Nelson Lee smiling!y shook his head,
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“1 appreciate your thoughtfulness, Willy,
and I thank you,” he said, “but I do not
think any such measure as that is necessary.”

And, much to Willy's dissatisfaction, he
was compelled to be content with that.
Nelson Lee/ would not give himn the slightest
inkling as to the 1dentity of the two
mysterious men; neither would he explain
why they were so interested in Miss lileen
Dare and Molly.

Willy felt a bit peeved about it.

“So I can’t help, ¢ch?"”’ he muttered to him-
self, as he went away. *“All right! We'll
sce about that!”

R. BRETT insisted upon giving Willy
D an examination, and Willy was re-
liecved when the doctor stated that

he would not be required to go to

bed. The brisk exercise and exertion, imme-
diately  following +he immersion, had
nullifiecd any 1ill effects that might have

resulted.

There was, of course, a good deal of talk
in tho Junioer School,

It was generally believed that Molly had
fallen into the river because of some mishap
to the toboggan. Chubby and Juicy had
freely said that Molly had been frightened
by something, but nobody took much notice,

That evening a hard frost set in, and there
was some prospect of further revels on the
morrow.  The wind had completely died
down by now. and there was every promise
of a fine, moonlit night.

Molly had not been seen again, and
although Willy had casually popped into the
West House once or twice he had becn un-
able to ecatech sight of Eileen Dare or Mrs.
Stokes,  And he hardly liked to go up to
the Housemaster’s private quarters and Lo
ask to sece Molly.

Chubby  and Juicy were thoroughly
alarmed. There was a great change in Wally,
I{o ignored them—he even seemed to dislike
their company. They were more than ever
convinced that their celebrated young leader
was “smitten,”

At bed-time Willy was very quict. Some
of tha fags started kicking up a noise in the
dormitory, but he soon stopped it. DMany
of the other fags wanted to chip him., They
were keen upon asking him what it was like
to be in love-—but they refrained from any
such rashness. Willy’s right was too famous.

They misunderstood him, of course,

He was thinking about Molly, 1t 1s true—
but in a very different way from what they
believed. Willy was anxious about the girl,
Heo knew that she was in danger of some
kind. Those mysterious men were bent upon
some evil. And although it was obvious that
Nelson Lee was on the job, Willy was still
dissatisfied. He was irritated because his
own offer of help had been turned down.

Ilouse was asleep—with the excep-

tion of Willy. Willy had other plans

-

o

T a quarter past ten every fag in ihe
Third Form dormitory in the Ancient

L in mind., As Lhe school clock chimed out the
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““ Keep your hands just where they are,
march befora me —
glass bomb broke against Nelson Lee's lace, and next moment his legs seemed to sag and he fell into

the snow in

quarter-hour he slipped out of bed, pulled
some clothes on, and tiptoed silently out ol
the dormtory.

Cverything  was  guiet  owside 1n the
corridor. He passed aiong 1t, reached the
staircase which led upwards towards tne

atties, and mounted them. He slipped noise-
lessly into one of the atties, closed the door,
and gave a murmur of sausfaetion.

“Weli, that's all right,”” bhe muttered,
“Nobody's spotted me, and 1 shall be safe
here.’

The moonlight was commg nto the little
room, and he quickly donned his thiek over-
cout—which he had brought up there before
bed-rime,  He piar his shoes on, too. 'Then
he sat himself ar the window on an upturned
trunk.

tlis vigil had commenced.

This box-room window overlooked the
West Square, and Willy had taken the
trouble 1o find out wheh West House window
belonged to Mollv's hed-room. He could see
a faint glow in 1t now, on the other side of

the curtains. All the other windows were
dark, except two. One of them. he knew,
belonged to  Eileen Dare's bed-room, and
the other was occupied by Mr. and Mrs,
Stokes,

But 1t was Mbollv's bed-room in which he
was interested.  This particular attic gave
a good. clear view of that window on the
other side of the square,

Willy did not hke the look of things at
all, and he had resolved to keep wateh to-
night. It was all very well for Nelson Lee

commanaex
He broke off then, for suddenly one of the men jerked his wrist.

I.‘-\.

** Turn round and
A small

neison Lee grimly.

a erumpled heap

to say that he needed no help, but Willy had
a sort of hunch that his own assistance might
be needed.

Anyhow, there would be no harm in him
sitting up like this and keeping watch. At
the worst, 1t would only mean the loss of
some hours’ sleep. He had determined that
if nothing happened by three o'clock in the
morning he would go back to bed.

Exactly what he expeeted to happen he
could not even tell himself. He didn’t know.
And when he came to analyse his motives
and his feelings, he was rather startled.
Would he have done anvthing like this for
anvbody else” Was it because of Molly that
he wis so interested?

He was afraid to answer the questions.
He only knew that this was the very first
time in his life that any girl had interested
himm. OF course, Molly was different—totally
avd absolutely different from any of the
other girls.

But was she?

Willy was freshly startled. Wasn't it some-
thing in hin which made her seem different?

“Oh, well, what does it matter?” he mut-
tered tmpatiently at length.,  “She's a girl
and she s in danger It’s up to me to help
her if the need arises.”

It spoke volumes for his determination and
his strength of will that when midnight
arrived he was as alert as ever, and he was
not even feehng sleepy. He had made up his
mind to keep this vigil, and he was keeping
it faithfully.

k|
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The light in Molly’s window had now gonao
fmt—ant.% the other lights were extinguished,
100.

St. Frank's slept.

T'he night was singularly quict—after the
roar and howl of the recent blizzard., The
moon was shining clearly, casting black,
inpenetrable shadows,  Sitting at his window,
Willy could see almost every inch of the
West Square.  There was only one strip
where the shadows were deep and mysterious,
I[Ie watched this curiously—he watched it,
growing wider as the moon moved.

As one o'clock approached he began to

think that has fears had been g‘l[:llll[ilf“ﬁ
Perbaps all this mystery was not so menacing
as he had thought.

After all, he didn't know anything about
AMiss Etleen Dare's circumstances, Derhuaps
the man with the scar was a relative of some
kind—somo unwanted cousin, or somebody

like that, Yet Willy found i1t difficult to
believe this, He could not forget DMolly's
awful terror.

It  wasn't until one o'clock boomed
solemnly ous from the school tower that
something happened., Then Willy beecame on
the alert., Was it mmagination, or had he

scen o movoment amid the deep shadows,
near West Arch?

ke forgot the fact that he was feeling cold
and chilled. He bent nearer to the window,
watching intently.

fHis heart pumped.
thorel

Two fizures were creeping stealthily for-

There was a movement

ward, tip-toeing, progressing inch by inch,
Aud they were making straight towards
Molly’s windew |
CHAPTER 1.

The Men of Mystery!l

GLOW of satisfaction swept ove: Willy
Hauandforth,
He wasn't pleased beeause these
rascals had come. He was pleased
beeause he bad anticipated their move, His
vigil had not been in vain. ke would be
able to warn—-

His thoughts ccased abruptly, For just
then something happened which was quite un-
cxpected.

The two men had nearly
Molly's window, And now,
the deeper shadows a third forin suddenly
appcared. It eame out quickly, and there
was something gripped in one of its hands.

At the same sccond, Willy pushed open the
attic window and leaned out. &

“Iands up!™ heard somebody say, in
a grim, cold voice.

It was the voice of Nelson Leel

Willy caught his breath in sharply, e
was surprised—and relieved. Until this
moment he had not known that Nelson Lee,
too, was keeping a vigill No wonder Lee
had told him that his cwn services would
not bo required.

&
rot  beneath
from one of

He heard startled exclamations from the
two men., They were completely surprised,
and they raised their hands on the instant.

They stood there, facing Lee, bafHed.
" = 1]
“Keep your hands just where they are,
came Lee's quict, ealin voice. “Turn round,

and march before me——"
He broke off, for at that sccond one of
the men jerked his wrist. It was all over

in a flash. ‘l"r"i”}' []'LDHEhl he saw E-‘:DIIH‘T}I:H.’I_L:
clint in the moonlight. The next second
there was a tinkle of broken glass—a mere
whisper of sound. And in the same moment
Nelson Lee's knees seemed to sag and he
fell into a crumpled heap in the snow,
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“He's all right!” ecame a muttered comn-
ment from one of the men. “ Better leavoe
him here.  And we must work fast.”

Willy felt incapable of action for a moment.
The thing had happened so abruptly—so un-

{*RIH’CT{ ulx A momoent Ao Nelzon Lee had
been in t-r,u*‘;uml of the Hmltum now ho
was lving unconscious on the groun d.

What had happened?

Willy had no difficulty in guessing. One of

those men had held something in his hand
and in spite of the menace of Lee's revolver
he had flung it.

A glass bulb, probably, eontaining a deadly
gas. The bulb had broken on Nelson Lece's
face, and he had mmhaled the poisonous fumes.

These two men were working quickly now
—totally unconscious of the fact that thero
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was a witness of the entire scene, A ladder
was swiftly produced from the black shadows,
and hoisted up against the window of Molly's
bedroom. It was quite a low window, oun
the first floor. The ladder reached it with:
out difficulty,

One of the men began cauntiously to ascend.

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Willy,
coming to himself with a start.

HE knew that it was time for him to
act.

Nelson Lee had been on the watch,

and Lee had acted boldly. But he

had met with disaster. In spite of all his
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precautions, he had fallen a victim to these
myvsterious men. And now, in spite of him.
they were continuing with their task.

It was obvious to Willy that it was their
intention to kidnap the girl,

And what could Willy do?

[f he tackled these men single-handed he
would certainly go under. TIf he aroused the
school there would be a long delay, and
before anything could be done those men
would have escaped—probably taking Molly
with them. Indeed, if there was a commotion
of any kind they would throw precaution
to the winds and they would go all out to
achieve their object. And perhaps in the
onfusion and noise thev would succeed,

oI

Willy’s brain worked like lightning, and
within the spaco of three seconds he had
made up his mind what to do.

He scuddled downstairs like a hare, and it
was the work of a moment for him to unbolt
the maimn door. He ran out, and found the
Triangle deserted. He flew across to the
school wall, leapt over, and a gulp of satis-
faction came into his throat,

Standing there, some little distance down
the lane, was a saloon car, without any hghts,
Willy had counted upon this being the case.
He had expected to find the car there. How
else could these men escape with their vietim?

Willy’s first move was to creep forward,
and to tauke a quick look into the car. It
was empty.

Good ! There were only these two men to
deal with, then.

He pulled out a big elasp-knife, and withous
hesitation he plunged it into the wall of one
of the tyres. There was a sharp, noisy, rush
of air,  The ballon tyre became completely
deflated.

If Willy had attempted to plunge that
knife through the tread he wnqu probably
have failed. But the walls of a tyre are
thinner, and can be quite easily penetrated.

Willy went to the next tyre, and treated
it i the same way. He repeated his tactics
with the other two—until all four tyres were
flat on their rims.

“They can't get far like this!” he muttercd
gloatingly.

He dodged back across the road, crouching
in the snow behind a big pile of stones.
He had heard the sounds of the approaching
men. His hiding-place was dark, and he
could look out with a fair amount of safety.
He beheld the two men approaching, and
one of them carried a great bundle in his
armnis.

“They've got her!” breathed Willy fiercely.
“By jingo! This is awful!”

But this resourceful tag was not bafiled.

He knew that he eould not rely upon any
help. The school still lay asleep—and Nelson
L.ee, no doubt, was uneonscious in the West
Square. If Willy shouted for help he might
do more harm than good. It was certain,
indeed, that he would be attacked and
probably ‘“‘laid out.”

So he waited, watching with eager, intent
cyes.

One of the men opened a rear door of the
car, and the bundle was lifted in and placed
on the rear seat. The men closed the door,
and went round towards the front of the
CAT,

And here Willy took a chance,

Without making a sound, he crept forward,
bhending low. He reached the side of the
car, and it was the work of a second for
himm to open the door. The two men wero
on the other side, just against the driver's
door. They were talking in low voices, and
one of them was lighting a cigarette. Evi-
dently they believed that they had plenty of
time, and that everything was all right.
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Expecting to be challenged every sccond,
Willy reached into the ecar, dragged the
bundle towards him, and he felt that it was
warm, He gripped firmly, drew it towards
him and claspea it. Then with excessive
cantion he closed the door agrain, and padded
round to the back of thoe car,

“"Done it!” he breathed exultantly.

He could hardly believe that it was true.
Right i front of these men's eyes, Le had
rescued Molly !

He crouched at the rear of the car, not
daring to make any other move. He was
hoping that the men would get in and drive

oft without discovering their loss. It would
be too risky for him to run with his burden,
for it was almost certain that he would he
heard and chased, and he would stand utterly
no chance.

Then, at
happened.

A figuro came climbing over the wall, and
Willy recognised Nelson Lee.

There was a shout from the men, and with
one accord they leapt into the car, slamming
the doors after them. The engine sprang
into hfe, and the car jerked forward.

Nelson Lee cameo running along from the
school wall, staggering slightly.

“It's all right, sir!"” gasped Willy, meeting
him. *I've got her!”

*“Good heavens!” ejaculated Nelson Lee,
amazed “Willy! What on earth—— You
—yvou mean o

“Yes, sir!” panted Willy, “I managed to
get her omk of the car before they drove off—
and they dida't spot me, either!”

But Nelson Lee was staring down the
road. The car, after swerving and skidding,
had come to a halt. One of the men had
got out and was staring down at the tyres.

“I did that, sir,” said Willy. “T jabbed
my knife into tho tyres, you know.”

“Wiait here!” said Lee grimly.

He ran towards the car, and Willy caught
a glimpse of the detective’s revolver., Not
that Lee was able to unse it, for the man
had leapt back into the car, and a moment
later the saloon car was in motion again, It
went tearing furiously down the lane, bump-
g and rattling. The men were desperate
now, and they were running the car on flat
tyres, regardless of the damage that might
be caused. Their only object was to escapo,
Of course, they were under the impression
that Molly Dare was in the back, They
had not yet discovered the full truth.

Nelson Lee came back and joined Willy.

“Aren’t yon going after them, sir?” asked
the fag. “What about getting out your car
and giving chase? You're bound to over-
tale them—-

“I don’t think so, Willy,” said Lee, *They
will soon find that the girl is not there, and
they will be more anxious than ever to
cscape. They will drive madly. No; it will
be better for me to hurry indoors and to
telephone the police. Not that they will be

that moment, somcthing clse

of munch avail. Those men are certain to ]
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abandon the ear very shorlly, and they will
escape, Come, Jet me have the child.’’

Lee took the bundle into his arms, and he
carefully drew the blankets aside and looked
at Molly's face. It was pcaceful and calm,
and had retained its normal colour.

“Is sh2 in a bad way, sir?” asked Willy
anxiously.

*“No; I imagine that she has been given a
dose of the same gas that laid me low,”
replicd Lec. - “ It 15 evidently harmless stull—
for I am feeling no 1ll effects, Thank heaven
vou were so prompt, my boy! You have
dono wonders!”’

"I asked you to let me help, sir,” said Willy
reproachfully.

“Perbaps I was unwise not to accept your
offer,” acknowledeed Liee. “However, wo
must not stand herce talking.”

“HEY walked back towards the school
1 gates, Liee giving Willy a key so thas
be could unlock them.

“] am glad that nobody has been
aroused,” said the schoolmaster-detective,
“How was 1t, Willy, that you happened to
be on the spot =o handily 7"

“I was watching from one of tho attice
windows in the Ancient House, sir,” said
Willy.

“Watching ?
girl’s window 1"’

Do you mean watching tho

“Yes, sir,” replied Willy guietly. *“*I had
an idea that something might happen. I'vo
been up there ever since about half-past ten,
and when I saw those two men creeping
into the West Square I knew that I hadn’s
wasted my tune.”

“Dravo, Willy ("

“Then you butted in, sir, and I had an
idea that everything was all right,” con-
tinued Willy., *““DBut when they threw that
gas thing at you I knew that it was up to
me to do something—and to do it quickly.”

“Why didn't vou arouse the school ?*’

“I knew there wouldn't be time, sir. So
I scudded downstairs, got outside, and
punctured those tyres. Then I grabbed Molly
while the men weren't looking and took her
out of the car. I'm jiggered if 1 know how
I did it—and cven now I can’t understand
why they didr’t sce me or hear me. Lucky,
wasn't it, sir?”

“I'm not so sure that it was fucky,” replied
Lee.  “You have acted with singulae
courage, Willy, and T am very pleased with
yOu.

“Do you think she'll be all right, sir?”

“Mercifully, I think that she will awaken
in the morning and know nothing whatever
of what has happened,’”” replied Lee. “Thig
gas is of a peculiar quality ; it produces
almost instantancous unconsciousness.”

“You went down pretty quickly, sir.”

“Something struck me in the face—see,
there are one or two small cuts on my cheek
—and the next moment I was down,” said
Lee. “But the effects soon wore off. Tf you
had not been on the alert, however, I should
have been too late. T do not doubt that the
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men  nsed the same with
Molly.”

“The rotters!”’ said Willy wrathfully,
“1t’s awful, sir! Who are they, and why
do they want to kidnap a jolly fine girl like
Molly

“1 am afraid 1 ecannot explain matters
now, replied Lee, "'These men must have

administered the gas while Molly slept—and

precisely gas

thus she knew nothing, They simply
wrapped her in the bedelothes, just as she
was, and carried her down.”

“And if she's put back to bed, and the
clothes smoothed out, she won’t know any-
thing 7" asked Willy. *“ By jingo, that's a
good 1idea, sir!”

“I shall trust vou, Willy, to keep vour

mouth shut,” said Lee. *‘The less said about
this unfortunate business, the better. And
Molly herself must on no aceount have the
slightest inkling of what has happened.”’

ILEEN DARIS was aroused as soon as

E Lee and Willy got into the West
House.

She ecame out in her drea‘aing-gown

looking very charming in spite of her ruffled

hair and startled eyes. Nelson Lee quickly
explained what had happened, and the girl
detecttve  listened with growing con-
sternation,

“I cannot understand it,” she said. “Oh,
Mr. Lee, I blame myself for this! 1 sleep

very lightly, and I was sure that I would
awaken if anything was wrong. Yet I knew
nothing! Those men must have worked like

shadows !

“They did,” nodded Lee. "They drugged
Molly in her sleep, and so, of course, they
made no sounds. I want you to take the
chld and put her back to bed—so that she
will know nothing.”

ialeen obeyed. And when she returned she
found Nelson Lee and Willy in the passage.

“It’s all right,” whispered Eileen. “She’s
getting over the effects of the drug—hut she
knows nothing. Even if she awakens now
she will merely think that she has had,
perhaps, a dream,”

They told her what had happened, and she

tL
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On the scene within ten seconds ol
the murder! That was the boast
Professor Larsen made about his
crook-catching device—and it came
true! In a deserted mill a man lay
dead and the police arrived in time
to arrest a young man as he was
leaving. What connection had this
murder with the strange house where
the professor ran a school for engi-
neers ? That was the secret Sexton
Blake set himself to probe. This is
an absorbing detective novel—not to
be missed on any account,
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“ After this, Mr. Lee, I shall have Molly

in my own bed-room,” she declaved. *Oh,
those dreadful men!”
“Who are they, sir?” urged Willy. “You,

Miss Eileen! Won't you tell me? I mean,
haven't I earned the right to know ?”

“Yes, you certainly have, Willy,"” replied
LEilcen gently. “Just now, however, 1 think
it would be better if I said nothing.”

“But those men will cause more trouble,
miss,” said Willy. “And now that they
know you and Molly are here they’'ll
have another try. Why don’t you go to some
place in secret—somewhere—— By jingo!
I've got an idea!”

“I'll warrant it’s a good one,’
TLee drvly.

“My pater’s place, near Bury St. Ed-
munds, sir!”’ said Willy, his eyes gleaming.
“Travis Dene—that’s what it’s called, you
know., Why not come to Travis Dene for
Christmas 7"

“Oh, but you cannot invite me like this,”
said Etleen. “It is very good of you—-""

“Nobody will know, and Molly will be
safe!” interrupted Willy. “I’ll fix it with
my pater and mater! We're going to have a
bie party there, too—and if only you and

* said Nelson

#

Molly could go there on the quiet, who's to
know ? These rotters will be diddled!”

“Upon my soul, it is certainly an excelient
idea,” said Nelson Lee, looking at Iilcen.

“But can it be arranged?” asked the girl
deteetive doubtfully.

“Leave it to me!” grinned Willy.
can’t wangle it, then 1'll give up all
ever wangling anything again!”

HE fact of the matter was, Willy had
grown to like Molly Dare quite a

lot, and he had firmly made un his
mind to do everything in his power to
help his new girl chum. '
Incidentally, Christnas at Travis Dene
promised to be particularly interesting—and
exciting, tool

bt b A §

hope of

THE END.

(“The Ghost of Travis Denecl” is the title
of newet Wednesday's grand special Christmas
yarn, chums. Snowfights, ghosts, mystery,
thrills all go to make this the best Christmas
story you've ever read. And to avold dis-
apointment order your copy of the enlaracd
Christmas number of the Old Paper without
delay!)
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= CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

ST R R

(. E. Howard, 27, Henrictta Street, Southsea,
wisties to hear from the secretary of the Extra
Correspoudence Club,

Arthur Smith, 69, Greenough Street, Wigan,
Luanes., would like correspondents, ages 10--14.
B. Hitchcock, ¢/o Forests Dept., Perth, Western
Australia, wanls correspondents.

Archie Shapiro, Bl1, Forest Street, Forest Hill,
Johannesburg, South Africa, wants correspondents.

Henry W. H. Pitman, 18, Eugene Street,
Meandows, Nottingham, would like to lear from
etamp collectors.

Winston Ridgway, 244,
Ivanhoe, N. 21, Melbourne,
correspondents in America.

J. W Doucher, 18, Horsman Street, Grosvenor
Street, Camberwell, London, S.E.5, wants issues
of the N.L.L., old series, under No. 300.

Miss Margaret Cook, 27, Stanley Road, Nechells,
Birmingham, wants girl correspondents anywhere;
azes 14—15.

S. Crocker, 33, Pennsyvlvania Tload, Ellacombe,
"l\‘_o;q;_lar, S. Devon, wants back numbers of the
at o M. Lis

J. R. Moore, Hordern's Depnt, 281, Canterbury

toad, Yakemha, Sydney, Australia, desires back
numbers of the N.L.L.

John Tobert Rogers, 207, Monument Road,
Bloemfontein, Orange Free State, South Africa,
wants correspondents in British Isles and the
States.

Miss TFlorence (Cant,
Clapton, London, E.S5,
girl rcaders overseas.

hie

HHTE

Hceidelbero
Australia,

TRoad,
wants

199, Northwold

: Road,
would like to

hear from

Charles IR, Watson, 61, Clarence Road, London,
E.16, wants members for his English and Colonial
Correspondence Club.

M. Petrie, 15, Sidney Street, Arhroath, N.B.,
would like correspondents interested in swimming
and all sports.

Josecph A. Conroy, 8, Ruth Street, Everton,
Liverpool, wants correspondents in Scotland,
interested in football and cycling; ages 1416,

Lloyd Whitehouse, 6, Uplands Road, Hillficlds
Park, Fishponds, Bristol, dcsires - correspondents
for his Overscas Club.

Robert A. Lambourne, The Corner Stores,
Shinfleld, Reading, wants to hear from readers,
Di:ﬁﬁciully stamp collectors, for his correspondence
elub,

Tom Dodson, Pukuatua Strect, Rotorua,
Zealand, would like to hear from rcaders.

Vincent Hogan, P.0., Thomas Street, Dublin,
wants correspondents interested in athletics.

Albert Simmons, 3830, Claremont Road,
Side, Manchester, wants correspondents.

Leonard T. Gale, 7, Buckwell Street, Plymouth,
desires correspondents.

Miss B. Blue, 221, Anderson Bay Road, Dunedin,
Otago, New Zealand, wants girl correspondents.

G. Murphy, 12, Hill Strect, Dukinfield, Cheshire,
would like correspondents anywhere, age 13;
interested in photography and swimming,.

Fred Campbell, P.O. Box 42, Cloncurry, Queens.
land, Australia, wants correspondents,

Sid Cole, 22, Glohe Terrace, Grays, E=scx, would
like correspondents anywhere.

~Miss Lena Douthwaite, 62, IHastings Street,
ITendon, Sunderland, wants girl corrcspondents.

Miss Ida G. Locke, TFerndale, Liss, Hants,,
wishies to hear frowm girl readers.

Mew

Moss



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY QOF

SCHOOL STORIES

Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

favourites of some readers. 1 sometimes
get letters telling me that Dick Good-
win or Tom Burton or some junior
like that is somebody’s favourite character.
And yet these chaps, and others like them,

I’M often surprised by the extraordinary

are hardly ever to the front. So I can’t
quite understand why they should be
favourites. Here’s Leslie H. H. Rickson, of
London, S.E.17, assuring me that Regpie
Pitt 1s his favourite.

come Into the stories a

quarter so much as lots of

other fellows. 1 can only as-

sume that such juniors as

Pitt and Goodwin and Burton
are particularly favoured by

some readers because these
readers have fond memories
of the series in which they
were featured. It's a case of
absence making the heart
grow fonder. 1 dare say all
those readers who regard

Handforth as a silly chump
would begin to look upon him
as their favourite character if
he dropped out of the stories
for a month or two.

- ® *

COULD write a St. Frank’s
I story 1f I chose about
juniors and seniors who
would be absolute stran-
gers to everybody. Readers
would open the Old Paper and

see strange, unfamiliar names, and they
would wonder what on earth was the

rgEyg ~
matter. There are so many chaps at St.

IFrank’s that it’s sheerly impossible for me
to bring a half, or a quarter, or even an
eighth of them into any one particular story.
If I did make a drastic ehange like this, just
for the fun of 1t, I doubt if the move would
be popular. Do those readers whose
favourites consist of the more or less obscure

characters wili have to wait l'Jatic:nily—-undl

hope for the best!

OUR READERS
PORTRAIT GALLERY

Ernest Walton

at St. Frank’s just now. What with
Nelson Lee and Nipper just escaping
death at the hands of their Chinese
enemies, and one thing and another, the old

TI'IINGS are getting a bit more exciting

school 1is having more than its share of
thrills. And by what 1 can see, there’s not
likely to be much change. Miss Eileen
Dare’s presence at St. Frank’s just now

looks like leading to something unusual In

Yet Reggie due:-n’t| the way of excitement. I cannot help think-

ing that there is something
behind her apparently casual
visit to Mr, and Mrs. Stokes,
They've said nothing to me,
of course, but I've heard of
what has recently happened,
and D've already related it.
And I'm confidently cxpect-
ing that there will be some
startling developments in the
very near future. I have an
idea that the majority of
readers will be pleased. This
is the age of thrills. And if
yeaders would carc to send
me their opinions, I shall be
pleased to comment upon any
letters that seem to call for
such treatment. W oul d
readers prefer me to relate the
easy-going school adventures,
and miss out the thrilling in-
cidents, or would they prefer
me to concentrate on the
thrills? Send me a line now,

chums. Here's the address: Kdwy Searles
Brooks, KEditorial Office, NeLsoN  Len

Lizrary, FKleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. '

% - 3

RNEST WALTON, of Pudsey, ncar
E Leeds, whose photograph is seen this
week, is 24 vears of age, and he has

been a reader for a good many years,

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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Here’s the SECOND

INSTALMENT of our THRILLING NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL,

CHUMS!
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Ferrers Locke

Troubled Waters!

ERRERS LOCKE was smiling, but in-

F wardly he was excited. He had been

quick to realise that the only clue he

had got was the name “Ferdinand,”

and that in this, moreover, rested the con-

nection between the beautiful young lady
and tho fire at Hinton Terrace.

“Madam,” he said politely, ““please re-
quest the gentleman to remove the dagger.
I heard you utter the name of IFerdinand,
and I think I can help

The lady was holding a dainty handker-
chief to her mouth.

“Who are you, m'sieur ?" she asked, as if

she feared to hear the answer {o her
question,
Locke gave her one of his cards. She

stared at it and then start of
SUrprise.
“A man was murdercd at Charing Cross
Station, barely an hour ago,” said Locke.
’ J 20,
“Ile was wearing a ring engraved with a
' four-legged cagle. This

gave a

vou. I was the last ” _ gentleman  carries  a
person  to leave the 1 will not leave a sloie 'HHfH'J'HEd similar one, That
burning house.” - , i = house—the captive—

Tho statemont caused MMl I baverestored the kidnapped (0™ 1 adam—are  all

amazement, T b e Kino to bis country I So savs  connected in some way
stiletto wavered:; the D . G : with this outrage, and
lady gasped. S h o [Ferrers Locke, little realising the  the police——" 1
stared at Locke doubt- : i : . saomy “No, no!” she eried.
fully, opened her IHIMEHSE difficulties and perilsthal .« xjop the solice. The
mouth to speak, then  gre soon to besetl hinion all sides!  baron was not mur-
checked herself,  Tor . dered. He gave his
an appreciable time life for his o

there was dead silence between them, and it
was the man, not the lady, who eventually
broke that silence.

“Was another—man in t'at house, m'sicur
—when—you left ?” he asked almost breath-

lessly.
**No, there was not,” replied Locke.
“Supposing I make myself clear? IFour

men left that house before we did, and one
of that four was struggling as if he were
being taken away agmnst his will.  That
much I have found out already.”

The man stopped her with a sudden ges-
ture. He spoke to her softly in that samo
unintelligible foreign language that Locke
had heard in the burning house, It was ob-
¢ious that they were speaking of the detec-
tive, for they kept glancing in his direction,
as 1if anxious to study him without causing
him embarrassment by staring. The lady
scemed undecided, but at last she acquiesced
to the wishes of her companion, and he
turned to l.ocke, replacing his stiletto as he
did so.
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“M’steur,” he said, ‘I not have much
English, but perhaps we may be of the ser-
vice to each other. Hein? 1f we talk
together somewhere—private, m’sicur ”

ocke nodded agreement. He turned to
Jack Drake.

“Buzz along, Jack, and find out who owns
that brown Buick, then join me at Baker
Street.”

“Right-ho, guv'nor !’ said Jack, and dis-
appeared down the street at a sharp trot.

Locke entered the car.

“I suggest we go to my flat ‘in Baker
Street,” he said.

The man spoke to the chauffeur through
the speaking-tube, and the car moved
silently, majestically, out of Hinton Terrace.

Not a word was spoken during that drive,
and Locke wasn't sorry. He welcomed the
chance to study the grand lady and the
soldierly foreigner. As necar as he could
make out he had stumbled into some foreign
intrigue, and yet something seemed to tell
him that the case was far more important
than that.

The lady was in trouble—her eyes had told
Locke that much—vyet she still earried her-
gelf with a grace that was almost regal in
its dignity. She was plainly vet stylishly
dressed, and her sole ornaments were a wed-
ding ring and a gold band engraved with
the four-legged eagle.

“T'm getting very familiar with that bird,”
Locke told himself grimly. “ Four times ['ve
seen it to-dayv. On the murdered man’s ring,
on that tuniec in number twenty-four, on the
man’s hand opposite me, and now she wears
it. What's the answer 7”

There was no answer then, but when the
three of them were in Locke’s study at
Baker Street, the detective began to get the
solution he wanted.

“I saw the ecrime at Charing Cross.” he
said, “and my assistant was within inches
of capturing the murderer. I followed up the
only clue found on the unfortunate vietim—
a slip of paper bearing the address at Hinton
Terrace—but the inhabitants of that house
not only got away, but covered their tracks
by blowing the place up. And I have an

1dea they wanted to blow me up as well.

“T am interested in this case. There are
several peculiar features—notably this four-
legged eagle. The murdered man wore the
same ring, monsieur, as you do. That is the
connection. I do not know what that cagle
means, but 1 dare say I shall find out before
long. Although not actually employed to
solve the mystery, I intend proceeding with

the case. On the other hand, if you need
my help——" _
“Yes, yes, m'sieur,” broke in the man.

“If you will have the goodness to have
patience with me for one moment. Yes?
This lady is—Queen Zita—her Majesty,
Queen Zita of Abronia!”

Locke started perceptibly. It wasn’t often
he was taken aback, but for the moment
he was overcome by surprise. That simple
statement put so many things which before
had been shrouded in mystery In a new

light. Forgetting his manners, he stared at
the gueen. . +
“Then,” he said in a quiet voice,

“Terdinand—they called him Ferdinand—is
the K'm.g of Abronia—Ferdinand of
Abronia ?’

She nodded her head ever so slightly.

“The king has been kidnapped,” she said
shortly.

Locke rose
courteously.

“Your Majesty,” he said, “if I can help
I am yours to command.”

“The general, he will explain,” she said,
and with a gesture invited him to be re-
seated.

“Yes, I will explain, m’sieur,” said the
marn. “M name 18 Morina—General
Morina of the Abronian Army. My Enghsh
is bad. Your pardon, m’'sieur. But we are
distraught, is it not? The throne of Abronia
is coveted by the stepbrother of his Majesty.
This stepbrother, his name is Carlos—Prince
Carlos of Abronia. He plots. He plans,
and they kidnap his Majesty and bring him
to this country. The wickedness is to kill the
king and to succeed to the throne of
Abroma.

to his feet and bowed

JACK DRAKE

capturing them,
man, whoe obviously goes against his will.

gentleman, both forcignggs.
My poor Ferdinand!” she mutters.

legged eagle!

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous- London detective, and his boy assistant,

are travelling on the Underground when they witness the murder of a foreigner.
There is nothing to identify the victim; only a slip of paper bearing an address in Lambeth,
and a gignet 1ing, on which i{s engraved the figure of a four-legged eagle.
eagle iz the crest of the royal house of Abronia!” Locke informs Jack.
to the address at Lambeth, and find that it is occupied by more foreigners, who succeed in
Locke's and Drake's captors leave the house, taking with them another

This man’s name iz Ferdinand.
a bomb, and this goes off, but, fortunately, neither Locke nor Jack <«¢ injured,

from the burning house just as a lururious limousine drires up containing a lady and a
The former looks at the flaming house in terror.

Immediately Locke flings open the door of the car—
and finds the gleaming blade of a stiletto pressed against his waistcoat.

man, and Locke sees that on one of his fingers is a signet ring bearing the figure of a fours

(Now read on.)

““ That four-legged
They both go along

They have left
They escape

** Ferdinand!

It is held by the
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“But, BD’sicur Locke, they not kill King)
Ferdinand yet. For why? The crown of
Abronia is but a bauble unless Prince Carlos

33

also Inherit the fortune of Ferdinand of
Abronia. So they keep the king a prisoner
and torture him, to make him sign a will
in the favour of Prince Carlos. make it
plain, m'sieurt”

““Perfectly clear,” said Locke.

“But in Abronia we say nothing. We let
no one know what is happen. We say the
kine is ill and cannot sce anyone, The doc-

tors know the secret and call at the palace.
and the public believe. And the brave—so
bold — Baron Rehmann goes to find what
they have done with his Majesty. The baron
finds them here in London, and he finds how
they torture himn to make him sign the will.
But he cannot rescue the king, and he can-
not call in the police, {or if the news becomes
public here, then also it becomes public in
Abronia, and the party of Prince (‘arlos, they
declare civil war; and war, m’sieur, 1s
terrible,

“So her Iﬁnjeaf.y and I come to London to
plead with Prince Carlos, but he moves from
that house and the bold Baron Rehmann has
to look for him again, and at last he find
themm at that house just burni down. And
her Majesty say to the baron, ' Go and talk
to Prince Carlos. Tell him 1 ecome to plead
with him. And if he refuses to sce me, then
we will not temporise any longer. We will
threaten him with the Scotland Yard, but
we will not go to the police. Instead, wo
will secure the services of the famons Mon-
sieur Ferrers Locke!”

Locke was on his feet in a flash.

“D’vou mean to tell me,” he cried, *that
when the baron was murdered on the esca-
lator at Charing Cross he was on his way
to my flat in Baker Street?”

“Exactly,” said the general. *Rehmann
must have been scorned by Prince (arlos,
and he was going to talk fo youn, m’sicur,
but one of Prince Carlos’ friends followed
him and killed him. M’sicur, Prince Carlos
has three friends x.mluurf with him here.
The prince, m’sieur, 1s the big man—so big—
crucl! e has the moustache.”

“T've met him,"” said lLocke.

“Then his friends, m'sieur. One is lithe,
slim, clean-shaven, with a mole above the
right eve. He is the Grand Seigneur, or

Count, of Perilla.”
“And he murdered Rehmann at Charing

Cross,” said Locke.

“Tor the rest, m’sicur, there iz Major
Patens, of the Cavalvy, and the Duke of
Silene.”

“And vou want me to rescue his

Majesty 7" said Locke.

Queen Zita rose to her feet and faced him.

“M'sieur Locke,” she said, ‘‘we, person-
ally, can do no more. You can accomplish
everything. Rescue King Ferdinand from
Prince Carios, and restore him to Abronia
without publicity, and any reward you ask
shall Le yonrs. It is to save war—to save

LIRR:IRT:’ OF SCHOOTL. STORIES

the slaughter of thousands of innocents—but
you understand ?"

“I understand,” said ILocke. “Your
Majesty may rest assured I will not leave
a stone unturned wuntil I have restored his

-and to you.”

ITe bent
departed,
for half

Majesty to his country-
She proffered her dainty hand.
over 1t, kissed it, and then she
General Morina stood stiflly erect
a sccond, gripping Locke’s hand,

“For the gueen!” he said. *“* Rehmann did
not die in wvain.”
Then he was gone, leaving Tocke to pace

to and fro in his study.

Ile was not long undisturbed. Jack Drake
brought tho news that the brown Buick was
thoe property of a Levant merchant named
Yeaac DMossman, who lLived ar Riverwell
Court, on the Thames, near Ditton.

Tuside ten minutes Locke was at the wheel
of hiz powerful touring car, speeding out ot
London and heading for Ihitton. The great
car ato up the miles, and soon the City was
left behind, and the Thames Valley lay
stratched before then.

The sun had already gone {o rest behind
the poplars in the west, and the shadows were
dark and deceiving. The detective pulled up
to inquire the way to Riverwell Court, and
he reecewved fanrly detailed instructions.

T.ocke let out the cluteh, the car sped past
a church, navigated successfully an S bend,
and came out unexpectedly on a  narrow
bridee, with the water benecath gurgling over
the welr m  a  foamunge torrent. [.ocke
wrenched over the wheel, for drawn athwart
the bridge was the brown Buiek.

The detective jamimed on both brakes,
it was too late.

Crash! With a metallic roar the ear con-
taining Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake struck
the Buick, tilted horribly, and they were
both flung headlong into the foaming white
torrent of the weir! .

but

A Shock for Locke!
0O Jack Drake it seemed that the world

I was spinning round and round, and

that metallic ecrash still rang in his
ears as he was plunged into the iey
waters of the weir. Ile had been flung clear
of the ear, but what about Ferrers Locke?

Jack went down—lewn into the cold
depths. The strong enrrent tore at his limbs.
and he was swirled this way and that. The
water roarved in his throbbing ears and sueked
at his arms and legs; his lungs felt as if they
were buesting,  Fiercely he struggled to frec-.
nimself of the weeds that were entwined
around his legs; he elawed at them frantically.
They came away in his hands and he shot up
to the surface and broke water.

It was dark., ‘I'he moon was hidden behind
a bank of clouds, but what ]ip;ht there was
gleamed on the feaming surface.

Jack trod water, gazing about him for a
sight of Locke, but could not find him. IHe
saw that he was being swept along like «
straw, Ie turned and tried to swim towards
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the h.'mli, but the current was far too stroug
for him., It buffeted him, roared in his face,
overwhelmed him, swept over his head and
thundered in his ears us he went nnder agin

Once more Jack fourht his way up to the
surface, and this time he made no attemp
to combar the stream. He realised that it
wiasd a matter of life and death for hun now,
He allowed the current to carry him whitoe
it would so long as he had a ehance of gamn
ing the bank eventually.

And then, amidst the smother of spume
and foam, he saw Locke swimming strongly
athwart the stream. Jaek yelled at hiun,

“lere we are, guv'nor! You all right?”

Locke grinned, but he was far too wise ro
waste his breath shouting. He swam on past
Jack, and it looked as if he were deserting

him. His strong hand canght Jack’s jaeket
and hung on grimly. The water tore at
Jack’s limbs, hissing horribly, gurglhng, suck-
ing at himn, as if enraged at being robbed of
its vietim,

Locke hauled Jack up—up—until he had
managed to grab the tree. The bough
cracked ominously beneath the weight, but

Locke edged along it to the bank, with Jack
following ecautiously, And a moment later
they were lying on the grassy bank, panting
from their exertions,

‘“*A near thing, guv'nor,”
vently,

He did not thank his employer for saving
his life. His gratitude, however, was Just as
real, and Locke knew it. The detective was
erim as he eyed the tumbling stream.

caidd Jack fer-

Anyone else
would have thought so, but Jack Drake never

Jack to save his own skin.
gave 1t that interpretation. He merely
waited, wondering what lLocke meant to do,
struggling all the time to keep pace, as far
as possible, with the detective.

Locke was not only stronger than Jack,
but he was bigger, bulkier, and could fight
that current better; whereas Jack, being uf
smaller build, was tossed helplessly about n
the maelstrom.

But Locke knew what to do, and did it.
He swam on ahead, edging all the time
towards the northern bank, until he came t
an overhanging tree, He reached up and
crooked his arm over a low branch. Then
Jack came along, carried by the swift current
rather than swimming, and Locke grabbed at

Ferrers Locke flung open the door,
Qutside stood a man in whose hand
flashed a naked sword !

‘““A nearer thing than you realise, Jack,”
he said. ‘‘I've had to swim for my life more
than once, but never in a stream like that

one."’
exclaimed Jack. “That

“Bwimming!”’
wasn't swimming, Seemed to me more like
But I was

being emptied down the sink.
scared stiff in case you couldn’t get clear of
the car.”

A smile appeared on locke’s face, and as
swiftly vanished. He ehrugeged his shoulders,
then rose to his feet, refusing to discuss the
matter further. They had been in danger
and had escaped it. There was nothing to be
gained by holding an ingquest—only time to
be lost.

““Get what
clothes, Jack,”” he said.

water you can out of your
“Then we'll call on
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"Mossman., I fancy he’ll be surprised to see
us."

Jack glanced about and saw, some distance
behind him, the lights of a large house. Ile
grinned at Locke,

“Trust you, guv'nor,”” he said, ‘“‘for land-
ing on the right side of the river.”

They set to work and squeezed the water
from their clothes as best they could, but
for all their labours they presented a sorry
spectacle when they finally proceeded up the
sloping lawns towards the big house.

The moon was beginning to peep over the
bank of clouds. Looking back towards the
tumbling river, the detective and his assistant
could see that a small crowd had gathered
on the bridge that spanned the weir. Men
were poking in the water with long poles,

“* Looking for our bodies!’' said Jack.

Ferrers Locke mnodded grimly, but said
nothing. He led the way boldly up to the
big house and round to the main door. e
jangled the bell and waited, as calmly as
if he had just stepped out of a taxi instead
of having crawled, half drowned, out ol the
river. And water oozed, even then, from his
boots as he stood on the step.

Bolts were drawn back, the hinges creaked
and the door opened. A villainous-looking
footman eyed them dubiously.

“Mr. Mossman at home ?"" asked Locke.
~ “Whe are you!” countered the footman
gutturally.

‘* Another blinkin® furriner!” thought Jack.

“My name is Locke,”” said the detective
bluntly.

Drake gasped. Ile reckoned it was mad-
ness for Locke to blurt out his name hke
that. The footman started violently, and ne
began to close the door.

“*Sorry, sir,”’ he said huskily. “DMr. Moss-
man has not yet returned from o

But Locke's foot was over the step; he
thrust the footman back into the brilliantly-
tighted hall, acd himself entered. Jack
brought up the rear and closed the door,

““Where is ho ?”’ snapped Locke.

The footman shook his head. He couldn’t
speak because Lock’s hand was on his throat
half throttling him, but his eyes roved towards
a door, and lLocke knew where to find the
man he sought. He released his captive and
strode to the door, flung it open and stood
upon the threshold of the room, with Jaci
close behind him.

That room was a library, sumptuously fur-
nished, The walls were covered with rows
and tiers of books, but whether they were
real or sham the visitors could not tell and
hardly cared. At a large table sat an obese,
swarthy, oily-looking man. His hair was jet
black, sleck and smoothed down on his head.
His features were large and fleshy. He looked
as if he fed and washed and Lived exclusively
on olive-oil.

“Who—what d’yon want?”’ he
startled. "“WWho ze dickens are you?”

His English was splendid, but the accent
revealed him as a foreigner.

eried,

-
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“Mr. Mossman, I believe?” said TLocke,
as he strode across the heavy pile carpet, ooz-
ing water out of his boots,

““Zat is my name,”” said Mossman. “Who
are you?”

“Ferrers Locke!”” snapped the detective,
“Sorry I can't offer my card, They’re rather
wet at the moment.”

DMossman paled beneath his swarthy cora-

plexion, but he recovered himself., 1lo
frowned slightly.
“I didn't know it had been raining,” ha

said, feigning ignorance. “In any case.
Mr Locke, 1 don’t know you at all, and
you have no right to come forcing your way
into my house. I shall have you arrested!"

““Oh, no, you won't!" said Locke. “I
know I have no search-warrant, but you dou’t
want the police drawn into this, Besides, 1
believe you do know who and what I am,
If not I'll soon tell you. I am a detective,
and I want to know what that Buick ecar
was doing left unattended on the bridee
just now, and blocking the road.”

“What Buick ?” asked Mossman,
know what you're talking about!™

Ferrers Locke strode to the table and
tapped upon the polished surface with hig
fingers irritably.

“You are wasting my time as well as your
own,” he said, “I have not come down here
on a wild-goose chase. [ knew where to
come and why, Kver since Prince Carlos
rented that house in Hinton Terrace a brown
Buick was constantly arriving and departing
from MHinton Terrace. These things, Mr.
Mossman, do not pass unnoticed in London,
I traced you as the owner of that car.”

“TI don’t

Mossman was recovering his composure.
He leant back in his chair and ealmly lit an
enormous cigar,

“What about it?" he inquired' insolently.

“Simply this!”” said Locke. *‘I am engagea
in restoring King Ferdinand of Abronia to
his people. 'There need be no violence nor
enmity. Just a matter of negotiation, you
understand ?"’

Mossman smiled mysteriously, and shook
his greasy head.

“I understand, so far,”” he said. **But
you are wrong 1if you zink 1 have captured
King Ferdinand. 1 am on ze ozer side,
Mr Locke. I am ze enemy of zis Prince
Carlos, and 1 will prove it to you—"

“Look out, guv'nor!"” hissed Jack Drake.

TLoocke spun round, A door on the other
side of the room was slowly opening, and
immediately the detective’s hand went te his
hip-pecket. But 1t was not a man who ap-
peared; it was a lady—a tall, stately lady,
dressed entirely in black, and heavily veiled.
She lifted her veil and Locke gasped at the
sight of her face. He recognised her.

“The queen!"’ he faltered. “‘Queen Zita

Abronia !’ _
““Exactly !"" sneered Mossman. ‘‘Do I lie?"”

of
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The Impostor!
‘[ OCKE frowned as he stared at the queen.
-

H:E: hil{f left her 1in London o thie o

of General Morina. He and Jack

Drake had not wasted much time
getting down here to Mossman’s house, yet
the queen had arrived first. That wanted o
ceul of explanation. And, seeing that what
little evidence he had collected convinced
Locke that the captive King of Abroma had
been whnisked away from Hinton Terrace in
Mossman’s ecar, the presence of Queen Zita
i Mossman’s house was puzzling, to say the
least.

The queen smiled graciously at Locke,

“1 hardly expecied to see you again so
coon, Mr Locke,”” she said. ‘Do you bring
me zood news "

Drake was scowling. He was out of his
depth, and he seemed to sense just how far
Locke was puzzled. It looked to Jack as if
Ferrers Locke had made a bad mistake—and
yet making bad mistakes was not a habit
of l.ocke’s.

The deteetive bowed to the gueen.

“1 cannot bring you good news yet,
madam,”” ke said. ““The case has barely
begun. But I share your surprise at meetinyg

again so soen.”

“Maybe 1 shouwid have told you,”” she ex-
plained.  "'General Morina considered it was
not safe for me to remain in London, so 1
cuimne here to the house of our loyal friend,
Mr. Mossman!”’

Locke turned and regarded Mossman coldly
The latker had a gloating smirk of triumph
o his fleshy features.

“If T have musjudged Mr. Mossman,” the
detective said, '*1 beg his pardon.. 1 cer-
tainly thought he was one of your enemies,
madam.”

**He 1s my best friend,” said the queen.

“You are too good, madam,” said Moss-
man, bowing obsequiously.
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Locke made no comment. He npproachec
the queen, bowed and proffered his hand.

Jaeck Druke frowned at the sight. If that
lady was really a queen, Locke had no right
to offer his hand. However, the queen
stretched out her hand in acceptance, and
it was her left hand. Locke held it in his
for a moment. He stooped and kissed it
politely  When he straightened he was smil
ing grimly.

"All the same for that,”’ he said, “I think
['ll search this house now I'm herel”

Mossman’s jaw sagged. He slumped dowr
m his chair,

““‘Seareh the house!”” he echoed foolishly.

“Really, Mr. Locke,” said the queen, ‘1
think you mught accept my assurances of
Mr. Mossman’s loyalty.”

Loeke smiled down at her,

“1 beg to differ!” he retorted.
know you are not the queen! You
immpostor!  And King Ferdinand is in
house, and I mean to find him)”

The woman screamed a warning., Moss-
man grabbed a heavy glass paper-weight and
made to throw it at the detective, but Jack
Druke fairly flung himself aeross the room.

He sprawled across the table and grabbed
Mossman’s arm. The missile fell short and
dropped on the pile earpet behind Locke.

The detective leaped towards the door. He
flung it open, then halted in his tracks,
erim, and undeeided what to do next, Ior
on the threshold stood a man—the man who
had murdered Baron Rehmann on  the
escalator et Charing Cross. And he stood
there, very stern and erect, a naked sword
in his hand!

(Another enthralling instalment of thty
fine serial will appear in next week’s special
enlarged Christmas number, There’s sure to
be u yreat demand for this bumper issue of
the Old Paper, so order your copy NOW,

“"For 1
are an
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|Cowplete with 2 Cues, 3 Compo. Balis, Marking Board

chums!)
A GREAT ADVENTURE, Boysases 1t

* 19) wanted
lor tarm work n  Canada, Australia, and New
Zeatand., Training. outfit and assmted passages may
be obtained through the Salvation Army. Work
gnaranteed  Overseas officers keep in touch with the
bovs after arrival until satisfactorily settled. Write
or call the Branch Manager: 3, Upper Thames Strect,
LONDON, BE.C.i. 12, Pembroke Place LIVER-
POOL 204 Hope Street, GLASGOW . 5, Garfleld
(‘hambers, 44, Royal Avenue, HIGLFAS'IIZ DOMES-
TICATED WOMEN WANTED. Work guaranteed,

Spirit Level Ruies & Chalk Complete List Free
1 Inervaserd my own  helght o

B*ﬂ TALLER 6ft. 3Yine STAMP bringas FRE)
o DETAILS ROSS. Helght

Specialist, Scarborough

FREEPASSAGES(0 oy curms oyt

Apply  Ontarie Government 346 Strand, London.

FREE to appllcanta for ouar Approvals: 75 diffarepn
STAMPS, Duplhicate RBonk, 100 Stamp Mounts Perforation
Gauge Send 2d stamp for packing. (Abroad 34 stamg
R WTLKINSON The Aldwych Trinlty St Llandudnn

Amazing line of One Reelers

c|§EMA F'LMS at Five and Six Shillings.

Lists Free. GORDON. 62. Mercers Rd,, Holloway. London,

)
All applications for Advertisement
spaces in this publication should be
addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, ‘“The Nelson Lee Lib-
rary,”’ The Fleetway House, Far-
ringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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SLF ANKS LEAGUE

The Chwef Officer Chats
with his Chums.

Iere's his ddress f you want (0
write to him : The Chief Offtcer, ‘The
Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetwey Houwse,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Prolific! News from New Zealandl

IHIS weeck an extremely interesting J. CURRIE,
letter has come to hand from Conrad R who hails

H. Basson, a very enthusiastic

League-ite living in East London, information,

a staunch ILeague-ite

from Wairarapa, New
® Zealand, sends me a budget of
one item of which

South Africa. Conrad has twenty-seven pen | will particularly interest those readers who

friends, all obtained through the NELSON LEE | have written me

Linrary, and at the moment he is feeling | School Train series,

saying that the recens
featuring the Boys ol

particularly bucked because he has received | St. Frank’s, was absurd and impossible,
a letter from a fellow-reader in far-off My New Zealand chum points out that

Japan. ; _ _ | only recently a
Yet even now my South African chum is! Zcaland farmers

not fully satisfied. He

16 still on the look-out .

Bt Tl eamrson: THIS WEEK’'S WINNING LETTER

dents, and would like

to hear from readers

Dexr Cuter,~Although | have only lately joined
the St. Frank's League (as you can see by my member-

in_ II_DH&IIFL Nigﬂjrfﬂs ship number) I am ealrcady making use of ils many
Liberia, Tanganyika, wonderful advantages
Ezypt and Gibraltar., There scem to be, | am sorry to sap, very few

League-—:fcs around this district, but [ am doing my

e el . : %
Conrad is seventeen best to improve the situation by introducing as many

vears of age, ;_’lel, by of my chums as possible 1o this great organisation of
tho way, he 13 fully ours, and I hope that within a few months or so Milton
~onversant with the Regis will be able to boast a fair percentage of members
I}“tC]l 1ﬂngllﬂ gD. Sparl‘smﬂnsﬁib seems lo bﬂ htlf secrel Of 1h€ Leﬂguﬂ's

. success, and il s this sense of responsibility and duty
BI-"’ chum also hlﬂ" that is winning for us a greater and firmer bond of
forms me that he has friendship between nations. Every member realises

been made secretary this, | am sure, and is acling up (o it.

of the African branch Such a world-wide brother hood as the St. Frank';
f the Inglish and Lc'rﬂﬁue should never lack membership.

e : g ] ishing the League the best of success and good luck.

Colonial Correspond- (Signed) ALFRED T. GOLDING

cnce Club, and so any S.F.L. No. 10,042.

readers living n (For this interesting letter Alfred T. Golding, of

Africa who are de- M:;I;nn Regis, Kent, has been awarded a useful pocket

sirous of joining this  “¢ et)

exceptionally well-

to him at the following address: 84, Long-

party of wealthy New
from the South Island
toured the North

Island by train. The
party inspected fac-
tories and ‘‘did the
sichts " of many im-
portant towns during
the day, and lived and
travelled on the train
by night—just like
the St. IFrank’s
fellows,

Thanks very much
for your leftter, R. J.
Currie. And I hope
that those readers who
were so sceptical are
now convinced that
the series In guestion
was not go 1mpossible
as they imagined.

Enlarged Xmas
Numberl

a few words about next week’s special

organised and enterprising club should apply I WANT to take this opportunity of saying

fellow Street, ISast Londr:-n, South Africa. :
Incidentally, Conrad has just qualified for LLee LiIBRrRARY.
his silver medal, which has now been sent to | too, in all truth.

Bumper Xmas number of the NELsON
A bumper number it 1s,
Enlarged to 52 pages, 1t

him. Congratulations, old man! It 13| contains many additional topical features—and

enthusiastic readers such as you who havo | the price is the samel

A glance on page 31

helped to make the St. Frank's League what | will give you an idea of the many attractions
it is. o lcontained 1n this wonderful Chyristmas issue.
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The dealers m vour district have -anp]f.tf:d their prepara-

No. 0 makes 344  {ions and all is ready for the hosts of eager bovs who- are
models. Price 5/-. ]l of keen interest and unbounded enthusiasm to learn
No. 1 makes 564 the latest about Meccano—ths most wonderful hobby in

models. Price 10'-. the world for bovs "
No. 2 makes 612 Meccano is real engineering in miniature—all the parts are
models. Price 16 -.  miniatures of the cmrvspundmﬂ parts n real engineering
Other Qutfits up practice. [hev are all standardised and IT!ltitlulI']”t_ﬂb]t
to 365/~ and can be used to make hundreds of different mnmn-_h{
models. There are new thrills for the Meccano boy every
day and there is no end to Meccano fun.

Visit your dealer at the hrst opportunity and sec the 1929
Meccano Outhts.
SEND FOR THIS NEW MECCANO BOOK —-FREE

It 18 brimtul of E--::_m‘.if._:l illustrations E.hu'-.-.'iru the marvellous r|‘|?-::'.|'_'|_':r-
ing models that can be | ith Meccano.

We will send you a free copy of this new Meccano Book in exchange
for the names and addresses of three of vour chums.

Write clearly, and put No. 12 after your name for relerence

CANO

MECCANO LTD. OLD SWAN,. LIVERP COL.

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Strect, London, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, BE.C.4.
Registered for transmission by Canadian magazine post, Subrseription Rates: Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum,;
b/6 for six months. Sole Agents for South Africa: Central News Aegrncy, Limited Sole Agents for Australia
and New Zealand : Messrs., Gordon & Gotch, Limited,
Mew Series No. 187. nn November 30th, 1929,
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of Bawman ‘Models.
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Steams 1% miles|

WATCH IT RUNNING AT YOUR LOCAL SHOP

November 25th—30th i1s “ Rewman Week " —
make a note of 1t — for in every good
mwrodel train shop throuchout the country
during that weck you will be able to see
Bowman locos running under their own
steam.

You'll be able to see for socursell what a

No. 300

8'6

Postare 9d.

.

Send 3:!'; m sfﬂmps for the n’aak

The Book of Bowman Models, the

:top runs with hecavy coaches—the power !

What's more—thesze steam locos—these
Bowman's—don't cost any more than clock-
work., You really should go alonz ts wvour
dealer to sec how well they'xe buillr!

difference Steamn ‘doaes; make %o a mode!
railway. See the realism—the long non-

.............

EOWMAN TANK LOCO 22

—a reelly good-luoking powerful lozo.  Under
actual tests this madel has time and time wrain
proved itselt stionz enoush to draw beavy relling
s*ock over 3 mile cn one is”uu..

It's British desien and construction that does 1t !
I‘u-*r s nothing " tinny "~ about these Bow: lhim-"—
they re sobhd stee! and hcmy ~gauge brass throuchon
And the price 15 on'y 18 8 (postage 9d.). L.u:;.lh
31 tn. =~ O" Gause

BOWMAN TANK LOCO 265

Biager and s49 more |:|h.r.' {ul than Locoa 300.

Will draw 10 heavy *tucks 1) miles :r'. one Othing!
Price 22'6 (;,:J_x.,.g: 04). L'*n:., 56 9 £
Gauge.

BOWMAN STEAM LOCO 234

—a super product in every way. eally pfnl

locking—-in fact, a r;.. model express, But thal's
not all ; you should see it draw heavy coaches tor
:rnu: non=-=lnp runs. "I{n, ']1 i-* '_L'f'!_arl“ld [hL nﬁha‘*
the loco has got. Come and see it runring voursell !
Length (with tender) 20 in. " O7 Gauge.
Price of loco 27,8 (postage 1/-}. Terder 7 H cxtra

Steam Engines, and the [Locos, are

obtainable {rom «ll Halford’s branches and Ggood Stores everywhere,

BO

ODELS

BOWMAN MODELS (Dept. 467), DEREHAM. NORFOLK



