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Nelson Lee and The Night Hawk in a New Series of Thrill Yarns!
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_ Terror in the Fog!
Hl. demon fog was abroad!
II In the industrial town of Milton,
men and women crawled cautiously
through streets of dreadful gloom;
thick larid mmst, that gripped their coughing
lungs, shrouded the narrow roads, trans-
formed the stark bulldings into shapeless
monsters of darkmness, more sordid even than
in the light of day,
Fog!
And under :ts grisly cloak terror erept into
Milton on soft feet.
~ In the goods yard of
Dyve Works, that huge
factory mm which most

the Milton Q}]Clllical

of Milton’s wage-
carners were emploved,
Parker, the mght
watchman, shuffled

across the greasy cob-
bles on Ins round. He
‘was an oldish man,
Parker; thinking wist-
fully of his cosy shelter

while he pottered
along, knuckling his eye: and  flickering

the torchh he carried here and there m an
effort to picrce the gloom around him.

“La<t round fer me ter-might ! he grum-
bled thickly. *"Tam’t fit fer a dog, ter-mght
ain’t-———""

Ont of the murk behind him. a dim fignre
stole noizelessly, arm upraised.  The arm
descended ; and, Tike a flosh, the heavye throw-
immg-knmife zipped through the air from twe
vards’ range, hurying its keen blade 1o the
it 1 the watelhiman'’s neck.
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Seven scoundrels menace Britain,

Nelson Lee and the Night Hawk

join forces to oppose them-—and
war is declared!
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He died without a sound.
of his torch, dropping from his nervele-s
hand on to the stones, marked his passing.

As if that clink were a signal, other lithe

Only the chink

figures prowled forward. They went to work
quickly and coolly, without a word. Two
of them picked up the dead man. the others
darted ahecad to the side door of the great
silent facutory.

There was a second’s delay while the door
was opened with the watchman’s keyv. And
after that, one remained outside on guard,
ana the others ghided within-- shnking ghosts
on a vile errand.

IFifteen minutes later
they came out agang
and. melting into the
fog-shroud, vanished. to
meet azcam 1 a nearby
allev where  a long,
lean car watted 1n the
gloom. They piled in
swiftly, the  ongme
purrved : the car faded
awayv imto mystery,

And  PBedlam  hyoke
ouit m Milion!

From the centval mass of the dyve works
came suddenly a teveitie explosion—rending,
thundering.  smazhing  ils  wav  outward
through shattered walls, A livid tongne of
fire leapt upwards hike a <erpent through the
breach; others followed, as -wiltly as they
were born, e

atl

The ackly veitlow {oe Lecame
tnged with a glarmg, simmtster ston.

With appalling :peed. =uch a< aniy a firve
daited by THCenTLT {es frovel,
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the blaze roared through the building, de-
vouring it, wrapping 1t round in hissing
sheets of flame. Sscarcely a few minutes had
passod before the whole of the works was
one great furnace.

But those few minutes were enough for

the alarm to race through Milton like a
tempest.
“Fire! Fire!”

Muffied shouts rang through the fog; alarm
bells jangled; there came the rush and stir-
ring clamour of the Milton Fire Brigade,
driving recklessly down the darkened streets.

And presently, above the bustle and stir of
the firc-engines, the crackle of the flames and
the heart-gripping rumble of falling masonry,
came another sound—the swift pattering of
agonised footsteps, hoarse cries, women’s
tears and sobs. - '

Tho words had sped:

“The works! The works!
are afirel”

There was only one ““works ”’ in Milton;
one place making a background for hun.-
dreds of families and thousands of workmen
in the town.

Milton, in a solid stampede, rushed
through the fog to see its livelihood sinking
under a torrent of hideous fire and smoke!

CLA NG, CLANG, CLANG!

The works

Clang-a-
lang, clang-clang!

The crowds huddled together, watch-

ing in stupefied despair. Not evenwhen

other brigades, summmoned by frantic calls,

came racing in from necighbouring places to

take their part in the fight, did the towns-

folk do aught but move aside grudgingly to
let the engines through.

Tho works afire! The words clutched
their hearts, dazed their minds.

In the goods yard, the entrance yard, at
every point whero they could wedge in and
bring a hose to bear, quick, alert firemen
were making the effort of their lives to quell
the flames, even though one glance was suffi-
cient to tell the more experienced ones that
it was hopeless. .

The gang had done their work “well;
alrcady the flames they had started had
gained too big a hold. Thousands of gal-
lons of water ripped into them, tried to beat
them down, only to recoil in hissing clouds
that mingled with the rolling, choking
smoke.

And the throng outside the main-gate,
forced back by a cordon of police, could only
stare dully.

Suddenly, from the alley where the gang’s
car had been parked, a wild-faced man,
carrying a box, rushed into the heart of the
throng. Banging his burden down on the
ground, he leapt on it so that he towered
above the sea of heads, waving his arms,
shouting in a voice that compelled attention
even in that turmoil.

“Men of Milton!”

Some reered instinctively towards him
through the fog, others glowered sullenly at
the flames. He went on in a lusty roar:

“Men of Milton, you see that fire! Look

at it—gaze on 1t, and weep.  Yes, veep, |
tell yer. You know what it mcars?  No
work for you to-morrow—not the next day -
nor for months to comoa.  That's what 1t
means!”

His clarion voice carried {o the outckiris
of the throng. In a moment he Lad aripnoed
his audience hike an expert; he had pui into
words the dumb fear gnawing at every heist
there.

Thoe crowd turned solidly thix tim:: 2 dull
roar answered him. Ide wuaved his arins
again and met it with a flood of oratory.

‘““An' what’s behind it, mates?  This is
the fourth great plant burnt down in tvo
weeks. There was the ship-yard at Hacton,
the cotton mills at Rackburn, the Noril-
pool steel foundry—all burnt! Twenty thou-
sand people chucked out o' work—to starve.
All in two weeks!”

He made a weird picture, raging and foam-
ing in the midst of the throng, his bearded,
sweating face dunly visible through the fire-
lit fog, like that of somme evil spirit. Hoarse-
voiced he raved at his hearers, using his arms
and shoulders in gestures that were sus-
piciously foreign.

And his purpose was plain.
to stir up strife.

“To-morrer,”” he shricked, “to-morrer
vou’ll read in vour papers ¢ The Fire Gang
at work again!" 'That’s what the papers

e was there

call these fires—the work of crooks. 1It's a
lie!” He gathered himself for a amighty
effort. “It's the bosses themselves who

start these fires!”

In saner moments the crowd would have
jeered at that last maniacal statement. DBut
just now they were not sane. All they saw
was the grim spectre of unemployment
leering at them hideously through the sheets
of fire enveloping the biggest and most pros-
perous factory in Milton. And the agitator
raved on.

He screamed at the throng for fools; he
told them they were dupes in the hands of
fat financiers. And presently—growing more
vicious under the constant cheering—he urged
them to stick together, to rise and destroy,
burn and tear down the houses of more
fortunate citizens. Finally he breathed into
them the spirit of riot and civil war!

Intoxicated with eoxcitement, lashed into
frenzy by his tonguo, the crowd brandished
their fists and roared again. Just for a
second the man stopped yolling while he
surveyod his handiwork. Across his bearded
face came a fleeting smile of contempt.

Now was the time to crash into his top note
—to throw the final splash of petrol into the
flames he had been sent to light.

‘““Mates!” he bawled. ‘*You ask for civil
war, do you? Then I can tell you the finest
leaders for that—‘the Destroyers!”” He
mouthed the name lovingly, and the throng
pricked up their ears. ‘‘Arise, you men of
Milton! In the name of the Destroyers 1
call on vou to——"

What happened then few nceon's saw 1n
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that tricky light; fewer still could describe
16.

Some say they saw a face, cold and keen
as a glittering blade, appear through the
mists above the fellow’s head; saw the fire
reflected for an instant on two enormous
wings, and heard a fierce laugh. But they
were not believed. .

Yet something happened—something that
paralysed the throng 1nto sudden superstitious
terror and stopped the rising tempest at a
blow. From the midst of a swirl of fog two
long black arms flashed down and whipped
the speaker from his box. He gave a shriek
of awful fear, like a rabbit gripped by a
stoat; his legs were seen in the fire-glare,
kicking madly on high.

Then, in front of hundreds of astonished
eves, he was drawn upwards into the gloom !

The Night Hawk Swoops Again!
“ANOTHER APPALLING FIRE!

“ MILTON DYE WORKS DESTROYED !

“INCENDIARIES AT WORK AGAIN!”

HROUGHOUT the length and breadth

H of Britain next day the papers

screamed the story of that terrible

- blaze to a startled nation.

The fourth 1industrial outbreak in two
weeks, and Scotland Yard secretly acknow-
ledged itself bafled for the present.

The outrages seemed s0 senseles. No motive
could be traced, no person or persons profited
by them, for it was significant that each of
the factories to suffer had been prosperous
concerns, leaders in their particular
industries.

The only result was thousands of good,
honest workers thrown out of harness.

Two nights after the Milton calamity, the
mysterious wreckers struck again.

From a rusty Norwegian tramp anchored in
the Pool of London a dinghy glided out softly
just as the City clocks were striking eleven.
With two men at the oars and a third hand-
Iing the tiller, the boat stole swiftly down-
stream,

Even had curious eyes studied her for a
moment they would have seen nothing beyond
an ordinary ship’s dinghy going on an errand.
The sturdy ‘‘Evinrude ” auxiliary motor in
the stern was hidden under a pile of tackle,
and the two concealed passengers aboard lay
flat beneath the rowing thwarts. And all the
way down the steersman clung to the cover ot
dark banks and moored shipping with
anxious care. The boat rippled on its course.

Stealthy and wraith-like it crept on past
Poplar and round the river bend towards
Deptford. Overhead a sullen moon shone
raggedly now and then through the siormy
clouds, making occasional patches of light on
the river. And as the boat slipped quickly
across one of these, a grimm shadow hovered
above her fleetingly—the shadow of a great
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hawk, with wings outspread and almost
motionless. .

Only for an instant did the moonlight
betray its presence high above the rowers’
heads, and they, unheeding, sculled on to
w(}i)ere a line of barges wallowed in the half-
tide.

On the bank a long, low building lay
behind its own wharf—the East London
celluloid factory.

In the lee of the middle barge, hidden by
its gloomy sides, the boat checked, and the
men snapped noiselessly into action. The two
beneath the thwarts crawled forward to the
bows, where they were busy for some minutes
over a squat, bell-shaped tube mounted on a
lElock and connected with wires to a firing

ey.

From a thickly-padded box they took out a
clumsy iron ‘‘sausage’ and fitted it with
tender care into the mouth of the tube. Any
veteran of the Great War seeing the ugly
weapon would have recognised it immediately
for what it was—a trench-mortar capable of
lobbing a heavy projectile for fifty or sixty
vards, there to explode with ferrific force.

‘“ All set |”

The two gunners brought the mortar up to
its right elevation, one man’s hand closed on
the firing-key. Everything was ready to
launch over two pounds of deadly ammonal
explosive into the heart of a building that
contained tons of one of the most inflammable
materials known, with no louder sound than
a dull plop!

It was at that moment, even as an arm was
raised to give the signal to fire, that the
Night Hawk swooped.

He came with his usual uncanny silence and

speed, great wings slicing the air like knives,
paralysing the villains with terror by a sud-
den ringing shout from twenty yards up.
From his left hand an automatic spat twice
in twin streaks of scarlet fire. One of the
gunners fell stifly across the mortar without
a sound, the other flung up his arms and
rolled slowly into the Thames.
- Whirling 1n his own length, Thurston Kyle
reached for the hand-grenades in the belt
behind his back. His right arm swung
violously even as the men in the boat came
out of their panic and began madly to stab
the water. There was a swish, a thud, then a
burst of terrible flame, followed by a yelling,
shrieking explosion as the ammonal bombs
went up.

For a few seconds that seemed an eternity
the deafening riot continued; the Thames
glowed redly under the East London wharf,
and shapeless objects hurtled through the air.
When stillness returned at last, only a great
fracture in the wall of the wharf marked the
place of execution. Of the boat, its crew and
mortar, no trace remained.

High and safe overhead, Thurston Kyle,
the I%ight Hawk, flung back his flying vizor
and smiled sternly to %imself.' fixcited foot-
steps were already pattering down on the
river wall; shouts and orders drifted to his
ears. '
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But he did not wait. With a single slash
of his powerful pinions he went floating across
the factory-top into the huddled medley of
streets beyond, flying low, his kecen eyes hard
and alert.

And presently he saw what he was looking
for. His hand reached swiftly for his gun.

At dawn next day a policeman discovered a
man lying in a heap in the corner of a
narrow cul-de-sac. He had becn shot through
the head and had been dead for some hours.
Later he was 1identified as one, Jacob
Mahlkoff, a man who had been forced to fleo
from the Russian Ukraine because of his
bitter, mischievous speeches, and whom the
British police wanted badly for the same
reason.

His doath added yet another mystery to the
ghastly explosion near the FEast London
celluloid factory in which five men had been
killed—as far as could be traced,.

Later that morning, in the peace and quiet
of St Frank’s School, Nelson I.ee, the head-
master detective, received a ’phone message
from his ally, the Night Hawk, that made
his eyes gleam and his lips tighten eagerly.

“Right! T'll be with you in an hour!” he
eald, and rang off.

The Hunchback of
Murdorn Tower!
¢ URSE it!”

Lord Mur-
dorn, hands
clasped behind
his back, strode moodily
to the window of his

study in Murdorn
Tower and glowered
down at the English

Channel, the grey
waters of which snarled
and foamed eternally
over the rocks four
hundred feet below.
From where he stood,
Lord Murdorn could
actually see the rocks.
No garden or ledge of
ground beneath the
window obscured that
turbulent view. For
Murdorn Tower, built
in 1141 by the great
robber-baron of King
Stephen’s re1gn, was
perched on the edge of
a chff, which ran sheer

down to the sea.
Behind the castle, the

great Sussex Downs
towered in  majestic
silence, cutting 1t off

from the outside world.
It was a wild, bleak
tortress even now, as
grim a relic of the old
fighting-days as could

Le found in Britain. crowd,

7]

Lord Murdorn stared broodingly down at
the sea-foam. He was a tall spare man of

fifty, whose handsome aristocratic face was
spoiled by his dissipated eyes and weak
mouth. There was something furtive and

frightened, too, in the droop of his shoulders
and head.

Turning impatiently from the window at
Jast, he picked up the morning paper from his
desk and read again the account of the mys-
terious explosion near the East London cellu-
loid factory during the night. His frown
grew more petulant.

“Curse 1t!” he repeated, crumpling the

Two arms flashed down and whipped the agitator from amidst the
He was drawn upwards into the gloom,
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journal into a ball. A soft voice at his
shoulder made him spin round violently.

“So! Your lordship 18 worried—no ?’’

A malictous chuckle followed the words.

The newcomer had entered without knock-
ing, his feet making no sound on the pile
carpet of the elegant study. He stood now,
just inside the door, a little hunchback with
swarthy cheeks and fleshy hooked nose; and
his eyes—bright and beady as a serpent’s—
studied the peer closely for all they appeared
to smile.

But the most remarkable thing about the
man was his great domed forehead. It was
the brow of a genius. Fringed bg stiff black
‘hair, it made his head seem somehow too big
for his fragile neck and shoulders, giving
him an oddly vulture-like appearance. And,
in spite of his meagre, stunted figure, an
overwhelming authority lurked behind his re-
pellent smile—lurked in the thick foreign
voice.

Lord Murdorn glared.

“Confound it, Monsieur! I wish you’d
kindly knock before entering my room. You
made me jump. It—you—-""

A gesture stopped him—slight, but impera-
tive. Lord Murdorn might be the owner of
Murdorn Tower and the few poor acres still
left to his family estates, but 1t was plain he
was dominated by his strange guest. His
indignation died awa feebllvéc

ded placidly.

The hunchback*'n
‘““That is better. Now, my friend, you are

nervy. What you English call ‘¢ wind-up,’
huh? Why?” ’
““Nervy!” Lord Murdorn snorted. ‘ Who

wouldn’t be with the game we're playing,
Monsicur?”’ He turned and faced his guest
squarely, a badly-rattled man. ‘Do you
realise our last two coups have been failures?
There was the Milton affair—partly successful,
I know. But just as Voisier was getting to
the top of his speech—he vanished. y?
Where? And look at last night—a failure
absolute! The factory was untouched, . our
men blown to atoms and that little spitfire,
Mahlkoff, who could have roused the local
crowd to frenzy—found shot at dawn this
morning! Our most valuable man!”

He swung away and began pacing the study
with long strides, while the hunchback called
‘“‘ Monsieur > watched him, still smiling his
broad, mirthless grin. | |

For the past two months he had been a
guest at the Tower, oocupying a suite of
rooms in an old wing of the bulding, waited
on by his own valet, also a foreigner.

To the servants of the castle, who knew him
only as Monsieur, he was supposed to be a
Rumanian astronomer in whom his lordship
was interested. Certainly he spent most of
his time in one of the highest turrets among
the ancient battlements. But what the ser-
vants, or anyone else in the quiet country-
side, did not know was that the turret oon-
tained not a single astronamical instrument.
Instead, it was fitted up simply with a very
powerful wireless installation.

If the servants had learnt little of Monsieur

during these two months, however, he had
learnt a lot at Murdorn Tower. And one of
them was how to deal with Lord Murdorn.
He nodded thoughtfully to himself before
speaking again.

‘““So that is why your lordship is nervy—
huh 7’

Lord Murdorn turned savagely.

“Yes, it is, Monsieur. It’s all very well
for you, planning these industrial disasters
and using them to stir up mischief and riots
in the country. That’s your job, and you do
it marvellously. But, 1f you fail, you can
always bolt. The whole Continent wiil shelter
you. But for me—an English peer of the
Realm——" He shrugged hopelessly. “I'm
sick of it!”

If anything, Monsieur’s smile grew wider,

‘“And where would you have been, my
English peer of the Realm, without the fifty
thousand pounds my society—the glorious
Society of Destroyers—paid for your ser-
vices 7’ he purred gently. ‘“ Behind the prison
bars now, huh? A t’ief, a swindler; one
who gambles when he cannot pay, and
forges——"’

‘“That’s enough, confound you!” Murdorn
turned with a snarl, fists clenched, eyes
blazing. Yet, for all his bluster, he was obvi-
ously cowed. And the hunchback foreigner,
whose whole life had been spent dealing with
such tools as Lord Murdorn, nodded and
smiled again. |

‘““ Quite enough !’ he agreed. “Now listen,
friend, and do not let us quarrel. Yeu have
been heart and soul in the Destroyers up till
now—itill now when some slight hmtches come
into our plans. The other three fires we made
were all right, huh? But now you get cold
feet. That must not bel”

His smile faded all at once; his face became
a cruel mask.

“In America our society is triumphant;
in France, too. We get stronger every day in
Germany and make progress in Italy also.
But it is Britain we must conquer—she is our
gold-mine. Her wealthy manufacturers and
merchants, they must be made to con-
tribute to our coffers. We must be cruel to
be kind—to ourselves, huh?’’ He cackled at
his little joke. ‘‘Take away their factories
and foundries so that we can lash them into
submission later. For you British are obstin-
ate, my lord—very obstinate and tight-fisted!”

I'lIe tapped Murdorn on the arm deliber-
ately. S --

“ And you, Lord Murdorn, cannot back out
now—neither you nor the rest of the Council
of Seven. You have joined the Destroyers,
worked for them and accepted their pay.
Therefore, let us have no more talk of leaving
them. If you do ’—he smiled—‘we have a
stern way with traitors, as the American
papers will tell youl” '

There was a long aching silence in the

study while his quiet words sank home. At
last his lordship made a weary_gesture.
‘“ All right, all right!” he growled. “I'm

just as heart and soul' for the Destroyers as
you and the others, really. Heaven knows
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we can’t afford to fall out with you now. You
are the leader of the Council of Seven, and
your word is law. But, frankly, Monsieur,
I’m worried!”

The hunchback’s smile broadened, and he
sank into a chair.

‘““That is better. Now, I am worried, too!”
he acknowledged candidly. ‘It 1s as you say
—our last two coups have failed. Voisier
would have made serious trouble in Milton
_in a few more minutes had he not been
spirited away. As for last might, I confess I
am bewildered. Something tells me there is
big danger for us somewhere! I feel we have

some unknown enemy against us. And
that enemy seems to know our plans
exactly!”

He rose and walked to the window, while
Murdorn stared with horrified eyes. Sud-
denly he wheeled again. _ .

““Can it be that we have a traitor in our
own camp, huh?”

The question hit his lordship like a blow.
He was on his feet in a second, stammering :

“Im-im ible, Monsieur! At least, I—I
know nothing. Why should we betray each
other? We’'re all in the same boat. Fellows
like Gotchen and—" ‘

““Silence!” Monsieur’s voice crackled,
harsh and abrupt. His huge head was flung
back. “You know our rules, Murdorn. No
names—ever ! You will refer to members by
their numbers, please. Don’t let me have to
tell you that again!” .

Stung by his arrogance, the British peer
flushed with fury and exasperation.

““ That rot again!” he blustered. “Here we
are, seven grown, serious men, up to our eyes
in tricky schemes, behaving like schoolboys,
You make us creep in and out of our council
meetings muffled in dominos, like a lot of
black crows. We have passwords—numbers.
It—it’s childish! Who's going to spy on us in
this bleak, accursed castle of mine?”

The hunchback’s look was deadly.

““Novertheless, my lord, it is the order of
the Destroyers that members of a council, no
matter in what country they are working,
shall attend meetings hooded. That 1s a
world-wide order from Chicago to all our
branches, as you know. It is not for you to
object—now !”’

he paused, studying the disgruntled weak-
ling with reflective eyes.

‘““Yet your foolish words have given me an
idea, my friend. We must act. We must
examine ourselves to find if any weak link
exists anywhere. To-night, in view of what
has happened, we shall hold an extraordinary
council meeting here. I go now to send out
the summons to our members. The password
will be ‘ Let us discover!” It will be most
appropriate, I promise you !”

Allies in Councill

EANWHILE, 1in the magnificent
laboratory 1n  Thurston Kyle's
secluded house at Hampstead, Nelson

’ Lee and the Night Hawk were listen-
ing to every word spoken at Murdorn Tower.

In response to his ally’s message, the
famous deteotive had motored up from St.
Frank’s immediately, bringing Nipper with
him, Theﬁ had arrived just as Snub
Hawkins, the Night Hawk’s assistant, had
turned from the radio cabinet and signalled
to his master.

Together the allies had slipped the great
earphones over their heads. And silence had
reigned while they listened.

Throughout his alliance with the Night
Hawk, Nelson Lee had never ceased to
marvel 8t the scientist’s wonderful instru-
ment, far in advance of any existing radio
yet known.

By its aid Thurston Kyle maintained a con-
stant espionage over public offices such as
Scotland Yard, the Home and War Offices
and the Admiralty, for instance, as well as
more than a score of prominent men who
would have been paralysed to learn that the
strange personality in the old Hampstead

mansion could overhear their every secret if
he wished.

It was merely a matter of the Night Hawk
flying through the darkness to secrete his
intricate and tiny microphones somewhere
among the eaves or chimneys of any house he
desired to keep under observation, and Snub
Hawkins in the laboratory tuned-in on the
minute sound-waves whenever necessary.

The radio cabinet was simply another of the
amazing weapons Thurston Kyle had in-
vented in his life-long campaign against
crooks or crime—or for his own ends!

In astonishment at first, giving place
rapidly to grim intentness, Nelson Lee had
followed the conversation between Lord
Murdorn and the hunchback called Monsieur.
The schoolmaster-detective listened for a few
seconds more, then slipped off his earphones.
Thurston Kyle did likewise. They stared at
oach other, smiling dourly. |

‘““Very interesting !’ drawled Nelson Lee at
last. ‘‘So the Society of Destroyers is behind
all those fires lately, eh? Another smashing
onslaught to bring Britain under the sway of
racketeers and blackmail, eh, Kyle? I've
geen expecting a call from Scotland Yard any

ay.”

Thurston Kyle inclined his head. He was
clad as usual in his brilliant Chinese gown,
and although his deep voice was as calm as
ever, Nelson Lee could detect a trace of

excitement lurking in she dark eyes and cold,
handsome face.

“Yes; a pretty plot straight from Chicago,
I think. The Destroyers, by burning and
smashing a few huge factories, plan to %lack-
mail all other manufacturers and merchants
into buying safety for their own plants at
cruel prices. Also, by depriving workmen of
their living and, at the same time, inciting
them to riot while their hearts and brains
are seething with dismay and the fear of
poverty, they will create serious trouble for
this country as they have done in others—even
to the point of civil war!” :

‘“But how did you first find this out?”
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asked Lee swiftly.
By heer luck, th h

‘ sheer luck, three nights ago,
the Ngght Hawk. i
dye works there exploded into flames. I had
been on a long cruise, and suddenly, passing
over the town, I saw an enormous burst of fire
come through the fog.

‘“Naturally, in view of the extraordinary

number of fires this last fortnight, I flew
down for a closer view. There was nothing to

‘‘ How did you get on the

2

replied

be done, of course. It was a chemical factory,

and burning furieusly in a few nds. But
for some reason the crowd clustered in the
street beyond presently began oheering—an
ugly cheer, my dear Lee, that meant mischief.

‘I hovered above for a while in the fog,
and soon discovered -the cause. A man,
obviously an expert street-corner orator, was
stirring up the crowd violently. 1 imagine
the fire was a terrible blow to them all, and
the absurd but dangerous speech this man was
bawling was rapidly going to their heads.

‘**Having accused their employers of start-
ing the fire, he began to rouse them to fever-
pitch. Very soon there would have been
serious trouble. It was when he began talk-
ing about civil war and that highly-criminal
body, the 8Society of Destroyers, that 1
thought it time for him to go.” The Night
Hawk laughed ironically. “I fancy his
manner of going gave some of the crowd a
shock.”

Nelson Lee nodded without speaking.

‘“ He was a nasty little object, I assure you,
I.ee—a foreigner, too. At first 1 frankly
confess I saw no connection between his
vicious behaviour and the dye works fire. I
thought him merely a mischief-maker taking
advantage of the tumult, and I intended
teaching him a lesson. But ’—the Night
Hawk leaned forward—‘‘when I came to
cxamine him I found there was some con-
nection. He had been sent to Milton with
orders to stir up trouble the moment the fire
commenced.”’

‘““ Ah!” Nelson Lee did not nced to ask how
his friend had made the prisoner talk. He
had received a demonstration of his methods
in that line before. ‘*And then?”

““Then, of course, I dragged out every bit
of information he had in him. It was not a
great deal, but it was priceless. He told me
his employer was a man whom he called
Monsieur—nothing more—and that this
Monsieur had his headquarters at Murdorn
Tower, Sussex.

““To cut the story short, I flew down there
at once, as you may guess, and placed my
microphones among the battlemnents. 1
thought it bess to find out more about this
Monsieur before striking. Nothing happened
till early yesterday morning, when Snub
heard Monsieur and Lord Murdorn arrang-
ing for five men to fire trench-mortar bombs
into the East London celluloid works that
night, while Jacob Mahlkoff, one of the most
dangerous men in London at present,
was to make the same sort of speech after-
wards as my prisoner had made at Milton.”

“] was at Milton when the -

The Night Hawk’s cyes glowed fiercely.

“I attended to those five men—and
Mahlkoff. The rest of the story you have
just heard.”

. Very thoughtfully Nelson Lee took out his
cxg:;.rlette-case. His keen brain was working
swittly.

So the Society of Destroyers, that evil
orgamisation of ‘“racketeers’ which had
started in America and spread like a blight
1nto the more prosperous European countries,
was alive in Britain. The ground work was
being laid.

Nelson Lee registered a silent, bitter vow
they would not succeed.

To report Thurston Kyle’s news at Scot-
land Yard, however, was impoesible. Never
for a second would the scientist agree to police
intervention, and for that reason Lee’s hands
were tied. Besidés, he himself much pre-
ferred alliance with the grim mysterious
Night Hawk than with the polive.

Sending a spiral of smoke ringe to the ceil-
ing, he leaned back, musing,

“Let us see what cards we hold, Kyle!}”
he said quietly. “First, we know the
Destroyers’ headquarters here; and that the
gang in this country is led by a ‘ Council of
Seven,” who always meet disguised by hooded
dominoes. Their password for to-night's meet-
ing i8 ‘ Let us discover.” Also, we know three
names: ‘ Monsieur,” Lord Murdom and a man
called Gotchen!”

Thurston Kyle’s eyes gleamed deeply.

‘“You know them, Lee?”’

‘““‘ Momnsieur '—No!”? replied Nelson Lee.
“The others—yes! Concerning Murdorn, he
18 the last of his line, a turf and Stock Ex-
change gambler, and was desperately pushed
for money a short time back. Recently, too,
Lennard of the Yard thought he was con-
nected with a forgery case that was hushed
up at the last moment. Gotchen—I only
know one man of that name: Sir Rudolph
Gotchen, the financier. Before the war he
was Rudolf Gottheim, a naturalised German.
One moment!”’

Seizing the ’phone, he called up Scotland
Yard and spoke for some minutes to Chief
Detective-Inspector Lennard. His eyes were

keener still when he rang off.

“¥Yes, Sir Rudolph sounds promising. He
too, has been hard up, and acquiring a ve
shady reputation in the City lately. I thin
we might look him up, Kyle!”

- “We must look them all up,” snapped the
Night Hawk. ‘“This precious Couneil of
Seven—this council of seven fiends—must be
identified, Lee, and stamped out. Thanks to
my radio, we can always overhear any plots
from Murdorn Tower and defeat them. But
with such a vast organisation as the De-
stroyers, the sooner its leaders in Britain are
destroyed, the better!”

‘““ Agreed!” smiled Lee. *And to-night, at
least, we may perhaps discover the other four
names.”’

A piercing look came from <his ally.

“Ah! How, Lee? You forget it is their
strict rule never to mention names at their

29
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We shall listen to them, but we

mectings.
shall be no wiser that way.
have a plan?”
Nelson Lee nodded.
Lying back in his chair, with Nipper and
Snub listening wide-eyed, he told them.

But perhaps you

Nipper and Snub-Bandits!
S IR RUDOLPH GOTCHEN was angry.

He was not a nice man, Sir Rudolph,
too flabby in body and mind. He had
arranged a cosy dinner for that even-

ing with a certain young man who had more
money than brains. Sir Rudolph loved that
- sort of young man dearly; and like a good
Teuton, he loved food and good wine, too.

But—a meeting of the Council of Seven
had been called. And nothing could stand in
the way of that!

Thoroughly savage and disgruntled, the
financier left his Kensington mansion at
seven o'clock that evening in the little two-
seater he kept solely for driving down to
Alurdorn Tower. He quite failed to notice

Now on Sale. -4)

The flgure on the running board
pressed an automatic behind Sir
Rudolph’s ear. *‘‘Get out of
_ your car! ’’ snapped a voice.

the slim touring car that followed him
through Knightsbridge into South London.
and on to the Portsmouth Road, always at a
respectful distance, yet never losing touch.

At a steady pace, Sir Rudolph bowled
along, grumbling to himself as he left the
last fringe of London, and the road through
thé countryside prew ever darker. As he
ran through Pulborough, the pursuing car
began to creep up on him a little, and just
when he was negotiating a steep winding
hill the other side of the village, a long
slender shape roared past him at wicked
speed, scraping by his off-wing with a saucy
and breathless daring that reduced the
financier’s nerves to shreds on the instant.

‘““Filthy road-hog!”’ he screamed as the
other’s tail-light flashed up the dark hill. Ia
his fright, he had nearly run the two-seater
into the hedge and ‘‘killed ”’ his engine.

Restarting, lie negotiated the rest of the
hill, taking a sharp bend at the top. Then
he jammed his foot on the brake once more;
for, squarely in the middle of the road, stood
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the “road-hog,” with its youthful driver by
‘its side, obviously waiting for Sir Rudolph to
come along.

The moment the financier’s car halted, only
1 few yards behind the other, the lad trotted
', raising his cap politely.

‘“Sorry to stop you, sir—run out of juice!
(Could you—""’

It was the last straw. To be ditched by
this young cgb and then held up with a
request for petrol! 8ir Rudolph, purple in
the face, spluttered furiously.

“You—you vile young road-hog!’’ he bel-
lowed. “No, sir; I have no petrol for you.
Push your beastly car aside—"’

He stopped with a sudden gasp of fear.
On to the running-board of the car another
figure stepped silently up_behind him. The
cold muzzle of an automatic pressed icily into
the tender hollow below Sir Rudolph’s ear.
A gentle voice spoke firmly.

“Get out of your car, Fatty!”

Edyes bulging with fright, the financier gazed
wildly around. Car bandits! The road was
dark and deserted. There wae no chance of
help whatever. |

The gun pressed harder on Sir Rudolph’s
neck. He stumbled into the road on palsied
legs, panting. The moment he was out, four
strong hands seized him and ran him down
the road towards the derelict car. In less
than no time, securely gagged and hand-
cuffed, he was wedged into a back seat, with
one of his captors sitting beside him. The
other started the engine and pulled the car
into the side of the road. -

Then came the most extraordinary feature
of the outrage, to Sir Rudolph Gotchen’s
mind. No sooner was he forced out of sight
than he distinctly heard the two-seater be-
hind—his car |—purr 1nto life, then.come zip-
ping past swiftly towards the sea. And as it
went by, two youthful voices shouted clearly:

“Good luck, sir!”

Neclson Lee, in Sir Rudolph’s car, heard
the shout, and smiled to himself. He was also
smiling because, in a little gladstone bag
in the two-seater, he had found Sir Rudolph’s
-black-hooded domino—the regalia of the
Council of Seven. - -

His car gathered speed and swept down the
road towards the coast—and Murdorn Tower.

OOL-EYED and cool-nerved, Nelson Lee

motored on through the dark Downs.

The risky mission he was under-

,taking did not make him turn a hair

—although he knew only too well that dis-

covery by the other members of the Counecil

of Seven would probably mean a spy’s death,

swift and sure. One strong card he held at

Jeast—the fact that the Council of Seven met
1 disguise.

His plans, once he was among the Counecil,
-were vague as yet, of course. . Somehow,
though, he must ¢ontrive to find some clue
to the identities of the other four men there.
He must also discover more about their
leader, the mysterious and masterful
Monsieur! . After that the gahg could be
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destroyed quietly and at leisure, with the aid
of Thurston Kyle, the Night Hawk. It was
a task he would enjoy.

Murdorn Tower was eventually reached. A
lane through a neglected private park led to
the Tower’s main gates. They were locked.
But, in the glow of his sidelights, Nelson Lee
saw fresh car tracks skirting the old wall, and
he followed them cautiously. He gave a fresh
sigh of relicf when, presently, they led him
to a rusty side-gate, open wide.

Edging slowly through the gate, he saw,
half hidden by an overhanging elm, the dim
shapes of three other cars. Bringing his
own to a halt, he opened the gladstone, and
donned Sir Rudolph Gotchen’s cowl and
cloak. )

He was not a minute too soon; for out of
nowhere seemingly a big man joomed up,
head and shoulders covered. A muffled
foreign voice challenged him curtly.

‘““Zo password?” -

‘““‘Let us discover!” mumbled Lee thickly.

Without another word, the sentinel bowed
and turned. Following closely, Nelson Lee
was taken down the path and under an
arched gateway, which led into a stone vault.

A winding stairway came next, cold, dark,
and long. After climbing many flights, the
guide stopped suddenly and flashed a torch
on to a great oaken, steel studded door. He
opened it, and bowing onoce more, motioned

elson Lee inside. '

With all his senses alert, the detective
stepped over the threshold. He was in a
huge stone room, lit by a einﬁle candle that
stood on a long refectory table. The rays
of the candle failed completely to reach the
shadowy corners and high eceiling of that
enormous chamber. Around the table, faintly
visible in the light, were six silent men,
heads and bodies shrouded by the black gar-
ments they wore.

Nelson Lee was among the Council of
Seven—the blackmailers of Britain!

Like spectres from another world they
stood watching him. The detective waited,
tense as a hairspring; his eyes, in one light-
ning glance, took in as much of the chamber
as he could see.

He smiled with grim satisfaction to note, -
at the other end of the room, a bare turret
window, through which the stars shone dis-
tantly.  Evidently the Council, in their
high lair, feared no eavesdropping from that
direction, "

Yet, in spite of such a small light as the
candle gave, some reflection, }hought Lee,
must show through the panes. And even as
he stared, the far-off stars were blotted out
for a split second by a dark human head

outside |

_ Only for that tiny space of time did he see
it; then it was gone. A sharp voice broke

the ghostly stillness. |
“Well, Number Three! The password?”
“Let us discover!” mumbled Lee once

more.
A faint rustle came from the hooded men.
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The detective moved forward to the one
vacant chair round the table. |

“You are late, huh?”

It was the sharp voice again; Lee rccog-
nised the tones of the unknown Monsieur, as
he .had heard them over Thurston Kyle's
radio that morning. Lee bowed an apology,
and, as if satisfied, the leader raised his
hand, whereupon the Council of Seven sank
into their seats.

Tap, tap, tap! Three times Monsieur
tapped the table impressively. Then he, too,
sat down. |

““The council 1s open, brothers!” he in-
toned.

Another rustle answered him as the con-
spirators settled themselves for business.

one spoke; they sat turned towards their
leader, who presided alone at the head of
the table. He drew a paper towards him,
end his voice now was suave.

“We have met to-night, brothers, for a
special purpose. I regret it if you have
been inconvenienced by this sudden call. But
ghe interests of our glorious society comes

rst!”

The cowled heads nodded in unison.

‘““ As you are doubtless aware, our last two
blows at the swollen plutocrats of England
have failed. One partly; the other entirely.
The Milton coup would have been success-
ful but for the inexplicable disappearance of
Voisier, our agitator, under cover of the
thick fog surrounding the town. The de-
struction of the factory at Deptford last
night was a fiasco that lost us five valuable
men, and Jacob Mahlkoff, our finest
speaker!” His voice deepened. “Those
men were deliberately killed!”

Again the heads bowed. A subtle tension
seemed to creep into the atmosphere. Some-
thing serious was impending

“It is plain, I think, that our plans for
these two affairs miscarried!” went on the
even voice. ‘I, as your leader, have thought
matters over deeply. I have also consulted
with Number Two. ¥ We have decided that
one of two things is happening: either that
we have some secret enemy against us, more
swift and powerful than the slow British
police; or "—he paused for a bombshell—
‘““there 1s a traitor amongst us!”

The figures round the table stiffened. Not
a sound broke the hush.

‘T have called you here to-night that we
may thrash this out speedily. We must first
examine ourselves. And if we find we are
still all loyal to the Destroyers, then I shall
be satisfied that our enemy 1s someone out-
side the Council. We shall take steps to dis-
cover him!”

Slowly he rose to his feet, a small figure,
vet radiating an -evil power by the quick
flashes of his beady eyes through the slits in
his cowl. The others waited tensely.

“As you know, our socioty order is that
we shall meet in council—disguised. There
are those amongst you who do not know each
other’s names even now. We have always
preserved the strictest secrecy. To-night we
relax that secrecy!”

His hand rapped the table sharply once
more.

“It 1s my order that to-night each member
first time in our meetings!”

The Tables Turned! |

Q GASP of dismay burst from the rest

nothing compared with that of Nel-

son Lee. A little chill gripped his
heart. He had banked on the order of the
he saw in a flash that his strategy had been
for nothing.

A thousand thoughts raced through his
certainly see the faces of the other men. But
—he smiled thinly—so would they see his!

Irom the man next him came an abrupt

“*But, Number Omne, surely this is against |
the rules!”

Heads turned solemnly. Monsieur’s bright

‘““Rules are meant to be broken—sometimes,
Number Seven!” The words were slow, de-
liberate, like little drops of ice. ¢ They must
conduct a searching examination of the Coun-
cil.  That being so, -I prefer to see each
brethren’s face clearly when he replies to

At a wave of his hand, the man on the
right rose and went to a ‘cormer cupboard.
He returned bringing back six more candles,
before each hooded figure. Monsieur spoke
again, softly.

“I must warn you, brothers, that Feodor,
to deal with any brother who disobeys me
or attempts to leave this room!”

Another mutter of protest broke out, but
one the members of the Council fiddled wit |
their hoods; one one the cowls were
thrown back, sullen faces glowered in the

Still Nelson Lee did not stir. He wa.s‘
taking stock of the men as they exposed
themselves; and only then did he realise the

‘With one exception he knew them all,
There was Lord Murdorn, Number Two;
Roger Thurlow, the ex-M.P., who had done
bezzlement; an Irishman named Feenhy,
whom the Free State had exiled; Naponi,
the Italian king of S8oho; and a lean, pallid
only one Nelson Lee did not know. But
a livid scar puckered his cheek, and the de--
tective docketed that blemish in his mind
future.

And now all the Council were unmasked,
same oan himself and the leader Monsieur.
e

Y

of the Council shall remove his hood—for the

of the Council. But their plight was
Council that dominos must be worn. Now
mind, If this order was obeyed, he would
and nervous protest.
eyes glittered.
be broken now. It 18 necessary for me to
my questions!"”
which he lit and placed round the table, one
my servant, is outside. He has strict orders
Monsieur silenced it with a gesture. One b
candle light.
power and evil of the Destroyers in Britain.
seven years in Dartmoor for public em-
man, who looked like a Pole. He was the
for future reference—if there was to be a
Finally the latter, too, threw back his cloak

entirely, disclosing his malformed back and
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huge, black-fringed pate, more repulsive than
ever by the flickering lights. There re-
mained Nelson Lee alone. All eyes switched
towards him.

The hunchback leaned across the table.

“We wait for you, Number Three. Or
shall T say Sir Rudelph Gotchen !’ he sneered
spitefully. |

Nothing could be done. ~Nelson Lee was
trapped. His fingers closed on his gun for
a sccond, but he realised it was useless. He
might draw it end shoot, but at the best he
could not hope to get them all. Someone
would be sure to down him. And an armed
man guarded the passage outside.

Coolly, then, without haste, he raised his
hands to his hood, drew it up, threw it back
on his shoulders. With a little debonair
smile, he bowed mockingly.

“The trick is yours, Monsieur. Good-
evening, gentlemen!” -

The Council of Seven recoiled, frightened,
amazed, gasping. Even Monsieur glared
wildly; a strangled cry of “Spy!” burst
from Roger Thurlow’srfi S, |

Then, by a great effort, the Italian,
Naponi, recovered. He thrust out a thick,

trembling hand.
- “I know him, brothers. He is Nelson

Lee '’

N\ TiELSON LEE!”
Hand outstretched, the Italian
faced him, a frozen statue of fury.

~ The others echoed the name
hoarsely. A dread silence fell.
“So! Nelson Lee, the so-famous English

detective, huh?”

It was Monsieur who broke the silence—
his eyes glittering with triumph.

Lee smiled. o '

“You flatter me!”

“I think not, friend. It is you, then, who
has spoiled our plans, huh? You smuggled
yourself into our last council in place of the
good Sir Rudolph, huh? But this time you
are unfortunate!”’

Nelson Lee did not correct him. If the
hunchback thought this was his second visit
to the Council of Seven, so much the better.
He only shrugied. .

“Sir Rudolph warned me I might be so!”
he lied calmly.

His words had the effect he intended. The
faces around him Erew‘v savage. ‘

“So Sir Rudolph knows you are here,
then? He is the traitor in our camp, huh?
That will be bad for Sir Rudolph one day!”

“If you find him, Monsieur!”

The scarred Pole struck in silkily.

¢‘We mean to, Mister Police-Spy. In my
country we have means and ways of doing
€0, too. Perhaps I will show you—soon |*

Mlonsieur’s teeth flashed in his mirthless
mmile.

‘A good thought, Number Five.
may

There
be others besides Mr. Lee who know

tbout_ us. In this so-old castle, doubtless
here is a vault where we can be undisturbed,
buh? What say you, Lord Murdorn?”

Nelson Lee grew rigid. For just a second

Two Long Complete School Yarns Every Month in—

he shot a glance at the window and saw again
the dark head hovering outside in the night.
But for betraying his hand, he could
have laughed in the conspirators’ faces. He
had but to shout, and the merciless Night
Hawk, guns blazing, would crash in to his
rescue.

This, however, he did not desire. It would
not suit him yet to have these leaders of
the Destroyers stamped out. The rank and
file of the vast organisation had to be un-
earthed, too; the * firebugs >’ who started the
big blazes, and the skilled agitators who
followed them. He had discovered the
leaders. That was sufficient for the time,

. Yot he must escape now, even if it meant
calling in the Night Hawk. Inwardly he
was seething . with mortification at his
failure, but having played a bold game and
lost, he must make the ﬁest of it. nd while
he turned the position over rapidly in his
mind, a wild, desperate plan came to him.

It meant taking a terrific chance, and trust-
ing his winged ally to the hilt. But he
had learnt to do that.

Alertly he listened to Lord Murdorn mut-
tering some reply-to his leader’s mocking
question concerning a torture-chamber. His
lordship gave Lee a burning glare.

“Yes, Monsicur, there is a suitable vault.
The old ° question-room’ of my ancestors.
The dog will be made to howl there—"

At that moment Nelson Lee swept i1nto
action. His hands grasped the edge of the
table, and with one powerful movement he
heaved and overturned it. The candles fell
to the floor and were doused. Again the
detective snapped into action.

A terrific right knocked Lord Murdorn
flying, another outed the Italian. A wild
scuffle ensued, a yell of fury ripped from
Monsieur. But Nelson Lee, chair in hand,
went smashing through like & Rugger for-
ward going for the line, and heaving up his
burden, crashed 1t through the window,
following it with his left leg.

“Lights! Lights! Feodor!
Feodor! Shoot at the window!"”

Monsieur was screeching from under a pile
of men. The door burst open. But with it,
from the window, came the spurt of Nelson
Lee’s gun, spitting rapidly through the
darkness. A moan of pain answered the
shots, followed by a heavy fall.

And then the detective was out on the
window ledge, free. The wind, whistling
round the tower, made him gasp; while far
below, through an aching void of night, he
could see dimly the greyish-white of furious
waves foaming over broken rocks.

There was no time to waste, however.
Clutching hands were already reaching for
him desperately. Lifting his arms above
his head, Nelson Lee poised himself on the
ledge. His voice rose in a shout.

To the men in the room it sounded like
a last cry of despair--a death-wail. Really
it was a call for help. And with it Nelson
Lee, cooler than ever in MNis life before,
dropped ; dropped into space, straight for the
cruel rocks four hundred fect below.

Come 1in,



—SCHOOLBOYS' OWN 4d, LIBRARY, Try a copy To-day. 13

One by one they unmasked—

until only Nelson Lee was left =
hooded. *‘‘ We wait for you, P
Number Three ! ** sneered the = },

leader of the Council,

Down, down he went, hurtling towards the

sea. And then, from the star-lit sky above
him, straight as an arrow, mighty wings
whistling, streaked the Night Hawk in his

walke.

Icifty feet below the cliff top his. stron
arrs flashed out, closing securely roun
Nelson lLiee’s rigid body. Then, in a long,
clean swoop, he carried his ally away over
the waters. Presently his huge, slashin
wings brought them both back safely to land,
on a lonely shore two furlongs away.

Back 1in the stone turret of Murdorn
Tower, white faces pecered over the empty
sill, and into the night. The Irishman,
Feenhy, was the first to speak.

“Gone! We'll find his bodyv at dawn!”

“You won't!” Lord Murdorn gulped.
“This was my ancestors’ favourite death-
drop.”

Mounsieur, the hunchback, He
was well content, after all!

smiled.

¢ HAT was a gallant feat, Leel”
The Night Hawk, tall and erect
in his black flying costume, the tips
of his wings just touching the sandy

beach on which the allies had landed, smiled
down at Nelson Lee.

Not a light was to be seen; only the cold
stars and the blurred glimmer of foam on
the breaking wave-crests a few vards away.
Nelson Lee lit a cigarette carefully and rose.

“That’s better!” He blew a grateful
cloud of smoke. ‘“I had to do something,
Kyle, quickly, and I knew I could trust you
to act. Thanks!”

They gripped. The Night Hawk snapped
sternly :

““ A word from you, Lee, and I’'d bave shot
those scum-—"’

“I know!” smiled Lee. ‘" But it is better
this way. They know nothing about you,
and they think I am dead. Thus we can
work under perfect cover. 1 know the namecs
and faces of the Council now; you can kecp
watch over that hunchback’s schcmes.”

The campaign, Nelson Lee and the Night
Hawk versus the Destroyers, had com-
menced !

TRE END.

(Next week’s thrilling yarn in this amaz-
ing series is entitled : ‘* WINGS OF VEXN-
GEANCE!? Lceol: out for it, lads.)
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Amazing Developments at St. FranR’s This Week, Lads.
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CHAPTER 1.
Birds of a Feather!

‘“ HAT does that ass think he’s
W doing ?” asked Handforth aggres-
sively.
The burly goalkeeper of the St.
Frank’s Junior XI. was standing between the
sticks, but instead of watching the game he
was intent upon the manceuvres of a light
Moth-type aeroplane three or four hundred
feet overhead.
“Trying to show off, by the look of it,”
said Tommy Watson, who was watching the
game, from behind the net.

-

IIdward Oswald Handforth was not the

only player affected. Several other Re-
movites were forgetting the game to look
upwards. The droning of the ’plane’s
engine was distracting.

It was not a very important gamo—Re-
move versus Fourth, in fact—and the Re-
movites were already two goals up, with
every indication that they would leave the
ficld easy winners.

Chambers, of the Fifth, whp was referece-
ing, became quite impatient, and he blew
a shrill blast of the whistle.

“Hold on, everybody!” he sang out.
“We’ll wait until this funny idiot sheers off.
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Does he think we’ve never seen an aero-
plane before? Why can’t he do his tricks
somewhere else?”

‘“ About time you pulled the game up, dear
old fellow,” said Travers. * By Samson!

What’s the chump doing now? Did you
sec that sideslip?”
The light ’plane, banking round, had

circled over the school buildings, and then
stalied rather dangcrously, and only by a
great stroke of luck did the man in the
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The Shingle Head lighthouse out

of commission. Shipping at the

mercy of the storm and the rocks.

It’s up to the St. Frank’s juniors to

avert disaster—and they rally round
in fine style !
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cockpit get the ’plane on an even keel again.
It had lost height, and it came zooming over

the footballers, only thirty or forty feet
above their heads.
“That fellow ought to be reported for

dangerous flying!” said Nipper, the Remove
captain. ‘“What’s he going to do now? By
Jove! I believe he’s coming down!”

“Going to land on Big Side!” said Kirby

Keeble Parkington, the red-headed leader of
tho Red-Hots.
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He was obviously right. The pilot had
throttled his engine down to a mere purr
again, and the ’plane was gliding down for
Big Side. But the pilot, 1t seemed, feared
that he would not bave sufficient landing
space—his macbine would foul the hedge.

“1 say, look out, you fellows!” yelled
TIravers.

The ’plane’s engine roared for a moment,
died away, and the machine zoomed over the
hedge, dipped, and landed bumpily on Little
Side. It came running forward, slewing side-
ways as the pilot tried to keep control. Only
by running hard did the footballers success-
fully get out of the way. .

The ’plane came to a standstill in mid-
field, and the engine petered out. The
footballers ran up from all sides, and were
astonished to see a young man standing up
in the cockpit, grinning with complete com-
placency.

“Not a bad landing that--what?” he re-
marked. “Sorry to make you run, kids,
but I didn’t mean to land on this part of
the ground at all, really It was the hedge
that made me change my mind.”

Nipper, the first to arrive, glared at him.

‘“It’s a pity you didn’t change your mind
and land five or six miles away!” he re-
torted. ‘‘What the dickens do you mean
by messing up our game?”

“You mght have killed somebody !”” added
Travers accusingly.

The young man stared in surprise, and a
haughty expression showed itself on his face.

““Weli, that's & nice welcome, I must say!”
he exclaimed resentfully. 1 rather thought
I was giving you kids a treat,’

‘““Well, you’d better think something else!l”
said Chambers notly. *‘And don’t eall me a
kid, either. Get this bag-of-tricks off our
footer ground.”

The airman climbed out of the cockpit,
and dropped to the ground. He pushed his
crﬁ,lh-he met back, then eyed the juniors
coldly.

‘“Perhaps you don’t know who I am?” he
asked. ¢

“We don’t, and we’'re not at all curious,”
sald Handforth.

““Well, my name is Gore-Pearce—Aubrey
Gore-Pearce,” said the new arrival. “My
young brother belongs to this school—-"

““That explains it!” said Handforth
tartly,. “By George! Why didn’t we
guess ?
only in his face, but in his manner!”

The juniors were more fed up than ever.
Claude Gore-Pearce, of the Remove, was
ocvery kind of a snob, and a most unpleasant
fellow generally. He was the son of a
millionaire, but this faect did not make him
popular.
same stamp—conceited, boastful, haughty.

Aubrey had apparently thought that his

landing on the St. Frank’s playing fields
would be quite a sensation, and that he
would be the hero of the hour. But he

waz wrong. He was about as popular as a
fog at a Cup Final,

‘““ THE BROKEN BOND!”

I see the resemblance now—not.

His elder brother was exactly the

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co.

“By Jove! Hallo, Aubrey!” came a
panting voice. ‘‘How awfully decent of you
to drop in like this!”

Claude Gore-Pearce was running up, ex-
cited and puffed.

‘““These precious friends of yours don’t
seem particularly pleased to sce me,” said
Aubrey with a sniﬁ‘.) ,

“They’re not friends of mine,” said Gore-
Pearce. ‘“But why shouldn’t they be
pleased to see you? It isn’t everg' day that
aeroplanes land on our playing elds. If
it comes to that, there aren’t -many fellows
who have airmen brothers!” he added
triumphantly.

‘ Archie (glenthorne has got two brothers—
both airmen,” said Handforth gruffly. *Two
of the cleverest airmen in the world, too.
They’ve flown the Atlantic, and done all sorts
of marvellous things. But they don’t come
down to St. Frank’s, messig up foothall
matches, and trying to show off!”

Aubrey Gore-Pearce flushed.

“lLook here, young fellow!” he said
haughtily. *“I don’t want any more sauce
from you! I don't know who you are——*

He broke off abruptly A sudden hush kad"
fallen on the footballers. and, glancing up,
Aubrey saw that a master was appr ing.
At least, he assuined that the new arrival
was a master—although he didn’t look it.

The figure was dressed in baggy flannel
trousers and a shabby old Norfolk ‘jacket,
to say nothing of a battered tweed soft hat.
But for that sudden silence, Aubrey would
have supposed that the newcomer was the
gardener’s assistant.

““May. I ask who you are, young man?”
asked the man in flannels, planting himself
in front of Aubrey.

“I’'m not sure that I shall tell you,” =sa1d
Aubrey sourly. “Who are you, anyway?”

“My name is Mr. Alington Wilkes, and
it so happene that I em the Housemaster of
tho Ancient House,” said the other. ‘‘As
our headmaster is away just now, I am act-
ing in his place. You will therefore take it
that you are addressing the headmaster of this
school.”

Aubrey’s jaw sagged. He had meant to
“tick off ”” this fellow but now he changed
his mind. The footballers were beginning to
enjoy themselves.

‘““Oh, well, if you’re the headmaster, you’re
the man I want to see,” said Aubrey boldly.
“This is my young brother, you know—he’s
in your House, I believe. 1 just dropped in
to spend an hour or two with him.”

“You are perfectly welcome to spend an
hour witbh your brother, Mr. Gore-Pearce,
and the hospitality of my House is at your
disposal,” said Mr. Wilkes gently. “But
you must allow me to remonstrate with you
for the mode of your—er—dropping in. For-
tunately I witnessed your landing, and I
cannot help saying that it was a most reck-
less and unpardonable offence.’’

“Offence!’”” said Aubrey =Gore-Pearce,
bristiing. “In what way?”

“1: Fou desired to land upon our play-
ing fields you should have notified me, and
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I would have had the playing fields cleared,”
replied Mr. Wilkes. ‘“But to drop down
from the sky, and to interrupt a football
match and scatter the players—well, I can-
not find words strong enough to condemn it.
You will please understand, Mr. Gore-Pearce,
that you must not do such a thing again.
You would not have looked so pleased with
yourself, perhaps, if you had gravely injured
one or more of these boys.”

“You don’t understand flying, sir,” said
Aubrey indulgently., ‘Being an experienced
pilot myself, I know that my landing was
perfectly safe.”

“Your expericnce, Mr. Gore-Pearce, 1is
not so very extensive,” murmured Mr.
Wilkes, ‘““Your brother has been telling
me about you; he 13 very proud of you. I
understand that you have recently joined a
private flying club, and that you obtained
your certificate a week or so ego.”

“Well, I know more about flying than

ou do,” said Gore-Pearce’s brother trucu-
ently.

“You boasting idiot!” burst out Hand-
forth. “Mr. Wilkes was a major in the
Royal Air Force during the War, and he
was the terror of the enemy. There’s nothing
he doesn’t know about stunt flying!”

Aubrey’s dismay was so palpable that a
few chuckles went round. The juniors were
only too pleased to witness his discomfiture.

‘“We will not discuss the matter,” said
Mr. Wilkes softly. “I will merely request
you, Mr. Gore-Pearce, to remove your
machine as quickly as possible. I cannot
allow it to remain here after this afternoon.
For tho present, the boys will wheel it be-
yond the limits of the playing pitch. But
as soon as you can, you will take it to an
authorised flying ground. There is one, I
believe, at Bannington.”

Mr. Wilkes walked away, and Aubrey
gritted his teeth. He disliked being ordered
about in that way, and it was so totally
different from what he had cxpected. He
was very full of his own importance, and he
anticipated a rousing welcome, with the boys
cheering him to the echo. e was an air-
man—he was somebody!

- UBREY GORE-PEARCE was really
only a comparative novice, and one
of those novices who possessed any
amount of swank and reckless con-

fidence. He had only flown to St. Frank’s
in order to show off. i

“Well, Claude, I don’t think much of your
Housemaster,” he said sourly, after Mr.
Wilkes had gone. ‘And as for taking this
machine away, I'll leave when it pleascs
me,"”

“You'll take it away from the playing
field at_gnce—or we’ll take it for you,” said
Chambers truculently. “And what do you
mean by saying that our Housemaster—"

“T wasn’t talking to you!” interrupted
Aubrey.

“Well,

. I'm talking to you!” roared
Chambers.

“Mr. Wilkes offered you the
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hospitality of his House—which, in my
opinion, 1s more than you deserve. Come
on, you chaps! Let’s shift this kite!”

Aubrey’s protests were unheeded. A
crowd of juniors seized the aeroplane, and
wheeled it off the playing pitch; and after
that the game was resumed. Aubrey fussed
about his machine, complaining that the
juniors had soiled the fabric.

“You ought to be jolly well kicked!” said
Claude Gore-Pearce, addressing a crowd of
spectators. “My brother’s feeling pretty
sore about this. He was goilng to give som»
stunt flights, just as an exhibition, but 1
doubt if he'll do it now.”

“Stunt flights!” sniffed De Valerie. *Tt
was as much as he could do to land. If
he’s fool enough to try any stunts, he’ll break
his neck.”

“You wait till you see him looping the
loop and doing a roll,” boasted Gore-Pearce.

There was more talk about this stunt fly-
ing. Aubrey himself, having recovered his
temper, made grand promises of the loops
and rolls he would perform for the edification
of St. Frank’s, as soon as the game wuas
over. _

But all this talk of stunt flying came to
nothing—as the fellows expected. Whether
Aubrey Gore-Pearce would have gone up to
give exhibition flights is doubtful; but ho
wasn’t allowed to. For, before the House
match was over, a high wind sprang up,
bringing low banks of scudding clouds; rain
began to fall in torrents.

It was when the light ’plane lifted and

itched that Aubrey grew alarmed. He yelled
or ropes, and some of the fellows were
oblighng enough %o supply them. The
machine was secured to the ground by means
of ropes and stakes.

The rain proved to be nothing serious;
but the wind rose menacingly. The after-
noon developed into one of those wild, blus-
tering, wintry days which are characteristic
of January in England.

And Aubrey Gore-Pearce, having flown to
St. Frank’s with the idea of staying an hour
or two, was obliged to remain at St. IFrank’s
for the rest of the day.

CHAPTER 2.
The Lighthouse Alight!

T was a half-holiday, and as the House-
match had finished by mid-afternoon,
there was a good hour and a half to
fill in before tea-time. Nipper, for one,

was attracted by the sudden wildness of the
weather.

“We can’t stick indoors on a ripping after-
noon like this!” he said, after he and the
other footballers had changed.

“‘Ripping afternoon, dear old fellow?”
repeated Travers politely.

‘Well, 1sn’t it ?”

“A matter of oi)inion, I suppose,” said
Travers. ‘‘Personally, I consider it a per-
fectly foul afternoon. A book by the fire-
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side and an easy chair are cleariy indicated.”

“Lazy bounder!” said Nipper. * You’'ll
ge: no appetite for tea like that. What’s
wrong with putting on our thickest boots,
and going for a ramble across the downs?
It’s just about high tide now, and the sea
ought to bs mdgnificent at Shingle Head.”

“Upon my Samson! It sounds attrac-
tive, too!” said Travers. “I’'m with you,
dear old fellow.”

Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West, Handforth
& Co, %{ K. Parkington, and others en-
thusiastically seconded the idea. 8o, ten
minutes lator, a regular party of Removites
tramped out into the stormy wind, well
booted, well overcoated. and eager to face
the :clements.

“Bad luck on Gore-Pearco’s brother,”
grinned Jimmy Potts, as they set off across
the meadows. “His stunt flights haven’t
matorialised.” .

‘ And ncver would!” said Handforth, with
a sniff. “A real airman would bave jumped
into his machino as soon as this wind sprang
up, and flown to the Bannington Aerodrome.
Nowadays poople aren’t afraid to fly in the
wind. That chap is all swank!” .

“Nipper could fly it to Bannington, if
it comes to that,” said Tommy Watson. ‘' He
could got straight into the cockpit now and
do the job easily.”

“Draw it mild!” protested Kirby Keeble
Parkingtor.

“Perhaps you don’t know, old boy, that
Nipper has a pilot’s certificate?” suggested
Tregellis-West mildly. “When he and Mr
Lee ars on their detective cases, he often
has to do a bit of flying.”

K. K. and tho other ﬁed-Hots werc aston-
ished. @ Although they had been at St.
Frank's a considcrable time now, this was
news to them. Yet it was quite true that
Nipper held & pilot’s certificate; but 1t
wasn’t his way to talk of such things.

““‘Oh, bother Aubrey Gore-Pcarce and his
plane!” said the Remov: skipper lightly.
Isn’t this wind ripping?  There’s some-
thing exhilarating in having to fight our way
against 1it.”

“What price making a detour and calling
at the Moor View School ?” suggested Decks.
“Let’'s get some of the girls to join in this

ramble!”
‘“No good!” growled Handforth. *“I
thought of that, too. But the girls have

The

gone off somewhere this afternoon.
pictures in Bannington, probably.”

~ The juniors trudged on, thoroughl en-
]oym% their battle with the wind, w icg was
now blowing with galc force. By the time

they reached the chiff tops, over the downs,
a magnificent spectacle met their gaze. Tho
tide was- right up, and the sea was boom-
ing monstrously all along the rocky coast.
Shingle Head, jutting out scawards, was
half obscured by the flying spray. The light-
house on the promontory looked almost
ghostly,

The sea, as far as the eyc could reach, was
covered with ‘white horses,” chasing them-

=»ives over the broken surfaco. The great
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waves crashed down upon the beach, creating
large masses of creamy foam. There is
something grand and awesome in watching
the seca when the elements are in an angry
mood
The boys scampered down the cliff path,
and when thoy reached the beach they could
hardly hear one another speak. The wind
was whistling round their ears, buffeting
them until they had to fight their way along;
and the roar and thunder of the breaking
waves was as good as a tonic
.“This is the stoff to give you an appe-
tite!” roared Handfor& “You on't
realise how much ozone we're soaking in.”
‘““The masters ought to have come down
for a ramble, then,”” chuckled Travers.
‘‘Why the masters?’’ asked somebody.
“Haven’t they a special dinner on to-
night, in Bannington?” said Travers. “It’s
just as well to have a big appetite when
there’s a special dinner. I understand it's
going to be qunte & big do.”
“Rather,” said Parkington. ‘““And we
shall have a high old time at St. Frank’s on

the quiet. When the cat’s awny-—what?”.
““The prefects aren’t going,” said
Gresham.

‘“Who cares about the prefects?” retorted
K. K. “The only masters who aren’y going
arc Professor Tucker—and he doesn’t count—
and old Pycraft of the Fourth. What a
lark if we can work some jape on Pycraftl)”

He wasn’t the only junior who was toyin
with such an idea. This evening woulg
provide a 1%olden opportunity for something
special. or all tfg St. Frank’s masters,
with the exception of the two K. K. had
named, were attending & grand function at
the Grapes Hotel, in Bannington.

The Grapes was famous fecr thcse public
dinners; it possessed an enormous banquet-
ing hall, and all such affairs were classy in
the extreme. Many of the Dannington
Grammar School and the River House mas-
ters would be therc, too. It was a kind of
political dinner, with all sorts of important
speeches afterwards—most of which would
be broadcast by thc Bannington station.
The Mayor «cf Bannin%ton would preside,
and the Member of Parliament for tho con-
stituency was to be the guest of honour.

“We ought not to let this chance elip by,”
said Handforth. “This giddy dinner only
happens onco a year, and 1t’s the only even-
ing when St. Frank’s is left practically with-
out any masters. What a ripping oppor-
tunity for a big rag!®

““We'll think of something,” said K. K.
confidently. ‘‘In fact, you Old-Timers had
better look out for yourselves. Wo Red-
Hots will be on the warpath as soon as the
beak: have cleared off!”

“Rats!” scoffed Handforth. “Do you
think we'ro afraid of you silly Red-Hots?
If you try any funny business with=t5, my
lads, we’ll wipe you up!”

_ As a matter of fact, the Old-Timers were
intent upon getting in a blow-at their rivals.
Thm%s had %een rather quiet at St. Frank’s
recently. ver cince the rival gangs of
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gunmen had disturbed the peace of the old
school, a period of ‘humdrumuness’ had set
in. It was time to liven up things,

‘“Better be getting back, hadn’t we?” sug-
gested Jimmy Potits.
- “There’s no hurry,” said Handiorth.
““Over an hour before tea, and I thought it
would be rather a good i1dea to go out on
those rocks.” '

“*And get soaked through?” asked Church
politely.

‘““Not afraid of a little spray, are you?”
retorted Handforth.

In the end, most of the fellows voted the
idea to be a good one, and thoey started off
enthusiastically. It was good sport dodg-
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was casy cnough for them to get to the road
from here, for all the lighthouse supplies
were brought along this track, and it was
a recognised highway.

‘“Just a minute, you chaps!” said Nipper,
as ho turned to take a last look at the sea.
‘“Haven’t you noticed something?”

““Yes—the lighthouse isn’t going yet,” saig
Travers.

“By George! That’s funny!” said Hand-
forth, protecting his eyes from the wind
and staring. ‘“That light usually begins to
flash as soon as dusk comes down, and it’s
nearly dark now.”

However, they were impatient to get home,
and they did not give the matter any more

ing along the slippery rocks. avoiding pools thought. It really wasn’t dark yet, and at
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The aeroplane came bumping dgwn on to Little Side, and the junior foothallers

. were forced to

of sca water and leaping out of the way of
the flying spray. It was exciting, exhilarat-
ing. They were 60 engrossed in it that
the time passed without their recalising it.
Dusk was settling down by the time they
finally decided to make a move for home.

““Well, it doesn’t matter if we're a bit
late,” said Nipper philosophically. “And
there’s no mistake about our appetites.”

“It wouldn't be so bad if we hadn’t wan-
dered such a long way over these rocks,”
said Tommy Watson. “We’ve an awful way
to go before we got to that cliff path. Look
where we are! Right against the Shingle
lighthouse, half way along the headland.”

“Who cares?” said Travers lightly.

They were all in a happy mood, and the
weather conditions tended to brighten their
spirits. It was impossible to be anything but
brisk and boisterous with Nature in this
mood.

The dusk was deepening by the time the
juniors reached the narrow track which ran
along thc headland to the lighthouse. It

olt to escape being run down.

any moment the flashing beam might gleam
forth. They continued on their way for
some minutes, and then Nipper stopped

abruptly.

~ “Hallo! What’s that?’ he asked, point-
ing. “Can’t you see something rummy
—a flickering glow in the light tower ?”

“I suppose something must have gouc
wrong with the works,” said Tommy Watson.
“The lighthouse keepers are trying to gecl
the thing going ” |

‘““Looks like a fire!” interrupted Jimmy
Potts excitedly.

““You chaps, it 78 a fire!” exclaimed Nip-

per. “They must have had an accident with
};he lamp! The top part of the tower is op
ire!”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Can’t we do something?”

‘““Come on, Remove!”

‘“Hurrah! St. Frank’s to the rescue!™
With one accord, the boys broke into a

run and dashed along the headland track.
The lighthouse was not very far distant,
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perched on the rocks nearly at the end. Tho
tide had turned now, and the fury of the
waves had abated.  Nevertheless the sea
was still bursting over the Shingle rocks in
large clouds of spray.

As the boys neared the lighthouse, they
could see the fire was becoming more serious.
'They dashed across the paved yard, and
just as they reached the heavy door at the
foot of the tower, the door opened and one of
the keepers came hurrying out,

“What’s wrong?” gasped Nipper.

‘““Ah, I'm mighty glad to see you boys

!”

said the keeper huskily. ‘‘There’s big
trouble aloft! Maybe you can help? I
was dashing to the coastguards—but the

quicker we get help the better.”

_ ““You buzz off, then—we’ll do all we can
in the meantime!” shouted Nipper. “Come
on, you chaps!”

He rushed in, and the others followed.
They went tearing up the stone-stairs of the
tower, and when at Fasn’ they arrived breath-
lessly in the great lamp-room, they found

the senior keeper battling valiantly but hope-
lessly.

The ecﬁreat lamp, with 1its intricate mass

of mechanism and reflectors, was hidden
by great flames. The place was filled with
aerid fumes and smoke. The senior keeper
was operating a big fire extinguisher, but
the patent fluid seemed to have little or no
effect upon the conflagration.
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Exciting Adventure Yarn: ‘ CHUMS OF THE JUNGLE ! ”

- “Water!” he panted, without pausing to
inquire how these boys had got in. “There
are buckets below—fill them—bring them
upl"

The juniors rushed down again. That
glimpse of the fire had told them that the
urgency was great. Nipper, as he ran,
shouted directions.

“Don’t all come down!” came his voice.
“String yourselves out down those stairs—
and we’ll pass the buckets up in relays. It'll
save a lot of time.”

The orders were shouted back, and In a
miraculously short space of time something
effective was being accomplished. The boys
belonged to the St. Frank’s fire brigade,
and their training came in useful now. Those
at the basc of the tower rapidly filled the
buckets and passed them on to the others.
They were conveyed up to the lamp-room
with speed and efficiency. The kecper, half-
choked by the fumes, but fighting gamely,
seized the filled buckets as they reached him,
and before long the mass of water began to
take effect.

For some time it seemed that all efforts
would be useless. Then the turn came. By
continuous efforts, by hard, slogging work,
the fire-fighters succeeded. The boys were
valiant ; they did not spare themselves. They
kept on the go without a pause, and many
of them was nearly on the point of collapse
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when the report came down that the worst
was over,

_ They slackened a bit, for it was humanly
impossible to keep up that hectic pace, but

now it did not matter. They had won’ the
battle. X

, P

CHAPTER 3.
Startling News!

OHN BRADY, the senior kceper, was like
a man demented.
Jim, his assistant, had arrived back
by this time, bringing a coastguara
officer and two men with him. As Jim had
feared, they arrived too late to be of any
service, for the coastguard station was some
distance away.

“Well done, my boys!” said the coast-
guard officer approvingly. “Splendid work!
I'll see that your headmaster is told of this.”

“Only too glad to have been of help,”
said Nipper.

‘““Rather!” chorused the others.

“If you hadn’t acted so promptly, the
lichthouse would have been absolutely de-
siroyed,” sald the coastguard officer. *‘The
situation is bad enough as it is—the lamp 1s
completely out of commission, and I don’t see
how it can possibly be got working to-night.”

John Brady, exhausted as he was, started

up.

“It must be got working!” he panted
fiercely. “There’'s a storm! D'ye hear
me? It must be got working! And have

yve forgotten the Southern Hope? It’'s Wed-
nesday night, and she always comes round
the headland on Wednesday night! She’ll
go on the rocks in this murk, she’ll lose her
bearings without the light!”

“We must do all we can to warn her,”
agrecd the officer quietly. “ And the most
we can do, here, is to light flares. TI'll get
my men to build an immense bonfire on the
headland, and that, perhaps, will serve. It
is all we can do in this emergency, any-
how.”

He was right, as the boys rcalised. They
had seen that lamp-room, and they knew how
sorious the destruction was. The great lamp
was a mass of twisted wreckage and charred
remnants. - Before the lighthouse could be in
effective operation again, an ecntirely new
apparatus would have to be installed.

““The old man’s right about the Southern
Hope,” said Jim, as he talked in a low
voice to Nipper and two or three other
Removites. ‘“She’s likely to be in a bad

way.”’
asked

‘““What
Nipper.

‘“Coasting steamer—always comes round
here on Wednesday evenings,” replied the
keeper. *‘ Poor old John is naturally worried.
His son 18 second officer of the Southern
Hope.”

“My breathed Handforth,
startled.

““She generally calls at Braxley Point,
down the coast, during the afternoon,.” went

1s the Southern Hope?”

only hat!”
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on Jim. °‘Sometimes she gets passengers for
Caistowe—cargo, too. She’s due 1n at
Caistowe later on in the evening. And she’s
bound to be making bad weather of it to-

night.”

““Can’t she be warned at Braxley Point?"’
asked Nipper. . .

““Too late now,” replied Jim, shaking his
head. ‘‘She left Braxley hours ago. She’s
due off the headland here within an hour,
though she’s likely to be late to-night, fight-
ing against this gale. About the only steamer
in danger, too. All the other shipping keeps
well out in the Channel. The Southern Hope
hugs the coastline.”

‘‘ But surely, when they fail to see the light,
they’ll go out to sea?”’ asked Church.

““That’s just the trouble, young gent,’ said
the under-keeper, shaking his head. “In this
murk she’ll think she’s still in safe water, and
she’ll believe that the Caistowe light is
farther along. It’s ten to one that she’ll gc
right on the rocks. And even with a bonfire
it won't help much. Old Captain Clarke will
be watching out for the flashing beam.”

Everybody 1in the lighthouse-—both the
keepers and the coastguards—were intenscly
worried. They knew that the tide was run-
ning strongly, and the currents were treacher-
ous. To make matters worse, a surface mist
had developed, and the sea was half-hidden
in the murk. The wind had dropped con-
siderably.

“I say!” exclaimed Handforth suddenly.
‘““What about wireless? Can’t she be warned
by wireless?”

‘““She don’t carry wireless,” said Jim
gruffly. ‘‘People have talked to Captain
Clarke about it, but he’s only laughed. Why
should he carry wireless—a tin-pot little coast-
ting tub? He only runs up and down this
coast, and never gets out of sight of land.
That’s just the trouble. He keeps too close
inshore—and without the light he won’t even
know that he’s running into danger.”

Tho coastguard officer suggested that the
boys should all leave, and he escorted them
into the open. .He was grateful for their
léelp, but there was nothing more they could

o.

“You’ll hear more of this later, I can
promise you,” he said. “You’ve done
splendidly—and we’re all grateful. I really
think you had better get back to your school
as quickly as possible.”. ,

‘“‘Sure there’s nothing else we can do?!”
asked Handforth eagerly. ‘“ What about that
bonfire? Can’t we help ?” | |

““My men are attending to that now,”
replied the officer. ‘Don’t worry, . boys.
We'll do everything that's humanly possible
to warn the Southern Hope—and any other

shipping that might be out on this wretched
night.”

)

B UT the St. Frank’s fellows were feceling

very uncomfortable as they made their
way back towards the school. They
were worrying about that little coast-
ing steamer which was even now battling s
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way through the heavy sea—
bound for Caistowe, round

Shingle Head, with old John
Brady’s son aboard.

‘““Isn’t there some way in which
we can warn that steamer?”’
asked Handforth.

‘“If the coastguards can’t do it,
there’s precious little chance of
our succeeding,” said Nipper.
“They have their own methods,
and they’ll do the right thing.
They’ll probably send up warn-
ing rockets or something of that
sort.”

They were nearing St. Frank’s
now, and the welcome lights of
the school were attractive. They
did not feel so keen on their pro-
posed rag now; they were all dis-
turbed by the recent disaster, and
the possibilities of what might
follow.

As they came out on the golf-
links footpath and were about to
cross the road towards the gates,
they saw two shadowy figures.
The figures resolved themselves
into a couple of Moor View girls,
well-overcoated and with eou’-
westers covering their heads.

“1 say, you chaps!” cried one
of the girls. “Do you know any-
thing about the Shingle Light?
There’s a rumour going about
that there’s been a fire there,
and people are wondering be-
cause the beam isn’t flashing as
usual.”

The girls proved to be Phyllis
Palmer and Betty Barlowe, and
their excitement and curiosity
was understandable.

“Yes, things are pretty bad
there,” said Nipper. *“There was
a fire, and we helped to put it
out.”

‘“‘Oh,

how thrilling!” cried
Betty. !

“Tell wus how it
happened. What did you do?
And what about the light?
Won’t they get it going to-night ?”

“Better come indoors—it’s cold
out here,” said Nipper. ‘ How
about having tea with us?”

They all went in, and they felt better in
the comfortable warmth of the Ancicnt
House. But the two girls were impatient,
and they compelled the boys to give them all
the details whilst they still lingered in the
lobby. The fellows, meanwhile, were shed-
ding their overcoats and mufllers and caps.

warning

““There’s only one worrying possibility,”
said Travers, after he and the others had
gone into all the details. ‘They can’t get
the light going to-night, so they’ll have to
rely upon a big bonfire. And there’s just a
chance that a coasting steamer will misunder-
st.arid the temporary signal and go on the
rocks.”

The steamer was perilously
elose to the rocks when
Nipper zoomed over her and
Handforth dropped
weighted sack containing a
message.
it fall on to the vessel ?
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Phyllis

“A  coasting steamer?” asked
sha‘rply: ““What coasting steamer ?°’

“A httle tub called the Southern Hope.”

“Oh!” cried the two schoolgirls, in one
startled voice.

‘“What’s the
staring.

“Did—did you say the Southern Hope?”
faltered Betty, wide-eyed.

matter?” asked Nipper,

64 Yes.,’

“But Irene and Doris and Marjorie and
Mary are on the boat1” - "

“What {”

The ?uniors were startled, and they

gathercd round with flushed faces.
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“You're kidding !”” said Handforth grufily.
“This 1s a bit too thick, you girls——"

“But it's true—it’s true!” cried Phyllis.
‘““Irene and the others thought it would be
good lark, and they went to Braxley Pomt
directly after d1nne1 so that they could go on
board and have a cruisc as far as Caistowo.”

““Oh, my hat!”

““The weather was lovely at dinner-time,’
vent on Phyllis breathlessly. * You know
it was | \Vh\ there was even an aecroplano
flying over here in the early part of the
afternoon. Nobody dreamed that the weather
would get so rough.”

“That’s true enough,” admitted
Nipper. “Thls storm came up
suddenly.

He was looking very anxious.
Mary Summers—one of those
guls aboard the Southern Hope—
was his own partxculzu chum.
So the little ship’s peril now had
an added significance. Hand-
forth and Archie Glenthorne and
Reggie Pitt were similarly
aﬂ'ected for Irene Manners and
Mar_]orle Temple and Doris
Berkeley were their own special
chums, too. The Southern Hope’s
danger had become a personal
matter.

Yet what could be done. The
littlo coasting steamer had no
wireless, and it was impossible to
communicate with her in any way.

Impossible ?

Perhaps not. Perhaps there
was a way, after all. 1\1ppe1 at
all events, thought of one, and
his eyes were blazmg with excite-
ment and hope as he turned to
his companions.

CHAPTER 4.
French Leave!

¢ ISTEN, you chaps!” said
Nlpper tensely. “There

is8 a8 way! Its risky,
and I'm not altogether
sure that it can be done, but it’s
a chance.”
“What do you mean?” went up
a chorus. :
“Gore-Pearces brother’s aero-
plane,” said Nipper quickly.
“What!”
“Great Scott!”
“You’re mad !”

“I'm not mad,” said Nipper.
“The wind has died down a lot
now, and aeroplanes can be flown'
in the darkness almost as easily
as in the da txme Night flying

is easy. Where’s Gore-Pearce’§
brother ? We’ll have to put it
to him.”

“But it’s unposmblel” protested Travers,

seizing Nipper’s arm and gripping it tightly.
“Pull yourself together, dear old fellow. It’s

. —1t’s not reasonable to ask such a thing!”’

‘‘Reasonable or not, I'm going to ask
him,”’ said Nipper fiercely.

Now that he knew that his girl chum was
aboard that ship he was feeling reckless—even
desperate. And it seemed to him that the
hand of Providence had been at work herc
in bringing that acroplane to St. Frank's at
such a time. If only the flight could be
accomplished, it was the one certain way of
warning Captain Clarke of his vessel’
danger.
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There were no. many fellows who sym-
pathised with Nipper in this project; they
thought it altogether too hazardous. In any
case, Aubrey Gore-Pearce was not a skilled
airman. This suggested night flight over the
coast was asking too much of a man who was
little more than a novice.

But Nipper took no notice of the shouts
that were directed at him. He hurried into
the Remove passage, and burst into Study B.
Hubbard and Long and Gore-Pearce were the
normal occupants, but this evening they had
a visitor. Aubrey was there, and Nipper was
glad to have run his quarry to earth so
speedily.

Aubrey had been telling Hubbard and Long
of his flying experiences—and Hubbard and
Long, much to Aubrey’s satisfaction, had
listened attentively, and with a satisfactory
amount of awe. It did not occur to Aubrey
that those two juniors had been putting it on.
They were living in hopes of a fat tip, know-
ing that Aubrey was a millionaire’s son.

Aubrey, leaning negligently against the
mante!piece, - stared at Nipper as the latter
antered.

“What I like about your form-fellows,
Claude, is their exquisite politeness,”” he said
sarcastically. ‘“They are so well mannered

B

“This is no time for politeness or Cgood
manners!” interrupted Nipper. ‘ Gore-
Pearce, I've come to speak to your brother.”

“Go ahead,” said Gore-Pearce. ‘“But I'm
not sure whether he’ll answer you.”

“It’s an urgent matter, Mr. Gore-Pearce,”

said Nipper, turning to the young man. "

‘“There’s a ship in distress—or, at least, it
might be in distress soon. The Shingle Head
Light has failed.”

‘““What of it ?”” asked Aubrey. “I’'m not to
blame, am I?%”’

““There’s a coasting steamer out there,”
said Nipper tensely. ‘She is making for
Caistowe, and there’s a terrible risk that she
will run on the rocks off Shingle Head.”

“Frightfully unlucky for those on board,
I’ll admit,” said Aubrey, ‘‘but what has all
this got to do with me? How do you think
I can help? Do you want me to go on the
cliffs and flash an electric torch

His brother and Hubbard and Long
grinned; but Nipper saw nothing funny in
that facetious remark.

“Youn've got an aeroplane out on Little
Side, Mr. Gore-Pearce,”” he said deliberately.
“She’s all ready for flying—and she’s a two-
seater. Will you pilot her over the coast-
line? I'll sit in the passenger seat, and if
we can only spot that ship I'll drop a warn-
ing———-—”

“What the deuce are you talking about?”
interrupted Aubrey, in amazement.

“You heard what I said.”

““You’re mad!"’ said the young man. “You
can’t possibly be serious.”’

“But I am——"

“You expect me to go out, on an evening
like this, in pitch darkness, and risk my
neck ?”’ asked Aubrey, not without justifiable

Corking School Yarn: ‘‘ KICKED OUT OF THE SCHOOL!”

indignation. ‘“Either you’re trying to pull
my leg, or you’re out of your mind.”

“Night flying is not difficult,” insisted
Nipper. ‘‘Besides, the wind has gone down
a lot, and the weather’s fairly good for flying.
It’s not far to the coast—we could be there
within a minute or two after taking off. An
aeroplane can do a trip in ten minutes that
would take hours and hours by any other
method. You know that as well as 1 3,0.”

‘“And I know that I'm staying here,’’ re-.
plied Aubrey Gore-Pearce angrily. ‘ Why,
of all the outrageous, preposterous sugges-
tions!” ’

“It would be outrageous and preposterous
if I asked you to do tgis just for a joy-ride,”
said Nipper. ‘But it’s an attempt to warn
a ship of its danger.”

“I’m not responsible for the lighthouse
gmving up the ghost, am 1%’

“Of course you’re not, but that doesn’t
make any difference to the position,” said
Nipper impatiently. ‘Can’t you look at this
thing in the right light? If you're as clever
in the air as you have been telling us, a job
like this ought to be easy.”

Aubrey flushed somewhat.

“Are you trying to be rude?’” he snapped.

“I’'m only attempting to sefir some en-
thusiasm in you,” replied Nipper bitterly.
“I’m sorry if I have made a mistake. I
thought you could lcop the loop, and do tail
spins and fluttering leaf rolls. I even heard
you telling somebody that night flying is as
easy as winking.” .

Aubrey flushed more deeply than ever. It
was pertectly true that he had been boasting
on those lines, and that he had made some
reference to the safety and ease of night fly-
ing. But he had not expected that he would
be put to the test

“You'd better get out of here,” he said

rouﬁhly..
‘“l will—now that I understand you're
only a gasbag, a boaster and a braggart,”
said Nipper, his voice charged with contempt.
‘“There’s not only the ordinary crew on that
ship,  but five young girls, too—four of them
from the Moor View School, which is close
by here.” -

“My only hat!” ejaculated Hubbard. . “Is
that true?”’

““They're all in danger of their lives—and
you can help them!” said Nipper, looking
hard at Aubrey. “I'll do the navigating—
I'll tell you exactly where to go. I'm familiar
with this district——""

“You’ll do nothing of the sort—because
I’'m not shifting out of this room,’ inter-
rupted Aubrey Gore-Pearce angrily. “I told
you before that I think the whole thing is
mad. I'm sorry about your girl friends, but
they’ll have to get out of their own troubles.
I’m not going to risk my neck in the crazy
way you suggest.”

His tone was &0 final that Nipper com-
pressed his lips, and went out of the study.
He found Handforth and K. K. and a number
of other fellows in the passage. They had
heard everything, of course. and they were
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looking at Nipper uncomfortably. In spite
of themselves, they could not help thinking
that Nipper was a little bit ‘‘touched.” Hig
request had been unreasonable. 3

had been

Aubrey Gore-Pearce, perhaps,
quite justified in refusing; but he might, at
least, have refused in a nicer way. His man-
ner, from the outset, had been unpleasant.

Nipper stood there, his hands clenched, his
eyes burning. Perhaps he was a fool—perhaps
he was worrying over nothing—but he had a
dreadful foreboding that the Southern Hope
‘would meet with disaster.

He paced up and down, clenching and un-
clenching his fists. The other Removites
watched him in wonder; they had seldom seen
him in such a state as this. He was usually
so cool, so self-possessed. '

“What’s the time?”
denly. ‘“Oh, never mind!
gone, haven’t they ?”

““Over half an hour ago,” said somebody.

“I can’t even go to Old Wilkey and ask
him to lend me a hand,” said Nipper.
“Wilkey might be able to persuade this fel-
low to take his maochine up.”’

“Wilkey might have gone himself!” said
Handforth.

“By Jove, yes!'” agreed Nipper, with a
start. ‘‘Wilkey wouldn’t have hesitated for
a moment. Is 1t too late to get him? Where
is he 7" ' -

““Oh, be reasonable, old chap!’ protested
Watson. ‘ All the masters are at the Grapes
Hotel by now, and the dinner is just about
starting.”’ :

A sudden fire burned in Nipper’s eyes.

‘““Come hére, you chaps—Handy, K. K.,
Travers—all of you!”’ he exclaimed. - *Come
outside !’ |

he demanded sud-
The masters have

Curious, they followed him as he hurried

ut on his overcoat

to the lobby, where he
ight of settled de-

and cap. There was a
termination in his eyes.

‘““Where are you going 1’ went up a chorus.

““I’'m going to do this thing myself!’’ re-
plied Nipper. |

“But—but—"’

‘“‘Gore-Pearce won’t pilot that machine—so
I willl”

“Good gad!” j

“Hold him, somebody!” shouted Travers.
‘“He’s off his rocket!’”’ _ |

“If any chap tries to interfere with me, I’ll
knook him down!” said Nipper dangerously.
“I’m a certificated pilot—and I’'m not afraid
of flying in the dark. If you chaps will come
and help me to unrope that machine, I'll take
her up.”

“My only hat!” |

“For the love of Samson!”

They stared at him, aghast, but, at the
same time, they admired him.

‘‘ All the masters are gone—I don’t count
Pycraft—so there’s nobody to stop me,” went
on Nipper. ‘“We can do it quietly, and
once the engine’s started I'll be off the
grgund within a few seconds. Those light
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'planes get up in no time. Now, there’s not
n minute to be lost,. I want an answer,
one way or the other. Are you fellows

- going to help?”

“Yes, rather!” roared Handforth excitedly.

“We'll help, sweetheart, if you really
mean 1it,”” said K. K. ‘But it’s most fright-
fully dangerous.”

“Don’t do it, Nipper!” pleaded Watson.
“You'll kill yourself!”

‘““There’'ll be two killed, then,”” said Hand:
forth suddenly.

They all looked at him.

“I'm going, too!” went on Handforth.
““There’s a second seat in the ’plane—and
Nipper will want somebody to help. He
can’t pilot the machine and give the warn-
g, too.”

He glared at Nipper with defiance, ex-
pecting @ point blank refusal; but Nipper
regarded him warmly.
- “Thanks, Handy, old man,” he said.
“You'll do.” |

“You’ll take me?”

“I'm only too glad,” replied Nipper. ‘As
you say, you’ll be needed.”

Everybody was tremendously excited.
Nipper’s determination was obvious, and
the ?ellows could see it would be utterly use-
less to attempt to turn him from his purpose.
Not that they really wanted to; they became
enthusiastic.

They all went hurrying out to Little Side.
St. Frank’s was rather more_ noisy than
usual, owing to the absence of the masters;
and nobody took any notice of the crowd of
ifielllgws that went out towards the playing

elds. .

“By jingo, the moon’s out!” said Hand-
forth eagerly. ‘‘Look! A full moon, too!
Why, it won’t be like night flying at all!”

‘“‘Perhaps it 1sn’t even. necessary to go,”’
said Travers. “If the moon’s out, the
Southern Hope will be able to see her dan-

ger.”’ .
‘“It’s misty near the ground—and over the
sea,” said Nipper. “That’s where she’ll be

hampered. Her captain will be looking out
for 'the Shingle Head light, and he won’t
see it. He’ll think bhe’s safe, while he’s
really in terrible danger. We must go!”

It was quite true that the weather had
suddenly changed again. There was only
a breeze now, and except for a few scud-
ding clouds the sky was clear. It was far
more favourable for flying than most of the
fellows had believed. | o

Nipper’s brain was working rapidly. .

‘“We want to do everything we can to
ensure success,” he said. ‘‘Can some of Yyou
fellows prepare a written note?  You
needn’t say much—simply that the Shingle
Head Lighthouse i1s damaged, and that the .
light is not working. Give & warning that
the ship had better make for the open sea.”

‘‘But you can’t drop a note from an aero-.
plane |” protested Church.

““It had better be put in a sack, and the
sack can be quarter-filled with earth, saw-
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dust, or something like that,” said Nipper.
“Better prepare itwo of them—even three, if
there’s time. Then, as I fly over the ship,
Handy can drop the message. He can
h}zltrdly fail to score a bull’s-eye with one of
them.” |

“We don’t even need two,” said Hand-
forth. ‘Do you think I can miss a whole
ship?”

So while one crowd of fellows unroped the
acroplane and wheeled her across Little
Side so that she could take off up wind, an-
other crowd rushed away to prepare the
messages and the sacks. It was Kirby Keeble
Parkington’s brilliant 1dea that the sacks
should be daubed on the outside with lumin-
ous paint—some paint of his own manufac-
ture.

Iixcited and breathless the juniors watched
whilst Nipper wound the propeller. He
hsd already instructed Handforth to switch
on at the given word.

“Contact!” said Nipper abruptly.

He swung the blade again, and with a
sweet purring hum the engine came to life,

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

e ran along and leapt into the cockpit
1ust as Handforth was settling down into the
passenger’'s seat. Nipper revved up the
ongine, and she roared exhilaratingly, At
the same moment a furious shout sounded
from somewhere across Little side. Aubrey
Gore-Pearce was on the scenc!

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !

know a good rib-tickler, send it along

offered as prizes.

AN IDLE DREAM.

The class had been asked to write an
essay on the subject, ‘‘* What 1 would do if
I had £5,000.” One bright lad sat idle
until the papers were called for, and then
handed in the blank sheet.

‘“ What does this mean ? '’ demanded

the teacher angrily. °‘‘ Wherec 1is gour
essay.’’
‘“ That's it,’’ answered the lad. *‘* That's

what I'd do if 1 had £5,000—nothing! '’
(L. Hester, 161, Risley Avenue, Tottenham,
N.17, has been awarded a handsome watch.)
MORE CORRECT.

Teacher : I should like you all to take more
pride in your personal appearance. Now, you,

It you
now.
handsome wateh will be awarded each week to the
sender of the best joke ; pocket wallets, penknives,
‘“ Holiday ’* Annuals and * Nature *’ Annuals are also
Address your jokes to ‘¢ Smilers,”’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.
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CHAPTER b&.

To the Rescue!

¢ OOD luck, old dear!” yelled K, K.,
staring up at Nipper.

“Thanks!” said Nipper. “I
think I'll do it all right. And I
say, K. K.1”

“YGS?”

““Get the chaps to bring their motor-bikes,
and Handy’s Morris Minor out herc—have
all the headlamps alight, and get a few,
bonfires going.”

“What the dickens——"

“It might not be so easy landing,” ex-
plained Nipper. “Do your best, old man.?’

“Leave it to me!” shouted Parkington,
understanding.

He ran quickly away from the machine,
and he bumped violently into the running
figure which had just come up. In fact, it
was such a violent bump that the figure
went sprawling. . |

“Sorry,” said K. K. blandly.

As Aubrey Gore-Pearce staggered to his
feet, the engine of his precious aeroplane
opened up full, and she went forward across
Lattle Side, gathering speed rapidly.

“Stop!” howled Aubrey wildly.

?

“I’'m afraid it’s too late, Mr. Gore-
Pearce,” said K. K.

“He’ll wreck my machine!” bellowed
Aubrey. “He’ll kill himself! Get out of

my way, confound you! Who knocked me

down just now?”
00000000 OO0

Jimmy. How many collars do you wear
a week ?

Jimmy : ‘“ Please, miss, do you mean
how many weeks do I wear a collar ? "’

(M. Lane, 2, Caroline Street, Wellington,
New Zealand, has been awarded a penknife.)

A KNOCK OUT.

Fair young thing (at her first boxing
A mateh) : ** What a cowardly lot of chaps

those seconds are ! As soon as any trouble
starts they step out of the ring ! >’

(J. Shaw, 15, Freehold Street, Prim-
rose Hill, Huddersfield, has been
acwarded a pocketl wallel.)

HIGHEST INTELLIGENCE.

Mistress : ‘ What’s this greasy mess ? ”’

Maid : ‘““ The candles got wet, ma’am, so 1]
put ’em in the oven to dry.”

(N. Lewts, 25, Regent Street, Oakleigh, Vic.
toria, Australia, has been awarded a penkn:ife.)

A WRONG ’UN.

Plumber : *“*Did you want a plumber,
ma’am ? *’
Lady : ““Did I want one! I wrote last

July.”

Plumber (to his assistant) : *‘‘ Wrong house,
mate. Party we’re looking for wrote last
May.’’

(W. Rolf, 34, New England Road,
Brighton, has been awarded a pockgt
wallet.)



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

““Quite an accident,” said K. K. “In any
oease, Mr. Gore-Pearce, it doesn’t make any
difference: Look! She’s offft By my
grandfather’'s beard! Did you ever sce a
prettier take off 7”

“Hurrah!” roared the juniore.

‘‘Well done, Nipper!”

Cleanly, gracefully, the light ’plane had
lifted from the ground, and now was circling
over Big Side, gaining height rapidly. Her
engine was settling down into a powerful,
steady purr.

Nipper did not waste time in circling the
entire school whilst gaining height. After
that one half-turn he guided the aercgslane’s
nose towards the coast, and as he flew he
gained altitude.

It seemed to Handforth, in the passenger’s
seat, that St. Frank’s was left behind 1n_ a
twinklinﬁ. He looked back once, and saw
below the lighted buildings, mow looking
very small and dim. Then, when he looked
egain, there was nothing.  The country-
side was black and vague. There was no
actual mist, but a think sort of murk, which
the moon was vainly attempting to dispel.

There was really more wind than Nipper
had led the other to believe. The goin
wag very bumpy; the ’plane tipped an
rolled and bumped continuously. Nipper,
however, was enjoying himself in a fierce,
reckless way. He had not piloted an aero-
plane for some time, but this type of machino
was familiar to him, and he had full com-
mand over her.
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“Look!” yelled Handforth suddenly.

_Almost before he knew it, they were within
sight of Shingle Head. Below, he could see
an enormous ruddy glow—the great bonfire
which had been lit as a warning to shipping,
in place of the lighthouse beam. Nipper
was glad of it, for it served as an excellent
landmark  He had relied upon that fire
from the first. With that to guide him, his
task ought not to be so very difficult.

Arriving directly overhead, he zoomed
round in a half-turn, and Handforth, look-
Ing over, saw some tiny specks round the
bonfire; men who were tending it, and who
were looking up in amazement at the vague
shape of the aeroplane, far above them.

Having got his bearings accurately, Nipper
flew down the coast. The wind was behind
him now, and the little machine was tear-
ing a.lonﬁl at anything between one hundred
and one hundred and twenty miles an hour.
At such a speed it would be easy enough to
over-run the mark unless he was careful.
For in one minute he could travel as far as
the Southern Hope could travel in an hour—
in such a sea.

Following the coastline was child’s play.
Even through the murk the ecreamv line of
the surf could be seen washing the glackness
of the land, where a twinkling light here and
there denoted cottages and houses.

Handforth was throbbing with excitement.
This was just the kind of adventure he
revelled 1n.
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VERY ANTIQUE.

Assistant (in Antique shop ): * Yes, sir, this
is King Alfred’s axe.”

Customer (impressed) : * I think I'll purchase
it.”’

Assistant : * Very good, sir. A real bargain,
a real antique. It’s only had seven new shafts
and three heads.”

(H. Kutner, 22, St. Andrew’s Road, Stoke
Newington, N.16, has been awarded a penknife.)

A CHAMPION.

He was a raw noviee at golf. Three times he
had tried to hit the ball ; for the third time he
had missed and the elub, slipping out of his
grasp, had gone sailing away through the air.

‘1t you keep on like that, I can see you being
champion of England,’”’ remarked the caddle.

‘¢ What, at golf ? *>* asked the novice hopefully.

¢ No, at throwing the ’ammer 1 *’

(J. Cawley, ‘¢ Austyn,”’ 31, Cavendish
Road, Bognor, has been awarded a pocket
teallet.)

A MINISTERING HAND.

“Can I see the Minister of
Agriculture ? * inquired the
dear old lady.

“Well, he is very busy,
madam. What do you want
to see him about ? ”’

“ ¥ want him to tell me what
i8 wrong with this geranium
of mine.”

(T’. Overington, The Forge, Durrington,
Worthing, has been awarded a penknife.)

NO CHANGE.

- Scotsman (entering gramophone shop) :

‘ There’s something wrong with that gramo-
phone I bought a year ago.”’

Shopkeeper : ** What’s it
working properly ? **

Seotsman : ‘‘ The gramophone is all right,
but the needle is wearing out.’”’

(B. Coopen, Admiralty Cottage, Harbour
End, Broadstairs, has been awarded a
pocket wallet.)

THE DASH-ABOUT.

Manager : “ You want to buck up your ideas,
my lad. Look at the way that boy dashes

about.”
Junior Office-boy: “ Oh, ’im! ’'E’s lookin’
pinched 'is lunch ! *’

wronhg ? Isn’t

for the bloke who's

(F. Bvans, 33, St. John’s Street, Wolverkamp-
ton, has been awarded a penknrife.)

SCENTED.

Small Boy (to groeer): ‘A
cake of soap, please.’’

Grocer : ‘' Do you want it
scented ? *°

Small Boy : *¢ No, I'll take it
with me.”’

(C. Hiul, 91, Holyhead
Road, Handsworth, Bir-
mingham, has been arcarded
a pocRet wallet.)
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“Keep your eyes skinned, Handy'!” yelled

Nipper.  *“We ought to be sighting her
sool,

‘ “Hil Whoa !” roared Handforth.
““Haven’t we passed her? What's that
down there—just behind us? I thought I

saw a red light twinkling——"

He gasped as the ’plane zoomed round in a
sharply-banked turn, and Nipper caught his
breath in as he saw, directly below, a darker
blob on the surface of the sea. Intermingled

with that blob were one or two glows of yel-

lowish light.

“Yes, it's a ship!” yelled Nipper.

He was startled. &ow easy 1t had been
to fly right over that vessel and not see her!
And there she was, battling against the seas,
in dangerous proximity to ingle Head!
That the vessel was the Southern Hope
Nipper had no doubt. His heart almost
stopped beating when he realised that their
warning, even now, might not be in time.

““Get ready, Handy!” he shouted. *“I’m
going to dive!”’

‘“Go ahead!” roared Handforth.

There was something terrifying in the way
the ’plane dropped almost sheer—or so it
seemed to Handforth. She dived dizzily, and
it was not until the last moment that Nipper
straightened her out, With the engine purring,
she flew over the Southern Hope, passing
directly from stern to bows, and she was only
fifteen or twenty feet above the tops of the
miasts. Jt *was a skilful, daring manwmurre,
but Nipper’s hand was as steady as a rock.
The ’plane was flying so low that Handforth,
leaning over the fuselage, had the impression
that he was on a bridge, and that the ship
was passing underneath.

Nipper's heart beat rapidly when he de-
tected a little group of smallish figures
near the rail, amidships. He knew, in a
moment, that they were the Moor View girls
—Mary Summers and Irene Manners and the

others.
““Now, Handy !”’ bawled Nipper.

But Handforth had already flung his
weighted, luminous sack. He followed its
" flight down. At first it seemed to be goin
fairly and squarely amidships; but the win
must have caught it, for it swerved, hit the
rail and disappeared in the sea.

“Well I’'m dashed!” gasped Handforth.
““It’s not so easy as I thought!”

Nipper had not seen, for he was concentrat-
ing on his own jaob.

“Did you do 1t ?’’ he shouted abruptly.

'] 0!”

Nipper asked no more questions; he caused
the machine to bank round, and a moment
later she was flying with the wind, and the
ship had gone in a twinkling. Once again
Nipper performed the same mancuvre. He
came up from the stern, flying even lower
this time, and Handforth, profiting by his
previous experience, dropped the second sack
a shade earlier. He had the satisfaction of
seeing it fall slantingly, strike against the
roof of a little deck-house, and land on the
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deck. He even saw two sailors run out from
somewhere, seize the sack, and stare upwards.

“0.K.!” bellowed Handforth. *They've
got 1t!”

His heart leapt, for it seemed to him that
one of the ship’s masts was only a foot below
him as the ’plane shot off. Nipper had,
indeed, taken a big chance this time—he had
flown dangerously low.

He opened up the englne now and, circling,
climbed. He had no intention of flying back
to St. Frank’s until he received a signal from
the ship below them. The note inside that
sack had requested Captain Clarke to light a
flare as an indication that the message had
been received and thoroughly understood.

The first thing that Nipper and Handforth
noticed, as they continued circling, was that
the Southern Hope had altered her course;
already she was beating out for the open
Channel, leaving the coastline astern. Cap-
tain Clarke, having realised the danger, had
taken prompt measures.

Then came the flare. It was not a signal of
distress—as this might easily have led to a
misunderstanding a iore. It was just a blaze
of sudden lurid fire which appeared near the
bows. It buried for some moments, and then
died out.

‘“We've done it, Handy—they’re safe!”
shouted Nipper triumphantly. ‘Oh, by Jove,
I’m glad!”

“You're a giddy marvel!” bawled Hand-
forth.

" He was still feeling rather bewildered.
Without quite thinking the matter out, he
had assumed that this flight would be a long
one—a tense and arduous search down the
coast. But now that he came to think of
it in its true perspective, he knew that the
trip was really short. Just a mile or two
from St. Frank’s to the coast, and then a
mile or two down the coast. In an aeroplane,
a mere hop.

And now the machine was on its way back.

Nipper did not make the mistake of cross-
ing the coastline at once. He might easily
have lost sight of it by doing that, and then
he would have been compelled to make a
forced landing—with, perhaps, disaster. It
was 'far better to keep to the coastline until
he was over the big bonfire on Shingle Head,
and then cut inland straight across to the
school.

He carried out this plan exactly.

The men round the bonfire waved their
hats wildly as the light machine passed over-
head. They realised what the plucky juniors
had done. ‘Then, after that, St. F¥rank’s
seemed to materialise within a. minute. A
swift rush through the cold air over the dark
countryside—and then, below, the gleaming
lights of the school buildings. And some-
thing eclse—something which made Nipper

.heave a sigh of relief,

The four corners of Little Side were clearly
shown by blazing bonfires, and at intervals
there were motor-cycle and car headlamps,
turned on full, bathing the playing pitch with
a flood of brilliant light. Nipper also noted
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‘‘ Why, ain’t you heard ? ** asked the policeman, when Handforth & Co. went up to him.
‘“ All the St. Frank’s masters who attended the banquet have been poisoned ] *’

that the goalposts had been removed. Round
about, on all sides of the playing field, were
scores of fellows. Seniors as well as juniors
had come out. The whole school, of course,
had soon got to know of Nipper’s plucky
exploit, and everybody had been awaiting his
return anxiously.

The ’plane, getting lower and lower, purred
quietly over the school grounds. Then, turn-
ing up wind, she dipped her nose earthwards
for the landing.

‘‘Hurrah!” .

Even Nipper and Handforth could hear the
cheering. Handforth’s heart seemed to be in
his mouth; Nipper was concentrating all his
energies upon his task. The lighting was
deceptive, and the wind was tricky. KEffect-
ing a good landing would not be an easy
task.

“He’ll smash her up—I know he’ll smash
her up!” wailed Aubrey Gore-Pearce, as he
stood watching. ‘‘The young fool!”

““Oh, shut up, you!'’ said Chambers, of the
Fifth. ‘“Five minutes ago you were saying
that your precious machine would never come
back-,—-that Nipper would drop her into the
seal’

‘“‘He couldn’t have been near the sea!’ re-
torted Aubrey. ¢‘‘There hasn’t been time.
I knew what would happen! The young idiot

funked it at the last minute, and came
back!”

“The less you say, the better!” growled
Chambers. ‘“Look at that! A glorious land-
ing! Oh, by Jove, well done!”’

There had been a hush as the tiny machine
dipped slightly, and then her landing wheels
touched the turf, sprang up, touched again,
and then ran smoothly along. Although
handicapped by the darkness and the dazzling
lights, Nipper had made a better landing
than Aubrey had made in the full daylight
of the afternoon.

‘““Hurrah!”

““Well done, Nipper!”

Figures were runninﬁ from all sides. The
'‘plane slowed down, her engine now com-
pletely stopped. She slewed a bit as the wind
caught her, and now she was at a standstill.

Handforth was in the act of getting out
of the passenger’s seat, when a gust of wind,
swirling across from the moors, got well under
the ’plane’s left wing. The wing lifted, the
machine tipped; the next second she stood
completely on her nose, and went over with
a splintering crash!

CHAPTER 6.

Mr. Pycraft in Command!

6 Hl”
“Look out—she might burst into

flames!”
The rush of fellows was only held

up for a moment. Then they ran on again,
full of consternation and alarm. It was ex-
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traordinarily bad luck that that gust of wind
should have turned the machine on her back
after Nipper had made such a perfect land-
ing. Within another twenty seconds a score
of fellows would have been there to hold her.

“Nipper!” yelled Tommy Watson, who was
one of the first to race up.

“All right, old man—I'm not hurt,” said
Nipper, crawling out from beneath the fuse-
lage. ‘“Where's Handy ?”

“Don’t bother about me,” said Handforth,
picking himself up. ‘I was just tipped out
—that’s all—not even bruised.”

“Thank goodness!’’ ejaculated Church, who
had run up with McClure.

Others were swarming round now, and
Aubrey Gore-Pearce was in the forefront.

“Sorry, Mr. Gore-Pearce,”” said Nipper
coolly.

The young man nearly choked.

“Sorry!” he babbled. *You—you infernal
young fool! You've wrecked my ’plane!”

‘““Aren’t you exaggerating 7’’ asked Nipper.
“The wind tipped her up after she had
stopped, and there’s not much damage, any-
how. A smashed propeller and one or two
broken struts. The wings are all right in the
main, and the fuselage——"

“She’s wrecked !’ wailed Aubrey. My
new ’plane!”

“There’s no need to make all this fuss,
Gore-Pearce,” said Fenton of the Sixth, as he
pushed his way forward. ‘‘Nipper, you
young swcéep, I'm afraid you’ll get into
serious trouble for this, How did you get
on?” ho added, laying a hand on Nipper's
shoulder and bending closer. ‘‘Well done,
voung ‘un!” he murmured. ‘You've got
grit !”’

“Thanks!” said Nipper warmly. *‘We
gave the warning all right, The ship’s safe!”

‘““Hurrah !”

““Then it doesn’t matter about the machine
boing smashed !”” shouted Travers. “They
warned the ship, and everything’s all right.”

But Aubrey Gore-Pearce was in a tearing
rage; evidently he did not think that every-
thing was all right.

“I'll have you prosecuted for this!” he
fumed. “I'll make you pay to the last
penny !”’

‘“ Aren’t you making rather an exhibition
of yourself ?”’ asked Feonton sharply. ¢ You’ve
Leard that these boys succeeded in their effort
—and a mighty fine effort, too. All honour
to them for their pluck!”

‘“ Hear, hecar!”

‘“Good old Fenton!”

‘“ All praiso to them for saving a ship from
destruction, and saving, perhaps, many
precious lives,” went on Fenton. “JIt was no
easy job for Nipper to pilot that machine on
an evening like this, and to bring her back
safely.” - |

“Safely !” howled Aubrey.

“Yes, safely,”” said Fenton sternly.
““ Nipper made a perfect landing, and he was
in no way to blame for this slight damage.
The wind overturned your ’plane, Gore-
Pecarce, and it might have happened just as
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ezlzlsily if the boys had not gone on this trip at
a ."

“Don’t talk rot!” shouted Aubrey, beside
himself. * The machine was roped down, and
she would have stayed roped down until the
wind dropped. It’s all Nipper’s fault, and I
tell you I'll make him pay!”

Everybody was disgusted with Gore-Pearce.

It was 'understandable, perhaps, that he
should be upset over the damage to his
’plane, but this was not the moment for any
such demonstration. The machine had been
used for a humane purpose—for going to tho
rescue of a ship in distress. If Aubrey Gore-
Pearce had had any decent feelings he would
have taken Nipper’s hand, and he would have
praised him for what he had done. His
exhibition of temper was inexcusable.

All he thought about was his own selfish
ends. He was galled, too, by the knowledge
that Nipper had succeeded in that desperate
effort after he—Aubrey—contemptuously
refused to undertake the flight. This mere
schoolboy had shown him up. It was this
thought which added more to Aubrey’s rage
than the actual damage to his machine.

“TI’ll have experts over here to-morrow,”
saild Aubrey hotly. *‘There’ll be a big bill,
by gad! The machine will have to be dis-
mantled, carried away in lorries, and a necw
engine will be necessary, and a new propeller.
This is going to cost hundreds of pounds!”

Nipper strode up to him.

“ Look here, Mr. Gore-Pearce, things aren’t
so bad as you make out,” said the Remove
captain quietly. ‘“I don’t think the engine 1s
damaged at all—"

“You get out of my sight!”
Aubrey.

““I am sorry you take it so badly,” said
Nipper. ‘“If you think I wasn’t justified in
taking your ’plane without permission, Mr.
Gore-Pearce, I'll willingly answer for the
consequences. I can’t say more than that.”

“You've said too much!” growled Hand-
forth. ‘Does he expect us to grovel at his
fecet and ask his forgiveness? Huh! I’'ve a
good mind to punch him on the nose!”

Aubrey Gore-Pearce was in no
mollified.

“You won’t make matters better by adding
insult to injury!” he snapped. ‘“What's the
good of this kid saying that he accepts the
responsibility ? How can he pay ”’

He strode off, and a number of Fourth-
Formers and Removites and’ fags hooted him
genecrously. They were sick of him. His
unsportsmanlike conduct had antagonised
themn completely. The hooting, of course,
only enraged Aubrey the more.

As he was nearing the border of Liltle Side
he ran into Mr. Horace Pycraft, the master
of the Remove.

MR. PYCRAFT was fecling guilty, and

snarled

way

he was very flustered.
Nominally, he was in charge of St.
Frank’s for the time becing. This
really meant nothing, for there was only a
remote possibility that anything requiring his
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authority_would happen during the absence of
the Housemasters and all the others. Mr.
Pyecraft, knowing this, had taken a bath.

uite a reasonable, harmless sort of in-
ulgence. A hot bath on a cold evening is
quite enjoyable. '

But actually Mr. Pycraft was supposed to
be on duty in his study in case he was needed
by any ot the prefects. It was the worst of
bad luck that something should have hap-
pened during Mr. Pycraft’'s retirement behind
the locked door of the bath-room.

He had gone into the bath-room this even-
ing just beiore Nipper had started off on that
flight, and so he had known nothing about it.
The bath-room in the East House, where Mr.
Pycraft lived, was very secluded—that is to
say, his own particular bath-room. It wasn’t
until Payne, of the Sixth, had hammered
upon his door, and had bawled that he was
badly wanted, that Mr, Pycraft knew that
anything was wrong.

Now he had appeared, mufled to the eyes,
and 1n a state of considerable irritation. It
was agailnst all his principles to come out of
doors after indulging in a hot bath. He was
convinced that he would be in for a bout of
pneumonia. However, duty was duty.

“What 1s all this?”’ he demanded petu-
lantly. ‘‘Morrow! Here! Why are all these
boys out on the playing-fields? What are
these motor-cycles and motor-cars doing out
here with their headlamps on? Goodness
gracious! Cannot I have a bath without——
Ahem ! I mean, explain!”

‘‘But don’t you know, sir ?” asked Morrow,
surprised.

‘“‘If I knew, you stupid fellow, I wouldn’t
be asking you !’ snapped Mr. Pycraft. -

‘““There was a ship 1n distress off the coast—
in danger of going on the rocks because the
Shingle Head Lighthouse is out of order,”
sald the prefect. ¢ Nipper took Mr. Gore-
Pearce’s ’plane and flew out to give
warning.”’ :

‘“ Nipper i’ repeated Mr. Pycraft sharply.
“ And whom, may I ask, is Nipper?”

“You know as well as I do, sir, that I'm
talking about Hamilton, of the Remove,”
said Morrow warmly.

‘“ And you are telling me that Hamilton, of
the Remove, took an aeroplane and flew out
to seal”

“Yes, sir.” _

‘““ Are you trying to joke with me, Morrow ?
Why are you telling me these absurd lies ?”

“{f you think they’re lies, sir, I’ve nothing
more to say !’ snapped Morrow, turning on
his heel and walking away.

Mr. Pycraft nearly choked.

“Morrow |”’ he shouted. ‘‘How dare you?
Upon my word! Such impertinence !”’

%;) was at this moment that Aubrey Gore-
Pearce ran up. '

“Are you one of the masters here, sir 7’’ he
panted.

“I am.”

“Well, my name 1is Gore-Pearce, sir—
Aubrey Gore-Pearce,” said the other. *“I
want to complain to you about what’s
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happened. My machine's wrecked! These
boys——"’

‘““Tell me exactly what has happcgd, Mr.
Gore-Pearce,” said the Form-master.

He listened eagerly—even excitedly. When-
ever a chance occurred to get in a blow
against Nipper or Handforth or the other
prominent Removites, Mr. Pycraft scized it
with both hands. Aubrey could not have

come to a better man for his purposc.

““Scandalous!  Disgraceful 1” suid  Mr,
Pycraft at length. “I am absolutcly amazed
that this boy could have piloted the machine,
In any case. An astoundingly precocious
aocomplishment. Of course, he had no right
whatever to take your machine, Mr. Gore-
Pearce. You may rely upon me to sec that
he is suitably punished.”

‘I thought you would look at it like that,”
sald Aubrey, calming down at iast. “ It’s the
damage I'm so angry about.”

‘“‘He took your machine, exposed 1t to
danger—and risked his own life and Hand-
forth’s—and then partially wrecked it upon
landing,” said Mr. Pycraft, nodding. *‘ Yes,
I quite understand. Yes, lcave this to me.”

As a matter of fact, he only had a partial
grasp ot the situation. He did not fully
understand about the saving of the Southern
Hope; he was half under the impression
that Nipper had taken the machine for a fool-
hardy joy-ride. He now stalked across Little
S8ide, watched by crowds of fellows, and he
singled out Nipper.

‘] want to speak to you, Hamilton—and
you, too, Handforth !’ said Mr. Pycraft im-
portantly. ‘‘Come here, both of you!”

Crowds of Remniovites and Fourth-Formers
gathered round. They could hardly conceive
1t possible that Mr. Pycraft should be on the
point of giving Nipper a lecture. Surely this
was one of those cases which prove the
exception to the rule?

“I understand from Mr. Gore-Pearce,
Hamilton, that you borrowed his aeroplane
without. permission, and that you went off on
a reckless and foolhardy flight?” said Mr.
Pycraft.

““Yes, sir.”

“And I went with him!” said Handforth
defiantly.

“You admit that it was reckless and fool-
hardy 7”

‘It may have been both, sir, but the cir-
cumstances were exceptional,” said Nipper.
“I think you know just why I took the®
machine, sir—and what I did. I have already
explained to Mr. Gore-Pearce, and I have
sald that I am willing to take the con-
sequences.’’

“I am ver
sequences will probably be
Pycraft sourly. ‘Yes,

glad to hear that—for the oon-
rave,”’ said Mr.
amilton—grave !

Indeed, if I were the headmaster of this
school I should seriously consider your
expulsion.”

A murmur of indignant protest went up,
and Mr. Pycraft glared round. .

“Bilence I”’ he snapped. “Asit1s, I am in
temporary charge,” he continued. “That
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being the case, Hamilton, 1 must censure you
in tley soverest possivle terins for your out-
rageous conduct. You and Handforth will
both go indoors, and you will remain indoors.
I am horrified at your audacity-—at your
folly. I shall, of course, report you to your
Housemaster as soon as he arrives back, and
I shall consider it my duty to recominend you
for drastic punishment |’

CHAPTER 1
The School Without Masteis!

HE murmur of protest which had gone
lI up before was as nothing compared
with the tumult which broke out now.
Mr. Pycraft’s decision was unpopular,
as mght have been expected. It was just like
himn to take an entirely wrong view of the
affair, and to make himself as nasty as
])OSSiblB.
Nipper sceme:d the coolest fellow there.
‘““All right, sir—1’m satisfied,” he said
contentcdly.

‘““Are you attempting to be insolent?”
demanded Mr. Pycraft.

‘““Not at all, sir,” said Nipper. ‘' As soon
as my Housecmaster hears all the facts, 1 am
quite sure that he will understand, and I am
not afraid of any punishment that Mr. Wilkes
might give me. Or Handforth, either.
We’'ve done nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I should think not!” sang out K. K.
“liverybody’s proud of you both |’

‘““‘Hear, hear|”

“Three cheers for the hero cf Shingle
Head [”

‘““ Hurrah !”

Mr. Pycraft looked around him with com-
pressed lips.

“Oh, indeed!” he snapped. I see! You
all consider that these boys were justified in
risking their necks and in smashing a visi-
tor’s aoroplane? Very well! I shall suggest to
Mr. Wilkes that he punishes the entire
Junior School |”’

The Form-master stalked off with quiet
dignity—or what he assumed to be quiet
dignity.
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~ And the Junior
indignation.

School seethed with

¢ HERE’S no need to worry,” said
Nipper in the Common-room half an
an hour later. ‘“ Everything’s all
right now. The Southern Hope 1s
safe, and later on we shall get news that she
has made port all right.”

The Common-room was crowded. The
motor-bikes and the cars had been removed,
and the ‘‘wreckage’® of Aubrey’s machine
had been roped down and made thoroughly
secure. A further examination had indicated
that the damage was very slight indeed.

“The trouble is, we can’t be sure of
Pycraft,” said Handforth darkly. ‘' We know
him, don’t we?” .

‘““We ought to,” said Church, with feehng.
‘“He was our Form-master for a time, wasn't
he 17

‘““And it’s a certainty that he’ll spin a
rotten yarn to old Wilkey,”” went on Hand-
forth. *‘‘Pieface will get his story in first
and make things hot for Nipper and me.”

“We can teﬁ him our side of the story
afterwards,’” smiled Nipper.

“It won’t havo so much cffect by then,”
replied Handforth. ¢ Old Wilkey 1is all right,
but he’s human. The fellow who gets Is
story in first stands the best chance. And
don’t forget the precious Aubrey. He’ll be
with Pieface, and they’ll both hammer at old
Wilkey.” : . .

“1 don’t believe old Wilkey will even give
you an iumpot,” said K. K.

But Handforth was by no means convinced.
He knew that Mr. Pycraft’s tongue could be
venomous, and he was very anxious that Mr.
Wilkes should have the true end of the story
first.

Presently he dragged Church and McClure
outside.

‘‘What’s the idea ?”’ asked Church.

“We’re going to Bannington,” said Hand-
forth promptly.

‘Now, look here, Handy——"

‘“We're going to Bannington right away,
and blow breaking bounds ! said Handforth.
“Thd{t dinner is probably over by now, and
if we send word in that we want to have a
word with old Wilkey, he’ll be sport enough
to come out.”

Church and McClure considered. It wasn’t
such a bad i1dea, after all.

‘““We can get there in twelve minutes or a
quarter of an hour,” said Handforth eagerly,
relieaved to find that his chums were not
objecting. ‘‘Ten minutes with old Wilkey,
another ten minutes home, and who’s to
know? We can easily-do it before supper!”

Church grinned.

‘““Well, you do get a bright wheeze now and
again, Handy, old man!” he admitted.
*“This 1sn’t bad at all. Think of the shock
for Pieface when Wilkey comes home! Pie-
face will think that he’s the first with the

varn—and Mr. Wilkes will know all about
1t !
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“That’s just the idea,”’ said Handforth.
““Come on! Let’s do it!”

They had the Morris Minor out within five
minutes. It was quite easy to do so, for there
were no masters about. Mr. Pycraft could
not be here, there and everywhere all at once.

The Morris Minor purred into Bannington
smoothly, went down the length of the High
Street, and slowed down as it approached the
imposing magnificence of the Grapes Hotel.

““This affair must be more important than
we thought,” remarked Handforth, staring.
“Look at all the cars out there: And the
people! I wonder what all the excitement’s
about 7”’

‘““The speeches after dinnér, I expect,” said
Church. *“They’re being broadcast, aren’t
they? They've probably got loud-speakers
outside.”’ B

But this did not seem to be a likely ex-
planation. There was not a big crowd out-
side the Grapes, as crowds go. There seemed
to be a lot of hectic excitement. Men were
running about, and Handforth & Co. now
saw, to their astonishment, that the cars
outside the main entrance were not ordinary
cars. Three of them, at least, were
ambulances. Police were there, too—lots of
police. Inspector Jameson was much in
evidence 1inside the big foyer, talking to an
obviously agitated manager.

‘“My only hat !’ said Handforth.
thing must have happened !”

They got out of the car, and were trying
to make their way into the hotel, when they
were stopped by a police sergeant.

“Borry, young gents—can’t go in,” said the

officer. f

“Oh, come off .it, Mr. Watkins!” said
Handforth. ‘“We want to see one of our
masters.”’

Sergeant Watkins looked at the boys hard.
He knew them well, and he was, in fact,
quite friendly with them. He was a stoutish,
jolly individual—very different from the
pompous Inspector Jameson.

“Haven’t you heard?’’ he asked.

‘‘Heard what ?” -

‘ About what’s been happening inside?”
said the sergeant, jerking a thumb over his
shoulder.

“They’ve had a big dinner, haven’t they?”
asked Handforth, staring. “The Mayor of
Bannington, and all our masters—"

‘““Not that,” said the sergeant. *‘About
them being poisoned, I mean.”

“Poisoned |’ gasped the three juniors, in
one voice,

“ Ay—and badly, too,” said Sergeant Wat-
kins., “®There’s going to be a big sensa-
tion over this, ‘I can tell you! No wonder
the manager of this hotel is looking so wor-
rted. It’ll do him a terrible lot of harm—
not that he’s to blame.”

‘“But—but we don’t understand!”
Handforth aghast.

“Ptomaine poisoning—that’s what it must
be, Koung man,” said the sergeant sagely.
“I had ptomaine poisoning once—and I
know what it is. Ten davs in hospital, and

‘ Some-

said
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three weeks off duty. And even then I was
as weak gs a kitten.”

Handforth grabbed at his
sleeve.

“You—you mean that all our masters are
poisoned I’ he ejaculated.

“Every one of them!” said the sergeant.
“Not only your masters, but a good many
from the Grammar School—and from the
River House, too. Ay, and the mayor, and
all the other guests!”

* But—but ”

“I was on duty in the banqueting hall,
as 1t happened,’” went on the sergeant, with
apparent relish. “Thank goodness, I wasn’t
having any of the dinner! It took three or
four of them at once—regular ill they were.
Then some more followed, until, within about
fifteon minutes they were all helpless. Fair
amazin’, 1t was!”

*““Great Scott!” said Handforth fecbly.

Church and McClure were excited and
startled, too. The story seemed incredible.
Yet, when they looked about them, they had
to believe that it was true. Even then a
number of people were being carried out on
stretchers. |

“Look,” panted Maec, ‘there- -there's old
Wilkey !”

They hurried over, and they were freshly
startled when they saw that one of thoss
figures was that of Mr. Alington Wilkes.
The unfortunate Housemaster seemed to be
unconscious, and his face was pale and hag-
gard and distorted.

Another came out—Mr. Stockdale, of the
Modern House; and another—Mr. Crowell,
the Remove master. |

Handforth & Co. stepped back, dazed.
This was a terrible calamity. Handforth
managed to get hold of one of the hospital
doctors.

“Js it really serious, sir?” he asked
hoarsely. *‘“Haven’t any of our masters
escaped 7”’

“You are from St. Frank’s, aren’t you?”
asked the doctor. “I’'m afraid that nobody
has escaped, my boy. It is a case of general
poisoning—and very serious. They are all
being rcmoved to the hospital, and will re-
ceive immediate treatment.”

. More than that Handforth could not ascer-
tain, and the boys left the hotel.

“This seemns to be an evening of scnsa-
tions,” said Church. ‘I mean, all our mas-
ters laid up! That means that old Pycraft
is the only one left to take charge!” -

Handforth’s jaw sagged.

“That’s not a sensation!” he said. “That’s
a tragedy.” °

uniformed

CHAPTER 8.
Confusion at St. Frank’s!

HERLE was only one thing to do—get

back to St. Frank's as quickly as pos-
sible.

And Handforth drove his f{aithful
little Minor as he bad never driven her be-
fore. The journey was done 1in record
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time, and when the car arrived at the Tri-
angle, the three juniors poured out of her
and dashed into the Ancient House.

- “Hallo, what’s the rush?”’ asked Biggles-
wade, of the Sixth, who was in the lobby.

““Where’s everybody?” panted Handforth.

“Having supper, of course,” said the pre-
fect. “What's the idea of coming in—
Well, I'm hanged!”

‘Handforth & Co. had rushed off to the
dining hall. They burst in and caused a
minor sensation. But this was nothing to
the sensation they caused a moment later.

‘““Everybody’s poisoned!” yelled Handforth
breathlessly.

The tables were well filled, and the fellows
stared at the excited newcomers in astonish-
ment.

“What’s the idea of bursting in with a
silly statement like that?” asked Fenton
sharply. ‘“What do you mean, Handforth
—*‘ everybody’s poisoned’?"”’

“Mr. Wilkes—old Crowell—all the other
masters !’ shouted Handforth. ‘ We've just
come from Bannington! Something was
wrong with that dinner, and everybody’s
been carted to hospital !

There was an uproar at once. Seniors and
juniors started to their feet, and a crowd
swarmed rtound Handforth & Co. The
prefects tried desperately to maintain order,
But before Handforth could be questioned,
Mr. Pycraft came running in, pale to the

lips.

‘“Fenton! Where's Fenton?” he panted
hoarsely. ‘“Oh, Fenton! I want you at
once!”

Edgar IFenton pushed his way through the
mob, and eyed Mr. Pycraft closely.

‘‘Have you heard the news, then, sir?”
he asked.

“Good Heavens, yes!” said Pycraft. ‘“All
our masters poisoned—taken to hospital! It
is appalling—stupefying! The hotel man-
agement has just rung me up and informed
me. What shall we do, Fenton? What on
earth shall we do?®”

“The first thing, sir, is to keep our heads,”
said Fenton short {

Mr. Pycraft gulped.

“Yegs, ves, to be sure!” he said, trying to
pull himself together. ‘I must go over to
Bannington at once—at once, to find out
the absolute truth of this! I cannot believe
it—it is too staggering! I am at my wits’
end!”

As the only master left in charge of the
school, Mr. Horace Pycraft was not making
a very credible exhigition of himself. His
conduct was not calculated to restore con-
fidence amongst the boys.

““Perhaps I had hetter go to Bannington,
sir,” said Fenton. “You are the only master
now: we cannot count Professor Tucker, be-
cause nobody ever takes any notice of him.
I think you should stay here, sir.”

“ No, no—certainly not!” said Mr. Pycraft
frantically. “I tell you I must go to Ban-
nington—I must find out the truth of this.
I have come to you, Fenton, because I want
vou to take charge during my absence. You
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‘“1 have an important announcement to make ! ’’ said Mr. Pyeralt.!

appointed aeting headmaster of St. Frank’s 1’
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‘‘I have been
A gasp of consternation went up from

the assembled hoys.

understand? You must take full charge.”

And Mr. Pycraft dashed out, excited,
flurried, and trembling with nerves. He
was hardly the man to rely upon i1n an
emergency.

Mr. Pycraft had hardly gone before Tubbs,
the page-boy, pulled Nipper aside.

“You’re wanted on the 'phone, sir—urgent
call!” said Tubbs. ““Miss Summers, sir,”’
he added confidentially.

Nipper dashed off, and was gratified when
he heard Mary’s voice at the other end of
the wire. | .

*“Oh, Nipper, we’'ve had such an adven-
ture,” 'said the girl. *“ Thank goodness,
we're safe now. I thought I'd ring you up
as quickly as possible to let you know, be-
cause I thought you would be anxious.”

“Where are you, old girl?” asked Nipper.

“In Caistowe. We got into the harbour
about twenty minutes ago,” said Mary
Summers. ‘‘Somebody told me that it was
you who flew over us in an aeroplane, and
dropped the warning. Oh, Nipper, is it
true?”

“Well, as a matter of fact,
make a fuss about 1t,” said
fortably.

“We all thought it was marvellous!” said
Mary, her voice full of admiration. ‘It was
too marvellous for words! We should have
gone on the rocks ifc¥ou hadn’t warned us

es—only don’t
ipper uncom-

m time, Captain Clarke knew nothing

about the hght being out, and he was ter-
ribly close to the shore when you dropped
that message. He says we only escaped by
a matter of minutes!” |

‘““Well, so long as you escaped, that’s all
that matters,” sard Nipper thankfully.

After he had rung off, he told some of
the others—not that they took much notice.
In the light of the other sensational news
which had struck St. Frank’s like a bomb-
shell, the telephone message from the girls
was not given the attention it would other-
wise have received. The whole school was
in & tumult, and the prefects were incapable
of keeping order.

Although it was past bedtime, nobody
thought ofrdgomg to bed—nobody took any
notice of orders. Juniors were standing about
in groups, talking excitedly. Seniors were
doing the same. The fags were frankly
taking advantage of the situation and larking
about to their hearts’ content.

EANWHILE, Mr. Pycrait, in Mr.
Stokes’ car, had arnved in Banning-
ton—at the hospital. He thought it
better to go straight to the hospital.

He was received by the senior house surgeon.
“Is it true, IDr. Stanhope?’’ asked the
agita}’ted Form-master. ‘I cannot believe
“I’'m afraid you will have to believe 1t, Mr.
Pycraft,” said the doctor quietly. *‘Unfor-



tunately, it is only too true. Only one or
two of those unfortunate people escaped the
poisoning. Some, of course, are worse than
others—but I am afraid that all your St.
Frank’s people are badly down.”

“I must see Mr. Wilkes, at least!”

“You cannot possibly see Mr. Wilkes!’
said the house surgeon briefly.

“But I tell you I must!” insisted Mr.
Pycraft. “Mr. Wilkes is the acting head-
master of St. Frank’s, and I want to know
what to do until he can resume control! You
don’t understand, Dr. Stanhope——"

“I understand that you are making a re-
quest that I cannot possibly grant,” inter-
rupted the doctor impatiently. “When I tell
you, Mr. Pycraft, that Mr. Wilkes is uncon-
scious, you will realise, perhaps, the futility
of vour demand.”
““Unconscious!”’
dazed.

‘““All these poisoning cases are serious—I
do not think any of them will be fatal, but
in one or two instances it might easily be
touch-and-go,” said Dr. Stanhope gravely.
““The poisoning 1s of an acute form. The
whole matter is so grave that the police are
investigating. Personally, I do not think
that there has been any foul play—mercly
rank carelessness on the part of the chetf.
However, that 1s not my business, and I am
not concerning myself in it.”

“But is there nobody else?” faltered Mr.
Pycraft, in a feeble voice. - *““Mr. Stockdale—
or Mr. Stokes? Or even Mr. Crowell, or
Mr. Langdale, or Mr. Pagett?” ‘

‘““‘Really, my dear sir, you must pull your-
self together,”’ said the doctor, not unkindly.
“I can quite understand that you are dis-
tracted. Please let me repeat that none of
the gentlemen you have named is in a con-
dition to see you. They are suffering in-
tensely—some, as I have said, are uncon-
scious. It will be a few days before any of
the patients can receive visitors.”

‘““A—a few daye! Then how long will it be
before they can resume their duties?”

‘““A fortnight, or three weeks, at the very
least,” said the doctor. - ““It may even be a
month.”

R.  PYCRAFT went away from the
hospital feeling almost stunned.

He had expected to hear bad news

but not suoh disastrous news as that.

Two or three weeks—perhaps a month! And

it was impossible for him to see anybody!
The whole thing was like a nightmare |

Amid the chaos of Mr. Pycraft’s mind, one
necessity thrust itself forward. He must have
advice! In this aoute situation, he must in-
form somebody in authority., And Mr.
Pycraft’s brain functioned to such good pur-
pose that he dashed for the telegraph office
—the Bannington office was open all night—
and scrawled a long and somewhat incoherent
telegram to Sir John Brent, the Chairman of
the 8t. Frank’s Governors.

Mr. Pyoraft braced himself.

ejaculated Mr. Pyecraft,

Two Treats Every Month Youn Shouldn’t Miss—

“It is up to me!” he told himself firmly.
“Yos, indeed! I must take command of this
situation—I must show the governors that
I am capable of controlling the school when
the necessity arises!”

Coming home from Bannington, he made
all sorts of brave plans; but when he arrived
in the Triangle, to find it full of boys who
should have been in bed, he was nonplussed.

“Boys—boys! What are you doing out
here 2’ he shouted wildly, running up and
down with waving arms. ‘“Why are you not
in bed?” :

“It’s no good, sir—they won’t go!” said
Morrow, of the Sixth. ‘And you can’t blame
them. They want to know what’s happened
They’re anxious for news.”

‘““The only news I have brought, Morrow,
is bad news,” said Mr. Pycraft. ‘ All the St.
Frank’s master have been poisoned, and they
are all in the hospital, incapable. It may be
weeks before they can return to their duties!’’

“I say!” ejaculated Morrow, whistling.

Mr. Pycraft did not behave in a way that
was calculated to help. After raving up and
down for a time, shouting to everybody to be
quiet, he fled into his own House, calling
to some of the prefects to follow him for a
conference.

The boys, of course—particularly the juniors
—could easily see that Mr. Pycraft was at his
wits’ end. And it was only natural, perhaps,
that they should take advantage of the general
situation. They point blank refused to go to
bed, and they ignored all the orders of the
prefects. The chaos and confusion was com-

plete. St. Frank’s was without a controlling
hand.

When Mr. Pycraft entered his study the
telephone bell was ringing. He fairly flopped
into his chair, and unhooked the receiver.

“Yes, yes, what is it?"”’ he asked. *‘Who
is thz';t’? What? I cannot hear you! Who
1s 1t?’

“I must speak to Mr. Pycraft,” said the

calm’,’ steady voice. “‘This is a trunk call

““I am Mr. Pycraft,”’ said the Form-master.

“Do you understand? You are speaking to
Mr. Pycraft.”

“I am glad of that,” said the voice. “I
am Sir John Brent, and I have only just
received your extraordinary telegram!”’

CHAPTER 9.
Mr. Pycraft—Headmaster!

HAT voice had the effect of calming
Mr. Pycraft considerably., Here was
somebody in authority, indeed! The
Chairman of the Governors!

] am thankful, Sir John, that you have
communicated with me so promptly,”’ said
Mr. Pycraft, fairly clutching at the telephone.
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“Yes, 1t is quite true. I have just come from
the Bannington Hospital.”

“But "1 ocannot believe this incredible
story !”’ came Sir John’s anxious voice. ‘‘Tell
me everything, Mr. Pycraft!” .

Mr. Pycraft told him. And as he did so
he became calmer. The recital of the facts
steadied his nerves. Moreover, he would now
be told what to do.

‘ Terrible—terrible!’”’ came Sir John’s agi-
tated voioe, when he had heard all. ‘Unfor-
tunately, I am in London, and cannot pog
sibly get down to St. Frank’s until to-morrow
at the earliest. I understand, then, that not
one master escaped
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continued 8ir John. “I am relying upon
you, Mr. Pycraft, {0 maintain order. his
1s a ve:ge serious situation, and you must
rise to ocoasion.”

~ When Mr. Pycraft rang off, he was feel-
ing more dizzy than ever. Acting Head!
Sir John Brent himself had given him his
authority. He was in full control of the
entire school !

After a brief si)ell, Mr. Pycraft recovered
himself completely. He was no longer a
Forn;-ma'.ster. He was the Head! His word
was law ! .

this dreadful epi- EN minates
demic of poison- Next Week’s Bumper later, Mr.
"ENot one, sir Programme! fong . the
exoept myself:”-asa.id = }xead refects of tshe

¢ t .
you know. T did net REBELLION AT ST. FRANK'S!” £ "Fenton,

you know, I did not
attend the dinner—
which was lucky.
There 1s Professor
Tucker, but he 1s so
littlo 1nterested in
the affairs of the
school that I doubt
1f he knows any-
thing of this catas-
trophe. We cannot
possibly rely upon
him for help.”

‘“But you are at
St. Frank’s — and
that 13 something to

be - thankful for,”
came S‘i‘r John’s peace.
voice. I cannot

believe that these
polsoning cases are
as serious as you
fcar, Mr Pycraft.
SBurely the masters
will be out and
about again within
a few days?”

‘““I sincerely hope
so, Sir John, but 1
was told at the
hospital that it may be several weeks.”

‘“Well, we will see—we will see,” said Sir
John Brent. “In any case, Mr. Pycraft,
ou must carry on until some fresh plans can

e made.”

é¢Carry on?”

‘““Certainly,” said Sir John. *“Disastrous
as this matter is, the school must be looked
after.”

‘““Oh, yes—of course,” said Mr. Pycraft.
“Of course, Sir John.”

‘“You are there, so I want you to take
full charge,” said the chairman of the gover-
nors. “So you will understand, Mr. Pycraft,
that until some fresh arrangements can be
made, you are in the position of acting head-
master. You have full authority.”

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Pycraft dizzily.

“I wilb.try to get down to-morrow, but,
in any c#v. T will communicate with you,”

By E. S. BROOKS,

Mr. Pyeraft headmaster of St. Frapk’s—and
the remainder of the masters a number of
erooks ! Such is the amazing situation at the
famous old school next week.
about, how it results in the commencement of a
barring-out at St. Frank’s, is told in this exhilarat~
ing long complete yarn.

“WINGS OF VENGEANCE!" :
By JOHN BREARLEY. ing

Already the Destroyers bave proved the extent
of their villainy, the ruthless eunning of their
methods ; and already Nelson Lee and the Night
Hawk have shown that they will do all in their power
to deleat the scoundrels who menace Britain’s
Next Wednesday the battle eontinues—
in a long story that thrills from the word ** go.”’

“The Valley of Hot Springs !’
By LADBROKE BLACK.

More gripping chapters of this magnifieent

new adventure serial whieh is developing into

one of the most execiting yarns ever published in
the Old Paper.
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Morrow, Reynolds
and Payne.
“I have called

this cenference be-
cause I have some-
thing of importance
to tell you,” said
Mr. Pycraft, stand-
ing with his back to
the fire, and thrust-
out his chest.
““Yes, something of
very great i1mport-
anoe, indeed !|”’

The prefects
walted, . wondering
what was coming.
The change in Mr.
Pycraft was astound-
ing. When they
had seen him last he
had been a frantic,
excited. nonentity,
incapable of giving
a coherent order.
Now he was pulling
himself up to his
full height, and
there was a gleam

How it eomes

Look out for it, lads.

of almost gleeful satisfaction in his eyes.

“I have been talking with Sir John DBrent
over the telephone,” said Mr. Pycraft
smacking his lips, and rising on tiptoe and
falling back on his heels. “‘Sir John has
been acquainted with the situation, and he
has, I think, done the best possible thing in
the circumstances. He bas appointed me
headmaster of St. Franks!”

““Wha-a-a-at!” gurgled the four prefects,
in one startled voice. -

““There 1s no nced for you to appcar so
astounded,” said Mr. Pycraft, frowning.
“Who elsc was there to appoint? I am in
full authority. You will please understand
that now—once and for all. I shall, of
course, tako peossession of the headmaster’s
house without delay, and in future you will
attend mc in the headmaster’s study.”
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The prefects listened, dazed.

“The school, I understand, refuses to go
to bed,” continued Mr. Pycraft. ¢ Well, we
will ses about that. You will go at once,
and you will see that the entire school 1s
marshalled into Big Hall. I have decided to
address the school.”

“But—but I’m not sure that it would be
wise, sir—"’ began Fenton.

“I am not interested, Fenton, in what you
think,” said Mr. Pycraft coldly. “You have
gea.rd my orders, and you will obey them.

ol” )

He pointed to the door, and his tone was
peremptory. The piefects went, reeling
slightly as they passed through the doorway.

“Pycraft—Head !” breathed Reynolds, of
the Modern House. ‘“Oh, help! What on
earth are we going to do?

“It can’t last long, thank goodness!” said
Fenton. ‘“It’s only a temporary appoint-
ment, of course.”

“But a man like Pycraft can do all sorts
of things in a very short space of time,”

said Morrow. ‘‘Look at him now! As
puffed up as a pigeon! I doubt if the
fellows will take any notice.”

But the fellows did.

The news went round like wildfire. OIld

Pieface had been instructed by Sir John
Brent to take countrol of the school! Pie-
face was Head! And he had told the school
to collect in Big Hall!

The school collected—not because it was
anxious to obey, but because 1t was filled
with curiosity. Everybody wanted to see
what would happen; everybody wanted to
hear what Pycraft would have to say.

Seldom had Big Hall filled so rapidly.

Mr. Pycraft, 'receiving the information
that all the boys were 1n %ig Hall, misunder-
stood. He took it for granted that tho
school was in fear and trembling of his
authority. It added greatly to his conceit.
Already his head was several sizes larger
than normal, so to speak. This respon-
sibility, thrust upon him so suddenly and so
unexpectedly, turned his hoad completely.

When he appeared upon the platform,
there was a deep hush—and again M.. Py-
craft misunderstood. He strutted like a
proud turkey-cock, and if the situation had
not been so serious the school would have
burst into laughter. But nobody could for-
get that all the Housemasters and all the
other masters were in hospital, gravely 1ill.

It was as clear as daylight that Mr. Py-
craft was eaten up with his own importance.
He waited for some moments before address-
ing the school, continuing to strut up and
down—evidently pleased with the impression
he was making.

““Boys,” he said at last, ‘“you have, of
rourse, heard the—cr—unfortunate news.
There is no need for me to tell you any-
thing, except that our masters are in hospi-
tal. In thc meantime, I am in full charge
of this school. You will please understand
that. You must regard me, from now on-
wards, as vour headmaster ”’

He paused to allow his words to sink in.
A sort of flutter went round the entire
school.

“Tt is past your usual bed-time, but, as
it happens, I am glad that you have not
yet retired,” continued Mr. Pycraft, a cun-
ning note coming into his voice. “In my
new capacity as headmaster, thero 1s a duty
that I must perform. The first step T shall
take, as 1t were, as Head.”

St. Frank’s waited, wondering.

‘A certain incident took place this even-
ing, and I have already said that I should
report 1t to Mr. Wilkes,” continued the new
Head. *“But, as Mr. Wilkes is not avail-
able, I feel that it is my duty to deal with
the matter myself. I am sorry that I must
begin my regime by inflicting a flogging,
but there is no help for it,”

“A flogging!” went up a general shout.

‘“Silence!” thundered Mr. Pycraft. “A
boy belonging to the Remove Form com-
mitted an unpardonable act of folly this
evenin ”

““Great Scott! He means Nipper!”

““Oh, my hat!”

“Good gad!”

"Will you be silent?”’ roared Mr. Pycraft.
‘“ Hamilton, step forward upon this plat-
form!”

Nipper, rather dazed, obeyed.

““This boy had the audacity to seize an
aeroplane belonging to a guest of this
school,” said Mr. Pycraft, pointing &ccus-
ingly .at Nipper. ‘Not onll;' that, but he
wrecked that aeroplane——"

‘““No, no!”

‘““Nipper didn’t do it all, sir!”

“The machine was damaged by accident !”

““If there 1s any further disorder, I shall
punish the entire school!” raved Mr. Py-
craft. “I am taking this action because I
wish to show you that I am in earnest. I
am the headmaster of this school, and I am
going to make it plain that I shall stand no
nonsense! This boy is going to be flogged—
as a lesson ta him not to be reckless with
other people’s property.”

The school seethed. So this was how Mr,
Pycl;aft was beginning his regime of autho-
rity! ‘

‘‘May I speak, sir?” asked Fenton, stand-
ing forward. |

“What do you wish to say, Fenton?”
asked Mr. Pycraft coldly.

“Only that yrung Hamilton received a
telephone message not long ago, sir,”’ said
the captain of St. Frank’s. ‘That ship he
went out to warn was actually in danger
of going on the rocks. But for the message
that Hamilton dropped, it would by now
have been a complete wreck, with, possibly,
the loss of many lives.”

‘““Hear, hear!”
““Good old Fenton!”

“You will therefore understand, sir, that
Hamilton’s action in taking Mr. Gore-
Pearce’s acroplane was thoroughly justified,”
continued Fenton firmly . “In opinion,
sir—and, I think, in the opinfon of the
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school—Hamilton should be honoured for
what he did. He acted bravely and risked
his own life in order to save the lives of
others.”

““Hurrah |” .

*“Three cheers for Nipper!l”

The whole school broke into a tumult of
cheering, and Fenton himself came in for
& big ovation, too. It was just like the good-
hearted captain to put 1n that word for
Niﬁper.

ut Mr.~ Pycraft was only enraged. He
thundered for silence, and when, at last, the

tumult ceased, he strode to the edge of the
platform.
“I will admit that Hamilton acted

bravely,” he said grudgingly. *‘‘ Whether
or not he saved the lives og people on that
ship I cannot say. But I do know that he
acted against the authority of this school—

and I intend to punish him. Hamilton, I
shall flog you.”

"Go ahead, sir,” said Nipper. ‘“If you
think I deserve it, I am quite content to
take it.”

ND while the school boiled and bubbled
with fury and indignation, Nipper
was flogged. Mr. Pycraft himself
administered the swishing, and he did

it thoroughly. Long before it was over, the
Removites and the Fourth-Formers were
hooting and jeering—and the prefects made
no attempt to quell the tumult. For the
prefects themselves were completely out of
sympathy with the new Head.

It was rather surprising that Big Hall
was cleared after what had happened, and
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when the fellows went out they were shout-
ing and cheering and making a tremendous
noige. Mr. Pycraft, satisfied at having had
his own way, was inwardly dismayed at the
uproar he had caused. But he was the Head
—he was going to do as he liked—and the
school should know it!

He wuas too full of his own importance to
realise that within the brief space of an
hour he had got the school scething with
latent rebellion.

For the sake of the prefects—who wero
almost exhausted—the boys consented to go
to bed. Nipper, of course, came in for a
tremendous ovation in the Remove—he was
the hero of the hour. He was a martyr—.
and that ﬂo%ging had done a tremendous
lot to add to his popularity.

The general feeling was that St. Frank’s
would stand Pycraft for a bit—but if any-
thing hike this happened again, St. Frank’s
was certainly going to kick him out, neck
and crop!

And so the famous old school went to
bed, restless and excited. Nobody quite
knew what the morrow was to bring. All
the masters were incapacitated, and Mr.
Horace Pycraft was Head.

One thing, however, was certain—the
immediate future was to be full of excite-
ment !

THE END.

(Startling developments at ghe old school
next week, lads. Nipper & Co. in a whirl
of excitement. Don’t miss this corhing
yarne, entitled: ‘‘ REBELLION AT ST.
FRANK’S ! *)
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WANTED

Harold J. Crispin, 10, Halsbury Road,
Victoria Park, Cardiff, wants members for
his Universal Correspondence Club.

Miss H. M. Michel, 177, Frances Street,
Observatory, Johannesburg, Transvaal,
S. Africa, asks for girl correspondents; ages
17 and over.

Miss C. Ratzker, 14, Frances Street, Yeo-
ville, Johannesburg, Transvaal, S. Africa,

would like girl readers to write her; age 17.
E. Waugh, 9, Freetrade Sireet, Rochdale,
Lancs, wishes to correspond with readers,

| Donald Whyte, 31, Woodland Crescent,‘

COR

Hilton Park, Prestwich, Manchester, wants
members for his correspondence club.

" Abie Frumkin, P.0. Box 69, South Por-
cupine, Ontario, Canada, has stamps and coins
to exchange with readers.

B. Brett-Pitt, Chatledene, Northumber-
land Avenue, Squirrels Heath, Romford,
Essex, wants members for the East London
Correspondence Club.

T

g

Fred Oates, 16, Albany Street, Devenport,
would iike a pen-friend.

A. Brown, 10, Miles Road, Mitcham,
Surrey, wants members for his correspond-
ence club. -

e

Lee Pearce, 55, Bogan Street, Parkes,
N.B.W., Australia (age 13), asks for corre-

spondents who are interested

stamps, cigarette cards.
Thomas W Hutt, 18, Malcolm Street,

Erskineville, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia,

would like to hear from stamp collectors.

Leonard C. Dellow, 35, Chapel Street,
Lakemba, 8Sydney, N.S.W., Australia,
wants members for his Triangular Corre-
ispondence Club.

Clem Johnston, Larpent, Victoria, Austra-
lia, wishes to exchange brands of match-

boxes. -

Herbert W. Jay, 13, Moselle Street, Tot-
tenham, London, N.17, wants correspondents.
especially overseas.

Miss Jean Daniel, Answer Street, War-
racknabeal, Victoria, Australia, would like to
hear from girl readers; age 18.

Miss Jean Fell, Walter Street,
Launceston, Tasmania, wants girl
spaondents; age 18.

in cricket,

Sandhill,
corre-
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Eric Denning and his
uncle have the key to
enormous treasure—
and that’s why they
receive a visitor; one
Boss Maunsell, a
scoundrel to the
backbone !

VVVVVVVVVYY

Foul Play?
“YES, treasure!” the professor went on

excitedly. “These runes—I must

translate them. Here, help me to

take this up to my study. This 1s
most interesting. This must be the object
which Peters wished to consult me about. A
narwhal’s horn.”

With difticulty, Eric carried the horn up-
stairs to the room which the professor used
as a study.

“We'd better have dinner, hadn’t we,
uncle, as Mr. Peters evidently isn’t coming ?”’

For answer, the professor took the
youngster by the shoulders, twisted him
round, and literally ran him out of the room.

When Eric recovered himself on the land-
ing, it was to find the door closed. There
was nothing for it but to report the latest
news to Danny.

‘“We’ll give it another hour, Mr. Eric, and
then this dinner will have to take the count.
It won’t last another second.”

All the same, in the hope that Mr. Peters
might arrive, they sat talking in the kitchen
until nearly ten. Danny then went upstairs
and knocked at the professor’s study door.
Eric could hear a sound that was like the
rumble of thunder, and the next mowment

Danny was back. .
““No use talking to him about food!” he
exclaimed. “lle’s off on one of them investi-
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gations of his. By the looks of it, he means
to be up all night.”

“Come on, then, Danny, you and 1 will
have some grub. 1 just can’t hold out a
moment longer.”’ |

It was already after eleven when they had
finished, and when Danny had washed up and
tidied everything awayw

“I wonder what happened to that Mr.
Peters?”’ Danny asked. “It’s a rum do when
you come to think of it.”’

Eric, now hali-dozing in his chair on the
opposite side of the hearth, sat up blinking.

‘““What do you mean, Danny ?”

‘“‘The Augantic arrives at five. This bloke
comes ashore and shoves his luggage in a
Eaxil; Then he goes away and never comes

ac .)’

The old fighter fingered his bulldog jaw.

““Some rum things happen down at the
dockside. I know. hen I was in the game
I’ve seen some funny things down east.
There’s blokes as’d cut your throat for six-
pence.”’

‘““You aren’t suggesting that Mr. Peters
has been murdered, are you, Danny?”

‘““You never know. Some of them hooligan
gangs’d be up to anything. All I say is, it’s
rum he hasn’t turned up. By what the taxi-
driver said, he was a bloke that was a bit
balmy, and a balmy bloke with money on
him in them parts—well, it’s asking for
trouble!”’

‘“We’d better sit up for a bit, Danny,”
Eric said. ‘‘By the looks of it, uncle’s got
his nose to that narwhal’s horn and his old
runes or whatever they are, and there'll be
nobody to receive Mr, Peter if he does turn

up.n

The Night Raiders!

RIC settled himself more comfortably
E in his chair, and abandoning all
thought of the missing Arctic ex-
plorer. gave himself up to his own
reflections. His mother had died when he
was a child, and three years before he had
lost his father.

Since then he had been under the guardian-
ship of his uncle, Professor Denning. His
uncle, who was a professor of Anglo-Saxon

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

ERIC DENNING, a cheery, adventure-loving youngster, lives with his uncle,

PROFESSOR DENNING. The professor, absent-minded and interested in nothing save his studies,
is expecting a visit from John Peters, an Arctic explorer who has discovered a narwhal’s
horn, on which {s written in Runic writing the key to tremendous treasure in Greenland.

For Pelers is dead—murdered by one of a gang of

The horn arrives, but not Peters.
scoundrels, the leader of which is

BOSS MAUNSELL. Maunsell is after the narwhal’s horn, and he and his gang are on their way 1
to the cottage in the heart of the Chiltern Hills, where Bric and his uncle live.

Eric, Professor Denning, and

DANNY, the professor’s man-of-all-work and an ex-pugilist, are examining the Runic writing on ﬁ

the horn.

‘“Eric,” exclaims the professor excitedly, * there’s something about a treasure here! »

(Now read on.)
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at one of the great universities, had wanted
his nephew to follow in his footsteps, and it
had taken the greater part of three years
for him to discover that that was never likely
to happen. Since then he had- used his in-
fluence to secure for Eric an appointment in
the Imperial Police, and the boy was waiting
to hear that he had secured tge post.

He had lost himself in a dream of the
future when he was startled by a loud snore.
Sitting up and blinking, Eric saw that Danny
had fallen asleep, and that it was already
half-past one. |

It didn't seem any use sitting up any
longer. Obviously, Mr. Peters wasn’t coming
that night. He might just as well go to
bed. Without disturbing Danny, the boy
crept upstairs. Before going to his own
room he paused tq listen at the door of his
uncle’s study. From the sound of deep
breathing and the violent ejaculations that
reached his ears, the professor might have
been engaged in some physical struggle with
desperate foes. With a grin Eric entered
his bed-room and closed the door.

Moonlight was streaming through the case-
ment window. Without turning on the light,
he made his way acrose the floor and seated
himself on the broad sill. He felt curiously
unlike going to bed now, after all. He
looked out at the encircling beechwoods. The
cottage stood on the summit of the Chilterns,
two miles from the village of Chalcombe.
The vearest other human habitation was a
mile away.

Under the influence of that peaceful scene,
Eric had just lost himself in his dreams
again, when his quick ear detected a familiar
sound. It was very faint at first, but it
rapidly grew louder. Suddenly, where the
road swept round fic the right into the
clearing in front of the cottage, the trunks
of the beech-trees were picked out by the
glare of headlights. Two beams swept 1nto
the glade. A car came into view.

““Peters!”’ Eric exclaimed ww himseli.

He was in the act of rising when, following
the car, there appeared a covered one-ton
lorry. The sight of that lorry made the
youngster hesitate. The car, assuming 1t was

ohn Peters arriving, was understandable;

R

Meanwhile
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but the lorry was a different proposition alto-
gether.

Eric leaned forward and stared through
the window. Both the vehicles had stopped.
Out of the car four men sprang, and the next
moment they were joined by eight others
from the lorry.

This was becoming interesting, Erio felt.
At any time of the day the arrival of twelve
men at that lonely spot would have been
remarkable, but at two o’clock in the morn-
ing it was éomething more than extraordinary.
It looked suspicious.

The boy slipped off the sill, and, kneeling
on the floor, where nobody could catch sight
of him, surveyed the scene below. Seen in
the moonlight, the faces of the men outside
only served to increase his feeling that there
was something wrong here. They looked
the worst collection of roughs and toughs
Eric had ever set eyes on.

They had gathered round a dwarfish-looking
figuro with @ huge head and bowed legs.
They were talking in whispers, but so stili
was the night that Eric could distin-
guish nearly every word. The little man,
who appeared to be thc leader, was doing
all the talking.

“(Get round the house, boys, and lie ’possum
until I want you. I'll try peaceful methods
first. I'm going to knock ’em up, and say
I’ve come for Mr. Peters’ luggage—tell ’em
the tale that this Peters has changed his
mind and isn’'t coming out here after all.
Then if they part up we'll get away with
this narwhal’s horn and the secret it contains,
and there’ll be no trouble.”

Eric’s body stiffened as he listened. The
man continued : o
“If that dowt go—well, they’re for it! It

ought to be an easy job!”

‘“*Say, boss,
wire 7"’ one of the men interrupted.

The man nodded.

““Cut it,” he said shortly. ‘‘Best to be on
the safe side in case.”

With a little glow of excitement Erio
watched one of the men swarm up the nearest
telephone post. The boy’s brain was work-
ing swiftly. This was an adventure such as
he had never dreamed of. These men had
come there to try and get possession of that
narwhal's horn with which the professor was
so closely closeted in his study. They meant
to have it, if not by fraud, then by force.
There wasn’t a moment to waste. Once the
telephone wire was cut 1t was useless to think
of getting in touch with the one policeman
at Chalcombe.

Bending low, Eric slipped noiselessly across
the floor and downstairs into the kitchen.
Danny was still asleep in his chair, but at
the touch on his shoulder he was soon awake,
In a breathless whisper Erjc poured his story
«nto the other’s ear. He saw the old pugilist’s
face change from one of amazement into an
expression of almost joy.

“TI don’t know what it's all about, Mr.
Eric, but they’ve got Mr. Peters for some
reason or another, and, as they missed his
luggage—this here something or other horp

what about the telephone -
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you were talking aboul—they come up here
after it. They think they’ve got a soft thing
on. Gosh, but we'll show them!”’ -

He was on his feet with the light of battle
in his blue eyes.

“Strategy, Mr. Eric. Before you get out
of your corner, always think what you’re
going to do. I've got this here contest
taped; and it goes just one round.”

Seeing that there were twelve men, Eric
felt that Danny was taking too rosy a view
of the situation.

““This little guy you was telling me about—
he’s coming along to tell the tale, ain’t he?
Well, you open the door for him. I’ll be
hiding in the recess under the stairs. You
go as if to collect Mr. Peters’ luggage. Act
as if you'd fallen for it. The bigger mug
you look, the better.”

‘“ And then, Danny ?”’

A grim meaning look appeared on Danny’s
battered face. His big Ests bunched.

“Just you wait and see, Mr. Eric!”

As he spoke there was a resounding knock
on the front door, and the electric bell on
the wall rang violently.

‘“Take off your coat and waistcoat and
collar and tie, Mr. Eric,”” Danny whispered.
““Don’t hurry. Let ’em think you’ve been
woke up &md got out of bed. I'll get to my
corner,’”’

Following Danny’s advice, Eric divested
himself of his collar and tie and coat and
waistcoat. Meanwhile, the knocking went, on
and the bell continued to ring at intervals.
Closing the kitchen door, Eric made his way
across the hall. In the reccess under the
stairs he could see the shadowy outline of
Danny’s burly figure. The youngster’s heart
began to beat more quickly as he slid back
the bolt, and, turning the knob, opened the
front door on the chain. A very white face
under a mop of grey hair peered at him
through the gap.

““Is this Professor Denning’s ?”’ the man in.
quired.

“Yes, that’s right,” Eric replied, ‘but
I'm afreid he’s gone to bed. Who is it,
please ?’

“I must apologise for rousing you at this
hour,. but I was sent by my friend, Mr.
Peters—Mr. John Peters. Unfortunately he’s
been taken ill at my place, and he asked
me to call for his luggage, which had been
sent here by mistake.”

“Of course you shall have it.
moment.”’

Eric closed the door, and. having slipped
off the chain, opened it again.

‘““‘Please come in, won’t ven? I know my
uncle will be very sorry tu hcar that Mr.
Peters has been taken ill. We thought!
something of the kind must have happened
to him when his luggage arrived without
him. I'll get you his things in a moment.”’

The boy closed the door.

“I won’t be two seconds,” he added.
“Will you sit down ?”’

Boss Maunsell came into the hall. his hands

Just one
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in the side-pockets ot his overcoat. He was
smiling.” Still playing his part, Eric placed
a chair for his visitor, quite close to the recess
under the stairs. As the man seated himself,
the youngster begun to ascend the stairs.
Arriving at the top, he made a noise as of
opening a door and then glanced over the
banisters. From under the stairs crept a dark-
coated figure. . . . . S

Eric held his breath. The black-coated
figure was just behind the man’s chair. Then,
with the speed of hghtning, he had stepped
forward and to the left. As he did so his
fist came up to Boss Maunsell’s jaw. Eric
saw the man’s figure sag in the chair and
then slowly slip forward on to the floor.

The boy was just about to cheer Danny’s
prowess when the door of his uncle’s study
opened and Professor Denning buist out on
to the landing, his eyes blazing, his right
hand above his head, shaking a piece of
foolseap. |

“Eric! Danny! The greatest discovery of
of aze! Runes of the fifteenth century—one
of the strangest mysteries in the history of
human civilisation cleared up for -all time!
The biggest treasure in the world! Gold and
platinum! Tons of 1t!”

He gripped Eric by the arm, and then
added excitedly:

“We start for Greenland and the Valley of
Hot Springs to-morrow, Eric!”

Trouble Brewing!
RIC'S mind was in" a whirl. Events
E' were happening with such rapidity
that he telt almost dazed.
| Before he could begin to sort out
his jumbled thoughts, however, the professor,
with one hand resting on the banisters of the
landing and with the other holding a sheet
of foolscap, was ‘leaning forward over the
well of the staircase, like a lecturer address-
ing an audience.

“By way of preface, gentlemen, I will run
over the known facts. Greenland: was dis-
covered 1n 981, and soon afterwards colonised
by a number of families from Iceland. The
settlements 1ncreased rapidly. In 1406 there
were nearly {wo hundred villages I
cannot proceed, gentlemen, if this noise is
going to continue.”
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From under his shaggy eyes he glared
down into the hall. Following the direction
of his gaze Eric saw Danny hastily put his
hand over his. victim’s . meuth, from. which
was coming a string of groans. L

“I can clap a silencer on him_for a bit,
guv’'nor, but I've got to let him breathe!”
Danny exclaimed.

The professor, lost in his subject, merely
glared at him.

“Towards the beginning of the fifteenth

century the whole of this Norse civilisation

disappeared. Its ruins were not discovered
until one hundred and fifty years later,
when Davis made his famous voyage to

Greenland in 15885. Until to-night nobody
has known how that civilisation was wiped

out.”

Drawing himself very erect the professor
combed his beard with his fingers, adjusted
a pair of horn-rimmed glasses on his nose,
and then studied the sheet of foolscap.

“T now come to the remarkable narrative
of Eric the Red. His story explains in part
the story of that remarkable mystery.”

There was a snort from below. Danny-had
removed his hand for a moment from the
lips of the unconscious man. ,

“Eric the Red was a student of the
ancient Norse writing,”” continued the pro-
fessor, ‘“‘and he used that medium—the Runic
writing, gentlemen—to set down on a
narwhal’s horn the tale of his adventurcs
before he died. His body, perfectly pre-
served, with the narwhal’s horn by his side,
was found by my friend Mr. John Peters.”

Danny, having tied a handkerchief over his
victim’s mouth, was coming soft-footedly up
the stairs. Still. imagining that he was
addressing a class.of students, the professor’s
voice went booming on.

Meanwhile, Danny was plucking at Eric’s
arm. -

“I found these on that gang leader, Mu.
Eric. Regular Woolwich Arsenal. Looks to
me as if we're going to have a rough housec.
Those blokes outside will be getting 1mpa-
tient soon—and then there’s going to be
plenty of trouble!”

(More excitement in necxt week’s en-
thralling instalment of this grand serial,
lads.) '
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