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CHAPTER 1.

Rebbed---and Docmed!

MACK! Thud! Thud!
S Lo 1it, boy:z! Ob,
well hit, Ted!”

“Quicker with your
toft, Jimmy!”

In  Scrapper Huggn:s
raining zyvnn, down Wn.t-
¢hapel way, half a dozen of
Thurston Kiylis’  Kitters—
that tough =nd checery gang
of advirturers who were the
Night Itawk’'s devoted fcl-
lowels—wore  cnjoying a
(quiet hour togcether.

Next  to fighting  them-
selves they loved nothing
hetter than to watch othcois
at the gane. And the two
vounz Nittens in the ring,
promsing boxers who were
training to bhe pro.’s, wore
putting up a fast and clever
show.

Encouraged by the keen
whispers of praise and ex-
pert-advice, they were mmx-
ing it glecfully, getting
faster and faster as the
Lout went eon.  Left, right,
duck, sway and side-step.
They boxed as finely Le-
fore that small but eritical

audience as  they would
have done  before  the
packed  audicnce ¢f  the

Albe:st Hall.

Yet it was no fight; onlv a iricndly three
rounds—and no hard feeling afterwards.
Spite was something not known among the
Kittens,  Arguments were sottled in a rongh
and ready way, with or without gloves. but
when they were over the combatants settled
down once more in the steady atmaosphere of
paldom that welded the little hand into one.

They were 2 qioreer lot, the Kittens: ket
together by lovalry and the leve of thrills ang

too, prefoer-

Rongh and recady
ring straight Intting and a few words to

adventare.

polished manners. It was trne that the less
thov ~aw of the police the hetter they liked
it. but there was nothing crocked alicut them,
Their distasie was the result of andependence,
vot fear. N

Thevy were Thurston Kyle’s Kittens—that
was eroneh.  The Night Hawk. thers adored
chief alwarxs worked alone, fighting cime
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or enemies wilh his uncanny skill in scicnce,
his great wings and ruthless determination.
He had resolutely cut Scotland Yard or any
other authority out of his schemes.  And
the Kittens, of course, weighed in with him
joyously.

Although they were already fairly well off
as the result of thewr lavishly-paid services to
Thurston Kyle, they still worked honestly at
any job—provided 1t kept themm out on the
busy strects thicy loved and could be dropped
the sccond the Night Hawk called them to
actlon.

Never to a soul did they breathe a word
of their exploits. It was only among thems-
selves that they were known as the Kittens.
To outsiders they were ¢ Scrapper Huggins’
lot,” and the other and more shady gangs
that knew them—even the vicious *‘racccourse
bunch ”—usually gave them a wide berth,
for harming one Kitten meant taking on the
whole heavy-hitting squad forthwith.
the police, too, knowing they wero “straight ”
to all intents and purposes, never troubled
to 1nquire into their activities,

As for Scrapper Huggins, he “ran” them.
His gym. was their headquarters where they
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could train, chaff or chat, and he had picked
the men himself after lone and careful study,
He trusted them as they trusted him—to the
hilt..

He =also kept a firin and fatherly hand on
the squad's finances, for the Kittens were a
reckless crowd who poured their money away

like water when they had any. At the
present moinent the wall-safe in the ex-
pugilist’s  httle office contained a hefty

treasure belonging to the men—a great wash-
lecather bag of cut and uncut gems to the
value of many thousand pounds. They had
been given to the Kittens by Prince Bud-
rudin, Rajah of Bhuristan, for the gallant
manncer 1n which they had helped him to
regain his long-lost throne.

In his quiet methodical way the Scrapper
was gradually disposing of tho stones for
hard cazh. He had to take care, however,
that no “official ” inquirics arose as to where
the jewels had como from, because that
Bhuristan stunt of the Kittens was one ex-
ploit in their carcers that had to be kept dark
—very dark,

He had practically agreed to sell the whole
consignment to a certain Dutch gentleman,
who often dealt in preecious stenes without
asking too many questions. The deal was to
be clinched to-morrow. And when the cash
was paid over, the Scrapper firmly intended
putting it straight into the bank, where, if
the Kittens wanted it, they’d have to ask
him for it.
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““ And thav’ll stop the beggars from bein’
broke all the time!” he chuckled to himself
as he watched the young well-trained boxers
before him. *But won’t they howl when 1
tell '’em! Ho, ho!”

Hc straightened up from the ring-post on
which he was leaning, looking huger than
cver in old flannels and sweater. Striking
a little gong to end the bout, he vaulted into
the roped square.

“Well done, lads.
he boomed benevolently.
on, ain’t they, boys?”

The other Kittens nodded, mixing chaft
with good advice. |

“Fine. Only Jim’s left hand seems sorter
pavalysed!” said one.

““And Ted couldn’t punch a hole in butter.
i\)lore welght and shoulder behind it, Teddie,

oy & .

The Scrapper grinned.

““Scat. Let ’em alone. Now, lads, into
the shower bath and get dressed.  And then

> The words died on his lips,

Crash!

“Hands up, all.

Very sweet 1i’l scrap!”
*“They’re conmun’

Don’t anyone move!”

ROZEN suddenly as if to stone, the
F Kittens stood where they were. The
cheeriness of a second before had van-
- ished abruptly. Cold waves of hos-
tility radiated from them. Their lips be-
came tight-set, their eyes hard and glinting.
For, with a fierce bang, the door of the
gym. had flown open. A harsh command
had followed instantly. In the doorway
stood three masked men with levelled auto-
matics, backing up that command in a lan-
guage the Kittens well understood.

It was a hold-up! Here in the Kittens’
headquarters!

Whocver the men were, they were daring
customers, and they had picked their time

well, for in about an hour’s time the eight.

Kittens present would have been joined by a
dozen more as others of the squad finished
work and dropped in for the evening.

The outer door of the Scrapper’s gym.
was 1n a little side street; easy tor the new-
comers to have donned their masks unnoticed
and stepped in through the little entrance,
whil2 the Kittens were absorbed in boxing.
Closing the gym. door behind them now,
they prowled further into the big training-
room, keeping their guns well to the fore In
case of need,

But the Kittens were marking time. They
kaew enough about guns to realise they were
caught—for the moment, at least. Their
sands were raised above their shoulders;
.he1r narrowed eyes were busy as they silently
siudied their iron-nerved foes.

All thrce were flashily-dressed men.

““Smart mobsmen—racin’ crowd,” dia-
gnosed the Scrapper, weighing them up cx-
pertly.  “An’ where’ve 1 scen that leadin’
i;loke before? H'm!”

His pink, granite-jawed face became more
mask-like than ever as he scrutinised the

leader of the gunmen. The fecllow was
stockily built and muscular; thick lipped,
coarse, confident. Over one shoulder was
slung a leather satchel such as bookmuakars
use on race-courses,

But the Scrapper’s eyes pickad out more
than that. Two gold teeth gleamed in ghe
front of the man’s mouth as his lips parted
in a leering grin. And just below the level
of his mask, clear against his pasty skin,
showed the beginnings of a strawberry birth-
mark. It was this that caught the Scrapper’s
stare within five seconds of the breath-taking
entry.

In tense silence captors and captives
watched cach other for a brief hard-breathing
space. Then the man with the satchel jerked
his hcad towards a further door.

“What’s 1n there?” he snapped. * Answer
up.”
It was the little office where Scrapper
laboriously wrote letters and did business,
He said as much briefly. The other grunted.

“That’s us, then. Too public in here !”
he growled. “Get inside, one at a time.
Any tricks, and you’ll be sorry!”

The three guns rose ominously as the Kit-
tens hesitated. There was no hope. Turn-
ing with hands still raised, they marched
into the little room, followed by the masked
men, and stood against the back wall. When
cveryone was Insidde and the door closed,
Scrapper Huggins spoke for the first time,
His words were calm and leisurely.

“Well, what’s the gamec—‘ Red-eye’' Par-
sons 7%

The coarse lips of the burly gunman
twitched In a snarl of surprise. After a
sccond, however, they widened in another
sneering, triumphant smile, and, withoud
turning a hair, he jerked off the mask. The
rcason for his nickname ivas only too obvious,
for the strawberry mark covered his left
cheek and eyes and part of his low, wrinkled
forchead.

“Huh! Know me, do you? Well, it don’t
matter if you do. An’ I said these masks
wouldn’t cut any ice, anyway!”’

“I know you all right!” nodded Huggins
coolly. “One o’ th’ Liverpool dockside lot
you uster be, eh? Bookmaker an’ all that
down here now, huh?” His contemptuous
calmness made Parsons snarl again. ‘‘Well,
what d’ye want?”

Parsons’ grip tightened on his gun.

““No iip, fer a start!” he growled, and
followed the warning with a shattering
demand. “YI want them sparklers you've
been tryin’ to sell fer the last fortnight !”

For all his self-command, a spasm of angry
surprise flashed across the Scrapper’s face.
His mouth tightened to a straight line, and
his big jaw hardened. He had imagined that
the secrct of the Bhuristan stones in his safe
had been well kept.

“Wot sparklers?”

Parsons laughed hoarsely.

“Wot sparklers?’” he mocked® “Come off
it. The stones you tried to sell old Hans
Donkmeyer, o’ course. Don’t bluff me, Hug-
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gins, We nailed the old squarehead this
gftergoon, and made him come across.
See ?

~ His mocking eyes moved rapidly round the
little room, and finally rested on the small
wall esafe by the Scrapper’s battered desk.
He grunted placidly.

“In there, I suppose, ain’t they?”’
“Go to  blazes!” remarked Huggins
promptly.

Parsons’ fleshy face grew grim and vicious,
and he - hunched his powerful shoulders
menacingly.

““Now, listen, Huggins—we ain’t here for
our health,” he grated slowly, ‘“‘nor to pass
the time o’ day! I've been keepin’ an eye on
you fcllers, I know all about them stones,
an’ a bit about how you got ’em, see? I
want ’em! I’'m not goin’ to risk hanging
fer such as you—but I want ’em! An’ if
you don’t want to be cripples fer the rest of
your lives, boys, you’ll poppy up without
trouble. Like this!”

His gun chopged down, putting a bullet
50 closo to the Scrapper’s knee that a little
piece of cloth flew out of his baggy flannels.
The report of the shot was no louder than
a hearty sneeze, for the gun wore a silencer.

The Kittens were well up against it. And
no others expected for a good hour.

Yet still the Scrapper did not move. He
was of the type who become obstinate as
army mules under threats. Slowly Parsons’
gun moved down again until the muzzle
pointed squarely at the big man’s knees. The
muscles on his hand tightened. It was the
taciturn Alf Jenkins who saved the situation.

“Aw, don’t be a goat, Scrapper! Give him
the stones. We kin always wring his neck
afterwards!”

The other Kittens joined in at once. It
was obvious that Parsons would carry out
his tough threat, and the stones didn’t weigh

for a moment with Scrapper’s safety in the

balancec.

With bitterness in every line of him, the
giant Kitten gave way, turning reluctantly
towards the safe. His big fingers fumbled
with the combination until the door swung
open. ~

i No tricks, mind!” snapped Parsons, and
stepped closer in case any weapon was hidden
there beside the jewels.

A moment later a washleather bag was
tossed angrily at his feet. Immediately one
of the other men stepped forward, picked it
up, and opened 1it. '

‘““All 0.K., Red!’ he grinned, chuckling
louder still when he pulled cut a handful of
flashing gems and tossed them delightedly
1n his pahn.

Parsons iaughed, too. Taking the bag, he
thrust it into the satchel round his neck,
keeping his eyes all the time on the smoulder-
ing Kittens. Then he looked hard at the
dour-faced Jenkins.

“So you'll wring my neck afterwards,
eh?” he jeered. “How d’ye know there'll
be an afterwards?” '

Jenkins’ answer took the form of a long,
narrow starc and a significant raising of the
lip. It was Scrapper Huggins who replied,
almost in a whisper.

“There’'ll be an ‘afterwards’ all
Red-eye—don’t worry. We'll get you
this, you welshing dock-rat!”

““Yeah? An’ perhaps not!” chuckled Par-
s?lr}?s., “Goin’ to tell the p’lice about us,
cn?’

“You know there’ll be no p'lice in this!”
retorted the Scrapper steadily. “We fight
our own battles! You’ve bitten off a mouth-
ful in us, friend. And you ain’t in Liver-
pool among your pals, cither. You're in
London!”

“Go hon!” Parsons grew merry at tho
words. “Well, I won’t be in London fer
long, Huggins. Get me? Theso stones are
going with me. And where I'm going—well,’
guess., I hope it keeps fine fer vou!”

‘““Doesn’t matter where you go!” replied
Scrapper, still in the same quiet, toncless
voice. “We'll get vou!”

Red-eye Parsons suddenly changed his tone.
He lost his bantering grin, and became w-hat
he was—a vicious gangster, glaring with the
pale-blue, flinty eyes of a killer.

“You make me laugh!” lLe blazed. “Fol-
ler me, will you? Then let me tell you thi:
fer your own sake, I've been in London six
months now, and I know all your bunch by
heart. Seec? I recognise ’em when I sce
’em. An’ if I see ’em near me after to-
night I plug ’em!” He raised his gun to
emphasise his threat. ‘“An’ without any
noise, either!” |

The Scrapper nodded- solemnly,

“Good enough. Thanks fer the tip. But

199

we'll still get you!

The rock-like persistency of the giant
seemecd to goad the Liverpool gangster to
fresh fury.

“Get me, will you?” he velled. “Right!
I'll sce you don’t!” Over his shoulder he
jerked to the two men behind him: ¢ Out.
side! Quick!” |

They vanished backwards through the door
in quick obedience, And Parsons stood glar-
ing at the Kittens, gun quivering. His eves
were bloodshot with bestial passion.

‘“Now, you poor mutts, I'll show vou
what Red-eye DParsons is like! You'll get
me, ch? Well, get out of this first!”’

Quick as lightning he sprang back to tho
half-opened door, paused for a second, still
covering his prisoners. His free hand divea
into a pocket and came ocut holding some-
thing the size of a cricket-ball. Laughing
harshly, he dashed the object to the ground,
whipped out of the room in a frantic stride,
and slammed the door.

The Kittens heard the sound of a key turn-
ing. And where the bomb had burst flashed
rcd and venomous flames, racing swiftly in
the track of tho scattered spirit the missile
had contained.

Before they could move the little offee,
with eight men in 1t, wae on fire,

right,
for
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CHAPTER 2.
Snub Butts in Handily!

his usual harum-.scarum style, Snub
Hawkins, Thurston Kyle’s youthful
assistant, whirled his two-seater gaily
out of the Whitechapel Road traffic. A
neat turn of the wheel, and he shd along
the gutter to the mouth of the little side-
street in which Scrapper Huggins had his
gymnasium,

He found another car parked there first,
however—a hackney Daimler from a hire
garage apparently—the driver of which gave
him a cﬁeerfu! professional nod as the lad
cdged up behind and skipped out. But when
he turned the corner of the by-strect, a ruder
welcome greeted him. Before he could
dodge, three men came blinding round the
angle and knocked him spinning.

Nor did they stop to apologise. He had
an instant’s vision of three grimly-set faces
i1 the uncertain light of a corner lamp, but
that was all. The men tore past him and
fairly hurtled into the waiting Daimler.

Two of them shot inside straight away;
the third, a thick-set man with a bag,
paused for a stride to shout an order to
the driver. Snub, struggling with indigna-
tion and loss of breath, heard something
that sounded like ‘Beat it for Saint ”;
and after that the Daimler purred instantly
into its stride and was gliding through the
West-bound traflic. :

Pulling himself together and picking up
his hat, Snub regained his temper and wind
together. Ife had been rudely jostled, but
the men were too far off now for reprisals.
They had locked a tough trio, he thought—
flash “roughs” on a hurried journey some-
where. lle waggled derisive fingers after
the Daimler’s tail-light.

“Good-bye. 1 hope your axle breaks!”
he called politely, and dismissing the inci-
dent, turned to continue his walk down the
iittle strcet, cheéry as cver.

With the assurance born of many a hearty
welcome in the gymnasinm, he banged open
the outer and inner doors, and imnmediately
came to a puzzled halt. There were usually
a few of the Kittens in the big training-
room, but this time it was completely empty.

It was not that, however, which made
him knit his brows. The gym. might be
deserted, but it was by no mcans quiet. The
door of the Scrapper’s office was shaking and
ureakm%’ under the force of hammer-like
blows, frantic, heavy crashes that filled the
rocm with noise. To Snub’s further sur-
prise, too, he saw that the big padded
vaulting-horse had been turned over and
rammed against the door. .

He grinned. From the force of the blows
only one man could be the author of them—
the gigantic Scrapper. Some of the festive
Kittens must have japed him, locked and
barred him in before bolting. Grinning
wider than ever, Snub sauntered leisurely
forward to take his part in the joke.

N

Then he saw something that ;Niped the
fun from his face and left it hard.

Smoke! Through the jamb of the door
and underneath 1t little grey-blue eddics
were cutrling in rapid spirals. Scrapper’s
office was alire, and he was locked inside.

Heart bumping with alarm, Snub flashed
across the gym in great strides, bent and
vigorously dragged the horse away. As he
did so, a mightier smash than ever hit the
door, the panels broke, and through the
cracks he caught a glimpse of Huggins’ face.
The sight of it rcdoubled his eftorts. The
door was locked and the key missing.

“Look out, Scrapper!” he bellowed, and
jerked out tho automatic from his back
pocket. A red flash, a sharp report, and a
bullet shattered the lock completely. Next
moment Snub was flung backwards on his
shoulders as the broken door flew open and
the great bulk of the Scrapper hurtled out,
gasping and choking. His face was
blackened by smoke, and the legs of his
flunnels were scorched and smouldering.

After him came a stifling billow of smoke,
through which yellow streaks of fire glinted
dully. And through the smoke, to Snub’s
increasing horror, lurched other Kittens—
five of them, all -in a worse plight even
than Huggins. The boy was on his feet
again like a cat, darting forward to help
them.

A great hand shot out and stopped him.
The Scrapper pointecd dumbly to where a
fire-extinguisher hung beside some wall-bars.
As Snub wheeled and jumped for it
obediently, the giant himself plunged back
into the burning office and came out holding
on each arm the limp forms of the two
young boxers, still with their gloves on,
their half-naked bodies badly burned.

Snub nipped in with his extinguisher.
Szzzzz! Szzzzz! went the hissing liquid,
cuttine wide black swathes on the charred
floor, beating back the flames. So thick
was the smoke that the youngster’s eyes
were almost blinded in a moment, but screw-
ing them up he advanced doggedly, spraying
everywhere until the Scrapper joined him
with a second extinguisher.

Together they fought the stubborn fire
until at Iast they gained the upper hand.
One by one the flaming patches spluttered
aund died, the smoke began to clear as it
rolled out of the wider gymnasium behind.
There came a shattering crash of glass as
the Scrapper flipped a stool through the
little office window. And after that the peril
was over.

The two gasped their way back into the
g)lrlqi., for nothing more could be done for a
WIillle.

Three of the Kittens still lay where they
had fallen, coughing and clawing at their
eyes. Jenkins and another, apparently not
gso badly affected, had pulled themselves to-

ether and were bending over the two boxers.

'he Scrapper’s great fists clenched and
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unclenched fiercely
while he stood star-
ing at his pals.

It was his strength
and pluck that had
gone a long way to
saving them, short
though their terrible
imprisonment  had
been, for he had
plunged through the
first gust of fire to
Lurl himself at the

door. Had 1t nct
been for  Snub’s
quick work, how-
ever, coven o his

michty c¢fforts would
have been 1n vain.
He laid a hand on
the boy's shoulder.

“Thank ’ee, sir,
Thank goodness you
were ‘ere.”’

“Rats 1”
Snub. “T had the /NG {
evening clecar and Vii7e i
just dropped down
for & chat. DBut,
gosh, Scrapper, how

panted @/ )"//”‘l/é’///
‘ ‘jl/‘;c'

on ecarth did 1t
happen 7
Before answering

him the huge man
strode across to the
big first-aid chest 1n

the corner of the
g y m., rcturning
with cotton-wool

and a can of carron
oil, which he handed
to Jenkins with a
bricf nod. Not until
he saw the taciturn
one expertly bath-
ing the  boxers’
burns with thoe
soothing o1l did he
turn to Snub and
brieflty explain.

“So they grabbed
the

stones young
Buddy gave the
boys and bolted,

lecavin’ us to burn!”
he finished., Snub
pasped his amaze-
ment and conster-
nation.

“My hat! The crawlin’ scuts! And I saw
‘em go!” he snapped, remembering the three
men who had collided with him at the strcet
rorner and raced away in tho Daimler. The
Scrapper wheeled on him fiercely.

“You saw ’em? Where? When? Which
rvay did they go?” he panted.
Never before had Snub seen the genial

giant look so terrible. His blackened face
was set in deep harsh lines, but it was his
eyes that made the lad gasp inwardly. They

Snub was knocked spinning as three men raced desperately past him.
Ho did not know that they were *‘ Red-eye *° Parsons and his gangsters,
escaping with thirty thousand pounds’ worth of jewels.

were wide open and hard as agates; steady.
expressionless, yet filled with a deep cold

11‘31'0, like those of a lynx deprived of its
111,

“They flew past me outside, knocked me
sideways. Slung themselves into a hired
Daimler and headed west. I don’t think the
driver’s one o’ the gang—I heard the leader
vell something like ¢ Beat it for Saint’ and
they were off. I lost the rest.”

The Scrapper nodded slowly,
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“Beat it for Saint Pancras!” he finished
softly, without a second’s hesitation. Calm-
ness was fast returning. His voice had
stcadied and colour had come back to his
face. But the deadly look in his eyes still
burned. “Yes, St. Pancras. That’s how
I've been figgerin’. An’ I'll get him!” His
lips parted in a mirthless smile; he banged
his fists together.

““He's beating it for Liverpool, where the
rat comes from. He won’t stop running till
he’s among his pals in some hide-away in
the docks. An’ he’s taken our stones with
him. He'll peddle ’em on the sly to the
swell gamblers and con. men that work the
Atlantic ships, see? Gosh, I know his sort
hackwards, and their tricks!” His war cry
cume again in a fierce deep snarl. “I'll get
him |”®

CHAPTER 3.
The Scrapper Weaves His Net!

HE Scrapper had no time for fancy
detective work. But his knowledge
of men was wide, deep and long, and
he could use uncanny common-sense.

With Snub behind him, he hustled back to
the telephone in the fire-blackened office
and jerked out a number. While he was
waiting for it he grabbed a charred ABC
from a pigeon-hole in the desk and ruffled
tha pages rapidly. At last one horny thumb
indicated the trains to Liverpool, and after

sne quick glance Snub yanked out his watch

and nodded.

“H’m! If you’re right, he’s got forty-
five minutes to catch the fast night express,
Scrapper. He'll do it all right!® ,

“Maybe,” grunted Huggins. “But Ill
have him Before that!” A voice through the
'phone in answer to his call made him turn.
“Halio! ’Pancras cab-rank? Is Smithy
there, mate? No? Charlie Roberts, then?
Awright; tell ’im Scrapper Huggins wants
to speak.”

Keyed up with excitement, Snub stood by.
During the next few minutes he listened to
many strange conversations, and his admira-
iion for Scrapper grew exceedingly.

“)Ullo! Charlie? Good! ’Op across to
the station, will yer? Tell Nobby Clarke I
want 'im, quick. He’s sellin’ papers just
in front of the booking-’all. I want him
immlediate. Right!” There was a pause
until :

“That you, Nobby? Then listen!” Grimly
the Scrapper snapped out the story of the
robbery and fire, following it with descrip-
tions of Parsons’ gang, and orders. ‘ They’ro

headin’® fer your place, see? That’'s almost
sure. They’ll be gottin’ the seven forty-five
t» Liverpool. Stop ’em till we get there.
Savvy ?”

Apparently Nobby Clarke, as keen a son
of the London streets as could be found,
without further argument. The
Scrapper rang off, and promptly called for
fresh numbers.
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To Snub it was a revelation the way the
big man sent the word round to the Kittens
who were still out. He had them at his
finger-tips; half a dozen numbers rolled from
him in turn without hesitation. And as soon
as cach answered, he spoke curtly.

All sorts of places he called up—little shops
in by-streets, eating-houses and cab-shelters.
At each place, as Snub learned afterwards,
someone departed promptly in search of the
ncarcst Kitten, pushing his barrow or presid-
ing pver his market-stall close by.

The Scrapper’s messengers were not
members of the squad, but they knew the
giant and hastcned to obey, certain of reward
and courtesy afterwards. Within fifteen
minutes of first jumping to the ’phone, the
leader of the Kittens had his ‘““net ” out—
watchers lurking at St. Pancras, Euston,
King’s Cross and as far west as Paddington.
But when Saub whooped congratulations all
the Scrapper grunted was his war-cry again.

“Ill get him! I'll show Mr. Red-cye
Parsons what buckin’ the Kittens means!”’

‘““But suppose he chases on to Liverpool
by road, Scrapper?”

‘““Heo won’t,”” repliecd the big man con-
fidently. *‘Takes too long, fer one thing, and
a train crowd’s easier to hide in. ’Sides, you
‘’card him say ‘ Saint,” and that’s enough fer
me.’” Gripping the youngster, ho went on
quickly: “Got your car hecre, sir? St
Pancras i1s where the fun’ll be, sure. Could
you gct there by seven-forty-five now ?”

““Could I not!” replied Snub with sturdy
cmphasis.

‘“‘Right—thank ’ce!
bad 1”

Alf Jenkins grunted. He also started for
1,}}0 door. Words were rarely neccessary with
11m.

“Take Alf, then, will yer, sir?” growled
the Scrapper to Snub. ‘I must stay here to
sce arter these others and stand by- the
’phone. Nobby may want a ’and at St.
Pancras. That’s all !

But Snub had something to do, too. Going
to the ’phone, he called a Hampstead
number, and the moment his master’s.decp
voice answered burst into a coinplete story
of the adventure so far. He heard an angry
exclamation at the other end, and when
Thurston Kyle spoke again, there was an
edge to his tone that Snub knew well.

“I sce—very bad. Go right away, boy;
do what you can. If you want help, call me.
I shall be ready. Good luck!”

A minute later, with the dark-faced Alf
Jenkins sitting rigidly beside him, Snub was
whirling his two-scater westwards.

Twenty-five minutes to get to St. Pancras
Station. The chase was on.

THROUGH Aldgate, the City, Ludgate

Alf, are you hurt

Circus and up Farringdon Strcet flew

the little car, weaving recklessly in

and out of the traffic lanes to the
touch of Snub’s deft hands on the wheel.

Until they recached the top of King’s Cross

Road their luck was 1n; but there a hold-up
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madec the young driver wriggle impatiently
in his seat whilo precious time dragged by.
The big clock tower at King's Cross said
7.43 when at last the two-scater shot past
and into the clanging approach to St.
Pancras Station across the way.

Two minutes to train-time. They were out
of the car in a twinkling, Jenkins’ head bob-
bing as he looked quickly around. FYor the
first time in tho journey he spoke.

““Nobby ain’t here, sir. Mus’ be 1inside.
Hc'll stop ’em 1if he spots ’em!”

“If!” It canmie to Snub sharply that, after
all, they might be on a wild-goose chase.
He may not have heard Parsons’ last words
aright. The Scrapper’s theory might be
entirely wrong, and the jewel thieves might
be scattering along to Liverpool by road.

There was no timme for doubts, however.
Alf Jenkins was already crossing the pave-
ment. With Snub hard at his heels, he
hurried into the station, threading his way
swiftly but unobtrusively through the passing
throngs. There was somecthing silently
vindictive about him—the droop of his
shoulders and the sinuous, noiseless way in
which he glided through made Snub think of
a leopard slinking towards its prey.

Inside the statior all was bustle, noise
and confusion. A {rain had just come in,
and two others were shortly to depart, the
heavy jets of smoke from the latter dispersing
far and wide. Passengers streamed from
booking-hall to barriers, trolleys clanked,
and above all rose the constant babel of
human voices. |

Hecedless of the clamour, however, the two
plunged deeper, their eyes pcering eagerly
in every direction as they sped towards the
departure platform for Liverpool. The last-
minute rush for the 7.45 was in full swing.
The gates of the railed barrier were choked
by a milling crowd, who passed slowly
through and went flying along the platform
for the nearest carriage the moment their
tickets wero clipped. A fine confusion was
raging.

And in the midst of it Snub saw Red-eye
Parsons and his confederates. The Scrapper
had been right.

The burly gangster with the luridly-
marked faco was standing just inside the
barrier with his back to the collector and the
hurrylng passengers. He was glaring
through the rails like some caged wild-beast.
While, a few yards away and frantically
jerking a platform-ticket from a machine,
stood the lean, wiry figure of Nobby Clarke
of the Kittens!

éé Oh !))
Flinging up his hand, Snub gripped
Jenkins by the arm, pointed silently.

Twenty yards of platform still stretched
between them and Nobby, and they halted
in their tracks. As in a nightmare they saw
Parsons hunch his right shoulder curiously,
saw Nobby Clarke stiffen, recel back and
begin to fall. They were powerless to help
or defend. |

-

Like a tired child the Kittten sagged
against the slot-machine and sank to. the
ground, his hand clutching feebly at his right
side. Without another look Parsons had spur.
round and melted into a group of passengers,
all racing wildly for the train as the guard’s
whistle shrilled its final warning.

The whole affair was over at breathless
spced. Theroe was mno sound, for the
gangster’s automatic was silenced. No
betraying flash cither, as he had shot through
his coat-pocket. He had warned Scrapper
Huggins that he would plug any Kitten he
recognised near him. And he had kept his
word.

Filled with rage, Alf Jenkins hurled him-
sclf through shouting, bewildered people
towards the barrier. But Snub’s first thought
was for the fallen Nobby, and he was beside
tho wounded man before any others had
quite realised what had happened.

Tecaring off his soft felt hat the boy slid
it beneath Nobby’s head and raised him
slightly. At the touch the Kitten’s eyes
opened vaguely, fluttered, then widened with
relief at sight of Snub’s anxious face so0
ncar. He began weakly to stammer some- -
thing, whercupon the youngster bent closer
to listen, under pretext of unfastcning his
coat. '

“It’s you, sir. I—I'm sorry. Parsons got
away. I only spotted him—minute ago.
Must ha’ been hidin’—in the buffet—till—till
— His head dropped wearily as he
crumpled 1n a swoon.

“Don’t worry, Nobby. He won’t get far,”
whispered Snub, holding him in strong arms.

Already tho keen youngster was planning
ahead. Parsons had got clear. The Liver-
pool express was already steaming out. He
had to get in touch with Scrapper Huggins
and Thurston Kyle. The guv’'nor first. His
master, the Night Hawk, was the only one
to deal with tho situation now.

All the time he was thinking ho was tear-
ing Nobby Clarke’s garments open, setting
his teeth at sight of theo ominous red stain
growing larger and larger. He had barely
got the Kitten's chest exposed, however,
when through the gaping crowd thrust two
policemen, who took charge at once. After
a short ecxamination they nodded significantly
to cach other, and one, standing up, touched
Snub on the shoulder.

“Did you see him go down, my lad?”
There was a curtly anxious note in his voice,
for already some few minutes had passed
since the shooting—valuable minutes for
which he would have to account to his
superiors later.

6é Yes.”

“See anything else—who shot him ?”

“No,” hed Snub ecalmly. “Just that he
fell. I ran to him. I didyn’t sec any police-
men around anywhere—that’s why I did it,”
he finished innocently, whereat the constable
frowned. |

“Can’t be everywhere!” he snapped.
“Well, you’ll have to come along with me as
a witncss. Wait here!”
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“What ?” Snub’s jaw dropped. Waste
time giving statcments in a police station?
Not much. He jerked out his card-case and
ofiered one to the constable, explaining at
the same time. “I say, I’m in a beastly
hurry. There’s nothing I can do. You can
only take this poor chap off in an ambulance.
And here’s where I live if you want me.”

The officer looked stern and shook his head
importantly.

“Can’t help your troubles, my lad. This
looks like attempted murder at least; and
you're an important witness. You’ll have to
como with us!”

He turned his back on the boy promptly,
leaving Snub completely at a loss for once.
In spite of the Scrapper’s fast and clever
work, cverything was conspiring to let
Parsons make good his escape. Snub thought
furiously. |

He had to ’phone Thurston XKXyle. His
master would know best what to do. Per-
haps he would follow Parsons at once and
swoop down on him at the end of the journey
1 Liverpool at the first chance. It was the
sort of exploit that would appeal to him im-
mensely. Under his great wings that could
hurl him through the air faster than airplane
speed, the Night Hawk could eventually
overtake even the Liverpool express—pro-
viding the train did not have too great a
start.

“Too great a start "—that was the rub.
The train had pulled out a bare thirty
scconds after Nobby Clarke had dropped,
with Parsons safely aboard, if only by the
skin of his tceth. 1t would not touch full
spced yet for some time, true; but

“Blow this copper!’ raged Snub inwardly,
rcalising, however, that the officer was doing
his duty.

In the midst of these exasperated thoughts,
the lad became suddenly aware of his own
felt hat thrust out towards him by a lean
hand from the ring of people around.

“Your tile, mister? It was on the ground.”

Snub’s heart leapt at the voice. In the
confusion he had forgotten Alf Jenkins, his
partner in the chasc. He turned to see tho
close-lipped Kitten regarding him with eyes
that held not a trace of recognition. And,
taking his cue from that stony look, he
nodded carelessly.

Here, at lcast, was a messenger who would
telephone Thurston Kyle—if only they could
exchange words without the constable over-
hearing and asking awkward questions.
Jenkins knew what he was doing, however.
The moment he had returned from the
barriecr to find Snub tangled up with the
police he had shrunk back into the crowd
and bided his time.

As the felt hat changed hands he whispered
hastily, his- face a mask and the words
slipping smoothly from the corner of his
mouth. |

“Parsons got aboard. They stopped me at
thi’ barrier!” "

None but Snub could poszibly have heard.

“Oh, thanks!” said the lad loudly.

Without haste he put the hat on, shielding
his face a little thereby with his hands.

‘““ BUNTER'S BARRING-IN !’ A Rib-tickling Sckool Y:zrn,

“’Phone Mr. Kyle. Deseribe Parso:-.
Leave it to him!” he muttered, turnin.:
cg(im!y as the policemen rose from Ncbby :
side.

An ambulance with clanging bells ha.:
driven into the station, and two attenduis
carrying a stretcher were pushing their wi.
towards the wounded man. The constal'-
who had spoken to Snub touched the boy’s
arm.

‘““Now then, mister. Follow me, please!”
- Snub shrugged and nodded. But when his
eye drifted towards the crowd again, Al
Jenkins had disappcared.

The dour one was swaying rap:dly awar
through the press to make a telephone call
that would set Thurston Kyle, the Night
Hawk, flashing through the darkness on aii
air trail in the wake of the Liverpool fiyer.

Red-eye Parsons was not safe yet—by long
chalks.

CHAPTER 4.
The Night Hawk Takes the Trail!

6 TRAWBERRY birthmark over left
cheek and eye, two gold teeth, burly
man, light suit, bluo raincoat, the
jewels in a leather satchel. Is that

all, Jenkins?”

Alf Jenkins, as
strong voice came to him
telephone, spoke eagerly.

“Yessir. Travellin’ with two other blokes.
Reckon the train’s been gone ten minutes,
chief !”

“So.
Badly ?”

“Well, they’ve run him off to hospital,
sir. Mr. Hawkins has gone, too, like I said.
Nobby looked mighty bad, Mr. Kyle!”

There was a little grim pause. Then:

“Very well, Jenkins. 1 will attend to this
Parsons fellow—at once. Go . back now and
tell the Kittens from me not to worry!”

Click! The ’phone went dead as the Night
Hawk rang off abruptly. And so excited was
Alf Jenkins for once that he almost smiled.
Deep down in his throat he muttered: “Red-
cye, me ole sport, you're soon going to cop
a packet!” With that, he lifted the receiver
once more to iell the startling tale of events
to the anxious Scrapper in Whitechapel.

Mcanwhile, in Hampstead, Thurston Kyle
had become swiftly and efliciently active. He
had been engrossed in a highly-interesting ex-
perimment, but he dropped 1t immediately,
and, flinging off his laboratory smock, darted
te his room to change.

In five minutes he strode back, a tall,
lithe figure in his sinister flying-costume,
helmeted and armed. In five more he was
poised on the little veranda outside the
laboratory, arms raised for the Initial dive
into space. Down he flashed, his mighty
wings opening, swinging him high and grace-
fully into the air above the garden trces at
once. With two slashing beats he swept into
faster speed, settling his controls deftly as
he sped through the night.

Thurston Kyle's calm,
through the

And you say he shot poor Clarke ¥
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The door of the hurtling
express train was swung open,
and ‘‘ Red-eye '’ Parsons and
his gangsters were horrified
to see a fantastic figure with
wings enter.

o —

ITis first destination was St.  Pancras
Station, to pick out the Manchester-Liverpool
main line. There was little he did not know
about night-flying or picking his way by
roads, rivers, and railways, for long and care-
ful cxperience had given him unerrihg
accuracy in such matters. Like an invisible
phantom of darkness he hovered about the
great station for a minute or so, making sure
of his track. And then, with a vigorous swirl
of his pinions, he was off —cff on the trail of
the Liverpool express.

He judged that by now the roaring irain
had something like thirty minutes start—
which meant she was perhaps twenty-five
miles ahead, cating up the lines at full speed
by this time. It would be a stern, hard
chase for a while, he knew, although a sar-
donic smile of confidence curled his lips at
the thought. In a run from London to
Liverpool, his wings would give any train in
the world twenty-five miles start and a
beating.

His programme of attack he had yet to
scttle—plenty of time for that as he streaked
along. But one thing was certain: he meant
to pet Red-eye Parsons, the man who, in
little over an hour, had left ecight Kittens to
a flaminge doom and desperately wounded

another, besides stealing the men’s jcwels.

The Kittens had earned those stones
worthily; risked their lives, fought and
sweated for them. They were not to hLe
robbed by 2 flash gangster if the stern Night
Hawk could prevent it.

For over an hour he flew at brilliant speed,
keeping a rigid course eighty yards above
the cleaming metals that wound beneath him
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out of London, northwards into quiet Hert-
fordshire, a mysterious, avenging figure.
Soon the glare of the capital was far behind.
Suburban stations twinkled for a moment
below and were passed.

Soaring higher, but kceping to the trail
like a bloodhound, he hurtled on through the
night sky above Bedford’s bright ring of
lights, and settled down onco more. On and
on, his amazing wings smoothly devouring
the air, the keen kiss of the wind spurring
him to greater cfforts.

Over the Bedfordshire hills, the glimmer-
ing QOuse, and the borders of Northampton
he glided. A glance at his wrist-watch and
a rapid calculation suddenly sent him shoot-
mg in a steep climb, hicher and higher into
the darkness, his powerful glasses sweeping
the countryside ahead, dotted here and therc
with the faint lights of little towns and
villages.

From the height Lhe was speeding Le could
see three trvains. They were miles ahcad yet,
and looked like long red caterpillars crawl-
ing along a gloom-enshrouded floor. He
studied them carefully without losing pace.

One was heading towards him, probably
London bound. Another, from 1its size,
looked to be a small local, and as he scru-
tinised 1t he saw the train slow down to
halt at a tiny wayside station. He smiled
with keen satisfaction and settled his glasses
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on the third, a long chain of lights flash-
ing away from him in all the glory of a
non-stop run,

That was his quarry. Clapping down his
vizor and holding his arms loosely before
him, he whirled into greater speed than
ever, burning up the sky in mad, swooping
drives.

Now he sank lower once more, hissing
above the main line again, just clear of the
little bridges that spanned it occasionally.
Very soon the fleeing train had become more
than a mere lighted streak: it was taking
definite shape. DBy the time he wag in the
depths of Northamptonshire, in the midst of
dark farming country, he was near enough
to sce the tail-light of the express. In
another few minutes he was swcoping along
the track, a bare hundred yards behind,

At uncanny speed he lessened that short
distance, swerving out of the backlash caused
by the tiain’s headlong passage, until sud-
denly the guard’s van slid back beneath him
and he was flattening out above the rippling
tops of the carriages. He had caught up.

The first part of his breathless pursuit was
over, The Liverpool express roared harshly
beneath him with, somewhere in its many
coaches, . Red-eye Parsons and the Kittens’
jewels. The Night Hawk glided lower ‘thana
ever until the lights from the windows glit-
tered fleetingly on his slashing wings.

The second and more difficult part of his

task had arrived.
A mous black bird,

smiled again in grim amusement. His
- plan of attack was settled at last, and he
wondered what sort of shock the passengers

in the express would have, could they but
gee him winging silently past their windows.

It was tricky work now; dangerous; calling
for all his cool nerve. So close did he fly
that sometimes the tip of his right wing
almost touched the swaving train. Some-
times, too, the monster plunged into a nar-
row cut®ng, so quickly that he had to swing
steeply aloft, flitting above until the flyer
emerged into an open track once more; at
others the smoke trail changed direction at
a sudden curve, and wrapped him in stilling
fumes before he could swerve aside.

But, ruthless and resolute as ever, he stuck
to the trail. Past each coach in turn he
flew, pecring in through the windows with
fierce, deep-set eyes. At first, from what
Jenkins had told him, he had hoped to find
his men in the rear carriages, but scon it
was evident that, once aboard, they had gone
farther down the corridor to seats in front.

Ile was taking no chances of missing them,
however. Into each compartment in turn
his keen stare darted, looking for the man
with the disfigured face. The rear of the
train was searched and the dining-cars. Still
no result. As the train rushed bencath a

STERN chase and a long one. As he
sped beside the train like some enor-

the Night Hawk
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little iron footbridge, he tilted over it reck-
lessly and dived again to the coach he had
been forced to leave, forging on to the next.

And in the next he found his prey.

The Night Hawk laughed softly. Persis-
tency and the speed of his wings had been
rewarded. The thrce mren he sought were
lounging 1n a compartment by themseclves,
with the door of the carriage closed. 1t was
small wonder they had the place to them-
selves, for they looked too tough a trio for
other passengers to remain with long.

Again the- Night Hawk had to swing aside
as another deep cutting surged up, but he
was back again in a flash the moment the
train came out. Two of the men were sit-
ting in the far corner-seats, wrangling
drowsily over something with a racing paper
spread out between them. But it was the
third member of the party who riveted
Thurston Kyle's glittering eyes. '

There was no doubt about him—Jenkins
had described Red-eye Parsons too accurately
for anyone to miss. The man lay full length
on the seat, with his feet to the dcor; and
the purple-red blemish on his cheek stood
out startlingly in the glare of the electric
lights. He had taken off his raincoat and
tossed it up on the rack. Across his shoulder,
with his podgy hands resting on it allection-
ately, lay the satchel containing tho stolen
gems,

Red-eye Parsons was drowsing. But he
was taking good care of his villainously-
acquired loot.

Rising above the train, the Night lawk
searched the darkness ahcad. As far as he
could make out in the gloom, no further
obstructions existed for some way. Jamming
his glasses back and settling bimself in his
controls, he dived again. His face was stern
with eager anticipation.

Flicking alongside, he flung out a hand,
grasped - the door-handle, and turned it
mightily. Tho door flew open wide; he
folded his wings, aftc: a last terrific drivo.

Next instant a mghtmare burst crashingly
in on the Parsons gang. |

The sudden opening of the door and the
inrush of cold air had jerked them to atten-
tion, Even the sleepy Parsons blinked and
raised his hecad. Betfore they could realise
what had happened, however, in through
the aperture plunged a grecat and terrible
ficure, silk-covered suit glittering fantastic-
ally in the light. Two blazing, goggled eyes
glared down at them f{rom a masked and
helmeted face. A long arm with smooth-
rippling muscles shot down, and the steel-
curved hand fastened on the satchel round
Parsons’ shoulder, jerking him mercilessly
upright.

From ecach of the gangsters in chorus,
then, broke a shuddering scream that rose
even above the roar of the train. Parsons,
terrified to the soul, went limply down on
his knees, vazuely clawing at the demon
figure that towered above him. One of his
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companions choked and fainted. The other,
beside himself with terror, leapt frantically
at the Night Hawk, fists beating the air. A
terrible punch, squarely between the ejyes,
hurled him, shattered and unconscious,
across the carriage, to topple 1n a distorted
heap on top of his swooning confederate.

Startled by the throbbing yell, passengers
in other carriages leapt to their feet and
stepped wonderingly into the corridor. Thero
was no time for the Night Hawk to waste.
Hia strong hands sank into Parsons’ body
with a clutch that made the man moan
hoarsely. Then, heaving him up like a child,
the powerful avenger hurled himself and his
burden backwards through the door, spread-
ing his great wings wide as he did so.

And at that moment the forepart of the
train dived thunderously into a yawning,
black tunnel.

CHAPTER 5.
The Jewels Come Home!

ACED by a terrible death, the Night
Hawk had but a few whirling seconds
in which to act. The dark-looming
walls of the tunnel seemed to pounce

upon him out of the night.

The reverberating roar of the plunging
express dinned furiously in his ears, the ter-
rific gush of air from the tunnel beat him
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sideways.  Instinctively he dropped his
worthless passenger to save himself, slash-
ing his wings with all their power as ho was
sucked inwards.

His outflung hands crashed against a great
mass of brickwork with a force that jarred
his wrists and tore his flying-gloves; the
soles of his feet tingled as he fetched up
against the tunnel wall. But for the wide,
strong pinions steadying him so gallantly
against the suction, he must have been
dashed to a lifeless heap at once. It was
a grisly, nerve-wracking moment.

Yet his amazing invention stood the strain
splendidiy, holding him back, saving him
from an awful doom. The moment the pres-
sure subsided a little, he launched himself
backwards, away from the rough, unyielding
stone, bit by bit until he was suddeuly free.
He side-slipped weakly for a yard or so, re-
covered and flung himself far out of danger
in two strong and desperate strokes. By the
tim2 he had done so the rear coaches of the
express had roared into the tunnel. Darkness
came back to the world as the great arch
swallowed the last lighted windows.

‘CHah!”

A great sigh of relief expanded the Night
Hawk’s deep chest at last. The escape had
been terribly narrow, and the bellow of the
train and the grotesque glare of sliding
lights had lent a curious ghastliness to the
position. But he was safe and not too badly
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scathed; and his chilled-steel nerve had never
faltered for a second.

Gradually the noise of the train grew
fainier as it fled decper through the tunnel,
out the other side and onwards to its des-
tination. In the brooding silence that fol-
lowed the final ruimnble, soft as a falling leaf
dropped the Night Hawk, searching for Par-
sons, the gangster he had dropped.

Had the man f{allen clear of train and
tunne! ? Had he managed to scramble
away by some miracle and drag himself oft
with his precious booty? These and other
questions flashed through Thurston Kyle’s
mmind as he flilted down to the track again,
cruising slowly back to the mouth of the
cavernous arch.

The darkness there was too intense even
for his pilercing eyes. To pick out an object
frcm above was impossible. Folding his
wings, he landed beside the metals, prowl-
ing cautiously ahead. At last, with a mutter
of impaticnce, he was forced to drag out his
electric torch and press the switch.

And the very first beam of light showed
him at once ull that was left of Red-eye
I’arsons.

Standing quietly above the huddled figure,
the Night Hawk compreszed his lips and
stared down. The man lay less than a yard
away from the steel bnes, with the leather
«atchel still clinging round his body., He was
not a pretty sight,

It was not necessarv to examine him. He
had passed far beyond all human aid. With
lirm hands, Thurston Kyle gathered him up,
rarried him off the permancnt way, and laid
him on the grassy ecmbankment. Then he
took up the satchel and opened it.  The
washleather bag was still there and the
<tolen jewels safe,

Thoughtfully he slung the straps over his
own shoulders and starcd at the silent heap
hefore him again. His cyes were quict, but
there was no trace of pity in their depths,
for this man had deliberately endangered the
lives of nine men in his vicious attempt at
banditry.

“Your crime has cost you dearly, my
friend,” was all Thurston Kyloe murmured,
and. softly he turned away. In another
moment he was aloft once more, flying
smoothly away from the tunnel of death, back
to London with the loot he had recovered.

At breakfast the following morning he saw
in the newspapers a brief reference to the
finding of Parsons’ body. He had been
identified quite easily, but as he was a well-
known criminal of the smaller order, little
attention was paid to the dcath beyond a
coroner’s inquest.

According to the papers, too, Parsons’
companions had been taken off the train at
Leicester and removed at onece to hospital,
in a state of collapse. The police theory was
that the men had quarrelled over something,
and during the fracas Parsons had fallen or
been flung through the door to his death.

2HE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

But a certain. squad of men in London knew
different. Scrapper Huggins’ “‘net *’ and the
dazzling flying of the Night Hawk had
triumpﬁed agaimnst odds, As the leader of the
Kittens had said, Parsons had bitten off
more than he could chew when he bucked
that tough gang. He had paid for his ambi-
tion with his life.

HREE days later Snub, the Scrapper,

and Alf Jenkins were admitted to a

private ward in a London hospital,

where little Nobby Clarke lay making

a slow recovery. Parsons’ bullet had missed

his lung by scarcely an inch and broken a

rib in transit. But skilful nursing was tell-

ing 1ts tale, and Thurston Kyle himself had

rcquested a world-famous surgeon to give the
sturdy Kitten every attention.

“Yer see, chaps,”” mumbled Nobby, “I

was lookin’ fer the perishars in the booking-
’all, But they must have got their tickets

‘a’ready, and sneaked in another way an’

hid in the buffet till it was necar time to
go. I got fed up at last, and went to the
barrier to watch there—just in time to sco
’em go through. O’ course, I made a grab
fer a platform ticket to follow and nail ’em
some’ow before they got to the carriages.
But Red-eye must ha’ been watchin’ pretty
sharp, too. I saw him the minute he saw
me through the railin’s. An’ that finished it.
Sorry, blokes!?’

With grins and banter, they soothed him
down, and very soon Nobby’s pale face
became very bright again as he listened to
the tale of that exciting might, drawled out
placidly by Snub and Huggins, and confirmed
by occasional grunts and nods from Jenkins,

“An’ havin’ ot the sparklers back,
Nobby, lad,” concluded the Scrapper at last,
“I bunged ’em down to ole Donkmeyer right
away and made him parker up like a 1i'l
gent. Thirty thoasand they fetched, me son;
well over a thousand fer each of us, an’ no
questions asked. How’s that?”

“ Lumme !” remarked Nobby Clarke dizzily.

“An’,” ‘grinned the Scrapper, with a
triumphant glance round, “it's all in the
bank—in my name. When you bloomin’
spendthrifts want your meney, you can come
to me, An’ then you'll get it—perhaps!”

Disappointment clonded Nobby Clarke’s
cves. At mention of his fortune, visions of a
great and glorious ‘‘spree ” the moment hLe
was well had leapt before him. But, know-
ing Scrapper uggins, those visions had
vanished with sickening speed.

“Then I almost wish the Chief ’adn’t got
Red-eye Parsons!” he said mournfully. “ You
allus was stingy, Scrapper!”

Whercupon a nurse came in to stop the

laughter.
THE EXND.

(If it’s thrills you want, the Night Hawk
always obliges. He’s at it again next week
—in another splendid complete yarn of
whirlwind action entitled, ‘* The House of

Mystery ! ')
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature.
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now,
handsome watch will be awarded each week to ths

sender of the best joke ;

Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

NO NEED FOR WORRY.

It was the local cup-tie, and the game was
fast and furious., When Sloshem put on their
thirteenth goal without any reply from their
opponents, the Tincan Dribblers’ captain turned
to his goalie with a snort.

‘“ Look here, my lad, that’s the thirteenth goal
you’ve let throu h!?”

“It’s all right, captain,’”’ sald the goalie
brightly. ‘“Some blokes is
superstitious, -but I ain’t.”’

(H. Winters, 80, Ruskin
Street, hisrkdale, Liverpool.
has been aivarded a pen-
&knife.)

FITTING.

Mother (in despair): “I've
washed this Jacket for Tommy,
and it’s too short.” —

Maid : “ Botter trv washing | =
Tommy now, ma’am.’

Johnson, 1768, WWestmead

| I
4

1f you

pockst wallets, penknives
and bumper books are also offered as prizes. Address
your jokes to °‘ Smilers,’”’ Nelson Lce Library, 5,

STOP HERE FOR A
GOOD LAUGH!
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DRAUGHTY.

Pat and Mike were tramping, and
owing to lack of funds, had beon com-
polled to sleep in a field. In the moru-
ing PPat had contracted a violent cold.

“ Well, what do you expect ? " said
Mike, and pointed to one corner cf the
fiold. Look you left the gate open ! ”’

(R. C. W ood North Parade [Ilotel,
Aberystwyth, has been awarded « pockcel
wallet.)

BUT IT DIDN’T WORK.

Judge (sternly) : *‘ The next person who
interrupts the proceedings will bo ejected
from this court.”

Prisoner (In dock) : “ Hooray !

(Miss I'. Paddick, Newtown, Nr. Romsey,
Hants., has been awarded a bool:.)

DOING HIS BIT.
Tcachor “Who did your sums, Teddy
Teddy : *‘ Father, sir, but I helped him.’
(S. Underuood 9, Melody Road Wandsworth,
S.I.18, has been awarded a pocket wallet.

THE RELAY.
‘“ Hallo, old echap! Thought I’'d just drop in
and see you about that umbrella
you borrowed last week.”’

‘¢ Sorry, old man, but I lant
it to a friend, Were you want-
, ing it badly ? *°
: ‘¢ Well, no, I wasn’t. But the

A

?

FIN chap I borrowed it from last
{ week says the owner wants it.”’
'|g Co (G. Thorne, 9, Quecen
i[. - Sitreet, BDBristol, has been

a‘"ﬁ

awarded a penknife. )
WHAT A HOPE.

Dear Old Lady (having stop- |

Cresccnt, E-rdz'ngton, Birming-
lam, has been awarded a pockcet
wallet.)

NO ADMISSION.

The Boss:‘‘On your
way to Mr. Smith’s
office you will pass a
footbail ground.”’

Office Boy (hope-
fully) : ¢ Yes, sir.”’

The Boss : ‘‘ Well,

passit!”
(C. Burr, 17, Stothard Strect, Jarrow-on-

Tyne, has beecn awarded a penknife. )

THE SAME—BUT DIFFERENT.

Husband : “ How is tho petrol tank, dear ?

Wife : ¢ Well, the indicator says * half,” but
T don’t know whether it means half-full or hali-
empty.”

(D. Brooks, Craven House, Middleton, Derby-
shire, has been awarded a book.)

TO BE EXPECTED.

~ Porter (to small boy crying) :
matter, sonny ? »’

Small Boy : “‘I put my ha’penny on the line
s0 as the train would make it a big one, and now
it’sgone ! *’

Porter : ¢* Wel}, sonny, what can you expect—
that was the Scottish express.’’

(G. Logan, 35, Plemont Road, Liverpool,
has been awarded a penknife.

Keeper : ‘‘ Hey!
man-eating lion! ’’

not hurting him!”’

‘¢ What’s the

"GR-R-R-R !
Keep away from that

Small boy (indigrantly) :

(D. Moor, 3%, Festing Grove, Southsea, has
been awarded a handsome watch.)

ped a fifty- mlleq -per-hour
motorist) : ‘‘ Excuse me, but
I tbhink I dropped
my handkerchief up
tho road there. Ind
you notico a palo
pink one with the

¢ Why ? I''m initial * G’ embroid-

orod In one core
ner 2"

(Miss M. Clark,
Naumar, Broadribb

Street, Toowoomba, Australia, has been cwardel

a book,)
WELL, WELL !

Jones : ‘“ You know, I’m a wonderfuli fellow !
If ever I undertake to do a job I always throw
myself into it. Hence my suecess in all things.”’

Jenkins (bored at the other’s swank) : ‘“ Why
not dig a well 2

(G. Wheable, 368, Cowley Road, Oxford,
has been awarded a penknife.)

SLOW TEMPO.

Instalment Collector: * Look hore, you're
seven paymonts behind on your piano.’

Purchaser : * Well, the company advertizes
‘ Pay as you play.” ”’

Collector : ** What’s that got to do with i it 7%

Purchaser : “‘ I like playing very slowly.”

(Gd. R. Widman, DPoplar Farm, Podinglon,
Wellingborough, has been awarded a pocket
wallet.)
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Baffling Mystery and School Adventure Story—

The MYSTERY of

F YV VVVVVVVYS

By
EDWY
SEARLES
BROOKS

VVVVVVVvVVYPY

CHAPTER 1,
The Figure in the Night!
was

EDDY LONG
ribly frightenecd.

He crouched in bed, hugging the

sheets and blankets tightly around

him. Vagucly above the howl and whine of
the boisterous March wind, he could hear the
school clock chiming out the hour of mid-
night. And from the window the sound
which had first awakened him was repeated.

Swoosh-tap! Tap-tap-swoosh!

Jt was an ccrie, mysterious, ghostly
sound. Teddy Long, who was the biggest
funk in the Remove Form at St. Frank’s,
lay In his bed, transbxed with terror. There
was something at the window—something
horrible, something s¢pectral. Teddy was sure
of 1t, and he was a spincless wreck of
hhumanity as he shivered in Lis bed, clutch-
ing nervously at the bedclothes. '

The sound came again, accompaniced by a
doleful moan as the wind blustered round
the Ancient House. Teddy Long, with a
fascination over which he had no conirol,
lowered the bedclothes
a trifle and pceped over
the top.

It was not entirely
dark in the dormitory,
for the moon, emerging
from bchind the scud-
ding clouds, was shin-
ing 1mto the West

frightened; hor-

Who is he ?

The Mystery Man of St, Frank's !

‘‘ haunt >’ the monastery ruins ?
Sensational discoveries by
St. Frank's schoolboys!
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Square. The window was clearly outlined
to Teddy’s popping cyes.

His hcart nearly stopped beating. Tt
seemed to him that a ghostly hand, with
long, bony, ckeleton fingers, was recaching
across the glass, attempting to clutch liold
of the window fastening.

A sound burst out from Teddy’'s throat—a
half-choking scream. He had no control
over 1t; he had uttered 1% without knowing
it. Hubbard, who occupied the next bed,
stirred uncasily and rolled over.

“It’s coming in!” shricked Teddy Long
wildly. “Help!”

Hubbard sat up with a jerk, blinking.

“What was that?” he gasped. “My only
hat! I thought I heard something! Must
have been dreaming.”

He yawncd, shivered, and was about to
fall back on his pillow
when he saw  Teddy
Long. Teddy’s knces
were hunched up, his
face was almost covered
by the bedclothes; he
was shaking like a
jelly,

“I say, Long!” said

Why does he
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Hubbard sharply. “What the dickens is the
matter with yvou? Are you 1ll?”

The sound of Hubbard’s voice partially
brouvght Teddy Long to his senses. He was
in touch once again with realities. He half

sat up. and his face. appearing above the
bedclothes, gave Hubbard a fright. It was
a face of deathly pallor, and the moonlight
cxaggerated its cxpression of stark terror.

“Here! I say, chuck it!” said Hubbard
uncasily.  “What’s up with you, you silly
asz? Was 1t you who woke me up?”

“The window !” babbled Teddy, in a voice
tixat was little more than a whisper. “ Look!

MONASTERY

RUINS!

Something — some-
thing’s trying to get
1 at the window !”’

Hubbard looked
at the window, and
he looked Dback at
t h ¢ frightencd
junior,

“You're mad!”
he  saixd  grufly.
“You’ve becen hav-
g a nmightmare, or
something, Y o u
silly fathead, you'rs
making me feel all
shaky !”

Arthur Hubbard
was not” exactly re-
nowned for courage
o his own accournt ;
it he was, never-
theless, a lion com-
parcd with the ab-
ject  Teddy. He
cglanced across at
e sleeping  Gore-
Pearce, and was

rather  envious of
himn.

“YWhat’s t h o
time ?”’ he grunted
irritablyv.  “Past
midnight, I sup-
pose 7

“The window!”
repeated Teddy
Long famntly. “I

tell you something’s
trying to get in! Can’t—can’t you see it?
L.ook at that awful arm, with the skcleton
fingers——"

“Here, that’s about enough of that!” inter
rupted Hubbard, lcaping out of bed and
gommg across to Teddy. “You're drecaming,
vou silly fool! “There's nothing at 1l
window !”

“There 1s! There is!” sobbad Teddy.

“T tell vou there isn’t!”’ insisted Hubbard
angrily. “You’ve been scared by the wind,
you nervous ass!”

Again the wind came whistling round St.
Frank’s with a frezsh howl. At the same
time that cerie sound was repeated.
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Swoosh-tap-tap !

““Oh, crumbs!” muttered Hubbard shakily.

For a moment he was frightened on his
own account; then, with an effort, be
plucked up his courage and ran across to
the window. One look out into the moon-
light allayed his fears. He was o relieved,
in fact, that he gave a contemptuous laugh.
_ “You hopeless chump!” he snapped, turn-
ing back to Teddy Long. *“It’s nothing!
Only a piece of ivy.”

““No, no! 1 saw a ghostly hand—"

~“You’ll see a solid fist in a minute—and
it'll dot you one on the nose if you don’t
scep quiet!” interrupted Ilubbard savagely.
“I tcll you it’s only a piece of ivy—got
adrift in the wind, 1 expeet. It’s scraping
aind tapping against the window as the wind
Jlows it. 1f you don’t believe me, come and
look. Ghostly hand, indeed! You ought to
bo ashamed of yourself, you—you big baby!”

Teddy Long, reassured as much by Hub-
bard’s presence as by the contemptuous
words, stepped out of bed. His limbs were
trembling, but he was gradually getting a
grip on himself.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered as, at
close quarters, e saw that the ‘“skcleton
hand ”” was in reality only a ragged length
of 1vy, which the bhoisterous wind had torn
from the wall. “I—I say, you know, I'm
awfully serry!” he went on f{oolishly. “I
thought it was something else, Hubbard!
It gave me an awful scare! I say, what a
rotten mght!”

“There’s nothing wrong with the night,”
growled Hubbard as he looked out of the
window. “A bit windy, perhaps, but that’s
rlzpl rcason why you should act like a silly
C ___)’

He broke off, his words trailing away. He
was still looking out of the window, across
the angle of the West Square. In the dis-
tance he could sce a corner of the shrubbery,
with the gaunt, jagged stones of the monas-
tery ruins beyond. The mmoon was very bright
just now, shining fully from between two
banks of clouds, and the silvery light was
bathing everything in its bard, cold
radiance. The shadows were pitchy black.

And out of one of these shadows, near the
monastery ruins, something had moved—a
figure. Hubbard blinked, looked again, and
he felt a curious, creepy-crawly sensation

the matter?”

running up his spine.

“What’s—what’s asked
Teddy Long, in a nervous whisper.

“T don’t know,” muttered Hubbard.
“Perhaps it’s my imagination. Look! Can
you sec anything over there by the ruins?”’
ITe pointed. “ A sort of figure——"

“Yes!|” pgasped Long. ‘“ You-—-you mean
that thing that’s moving slowly and—— OQOh,
look! It seemed to go right through that
chunk of wall just then!”

Hubbard felt bis heart thumping rapidly.
HHe knew that it wasn’t his imagination
running riot. He was sure that he could
see something. Yes, a figure; the ghostly,
cerie figure of an old man, bent and twisted,
dressed i1n long robes.

Thrills in the Air : ‘“ DESPOT OF THE WORLD ! ’ Amazing Story

“He—he looks like a monk!” breathed
Hubbard tensely.

“It's a ghost!” shrieked Long, his voice
rising to a wild cry. “Didn’t I tell you
there was a ghost ? f;; i a ghost, Hubbard I

“Don’t make all that noise, you idiot!*
ejaculated Hubbard, startled.

His

But Teddy Long couldn’t help it.
nerved gave way suddenly, and ﬁe uttered
such a piercing scrcam of terror that Hub-
bard was as much frightened of Teddy as he
was of the ghost, while Claude Gore-Pearce
was awakened, and sat up in a state of
bemused fright:

““What’s the matter 7" ha asked hoarsely.
‘““Who's making that noise? By gad!”

“It’s Long!”’ shouted Hubbard, grabbing
at Teddy. “ Can’t you be quiet, you chump?
You'll wake the whole Housel”

Teddy was babbling incoherently, and he
took no notice of Hubbard’s frantic urgings.
Gore-Pearco was still only half awake, and
very bewildered.

The moon went in just then, plunging the
dormitory into sudden darkness. Hubbard,
glancing out of the window. could no longer
gsee the monastery ruins; they were blotted
out in the dense shadows.

Then abruptly the door opened and the
licht was switched on.. Nipper, the Remove
captain, stood there, and behind him
crowded Handforth, Church, McClure,
Travers, and a number of other Removites.

“What’s going on in here” asked Nipper
briskly.

“Don’t ask me!” snapped Gore-Pearce.
“It was Long’s screaming which woke me up.
Look at him. Nearly ?ainting with fright.
Said he’s seen a ghost, or something!”

“What rot!” scoffed Handforth, forcing
his way in,

At this point Biggleswade, of the Sixth,
put In an appearance, and Biggleswade,
usually the most genial of seniors, was quite
irritable. One of his pet aversions was
being roused out of bed in the middle of
the night. |

“What’s this about a ghost?” he asked
impatiently. “Clear out of my way, you
kids! Who’s seen a ghost? By Jove!
Who'’s this? Long? You're looking pretty
washed out, kid.”

His tone altered.
pale as a sheet.

“It—it came to the window at first,” he
gobbed. “I saw it there—~a great skeleton
hand, scraping on the glass——"

Teddy Lonz was as

“Chuck it!” interrupted Biggleswade
sharply.
“He’s been imagining things,” said

Hubbard hastily. “It wasn’t a skeleton hand
—only a piece of ivy. It woke me up, and
the thing did look a bit rummy until I
found out what it really was.”

“You’re looking pale, too,” said Biggles-
wade, eyeing Hubbard closely. “You ought
to be ashamed of yourselves, both of you.
A couple of strong, strapping chaps, acting
like nervous infants!”
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“I say, you krow, go easy,” protested
Hubbard. “I wasn’t scared by that bit of
ivy. There was something else, Biggy. We
—we saw a ghostly figure in the monastery
ruins. A sort of monk, you know. That’s
what made Long scream like that.”

‘A monk—in the monastery ruins?” asked
Nipper sceptically.

“The figure of a bent old man, wearing
a long cloak,” said Hubbard,sshivering at
the recollection. “Don’t look at me like
that, you chaps. I told Long he was a fool
for imagining things; but we didn’t imagine
that figure in the ruins. There was some-
thing there!” |

Biggleswade nodded.

“Of course there was,” he agreed. “A
lot of old stones, some bushes, and shadows.
You kids have been seeing things. The best
thing you can do is to get back to bed—"

“It wasn’t a shadow!” protested Hubbard
excitedly. “Look here, you chaps, I’'m not
imaginative. 1’m not like Teddy Long. I
don’t see things that aren't there. I believe
the monastery ruins are haunted, and—"

“Rot!” broke in Handforth, “Drivel!
Teddy woke you up and scared you, and
then you saw things, too. You're a fine pair,
aren’t you? Ghosts!” He snorted.
“There’s no such thing as a ghost!”

“Well, we’re not going to have an argu-
ment on the supernatural at this hour of

the night,” said Biggleswade. “There’s
been enough disturbance already. You kids
had better get back to bed—and look
sharp!”

“I—I can’t sleep any more to-night,”
waitled Teddy Long.

“Then keep awake—and keep quiet,” said
the prefect. ‘““You’d better have this light
on for the rest of the night, and then you
won’t get imagining things again. The rest
of you juniors will get back to bed.”

Biggleswade hustled them out, summarily
dismissing the whole affair. IIc wanted to
resumne his own night’s sleep.

CHAPTER 2,

The Legend of the Monastery!

66 MUG, that’s what

Hubbard scornfully.

He and Gore-Pcarce and Teddv

Long were dressing. Rising-bell

at St. Frank’s had sounded some minutes

earlier, The morning was bright, with sunny

patches, although the hich wind was as

boisterous as ever. But now that full day-

light had come, Hubbard was feeling very
sceptical about that “ghost.”

“You’d better not get scared again to-
night, Long,” said Gore-Pearce un-
pleasantly. “We're not going to have a
screaming, hysterical baby in our dormitory.
You woke me up at midnight, and I didn’t
get another wink until past three.”

“Oh, I =ay, draw it mild!” protested
Teddy Long. “You were asleep again after

I was!” said
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fivo minutes. So were you, Hubbard.”

“That doesn’t make any difference,” said
Hubbard. “Why should we have our sleep
disturbed by you?”

“We’ll have to speak to the matron about
it,” said Gore-Pearce. “Wae'll get her to put
Long in a special nursery, with one of those
cots with wooden rails all round it. And
he’d better have a nurse sitting beside him,
holding his hand.”

qubbard grinned, and Teddy Long turned
red.

“You can sncer al you like,” he said,
“but I know jolly well there was a ghost.
I saw that skeleton hand—-"

“S8hut up about the skeleton hand!”
roared Hubbard wrathfully. “It was only
a piece of ivy. And as for that figure we
saw in the ruins, I don’t believe there was a
figure. What with the moonlight and -the
wind, things are deceptive. We must have
s}elen the shadow of a bush, or something like
that.”

‘““Those ruins are haunted!” said Teddy
nervously.

“If you jaw any more on .this subject I’ll
biff you on the nose!’” threatened Hubbard.
“We shall be chipped enough by the other
chaps as it is. Dry up!”

He was quite right about the other fellows
chipping them. When they went downstairs
there were all sorts of sarcastic remarks.
Many of the juniors inquired solicitously
after Teddy Long’s heal&x, and even the
obtuse Teddy could tell that they were pull-
ing his leg. .

“Give 1t a rest!” protested Hubbard.
“Why jump on me?”

“Well, you said you saw a ghost, didn’t
you ?” asked Handforth, grinning.

“I thought I did, but pcriaps I was
wrong,” growled Hubbard. “It may have
been a shadow.”

“There’s no ‘may’
Edward Oswald promptly.
scared you, and then you scared yourself.”

There was a good deal of laughter over
the incident; but Handforth, who was the
biggest scoffer of all, had reason to change
his tone soon afterwards. He happened to
be in the West Square when the House-
master’s private dcor opened, and a trim,
neat figure appeared. Verda Wilkes, the
Housemaster’s  daughter, was looking
thoughtful this morning. She had her usual
ready smile, but somehow it was not quito
s0 carefree.

‘“’Morning, Vera,” said Handforth, doffing
hiz cap., “Lovely day.” _

“Yes, rather,” agreced the girl. *Looks

He

like keeping fine, too.”

Kirby Keeble Parkington came up.
had a habit of coming up whenever Vera
appeared, for K.K. had a special fondness
for the girl. They were chums.

““I say,” said Vera abruptly, “do you
fellows believe in ghosts?”

“Ghosts?” repeated the juniors
voice.

“Yes, ghosts.”

about it,” said
“Teddy Long

in one
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“Of course not!” said Handforth. *“What
are you getting at, Vera? Have you heard
anything this morning 1"

“I've heard nothing,” replied the girl.
“I’ve only just come out.”

“Well, go on,” invited K.K., giving Hand-
forth a curious glance. “What’s that you
were saying about ghosts?”

“1 was only wondering, that’s all,” said

the girl. “You may think me silly, but——
Well, something rather funny happened

in the night. I don’t mean funny, really,
but queer. Is it true that the monastery
ruins are supposed to be haunted? When
I asked father about it he laughed and said
that there was some sort of legend—-"

“The: monastery ruins?” repeated Hand-
forth, eyeing her closely. “What do you
krow about the ruins?”

“Nothing at all,” said Vera. ““Listen,
you chaps. Don’t laugh—don’t think I'm a
silly, imaginative girl. I'm a girl, but I'm
not one of those frightened sort.”

LEE LIBRIRY

“Rather not!” agreed K.K. stoutly.

“Well, last night—it was just a little
after midnight—I got out of bed to stop
my window rattling,” said Vera, becoming
thoughtful. “And I can swear that I saw a
quaint figure moving about amongst the
ruins—a bent old man, wearing a long cloak
like a monk. I thought I was dreaming at
first .

“I say, cheese it!” protested IHandforth,
“Youre kidding us, aren’t you?”

‘*“No, of course not.”

“I mean, you’ve heard that

yarn about
Teddy Long and Hubbard ?”

“What yarn?” asked Vera in surprise. "I
don’t know what you mean, Handy. I
haven’t heard any yarn. I’'ve only just come
out. I told mother and father about this
figure as soon as I came down, and they
laughed at me.”

All the juniors were exchanging glances.

““Here, wait a minute!” said Parkington.
“You say you saw a figure in the ruins,

~-
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Vera. The figure of a bent old man, wear-
ing a cloak like a monk?”

éf Yes." '

“Well, there must have becn a figure there,
after ali," said K.K. firmly. “I know you
wouldn’'t imagine things, Vera. Besides,
there’s somebody in the Remove who can
corroborate the story. Omne of our chaps—
Hubbard—saw that figure, and we thought
he was yarning. I mean, we thought he had
imagined the whole business.”

The rumour soon got round, and Hubbard
himself, vlery excited, asked Vera exactly
where she had seen the cloaked figure.

Their accounts tallied exactly. Indepen-
dently, from two different windows, in widely
scparated parts of the Ancient House, they
had scen that figure in the monastery ruins.
It was out of the question to suppose that
thiey could have imagined the apparition.
Vera’s evidence was conclusive.

“Well, it’s rummy,” said Handforth,
scratching his hecad.  “It scoms that Hub-
bard must have been right.”

“I knew I was right all the time!” said
Hubbard excitedly. “Only you chaps kept
scofing so much that you made me think I
was wrong. , We've often thought that thie
monastery ruins were haunted—and now we

know 1t!”

“Rot!” said Handforth. “How do we
krow that the figure you saw was a ghost?”

“If it wasn't @ ghost, what was 1t7”

“It might have been anything,” said I1and-
forth vaguely.. ‘A cow, for example. Cows
do wander out of their meadows now and
again.” _

““Aro you suggesting that Vera Wilkes
would mistake a cow for a man in a long
cloak ?” asked Hubbard, staring.

“Rats! I was talking about you,” said
Handforth. ‘““You’re capable of mistaking
a gooseberry tree for the animated mummy
of Tut-Ank-Amen if you happened to see
it in the moonlight!”

“Oh?” said Hubbard coldly. “Well, Vera
saw that ghost, too. Perhaps you’re right
about its being a cow——"

““Not likely!” interrupted Handforth.
“If Vera saw the figure in the ruins, it
proves that the figure was really there!”

Hubbard felt bitter about it. The fellows
had scoffed at his own story, telling him that
he was an imaginative ass and that he was
seeing things. Yet the self-same story from
Vera Wilkes was instantly believed, and Vera
was only a silly imaginative girll Hubbard
was very peeved about it.

Naturally the story spread throughout the
school during the day. Everybody was talk-
ing about the ghost of the monastery ruins.
Kirby Keeble Parkington made a thorough
investigatron. The mere fact that Vera
had seen the ghost was sufficient excuse for
K.K. to busy himseclf. He spent a couple of
odd hours in the school library, delving into
the history of St. Frank’s.

“It scems that there is a ghost of the
monastery,” he said mysteriously, that even-
ing, in tho Common-room. “Gather round,
children, and listen.”
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“Dry up, K.K.!” advised Nipper. “There's
been too much talk of that ghost already.”

It was dark, and the wind was howling
round St. Frank’s more boisterously than
ever. Nervous juniors were scen to cast
their eycs at the dark windows; and they

gdged nearer to the cheerful glow of the
re.

“Yes,” said K.K., ignoring the Junior
skipper’s advice, “I’ve been looking up the
records. It says that in the old days, when
the monastery was flourishing—somewhere
in the region of the twelfth century—a cer-

tain Friar Gregson was set upon by wolves
b 3

“Wolves?
ing.
““They had wolves in those days,” explained
K.K. ‘“Well, some minions of the local
feudal lord were ordered to do Friar Greg-
son in. It scems that the old boy had
offended the feudal lord in somle way. Any-

how, these minions came on the scene with
their wolves.”

“Trained wolves, I suppose ?” asked Nipper
sarcastically.

K.K. referred to lLis notebook.

“I took some jottings,” he explained.
“Here we are. Listen to this: ‘It is said
that the unfortunate friar, emerging from the
cloisters to discover the identity of the

interrupted Handforth, star-

strangers who were without, was at-
tacked by tho three savage wolves
—vicious animals which had been cap-

tured by-the Baron de Bryskett, and kept
in captivity and half starved. .Too late,
the friar attempted to withdraw behind tho
wicket; the wolves were upon him.””

“Wicket 7’ asked Handforth. “Were they
playing cricket, then?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

‘““ My poor chap, you don’t understand,”
saild K.K. patiently. “The man who wrote
this chronicle knew nothing about ecricket.
He mecant a wicket gate. Don’t interrupt!
‘ The wolves tore thle unfortunate friar limb
from limb. And it is said that the ghost of
the worthy man still haunts the old monas-
tery. It was in the spring of the year that
this sinister tragedy took place; and on cer-
tain nights, every spring, the ghost of Friar
Gregson is to be seen!’ ”

_ “My only sainted aunt!” said Handlorth,
impressed. “It’'s nearly springtime now.”

“¢Such visitations are rarely seen, for the
ghost is harmless: the phantom of the friar
13 to be seen wandering amongst the ruins at
the Lour of midnight. It is recorded that
this spectral fignure appears for several nights
in succession about the middle of March—
then to disappear entirely until the following
vear.” Scems pretty conclusive to me, you
know.”

K.K. folded his notcbook, and replaced 1t
in his pocdket. Handforth was flushed, and
a gleam had entered his eyes.

“So the ghost appcars night after night—
for several nights!” he said. *I say, what
about keeping watch?”
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“Not me!” said K.K.
“I'm not scared, but where’s
the sense of losing sleep In

order to 8see a moulay
old ghost?”
Handforth dragged

Church and McClure off to
Study D soon afterwards;
and Harvey Deeks and
Clement Gofhin, K.K.’s study
chums, closed in on K.K.
suggestively.

“What’s the idea, old
man?” murmured Deeks.
“You didn’t fool me. That
page of your notebook from
which you were supposed to
be reading was blank.”

“Was 1t?7° asked K.K.
blandly.

“You made up that rot as
you went along,” said
Gofhn. -

“Perhaps I did, sweet-
heart,”” admitted Parking-
ton. “But nobody believes
me except Handy—and you
don’t need any telling that
he’ll believe anything.
Wasn’t his leg made to be
pulled 2

“1 say, is this a jape?”’
asked Deeks eagerly. ‘‘Are
you getting up something
against the Old-Timers?”

“I fancy,” murmured
K.K., ‘“that Handforth will
keep watch to-night.”

‘“ And we’re going to spring
on him with a fake ghost, or
something 7’ asked Goffin.
“By Jove, that’s a good
idea !’

“It’s a rotten idea,” in-
terrupted Parkington. “I
don’t see why we should lose
any of our beauty sleep.
But if Handforth cares to
spend half the night in the
monastery ruins, let him!”

CHAPTER 3.
Handforth Investigates!

ARKINGTON, who was somecthing of a
wag, was rather. amused by the situa-
tion. It was his idea to chip Hand-
forth unmercifully on the morrow.,

when Handforth showed obvious siens of
having had precious little sleep. °

Vera was K.K.’s chum but K. X. was a
practical, leviel-headed fellow. Fe didn't
believe in this ghost theory at all, although
he had professed to do so. In fact,
he was quite convinced that both Vera and
Hubbard had been deceived by a quaintly-
shaped shadow. It is so easy to mistake
shadews in the moonlight for mysterious
ghcstly fizures.
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Teddy Long was tipped upside down," and from:d
new and yet all datad tweclve ¥

Anyhow, ke had set Handforth off—and
that was something. In Study D, Edward
Oswald wag telling Church and McClure what
he intended doing.

“We'll wait until after lights-out,” he said
briskly, ‘“‘then at about .eleven o’clock, we'll
dress ourselves, slip out, and take up our
stations 1n the shrubbery. We can watch
the ruins at close quarters from_there. And
when the ghost appears——"’

“But how do you know the ghost will

P
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was a Friar Gregson, or a
Baron de Btyskett, either.”
‘““Well, whether there was

or not, we’re going to keep

watch to-night |” said Hand-

forth obstinately. “We'll

say nothing about it to tho

other chaps, and if we mako

is pockets
.ars back.

rained a number of half-crowns, al! brand
It was declidedly *° fishy.”

appear?” intcrrupted Church, 1n a tired voice.
‘““My dear chap, it’'ll be a waste of time.
There’s not a chance in a thousand that the
tning will show itsclf a second time.”

“What about the legend?” demanded
Handforth., “Doesn’t it distinctly say that
the ghost appears night after night?”

““Ch, help!” groaned Maec. *“You don't
mean to say that you believe that rot of
K.K.’s? Can’t you sece that he was only try-
ing to be funny? I don’t belicve there ever

any discoveries we shall get
the glory.”

“Far more likely to get a
cold,” said Church bluntly.

However, they knew better
than to attempt to dissuade
Handforth from his purpose.
That was one way to mako
him more determined. Their
only hope was that he would
drop off into a deep sleep
after lights out, and keep on
sleeping until the morning,

Their hopes rose high
when, at bed-time, Hand-
forth announced his inten-
tion of taking a little nap.
As he said, nothing could
be done until eleven o’clock,
and they might as well have
the benefit of their beds
until then. He was soon
fast asleep.

“We're all right now,
Mac, old man,” murmured

Church, with relicf. “Hc¢’s
well off.”

“Thank goodgess!” said
the Scottish junior.

Qutside the wind was

howhng cerily. It was a re-
petition of the previous
night. Church and McCluro
went off to sleep with tho
moaning of the wind still in
thelr ears. They were
both 1n agreement that it
was not the kind of night to
go ghost-hunting,

They had been too opti-

mistic, however. The last
chimes of eleven had 1ot
sounded before their

shoulders were being shaken.
Fdward Oswald Handforth
was out of bed, brisk, deter-
mined, eager,

“Buck up, you chaps!” he was saying.
“Eleven just striking. Come on!”

His chums sat up, disinayed.

“Well, here’s a swindle!” said Church, in
disgust. “We thought you wereo going {o
slecp like a top until the morning!”

“When I make up my mind, J make it
up thoroughly!” rephed Handforth, *I
woke up twenty minutes ago, and ’ve been
waiting for the hour., Hustlo out!”

“But look here! 1s it really worth it
asked McClure earnestly. “Don’t believo
K. K.’s rot! There’s no ghost, Handy——"

“Are you going to get out willingly, or
shall I yvank the clothes eff you?” demanded

4;!’
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Handforth. *Or perhaps you'd like me to
tip the water-bottle over you ”

Church and McClure got out. They dressed
grumpily, It saved a lot of argument and
pain.

Creeping downstairs, they paid a short
visit to the cloak-room, where they donned
overcoats, mufllers, and caps. Then they
slipped out of the window of Study D, crept
across ‘West Square, dodged through West
Arch, and were soon picking their way
through the blackness of the shrubbery. Just
beyond, the monastery ruins stood out starkly
in the moonlight., The thrce juniors took
up their stand amid the trees, where they
were quite invisible, and yet could observe
the ruins closely.

“Burrrr! It’s cold!” whispered Church,
after a while. “Good thing we put on our
overcoats and muflers i”’

“We're nearly an hour too soon,”
grumbled McClure. “It’s hardly a quarter
past eleven—and the ghost won’t appear until
after midnight. Even if it appears then—
which it won’t!”

Handforth’s chums regarded this vigil as
a waste of time and sleep. Even Handforth
himself, after another twenty minutes had
elapsed, was troubled with inward doubts—
doubts which he would never have expressed.

It was no joke crouching there amongst
the trees. The three juniors grew colder and
colder. They couldn’t move about to keep
warm, for by so doing they would have re-
vealed themselves. The wind blew bleakly,
and it whistled and moanad through the ruins
to the accompaniment of all sorts of un-
canny effects. Now and again the moon
would tuck itself completely behind heavy
banks of black clouds, and the ruins would
be nearly blotted out in the gloom. But
when the moon shone openly, the silvery
light was bright and crystal clear.

Midnight chimed at last.

This was the witching hour, and the whole
of St. Frank’s, except for these three juniors,
slept. Even Church and McClure, sceptical
as they were, felt a certain thrill. Would
they see something, after all? Handforth,
eager-eyed, optimistic, waited breathlessly.

Nothing happened. |

After about five minutes, he gave a grunt
of disappointment. Church and McClure
were not at all surprised; they had expected
this frost, They shared Parkington’s
opinion—that both Vera Wilkes and Arthur
ITubbard had secn a shadow, and mistaken
it for a human form. After all, it was
ridiculous to suppose that the ghost of a
monk——

‘“Look!” breathed Handiorth suddenly, his
voico tense. ‘“‘Can—can you chaps see what
I can see?"” |

He was staring at a far corner of the
ruins, and Church and McClure, with a cold
grip clutching at their hearts, followed the
direction of his gaze, They jumped. There
was something there!

A bent figure, apparently that of an old
man, dressed in a drab, greyish robe which
reachicd nearly to his ankles. Tho face was
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hidden by the cow! or old wide-brimmed soft
hat over his head, which flapped in the wind.
The figure moved slowly, almost painfully,
amongst the crumbling, 1vy-grown masonry.
It made no sound—not even the scrape of
a boot, nor the shifting of a loose stone.

The three juniors watched, fascinated. A
small cloud passed over the face of the moon,
bringing a shadow. The apparition, pene-
trating into the heart of the ruins, seemed
to disuppcar—gradually passing out of sight
into the very grouad itscif! '

“There you are!” whispered I Handforth
excitedly. “What did I tell you? We
didn’t come for nothing, after all!”

Church and McClure were as much aston-
ished as they were scared. For, frankly,
they were both feeling just a little
frightened. There had been something so
sinistcr, so phantom-like, about that figure.

“It’s vanished! The earth opened and
swallowed it up murmured Church un-
easily. “I say! I—I wish we Liadn't come!”

“Rot1” said Handforth. “That figure
wasn't any ghost! You can’t fool me!”

“ Not—not a ghost ?”’

“Of course not!” said Handforth.
golid—or I'm cross-eyed! Didn’t vou see its
shadow, cast by the moon? Ghosts don’t
make shadows at all. At least, so I’ve heard.
In any case, there aren’t such things as
ghosts. So it must have been human. My
sons, sonmebody is up to some crooked game,
and we're going to find out what 1t is!”

Handforth’s practical attitude daid much to
steady Church and McClure. They felt
rather foolish,

‘“But—but who would come to these ruins
at dead of night ?”’ asked Church. ‘ Besides,
didn’t we sce 1t vanish into tho solid earth ?”

““Idiot I’ retorted Handforth. “Have you
forgotten the stairs which lead down into the
vault 7"

“My only hat!”

“That’s where the figure vanished—down
into the vault,” went on Handforth, ‘ Come
on]! We're going to follow, and, if neces-
sary, we'll confront the ‘ghost’ and ask
him what the dickens he’s doing here.”

He broke cover as he spoke and ran into
the ruins. Sure enough, the very spot where
the figure had vanished was the black open-
ing in the ground which marked the top
of the circular stone steps that led down-
wards into thé old monastery vault.

“1 say, hold on!” urged Church. “Hadn't
we better go easy, Handy? 1 believe you're
right about that figure. It wasn't a ghost
at all!l”

“I know I'm right!”

“Yes, but in that case it’s human—and it
may bo desperate,” said Church. ‘“How do
we know who the man is? He may be an
escaped convict from the big prison over the
moor. Or he may be a tramp, or a—a gipsy.
Ho might be an ugly customer!”

“Supposing he is? There are three of us,
aren’t there?!” retorted Handforth, staring.
“] should hope that the three of us will be
equal to one man! Come on! Woc're poing
to probe this mysterv to the bottom! We're

",
.

“It was
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going to find out who this chap 1s, wander-
ing about our ruins as if he owned them!”

They crept down the worn old steps in
single.file, Handforth leading the way. They
were all armed with electric torches, and
they used them freely. Church and McClure
were half expecting some sort of attack, but
it did not come. At length they reached the
vault, and flashed their lights here and there
amongst the pillars, casting long, mysterious
shadows. It was cold and damp down there;
not a sound shattered the complete silence.

The boys could almost hear their own
hearts beating. They crept round, exploring
cvery corner, every crevice. But thero was
not another living soul in the place.

“Well, that’'s rummy!’”’ said Handforth,
scratching his head. ‘Where the dickens did
the blighter get to? I know! He must have
gone along the old tunnel which leads to the
quarry workings,”

He crossed the vault as he spoke. There
was a tunnel lecading from the vault, pene-
trating far underground, and joining up with
the ancient, deserted workings. DBut as soon
as Handforth reached the entrance he paused,
a startled look in his eyes.

» ‘“Hallo! Look at this!” he whispered.

“This is where the true detective instinct
comes in handy! The man couldn’t have
come this way, or he would have left his
footprints. And there’s not a sign of a foot-
print here.” .

Just in the tunnel entrance there was a
big, damp patch of earth, wect in places,
caused by the drippings fromn the top of the
tunnel. And that patch of earth, stretching
from wall to wall and rcaching for several
yards into the tunnel, was bare of any recent
footprints. The patch was too big to allow
for the possibility of the man having jumped
across.

“It’s jolly queer,” said Church uneasily.
“He certainly couldn’t have come this way.
In that case, where 13 he?”

It was an amazing and baflling mystery.

CHAPTER 4.
Teddy Long’s Discovery!
THE three young ghost-hunters

were
thrilled.

Even Handforth, practical though

he was, felt a certain crackling sensa-

tion in his hair. He had an awful urge to

keep looking over his shoulder; but he
fought it down.

““There must be some explanation!” he
muttered, frowning. “What about that
hidden passage which leads from here to the
Ancient House cellar?”

“Nobody could have gone in there,” said
Church. “You remember what happened
when those American gunmen came to St.
Frank’s, some time ago? The Head had
that passage blocked up.”

They went across to tfle secret door in the
stone wall. Right across it, clamped
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immovably to the wall, thera were great
battens of strong woed. Nothing human
could have passed that way.

“There’s no other exit at all,” said Church
shakily. ‘“He couldn’t have gone down tae
tunnel, and he couldn’t have come through
here; he didn’t pass us on the stairs. And
yet he’s not here!l” |

“Let’s—let’s get out into the open!” said

McClure, trying to speak carclessly.
Handforth raised no objections. Hoe

wanted to get out into the open, too. The

old vault was getting on his nerves. There

was something horribly uncanny about this
affair. If that figure had been human, how
had 1t vanished?

Hurriedly they mounted the stairs -and
emerged once again into the welcome moon-
light.  They retired into the shrubbery to
discuss the matter.

“Well, we all saw the figure, and we know
that 1t went down into the wvault,” said
Handforth, frownring. “That’s tho queer
part of it.”

“I—I suppose
ghost, after all 7 asked Church.
I’'ve never believed in ghosts,
this—"

“Did that figure actually go down thoese
steps, after all?” put in McClure dubiously.
“We saw it vanish, but——"

“Lock !” gasped Church in a frightened,
shaky voice. |

The others followed his pointing finger,
and then uttered gasps of incredulous amaze-
ment. Emerging from the vault up the
stairs came that bent, cloaked figure. And
yvet when they had left the vault it had
been empty !

The whole experience was so uncanny that
the Removites could only stand there as
though rooted to the ground, staring
fascinatedly. In the moonlight they were
uncertain as to the solidity of the apparition.
Was it real, or was it merely a phantom?
There was certainly a shadow on the ground,
as the figure moved slowly out of the ruins.
Then a black cloud moved across the moon,
casting the ruins into an intense gloom.

Handforth sprang into activity, and he
crept after the ghost. He fancied he saw
something moving in the meadow beyond
the ruins, near the hedge bordering the
lane, but when he reached the spot there
was nothing. Overhead there was now a
great bank of cloud, and it was difficult
to see for more than a few yards in any
direction. The wind howled and whistled,
and raindrops came pattering down.

Handforth returned to his chums, breath-
ing hard, his brain in a whirl. |

“It’s—it’s gone!” he panted huskily. "I
thought I caught sight of it for a moment,
but then it vanished again!”

“Let’s get indoors!” said Church. “FPm

scared !”?

“What!”
“You can call me a funk if you like, but

I’'m scared!” said Church in a whisper. “If

1t couldn’t have becen a
‘“Dash 1t,
but after
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w28 a ghost, Handy—the ghost of an old
monk!” ,

And Edward Oswald Handforth did not
deny it.

HEY got back to bed and slept fitfully
until the morning.
When they got up, Church and
MoClure looked haggard and worn
out.  Their adventure of the night had
shaken them; they were as convinced as
ever that they had seen an occult manifesta-
tion. But Handforth, with the sunlight to
dissipate all false impressions, was back ab
bis original theory.

“It wasn't a ghost!” he declared, as he
dressed. “How could it have been a ghost,
when there aren’t such things as ghosts?
Somebody’s up to some monkey business,
and I mean to find out the truth!”

Church - and MocClure soon spread their
story, and perhaps the most surprised fellow
in the Remove was Kirby Keeble Parking-
ton. At first, he thought that they were
trying to pull his leg.

He had only trotted out that “legend ”
as a bit of fun, hoping that Handforth &
Co. would spend a fruitless vigil. To learn
that they had really secen something was a
bit of a shock for K.K. His joke had fallen
rather flat. Instead of Handforth & Co.
being the laughing-stock of the Remove,
they were the centre of all attentron.

It was jmpossible to doubt the evidence
of three wituesses. They could not all have
imagined the apparition. ,
Clure were frank in their opinion that they
had seen an authentic ghost; Handforth dis-
credited the theory.

“But, my dear fellow, if the figure was
solid how do you account for its disappear-
ance?” asked K.K. “You say it went down
into the vault and you followed? Yet there
was nobody iIn the vault?”

“We must have missed him, somehow,”
said Handiorth.

“That argues that the man knew that you
were coming and that he deliberately con-

cealed himself,” said K.K. “But where
could have have concealed himself ?”

“Then again, if he was human, why did
he come up so0 openly?” asked Harry
Gresham. ‘' You say that you came to the
surface, and that you were discussing the
affair when the figure re-appeared? If it
was a real man he wouldn’t have re-
appeared like that, knowing that you were
on the walch.”

“That’s what we’ve been telling Handy,”
gsaid Church. “It waes a ghost! I'm con-
vinced after this, and I don’t want to do
any more ghost-hunting, I can tell you!”

Everybody was thrilled by the story; it
went through the Remove, the Fourth, the
Fifth, and even into the Sixth. The entire
school was discussing the situation.

Handforth thoroughly enjoyed himself. He
loved being in the limelight, and he was
willing to stand all day, the centre of a

Church and Mec-

. teen haltf-crowns.

‘“ SAINTS v. GRAMMARIANS ! ”’ Rollicking Long School Yarn.

big crowd, answering questions and express-
inr his opinions.

Teddy Long, thoroughly brave in the day-
light, and as curious and inquisitive as ever,
was attracted to the monastery ruins by
morbid curiosity. There was nothing to be
afraid of in the morning sunlight.

He went there early—immediately after
breakfast. Not that he had any intention
of going down into the vault; the offer of
twenty pounds, cash down, would not have
induced him to take any such chance. But
he felt quite courageous as he prowled about
amongst the ruins, thrilled to the marrow.

And Teddy made an extraordinary dis-
covery.

He had passed beyond the ruins, where
clumps of bushes grew. Farther on there
was a meadow. According to Handforth &
Co.’s story, the figure had appeared from
this direction, and had vanished in the same
way. And it was just where the bushes were
thickest that Teddy made his discovery.

Something glinting on the ground caught
his eye. He gave a gulp when he saw that it
was a coin, a shining half-crown!

He pounced upon 1t eagerly. Teddy was
never ‘well supplied with pocket-money, and%
the little he did have was very quickly spent
in the school shop. By mid-week he was
always stony. Half-a-crown to him was
wealth.

“Good egg!” he chortled. “I'll bet
Handy dropped——"

He broke off, gasping. His eye had caught
another glint, and diving down he picked
up another half-crown.

Then he positively went frantic with excite-
ment. For there were others. Scrambling
about on hands and knees, to the detriment
of his trousers, he found no less than four-
Search as he would, how-
ever, this was the total amount of the
treasureo.

He stood amid the bushes, breathing hard,
his face flushed, his little eyes glittering
with greedy triumph. Fourteen half-crowns
—thirty-five shillings in cash! |

He turned them over in his grubby handa.
It was curious that all the coins shculd be
brand new. Exannning one of them closely,
he noted the further curious fact that it was
twelve years old. And—quite astounding,
&his—-—the other thirteen coins bore a similar

ate.

But to Teddy, who was obtuse, this meant
nothing. Teddy paid no attention to the
fact that the coins were new, yet old. They
reprcsented money—and money to him was
money. Thirty-five shillings—riches—
affluence.

Teddy firmnly believed in the axiom: “Find-
ing keepings.” But, being an extremely
foolish youth, he had manv Removites talk-
ing about him within ten minutes. For
Teddy made a bee-line for the tuck-shop, and
he swanked in as though he owned thie place.
Heo ordered cakes and pastries, and in a sud-
den burst of generosity and because he knew
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Handforth’s eyes goggled when he saw that the sole of Teddy Long’s boot ccinc.ded with
the plaster-of-Paris footprint in his hand.

it would cause a sensation, he i1nvited sundry
juniors who were hanging about to join him.

“My treat!” he said carelessly. ‘“Come
on, you chaps! Order anything you
please!”

‘“And who'’s going to pay?” asked Jimmy
Potts politely.

“I am!”

““What with?” asked Jimmy.

“Moncy, of course!’ said Long., “I’'ve—
I’ve got Leaps of money! Had a big remit-
tance from my people this morning.”

“Oh!” said Fullwood, with iuterest. “I
don’t want to call you a fibber, Long, but
before we accept your invitation we’d like to
gee the colour of that money of yours.”

Tleddy pulled out & number of half-crowns,
and displayed -them in his palm, chinking
them up and down.

“Is this good enough for you?” he asked
triumphantly. “I’ve got lots more in my
pocket. Come on! Order what you like!”

The word soon got round, and Nipper and
K.K. and Handforth and others came into the
tuck-shop to witness the phenomenon.

‘““There’s no question agout his money,”
grinned Fullwood. “He says that he had a
remittance fromn his people this morning, but
it’s my private opinion that he has been
burgling a bank.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“The funny thing is, his moncy seems to be
all brand new,” said Jimmy Potts.

“Let’s have a look,” said Nipper, going up
to Teddy Long.

*"Not likely!” said Teddy, who was begin-
ning to get a bit nervous. ‘“‘Mind your own

bllSi,I,leSS! It’s a pity if I can’t stand treat

“Here’s some of the money, Master Nip-
per,” said Mrs. Hake from the other side of
the counter, and not without some uncasiness.
“I hope it’s quite all right. I don’t often get
new money like this.”

She handed over two of the half-crowns,
and Nipper and Handforth and some others
gathered round, examining thom with in-
terest.

“Funny !” said Nipper, frowning. “They’re
twelve years old—and vet they're as new as
when they first came from the Mint. Do
you mcan to say, Long, that your people sent
you this money?”

“Yes!” lied Teddy defiantly.

“They sent this silver?”

“Yes!”

“Come off it!” said Handforth. “Yon
awful fibber! You can’t make us believe
that your pecople sent silvzr through the post!
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What havie you been up to?
get this money from?”

‘“I'he best thing we can do i1s to tip him up
and see if ho has any more,” suggested K. K.

Teddy was grabbed, oveiturned, and in
spite of his yells of alarm, held in an inverted
position. New half-crowns seemed to roll
from every pocket, and there was a scramble
for them.

‘“Great Scott!”

‘“He’s all over money!”

“Silver, too!”

By this time the other Removites wereo
thoroughly suspicious, and they were startled
when, upon cxamination, all the new half-
crowns proved to bear the same date. There

was somcthing very, very strange about this
windfall of Teddy’s.

““Now, look here, Long, you’d better tell
the truth,” said Nipper quietly. “This
money was never sent to you by your people.
Where did you get 1t? You'’d better ¢ come
clean,’ "as tf]e Americans say, or you'll find
yourself in serious trouble.”

“It’s mine!” roared Teddy indignantly.
““You’vie no right to take my imoney like thisl
If my people care to send me‘*hew haif-crowns,
what business is it of yours?”

“All these half-crowns are twelve years
old,” said Nipper.

“What of 1t?” asked Teddy ‘excitedly.

“TI could understand your people sending
vou some new half-crowns as a present,” said
Nipper. “Scch a thing isn’t entirely 1m-
probable ;» but it’s too thick to suppose that
they would get over a dozen half-crowns all
dated the samie year and all twelve years
old. You got these somewhere clsc.”

'Teddy was feeling desperate.

“Well, what if I did?” he asked defiantly.
“I found them! They’re mine!”

““Oh, you found them?”’ roared Handforth.
“Why—why, vou burglar! They’re not yours
just because you found them!”

“They say ‘findings keepings ’——

““Oh, do they?” interrupted Handforth.
“And who are ¢they,” anyhow? Where did
you find these half-crowns?”

““In—in the bushes near the monastery
ruins.” almost sobbed Teddy, who was too
flustered to tcll any more lies. “You rotters!
This money’s mimne! I—I was looking
through the ruins to sece if I could find any
traces of the—the ghost, and I found thcse
half-crowns!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

The statcment scemed so utterly fantastic
—and Teddy Long was such a notorious liar
—that nobody bclieved 1it.

Where did you

Oy TR

CHAPTER 5.
Handforth on the Track!?

OR onec thing, Teddy Long was not the
kind of fellow to go searching for
ghosts; and for another thing. the
very idea of those half-crowns being

loose on the ground. in the monastery ruins,
was ridiculous. '

-the shadows of the shrubbery.
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“Come on, my son, that won't do!” said
Nipper. “You'll have to think of some-
thing better—and you’d be wise to think of
the truth.”

““It is the truth!” howled Teddy.

“Well, we’ll keep this money for the time
being—until you choose to beo frank about it,”
said Nipper. “What do you say, you chaps?
I don’t want to do anything high-handed,
but I'm the IForm captain—-7"

“You're quite right, old man,” said K.K.
“Stick to it until Long tells the truth.”

““What about my money, Master Nipper?”
asked Mrs. Hake, with some coacern.

““Oh, that’s all right—I’ll settle that,” said
Nipper, smiling. “So it’s my treat instead
of Teddy Long’s.”

Teddy continued to protest the truth of
his statement; and Handforth, with a new
excitement in his eyes, dragged Church and
McClure out of the tuck-shop. He gave
them no rest until he had whirled them into

‘““Listen, yvou chaps!” he panted. “1’ve just
thought of something! A thecory!”

‘““Oh, my hat!” said Church, in despair,

““Those new half-crowns put the i1dea into
myv head,” went on Handiorth breathlessly.

“That figure we saw wasn’t a ghost, after

all!. Didn’t I say, from the first, that 1t
wasn’t a ghost?” |

“What was 1t, asked McClure
patiently.

‘““A coiner!”

“A what?” yelled Church and McClure,
in one volce.

‘““ Ah, that’s given you a surprise, hasn’t
it?” exclaimed Handforth triumphantly.
“Yes, my sons! A coiner! Somewhcre
down in the vault, or in the quarry workings,
there’s a coiners’ den! There's a gang of
coincers at work—and Teddy Long happened
to stumble upon some of their dud half-
crowns.” '

Church and McClure were speechless. 1If
ever there was any mystery, Handforth gener-
ally sprang to one of two conclusions. Either
the unknown criminals were coiners, or they
werce smugglers.  In this particular instance,
however, there did seem a little common-
sense in his thecory. But if he expected
Church and McClure to gaze at him 1n blank
amazement and admiration, he was disap-
pointed.

“A comers’ den?” repeated Church, grin-
ning. ‘““Cheese 1t, Handy! Those half-
crowns were sound enough.”

“You bet thevy were!” agreed McClure.
“T rang one of them on Mrs. Hake’s counter,
and I'd give it a written guarantee.”

“And Mac ought to know whether silver is
good or not—he’s Scottish,’” nodded Church.

“You’re both dotty!” said Handforth
coldly. “Those half-crowns must be duds.
See how everything fits! Coiners at work
underground—a sccret agent who comes and

then?”

fetches——" He suddenly. broke off, his eycs
gleaming, ‘“I've EOt it!”” he panted. I
can forgive you chaps for being sceptical.

These coiners are brainier than others : of

their tribe; they’re making genuine moncey.”



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“How can it be genuine money if it's
dud ?” asked Church. .

“I don’t mean genuine in that way—the
casts have to be forged, of course,” said
Handforth. “But thesc coins are made of
real silver, the same as ordinary currency.”

“'That’s a brainy idea,” said McClure, nod-
ding. “Yet I'm jiggered if I can see the
sense of 1t.”’

“Can’t you?” retorted Handforth. ‘Then
I'll tell yon. Silver, my sons, is as checap as
butterscotch just now! I was reading 1t in
the paper the other day. Tho price has
slumped terrifically, and a gang of crooks,
getting hold of a lot of silver, could make
coins at a huge profit.”

But Churech and McCiure, who knew
nothing about the current price of silver,
were as unconvinced as ever.

““Well, anyhow, we’'re going to investigate

the ruins!” said Handforth firmmly., “Come
on, my lads! It was like Long’s cheek to
go there first!”
- "“You hopeless ass, vou don’t really belicve
that he found those half-crowns in the monas-
tery ruins, do you?"” asked Church, staring.
“That was only a silly varn of his.”

“Well, we'll see!”?” replied Handforth.

He urged them on, advising them to walk
carefully 1n case they ruined any possible
footprints. Remarkably enough, not five
minuies had clapsed beforc he gave a shout
of triumph and pounced. Under a bush,
ncar the crumbling ruins, he found two half-
crowns precisely similar to Teddy’s. Church
and McClure were frankly amazed.

“My only sainted aunt!” said Church,
staring, ‘“Then Long must have told the
trath!”

“I wonder how he managed that ?” asked
McClure, scratching his head.

““It’s all becoming clear,” muttered Hand-
forth, as though speaking to himself. ‘That
figure we saw wasn't a ghost at all, but a
member of the gang, dressed up to look

mysterious. The rotter was careless, and
dropped some of the counterfeit coins in the
grass here. We're hot on the scent
already !”’

Handforth's next move was to hurry down
into the vault, and he nosed about like a
hound on the trail. -He only met with dis-
appointment.

The vault was innocent of all clues. It was
impossible that the coiners’ den could be in
the quarry workings, and that the coiners
had been using tho tunnel as an entry. For
the floor at the entrance of the tunnel was
muddy for some liittle distance, yet there
was no sign of a recent footprint.

“Oh, let’'s get back into the daylight!”’ said
Church impatiently. “You pretend to be a
detective, Handy, and yet your rcasoning 1s
all boss-eyed.”’

‘“What do you mean—boss-eyed ?’ '

“Well, if these coiners—and I don’t admit
that there are any. coiners—have a workshop
in the old quarry, they’d naturally use the
exit on the moor,” argued Church. ‘ They’'d
never take the risk of coming to St. Frank’s
and trespassing on private property. DBesides,

2y

what about this muddy ground here? You
can sce for yoursclf that there’s not a foot-
print. The figure we followed  last night
never came into this tunnel.”
“Where did 1t go, then?”
Handforth.
“I’'m not sure it wasn’t a ghost,”” growled

demanded

Church. ‘“And in that case there's no reason
to look for footprints. Ghosts don’t mako
footprints.”

““Ghosts be blowed !’ snorted Handy. “The

figure was a real man—and a coiner, too.”

However, he had to confess that the dis-
coveries in the vault were ml. So he went
up into the ruins again, and grew vastly
excited when he came upon a clear, wecll-
indented f{ootprint in the scft carth, just
behind a clump of evergreen bushes.

“You sce this?” he asked tensely., “A
ghost, ch? By George! There's character
in this footprint! Look at the worn heel,
the patch on the scle, and the curious n-
distinctness of the .toe, proving that the
wearer of this shoe walks a great dcal on
his toes, wearing the leather considerably.”

“But how do you know——"’ Legan Mec-
Clure. ’

“We've got to take a cast of this foot-
print,” interrupted Handforth eagerly. ‘' No
good leaving things to chance. Other chaps
might come along soon and trample over 1it.
It’s the footprint of onc of the criminals,
and 1t may be the vital link of evidence
which will conviet the whole gang.”
| “Oh, my aunt!” said Church, feeling help-
cse.

The fcotprint was certainly informative.
The person twwho had made it had obviously
stood by that bush for somo time. The im-
print of his other foot was not visible, as
there was an ancient paved path just near.
So. the fellow had stood with one foot on
this paved path, and the other on the soft
ground.

“T know what to do,” said Handforth
suddenly. “I was reading about it in a book
once. We’'ll adopt scientific methods. Who's
got some plaster-of-Paris?”’

“What on earth——'" began Mac.

“We'll take a cast of this footprint—so
that the policc can produce it 1in court,”
continued Handforth. “By George! When 1
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do a thing, I do it properly!

Leaving Church and McClure to guard the
footprint, and threatecning all sorts of punish-
ments if they interfered with it, he hurried
indoors. Ie found somo plaster-of-Paris, and.
when he appeared again he was armed with
a bag of the stuff, an cnamel bowl, and a
jug of water, to say nothing of a wooden
spoon.

It was Church and McClure who actually
mixed the plaster, Handforth looking on and
kidding himself that he was directing the
operations, Carefully the plaster was poured
into the footprint, and at this period of the
proccedings the last bell for lessons was
clanging urgently.

“We'd better hurry, Handy,” said Church.
;‘ YO’l,l know what old Crowcll is if we're
ate.
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Handforth grunted. With bitterness, he
reflected that 14 was a cruel world. Here he
was, an enthusiastic amateuar detective, hot
on the chase. and he was compelled to go
indoors for lessons! Any appeal to Mr,
Crowell, the Form-master, would be futile,
for Mr. Crowell, 1n such matters, had a heart
of stone,

“I've a good mind to cut lessons!’ said
Handforth rebelliously. |

“Don’t be -an ass!”’ said McClure. “You
can’t do anything until this plaster is set—
and it'll take some time. By the time
lessons are over it will be as hard as a rock,
and then you can continue your investiga-
tions.”

“Perhaps you're right,” admitted Hand-
forth reluctantly.

I was inattentive during lessons, and
although he earned three separate
impositions of fifty lines each, he did
not care. Mr., Croweil had a fow

caustic remarks to make on the subjects of
ghosts in gencral, and the apparition of tho
monastery ruins in particular. He advised
the Remove to ignore all the rumours, and
to dismiss the whole preposterous story from

their minds.

“A fat lot he knows!” said Handforth
after lessons. “He thinks it’s all an imagina-
tive yarn. But we know better. He'd be
surprised if I told himn about the coiners’
den, wouldn’t he ?”

" Surprised isi’t the word,” agreed Church.

““I can think of a much bcetter one!?”

But Handforth was not listening—which
was jJust as wcll. He dashed coff to the
monastery ruins, and, sure cnough, that plas-
ter-of-Paris cast was set as hard as rock.

It was really a becautiful cast—clear cut
in every detail, When it had been lifted out
of the footprint, even RPandforth was
astounded. Every nail-mark was clear, the
patch on the sole, the worn rubber heel,
even including a trace of the maker’s name,
and there was a curious round spot ncar the
toc-cap which Handforth was puzzled over
for a bit. In the end he concluded that the
wearer of the shoe had trodden on a large
tack of some kind, and the tack had become
cmbedded 1n the leather.

“By George! It’'s a mastorpicce!”. he
declared. *‘The footprint of the crook!”

Ho carried it into the Triangle, and was
soon surrounded by a crowd. Everybody
admired the plaster-of-Paris cast; everybody
praised Handforth for his smart pieco of
work. Whether they weire serious or whether
they were pulling his leg was another matter.

“Yes, this 1s the footprint of the criminal,”
sald Handforth impressively. ‘Teddy Long
was right when he said that ho found those
coins near the ruins, because I found two
more. There’s a gang of counterfeiters at
work——="’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can laugh!” went on Handforth,
glaring round. “I know what I'm talking
about! Those half-crowns are dated twelve
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ycars ago, vet they’re brand-new! Doesn’t
that prove they’'re duds?”

“It certainly looks a bit fishy, dear old
fellow,” admitted Travers.

“And this footprint,” said IHandforth, dis-

playing the cast again, *this footprint is a

valuable clue. I'm going to hand it to the
police! One day it will lead to a convic-
tion——"’

“Hold on a minute, Handy!” said Hub-
bard, pushing forward. ‘' Let’s have a loolk
at that!”

He examined the cast closely, grinning,
and Handforth frowned.

“Keep vour dirty hands off it!” he said.
“I don’t want vou chaps messing about——"’

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Hubbard.
“I believe I can help you, Handy. In fact,
I'm sure I can! I know who the criminal
1s 17

“What!”

“I recognise that footprint,”
bard, pointing dramatically. _

“You—you reccognise it:” gasped Hand-
forth.

‘“ Iispecially the round spot near the toe,”
nodded Hubbtard. ““That’s where the
criminal trod on a drawing-pin—the draw-
ing-pin is still embedded in the sole.”

“But—but Great Scott!” ejaculated
Handforth. ‘How—how do you know this
criminal so well?”

Hubbard made a grab at Teddy Long, who
was hovering nearby.

¢“Criminal, step forward!” said Hubbard
sternly.

Ho yanked Teddy’s left foot up. and the
sole of his shoe was clearly displayed. A
yell of laughter went up when 1t was seen
that I'eddy Long’s shoe and the plaster-of-
Paris cast were identical—the worn heel, tho
patch on the sole, the drawing-pin—every-

said Hub-

thing !
““Send for the police,” said Travers
promptly. “Upon my Samson! The

criminal’s here amongst us, and we didn’t
know it !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Poor old Handy collapsed like a punctured
tyre.

CHAPTER 6.
The Midnight Watchers!

FTER the fiasco of the “fatal foot-
A print ’—as the Removites facetiously
termed Handforth's great discovery—
Edward Oswald was considerably
subdued. -

However, there were other aspects cf this
matter—more serious aspects. Nipper, for
example, gave it his attention; and so did
Kirby Keeble Parkington, Travers, Fullwood
and a few other kindred spirits.

““Thero’s no denying,”’ said Nipper in tho
Common-room that evening, ‘‘that the whole
business is rummy. We shouldn’t have
believed Long or Hubbard; but Vera
corroborated their yarn. Then Handforth,
last night, saw this mystery figure.”
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‘““Wo’re not sure even now that it wasn’t a
ghost,” said Church bluntly.

‘*“Ghosts don’t drop half-crowns all over
tho place,” said Nipper. *“That's the
qucerest part of the whole mystery. Where
do theso half-crowns fit in?”

“‘They’re coiners,” said Handforth firmmly.
“It stands to rcason *?

‘“Well, anvhow, we're going (o help vou
to-night, Handy,” said Nipper, with some
haste. “We won’t definitely accept the
coincer theory yet. There’s no certainty that
the Myvstery Man will return, but 1t’s on the
cards that he might. So we’re gcing to help
you to keep watch.”?

“Did I ask you to?”’ demanded IIand-
forth. “Rats! I don’t neced any help! I'm
conducting this investigation "

‘““Well, whether you asked us or not, we're
going to help you,” said Nipper serencly.
“We want to get to the bottom of the
mystery. Wo'll station ourselves in various
strategic positions, and we'll keep a close
watch on the ruins from cvery angle.”

Handforth, who wanted to conduct tho
investization entirely off his own Dbat,
nhiected. His objecticns were promptly over-

upon the °‘‘ghost.”’

A short struggle and

| he was held down,
helpless.

ruled, and he was told, impolitely, to go to
the dickens.

solemnly from the big St. I‘rank’s
clock-tower.

It was less windy to-night, and the
moon wauas half-hidden behind a filmy mass
of light clouds. The monastery ruins looked
cerie and gaunt with the pale, diffused
radiance of the moon bathing the old ivy-
covered walls. The breeze whistled softly
through the crumbling arches and round the
stout old buttresses. Not a living creature
was 1n sight.

Yet actually at lecast a dozen Remove
fellows were on the wateh, stationed at
various strategic points. Thev had been on
duty now for a full hour. Some of them
were beginning to get fed-up. An hour
scemed a long, long time when standing
perfectly still, unable to communicate with
onc’s neighbour, or even to cough.

It was at about ten minutes to twelve when
the watchers were rewarded. A figure,
appearing unexpectedly from behind nne of
the rumned walls, moved forward cautiously

ELEVEN-FORTY—FIVE chimed out
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into the heart of the big, roofless space which
had once been the monastery refectory.
The watchers experienced a thrill. They

knew in an instant that this figure was no

ghost. His foet had gritted on some loose
stones, and, quite apart from this, the figure
was not at all the kind of figure that they
had been expecting. Handforth and Church
and McClure were, in fact, puzzled.

This was no bent old man, wearing a long,
mysterious cloak. The fellow was a burly,
rough-looking customer, with a greasy
peaked cap worn over one ear. He moved
about stealthily, even uncertainly, as though
not sure of his bearings.

The fact that he was solid and real was
rc-assuring to the schoolboy watchers. Here
was somebody they could deal with in a
practical manner. There was no question
that the man was trespassing on private
property; ho could have no lawful purpose
in these ruins at the hour of midnight.

The juniors, without hesitation, pounced.

The man uttered a startled oath as he saw
figures leaping out of tho ruins and dashing
at him frowmn all sides. Before he could even
attempt to escape the attackers were upon
him; he was bowled over, rolled on his back,
and sat upon.

‘“Now, my beauty, perhaps you’ll tell us
what you're doing here?’”’ said Nipper
crisply.

‘“’Ere, stow it," young 'uns!” gasped the
prisoncr, still shaky with startled surprise.
‘ What’s the bloomin’ game?”

“That’'s what we want to know,” said
Handforth. “What are you doing here in
theso ruins? Who are you, anyhow?"”

“I think I can tell you that, decar old
fcllows,” said Travers, as he tock a close
look at the prisoner. “Am I wrong 1n
identifying this gentleman as Mr. Daniel
Wicks ?”

““You know a lot, don’t you?” snarled the
captive, struggling.

Travers was right. WNipper had also re-
cognised the fellow instantly. Ho was Dan
Wicks, a ruflianly sailor who had been
recently sentenced to prison for assaulting
an old man who lived 1n a cottage just out-
side Bellton. None of the St. Frank’s had
actually scen him, but Wicks' photograph
had been published in the “ Bannington
Gazette ”’ at the time of the police court
proceedings.

‘“’Ere, young pgents, let me get up
pleaded Wicks 1n a whining voice. “I give
vou best-—-you’re too many for me. You'll
give a bloke a chance, won’t you?”

““A chance to do what—burgle the school 7”’
asked Fullwood.

‘“8tow it, kid I”’ protested Wicks. “You've
got me all wrong. T ain’t long out o’ quod—
an’ you know what that means to a man.
How do you suppose 1 can got a job? I want
to earn an honest livin’, but people won’t
let me.”

‘“This is beside the Point, Mr. Wicks,” said
Nipper. ‘*You haven’t told us why you came

!J’
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here. What did you expect to find in llicse
old ruins?”

A ounning look came into the man’s eyes.

“Find?” he repeated. ‘I didn’t expect to
find nothin’.”

“Then why did you come here ?”

“Only to fix my nets up on the quiet,
where f could be safe,”

‘““Your nets?”

“Look, young gent,” said Wicks, pulling
some unetting out of one of his eapacious
pockets. ‘‘Snares, see? I'm only after
rabbits. Poachin’, if yon wanti to know,” he
added sulkily. “That ain’t no crime, is it—
to a man who can’t get an honest job? I
was afeared to do the work out in the open—
the moon’s too bright.”

‘‘But there aren’t any rabbits in these
ruins,” said Handforth suspiciously, ‘ What’s
the good of poaching here?”

“I was only goin’ to get my snares ready,
young gent,”’ growled Wicks. “Don’t ye
sce? Then I'd ’ave slipped over into Farmer
Holt’s medders, an’ got busy. Lumme, 'ave
a ’eart! You ain’t got nothin’ against me.
Supposin’ you do fetch the p'lice. What can
you prove?! You’d best let me go, or you
might find yourselves in trouble.”

His manner was becoming truculent as he
regained his confidence. ‘

““Oh, we're not going to have you
arrested,” said Nipper curtly. “ You'd better
clear off, and I should advise you not to
come round here again.”

The others, at a glance from Nipper, let
the prisoner go. He went quickly enough,
muttering his thanks. Handforth was quite
indignant about’ it.

“You're mad!” he said breathlessly.
“What the dickens do you mean by letting
the fellow go liko that? You didn’t believe
that poity yarn of his, did you? I'll bet he’s
one of the coiners ??

“Do dry up about coiners, Handy,” said
Nipper. ‘“As a matter of fact, I didn’t
belicve Wicks’ yarn about poaching. But
what charge could we make against him?
IHis story was thin, but we had to !et him
go—giving him the bencfit of the doubt.
There’s just a chance that his appearance
here was a mere coincidence. Anyhow, we'd
better get back to our posts.”

“What for?” asked Handforth.

“To watch for the ‘ghost,” of course,” re-
plied Nipper. ‘“What about the bent old
man?  Where does he come in? He may
arrive, or he may not. Anyhow, we’ve de-
cided to keep on the watch until one o'clock
—and we'll get back to our posts.”

The others were agreeable, and Handforth,
of course, had to consent also. It-was bettep
for them to get to their stations without delay
—for this had th» additional advantage of
putting an end to Handforth’s protestations.
He couldn’t very well talk to himself.

Handy was still simmering with indigna-
tion when he caught sight of something
moving slowly near the end of the ruins. It
was the figure of the mysterious monk., A
bent old man, wearing a long robe and a
cowl—no, not a cowl, but a quaint ocld hat
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with a floppy brim. The watchers could see
this now, at close quarters.

Handforth- wanted to spring out and con-
front him; but he held himself in check. All
the fellows had agreed to await a signal
from Nipper. If Nipper ordered an attack,
all well and good; if no signal came, they
were to remailn silently on the watch.

The old man walked towards the steps
which led down to the vault. He hesitated
for a moment, commenced descending, and
vanished.

The whole affair was becoming more and
more perblexing. This was no ghost. Even
Church and McClure were convinced by now.
moving slowly near the end of the ruins. It
The old man was a human being—real flesh
and blood. The moonlight was playing tricks
to-night; moreover, the boys’ hiding-places
were closer at hand.

A tcnse minute passed, and then Nipper
stepped out. The others sprang after him,
and clustered round.

““What now ?” breathed Handforth eagerly.

“Get back to your stations,” murmured
Nipper. “We don’t want to do anything
premature—and spoil the whole game.
There’s some mystery here that needs a bit
of explaining. I propose that two of us
creep down into the vault after that old chap.
No sense in the whole crowd going.”

“I’'m with you!” said Handforth promptly.

To save argument, Nipper consented. The
others reluctantly went back to their hiding-
places.

Cautiously Nipper and Handforth crept
down the crumbling old steps into the vault.
But when they arrived they were alone. The
vault was empty. The mysterieus old man
had vanished.

CHAPTER 7.
The Mystery Man!

6 Y Jove! This is rummy!” said Nip-

B per, in a soft voice.

He and Hrndforth had made a

round of the vault; they had ex-

amined the floor, the walls, and the entrance

to the tunnel. There seemed absolutely no

ossible way 1n which the old man could
ave disappeared.

“Just like 1t was last night!” murmured
Handforth uneasily. “I eay, you know, what
does it mean?”

“He couldn’t have gone along the tunnel—
for he couldn’t have helped making foot-

rints in this soft earth,” said Nipper.
‘Either he’s a ghost—which I don’t believe
—or there must be another way out of the
vault.”

“But there isn’t—it’s blocked, up,”
Handforth.

“That exit is blocked up, but these old
vaults are quecr places,” said Nipper. * IHow
do we know that there isn’t another sccret
tunnel. leading somewhere else?”

“By Georgel”

Handforth’s imagination ran riot again.
e was thinking of his coiners’ den. Per-
haps that den wasn’t in the quarry workings

said

him the fright of his life?
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at all—but somocwhere close at hand, behind
a sccret door!

However, he wasn’t allowed to think deeply
on the subject; for Nipper decided upon an
immediate retreat. They ascended to the
ruins again, whispered tgeir report to the
others, and once more took up their positions,

They waited tensely now. .

Five minutes elapsed—ten minutes. Then
the old man reappeared, coming up the steps
slowly, painfully, and pufing with wheezy
noisiness after his exertions. No ghost this!

At lcast three of the watchers were enabled
to get a close view of the intruder. Hae
passcd so close to them that they could have
touched him. But they were cautious, and
they remained hidden. The old man knew
absolutely nothing of the truth. He went
away, sublime in his confidence that nobody
had witnessed bhis movements.

IPPER emerged after a full five
minutes, and the others, impatient
by now, quickly joined him.

“What’s the idea?” burst out Hand-
forth. ““Why all this delay? The man’s
gonec now!”

“That’s what we wanted,” nodded Nipper.
“We've given him a chance to get quite out
of earshot.” '

‘ ?I?ut why didn’t you pounce on him, you
ass 7’

“\Wherc was the need?” retorted Nipper.
“Why pounce on the poor old chap, and give
We know where
to find him when we want him—if ever we do.
And we stand a lot better chance of clearing
up the mystery if we work in secret. There’s
no senso in our showing our hand.”

Handforth was bewildered, but Travers and
Fullwood were not,

‘““We recognised him, too, Nigper," said
Fullwood eagerly. “It was old Sam Mark-
ham, of Rose Cottage.’”’

“What!” ejaculated Handforth.

Nipper nodded.

“I recognised him at once—he passed so
close to me that I couldn’t help spotting
him,” he replied. “You know old Sam
Markham, the pensioner? A queer old boy,
lives all alone since his wife died, about six
months ago. A sort of hermit, doing his
own washing and cooking and everything.
The pecople down in Bellton say that he’s a
harmless old ehap, and there was a good deal
of sympathy for him two or three wecks ago.”

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Handforth, with

a violent start. ‘I remember now! Dan
Wicks!”

“We're getting on,” smiled Nipper. “O0Old
Sam Markham was the man an Wicks

assaulted. There was a bit of a mystery
about 1t at the time, and nobody ever knew
the real truth. Wicks went to old Sam’s
cottage, and there was a fight. Pecople camo
along and found the old man lying on his
own doorstep, with Wicks threatening him.
Somebody called Sparrow, the bobby, and
Wicks was arrested.”

“T'hen it couldn’t have been a coincidence,
Wicks being here tp-night,” said Travers.
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with conviction. * Dear old fcllows, the mys-
tery dcepens! That yarn Wicks told us
about setting snares was moonshine.”
“Of course it was,” agreced Nipper. “It
scems pretty obvious that Wicks knew the
old man was coming here, an: he arrived
first so that he could assault him again. Yet
that’s hardly likely. Why assault him here?
There’s something behind all this that's like
a jig-sasv puzzle.”
“And you let him gol” said Handforth
accusingly. “Why, if we had collared him
we should have forced the truth out of him!”

“The same as we {orced the truth out of
Wicks?” asked Nippor tartiv., “No. old man,
we were wiser to let them both go.”

“What now ?” askced Edward Oswald.

“Back to bed,” satd Nipper crisply.

“Eh?» -

“We can leave the rest of this investiga-
tion to anotner time,” continued the Remove
skipper. “It’s pretly clear that nothing fur-
ther will happen to-night. To-morrow we’ll
make a few inquiries—strictly on the «.t.—
and we’ll see if we can’t get to the botiom of
the mystery.”

However, at Handforth’s suggestion, a
scarch of the vault was made immediately.
Nothing was found—no secret doors, leading
to a hitherto unknown hidden chamber. The
more the juniors investigated this astonishing
mystery, the more they were baffled. But
even Handfotrh was compelled to admit—
now—that his theory of a coiners’ den was
very wide o{ the mark,

kept their discoveries to themselves.

Nipper thought it better that the school,

as a whole, should be kept in ignor-
ance of the latest developments. Iiven Hand-
forth kept his own counsel—largely owing to
the constant vigilance of Church and Mec-
Clure.

They had discovered a good deal, but it
had not helped them. There were no ghosts,
it was tree. But what earthly reason couid
old Sam Markham have for coming to the
monastery vault? And why should the ruf-
fianly Dan Wicks be mixed up in the affair?

Old Markham was harmless enough; he
was so poor that he was compelled to live
on the cld age pension. The mystery of
the new half-crowns remained unsolved. But
it scemed more than likely that the poor old
follow was going wrong in the head—that he
was wandering about at night, unaware of
his movements. Perhaps that assault, from
the effect of which he had only just recovered,
had something to do with it.

What with morning lessons, and the fact
that there was an important Junior XI
match on that afternoon, the Removites had
very little time to devote to the mystery
that day. Immediately after dinner the
fcotballers started off for Bannington, for
.the Saints were to play a return match
against the Grammar School. ’

Handforth and Church and McClure went
ovcr 1n Handy’s Morris Minor.

][N the morning, the schoolboy investigators

‘In the Days of Robin Hood and his Merry Men : “ SHERWOOD GOLD !

“Don’t forget your footer boot, Handy,”
sald Church, as they drove off.

“Footer boot?” repeated Handforth
absently.  “Bother the footer boot! 1'm
thinking about old Sam Markham, and I
can’t understand i

“Fcoter’'s more important this afternoon,
old  son,” interrupted Church gently.
“You’ve got to have that left boot of yours
repaired; the sole is coming adrift, and it’s
got to be stitched. You can’t go on the field
like that.”

“By (seorge, you're right,” admitted Hand-
forth, coming back to realities. *“Well, it
won’t take long.”

Several other junicrs had offered Handy
the loan of spare boots, but Edward Oswald
Lad refused. His own boots were cld and
dilapidated, but they were comfortable.
They gave him confidence. He wasn’t super-
stitious, but he had a feeling that if he
wore any other boots, he would go off form.

So in Bannington High Street a halt was
made out:ide a shoe repairer’s, whilst Iiand-
forth went in to have the stitching attended
to. Church and McClure remained seated
in the Minor.

“He won’t be long; they'll only take
about five minutes to do that job,” said
Church. “It’s a good thing we started off
in plenty of time—

“I say!” interrupted McClure in a low
voice. ‘‘Don’t stare too closely, but isn’t
that chap Dan Wicks?”

Church started and looked. Next to the
boot repairer’s therec was a public-house, and
the Morris was drawn up against the pave-
ment, practically opposite the public bar.
Dan Wicks had just emerged.

In full daylight the juniors could sec that
Wicks was even more rufhianly in aspect
than they had first believed. Two or three
other wmen—kindred spirits, no doubt—
followed him out. They all paused on the
pavement, lighting cigarettes. They were
quite unaware of the two schoolboys, who
were sitting well back in the little saloon
car, so close at hand.

“Well, that’s fixed, then,” Wicks was say-
ing, as he preparcd to part with his com-
panions. “Don’t forget, eleven o’clock sharp
to-night.”

“We gzot you, Dan,” said one of the other
men. “We meet here?”

“That’s 1t,” replied Wicks. “We can
easily walk it in under the hour, and that’ll
be just about right. So-long!”

The conversation was not exactly en-
lightening, but it was at least suggestive.
When Handforth came out of the boot
shop some minutes later he found Church
and McClure looking flushed and excited.
They told him of what they had seen and
heard.

“By George!” said Handforth excitedly.

“Eleven o’clock to-night,” mused McClure
thoughtfully. “And they’re going to walk
somewhere that they can easily do under
the hour. Doesn't that seem a bit suspicious,
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Old Sam Markham, cornered in the monastery vault, was menaced by tour men.
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‘“ Come on, you

chaps ! *’ yelled Handforth ; and he and his chums rushed to tre rescue.

Handy?
again.”

Handforth heard, but he did nct appear
tc hear; he gave a violent start.

“By George! I've got it!” he said
breathlessly. *“Wicks 13 going to meet those
men at eleven o’'clock to-night, and they’re
going to walk somewhere that’ll take nearly
an hour. My sons, they're going to the
monastery ruins!”

“Is that all your
McClure sarcastically.

“There’s some dirty work afoot,” went on
Huandforth, hot with excitement. ‘“Don’t
you see? Wicks isn’t taking any chances
to-night; he’s getting these other ruffians
to help him. It seecms to me, my sons, that
the climax will come to-nicht. There’s some
mischief brewing.”

“Well, forget the mischief for now,’”” said
Church practically. *“It’s nearly time for
the match, and the Grammarians are wait-
ing for you.”

But Handforth was so thrilled by this
latest discovery that football seemed of
minor 1mportance. As a matter of fact, he
nearly “sold” the game. During the first
fifteen minutes of play he was pre-occupied,
and if it hadn’t becn for the desperate efforts
of Church, who was one of the St. Frank’s
backs, the Grammarians would have scored.

Perhaps they're going to the ruins

own idea?” asked

Handforth the
disaster.

“What’s the matter with you, you big
ass?” asked Church indignantly. “Are you
the goalie, or am 1? If I hadu’t got to the
ball just then, in the nick of time, Westcliffe
would have scored!”

“I—I didn’t see what was happening,”

confessed Handforth, flustered.

“Well, wake up—do your job!” said
Church. “Look out! They're throwing in
from near the corner-flag, and it might be
dangerous!”

After that, Handforth came to his senses,
and he thrust all thoughts of old Sam
Markham and Dan Wicks from his mind.
He devoted himself to the game.

I.argely owing to Handforth’s brilliant
work in goal, St. I'rank’s managed to force
a draw. Hitherto, the Grammarians had
beaten every visiting side. The Saints were
well satisfied. A draw, on the Grammar
School ground, was a good performance.
The team went home jubilant.

Handforth, with Church and McClure 1n
the Morris Minor, had once again become
thoughtful, and there was a keen light of
determination in his eyes.

“Kippers for tea,” said McClure
satisfaction. " Scotch kippers, too.”

“It’s a pity you ecan’t think of anything
better than kippers!” said Handforth with

did nothinzg to avert

with
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ecorn. “Have you forgotten our responsibili-
ties? We’re going to do some investigating,

my sons.”

His chums, who were hungry after their
healthy, boisterous exercise, looked dismayed.
They had been looking forward to kippers
ever since they had left the footer field.

‘lIf

“I say, cheese it!" protested Church.
you want to do any investigating, do 1t
after tea.”

“Who said anything about getting on the
job before tea?” demanded Handforth. *‘I
mean to-night. We have tea before eleven
o'clock to-night, don’t we?t”

Church and McClure looked relieved. The
prospect of Kkippers again occupled their
mninds.

“You chaps have got to keep mum about
Wicks,” went on Handforth. *“ Understand?
Don’t say anything to the others about what
you overheard.” _

“Why not?” asked Church. “I thought
we were going to tell Nipper?”

“Well, we’re not,” said Handforth.

“We’d far better keep this to ourselves. o

We don’t want those chaps butting in to-
night and messing up our own detective
work. We're going to make a capture on

our own.

“Oh, crumbs!” moanad McClure help-
lessly.
¢ HAT about to-night, Handy, sweet-

heart?” asked K.K. genially.
It was evening, and Parkington
. had happcned to meet Handforth
in the Junior passage. Handforth tried to
look indifferent.

“Well, what about to-night?” he retorted.
“Do you think it’s worth while keeping
watch again?”

“Why bother?” said Parkington. “I’ve
been having a chat with Nipper and Travers
and the rest, and I don’t quite see why we
should lose any more sleep over this silly
business.”

“Yes, it does seem silly,” admitted IHand-
forth.

“BSo we’ll give it a rest,” said K. K. “The
chances are we’ve been making a mystery
out of nothing. After all, what do we care
about old Markhain ?”

“You’re right,” said Handforth stoutly.
“The old boy is harmless enough. If he
wants to prowl about the ruins, let him.”

And Handforth walked off, leaving K.K.
with the 1mpression that he, too, had lost
interest. But in Study D Haundforth’s eyes
were gleaming,

“I beliecve K. K. and Nipper and the others
are trving to choke me, off,” ho confided to
Church and McClure. “I’ll bet they’re plan-
ning to keep watch to-night, and theiwr wheeze
1s to edge me out of it.”

“Can you blame them?” asked Church
absent-mindedly.

(11 Eh ?n

“I—I mean, they can get along without
us, can’t they ?”’ asked Church hastily.
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“If they think thcy can choke me off,
they're mistaken!” snapped Handforth, “I'll
tell you what, my sons! Instead of gctting.
up at a quarter to cleven to-night, we'll get
up at a quarter past ten! We'll creep out,
and we’ll take up our positions before any of
tlhe other chaps! W¢e'll diddle ’em like
that!”

“But the other chaps may not be coming
out at all,” protested McClure. ‘I say, this
is getting a bit thick! We've lost a lot of
sleep two or three nights in succession ”

“And you’re going to lose some more to-
night,” 1nterrupted Handforth. “Don’t for-
get Dan Wicks! He’s coming with his
beastly pals—and we want to be ready!”

CHAPTER &..
The Fight in the Vault!

ANDIFORTH was as good as his word.
H He routed Church and McClure out
at 10.15, and, 1n order to save a lot
of bother, they dressed themselves

and crept out with him.

The conditions were very unfavourable to
start with. The moon had hardly risen yet,
and the night was pitchy black. Dense
clouds obscured the stars, and therc was
scarcely a breath of wind. So the juniors
were compelled to go very cautiously, lest
they should make some sound which would
attract attention. ¥or, as yet, hardly any of
the masters werc in bed.

However, they succecded 1n gétting to the
ruins without mishaE. They took up their
Fositions, crouching behind handy buttresscs,
walf concealed by 1vy. in close proximity to
the vault entrance. Here they waited, silent
and still, growing colder and colder.

This game was becoming monotonous, and
had it not been for the expectation that some-
thing particularly exciting was to happen
to-might, Church and McClure would have
stayed in their beds, in spite of Handforth.

But Wicks was cvidently a desperate
character, and the i1dca of Handforth heing
on this job single-handed filled his chums
with apprehension. Far better for them to
be on the spot, to lend a hand if necessary.
And there was an uncertainty about Nipper
and Travers and the rest. Perhaps they were
coming out to-night, and perhaps not.

The minutes dragged endlessly.

It secmed ages before the school clock
chimed out the hour of cleven, and epochs
secmed to pass before the half-hour chimed,
and then the three-quarters. The chums of
Study D by this time were cramped and
stiff. But for once Handforth was deter-
mined. and during the whole time he had
scarcely uttered a sound. |

Just after a quarter to twelve something
happened. A soft footstep sounded at the
edge of the ruins,-and then a figure appearcd.

The moon had risen well liy now, and,
although screened by the clouds, it was shed-
ding sufficient light for the boys to sce quite
clearly,
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Handforth tensed himself, but he need not
have troubled.- The arrival was not Dan
Wicks but old Markham, labouring along
wheezily, enveloped in his great old-fashioned
overcoat, with its many folds, resembling a
monk’s gown. The old man
down the vault steps.

“Come on!”’ breathed Handforth eagerly.
“We'll make sure of 1t this time!”

“Make surc of what?”

“Why, instead of waiting for five minutes
to pass, we'll follow him at once,” murmured
Handforth, *“We've lost him twice already,
and there’s no recason why we should lose

disappeared

“Don’t be an ass!” said Mac, turning red.
“I'm trying to be scnsible, that’s all.”

“Then follow me, and fight like the dickens
as soon as we get down into the vault,”
said Handforth recklessly. “Don’t forget
that we have all the advantage—the advan-
tage of surprise. We can get In some stout
blows first, and that'll do the trick!”

He ran for the vault steps as he spokeo
and commenced descending. There was no

help for it.  Church and McClure were
obliged to follow. They felt that they were
going to certain disaster, but, in face cf

Handforth’s rashness, there was no. alterna-

Follow Sght on his . possibly et him o
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Heo. finds it ; and

burst into the vault.
And such was the
noise in there that
the men knew

watching the ruins
from some distance,
and had followed
old Markham.
“This way !” came
Dan Wicks’ whisper.
‘“‘Follow me, and

‘““The Valley of Hot Springs!”
By Ladbroke Black.

Don’t miss reading next week’s enthralling
jnstalment of this grand adventure serial which
is breaking all records for sheer excitement.

nothing of IHand-
forth & Co.’s arrival
at the moment. The
boys beheld an ex-
traordinary scene.

Dan Wicks and

you can’t go wrong.
And don’t forget—
spring on the old
swab when I give the word |”

The others muttered their agreement, and
all four vanished. -

Handforth & Co. were in a quandary.

“I say, what the dickens. are we going to
do?”’ whispered Handforth, after a short
pause. ‘Did you hear what that brute said?
They’re going to attack old Markham!”-

“We’d better give the alarm,” said Church.
“Let’s dash indoors and——"

“Not likely!” interrupted Handforth.
“Why, it would be five or ten minutes before
anybody came-out. We’ve got to go to the
old man’s help now!”

“There's nothing like being game, Handy,”
sald Mac steadily. “You’re game right
through. But what chance should we have?
Three of us against those four toughs!”

““Not afraid, are you?’” snapped Hand-
forth.

Order Your Copy In Advance, Chums.

his companions were
concentrating the
lights from four
clectric torches on
old Sam Markham, who was standing with
his back against a narrow slit-like opening
in one of the solid walls—an opening of
which Handforth & Co. had known nothing
until now.

““No, ye don’t!”’ the old man was shouting
in a trembling voice. ‘‘You’ll only get past
if ye kill me! You’re a coward, Dan Wicks
—as I allus knew ye to bel A scut an’ a
thief!”

“Stand away from that opening, dad!”
snapped Wicks. ¢ We don’t want to hurt you
—but if you’re obstinate—"’

“On the ball, you chaps!” roared ~Hand-
forth abruptly. d he sailed in with tre-
mendous excitement and vigour.

Crash! |
As Wicks turned, startled, Handforth’s

right caught him on the point of the jaw,
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and tho man went reeling back, yelling with
agony and surprise. The next moment
Church and McClure were mixed up in it,
too.

They put up a terrifio scrap.

Wicks, during the first few moments of the
affair, was more or less helpless. That right-
hander of Handforth’s had been a real
reauty, and Wicks was all but knocked out.
So Edward Oswald was able to devote his
full attention to the other men.

He rushed recklessly at one of them who
was just getting in a smashing blow at
Church. Church went down, but at the
same moment Handforth produced that right
of his again, and the fellow sagged back with
a curse of pain. But he was a tough cus-
tomer, and the next moment he had re-
covered and was charging at Handforth like
a savage, kicking and clutching.

Old Markham, standing near the little slit
in the wall, was helpless. He seemed to be
dazed by the noise and turmoil.

As long as the three schoolboys were on
their feet, all was well. They not only de-
fended themselves, but they attacked, and
they: were so determined about it that even
these ruffianly men had all their work cut
out. But when one of the trio fell, the end
came swiftly.

It was McClure who went down first. In
attempting to dodge a vicious  kick from one
man he ran hard into the whirling elbow of
annother, and he reccived a stunning blow on
the side of his head which caused him to
stagger to the wall, all but senseless. He
fell to the Hoor in a heap.

“We’ve got ’em now, fellers!” shouted
Wicks, who was now on his own feet. *“The
darned young cubs! This is the second time
they’ve interfered!”. -

He dashed in, and Handforth, turning to
receive the attack, was unable to protect
himself against the savage kick of another
man. A heavy boot caught him on the shin,
and he sagered at the knees, reeling. Then
Wicks’ clenched fist, swinging 1n, found con-
tact with Handforth’s right eye, and the
valiant leader of Study D went over, to roll
far across the vault and lay still.

Church. still fighting, was quickly subdued.
Two blows, aimed by two men, caught him
at the same moment, and he collapsed. The
plucky juniors were strewn all over the place.
They had done well—but the odds had been
hopelessly against them from the start.

4“Young lubbers!” snarled - Wicks, with an
oath. *‘ Well, that’s settled ’em! -Now we’ll
deal with the old man!” |

Advancing upon Markham, they did not
beat about the bush. Theﬁ seized him
roughly, and Wicks, swinging his fist cruelly,
felled the poor old fellow with a single blow.
~ “This ain’t no time for gentle mecthods!”
he snapped. “Wae don’t know but what some
o' them other boys are up an’ ab. at. Curse
the kids! Even in the middle o’ the night
we ain’t frece of ’em!”

He entered the secret chamber beyond the
narrow slit in the wall, and a gloating, exul-
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tant shout came from him as he flashed his
torch to and fro.

‘“It’s ’ere, poys!” he shouted. ““Come an’
look at this! By hokey! This was worth
fetchin® wasn’t it? Three-quarters for me,
an’ a quarter divided amongst you fellers!”

The other men crowded through. Presently
they came out again, carrying small but
heavy bags, apparcntly made from old
sacking.

Almost staggering under their loads, they
mac{e for tho steps which led out of the
vault.

- CHAPTER 9.
The Climax!

¢ OMETHING’S going on, I believe,”
sald Nipper, rather anxiously.
He and Tommy Watson and
Tregellis-West were crouching in the
shrubbery, their gaze fixed upon the monas-
tery ruins. Fairly close at hand, K. K. Park-
ington, Deeks and Gofin were in similar
hiding. Travers, Potts and Fullwood were
not far off.

They had come on the watch some little

time ago, and, so far, they had seen nothing
suspicious, They had arrived just aftcr
Handforth & Co. had descended into the
vault.
- Nipper had an idea that Handforth & Co.
were on the job, but Nipper was not very
keenly interested in Handforth just now. He
fancied that he had heard faint, muttled
sounds; as though coming from the bowels
of the earth. And he half guessed the truth
—that something dramatic was going on in
tho vault. '

“We’d better be moving, I think,” mur-
mured Nipper, after another short wait., "1
can’t help feeling that——"

““Shush!” murmured Watson. “Look!”

Figures were appearing out of the ruins.
Four men had emerged from the vault, arnd
the watching boys could sce that they were
carrving hecavy burdens. They went off
rapidly, breaking through the bushes 'and
vanishing towards the neighbouring meadow.

‘“ Better let ’em go,” murmured Nipper.
“We don’t want to force a fight out here,
in the open. It would rouse half the schoo!.”

He gave a signal a minute later, and K.K.
and Travers and all the others gathered
round, looking excited.

“Come on—down into the wvault,”
Nipper briskly.

- “But those men—
ington,

‘““Let ’em go,” put in Nipper.
want to be bothered with them.”

They all went racing down into the vault.
When they arrived they were considerably
startled. ©- Handforth and Church and
McClure weroe gradually recovering. Hand-
forth was sitting up, holding his head and
uttering threats in a bleary kind of voice.
Church and McClure were staggering about

(Continued on page 40.)

said
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interrupted Park-
“We don’t
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The Mystery of the Monastery Ruins !
(Continued from opage 38.)

dizzily, and old Sam Markham was sitting
near the door of the secret chamber, wmoan-
ing piteously.

The new arrivals, to their relief, found
that none of the injured was in a scrious
way. Handforth & Co. soon recovered now
that these other fellows had arrived.

“Those—those men!’ gasped Handforth.
‘“Did you see ’em ?”

“Yes—and we let them go,” said Nipper.

‘b‘Let themn go!”’ babbled Handforth. *‘ But
p— ut_”

“On the whole, it was better,” said Nipper.
“We're thinking more of Mr. Markham,
Thank goodness he’s not injured. DBuck up,
Mr. Mackham! There’s nothing to worry
about.” -

The old man looked up with tear-dimmed
eyes.

“I1 dessay ye mean well, young gents—but
it’s too late,”” he said tragically. * That cur
of a stepson o’ mine has robbed me of all
1 possess!” '

““It . may not bo as bad as you think, Mr.

Markham,” said Nipper gently.

“Ayeo, but it is!” panted the old man,
“Don’t I know? For forty years I've been
savin’ money—silver!
boys! But it’s been a whim o’ mine to keep
my savin’s in silver. I don’t trust banks—
never did.”.

“That was mistaken of you, MNr. Mark-
ham,’” said Nipper. “If vou had trusted a
bank this thing wouldn’t have happcned.”

“I kept all the money in my cottage—
hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of
pounds !” went on the old man piteously.
**Then, when my old girl died—God rest her
soul—I was alone. Folks say harsh things
about her and me, an’ mebbe they’re right.
We never did hit it, espccially with regard
to that worthless son e’ hers.”

‘““ He’s a scoundrel!” growled Handforth.

‘““ Ay, as big a scoundrel as ever lived,”
agreed the old man. ¢ But old Minnie would
never believe it. He was her son—an’ he was
everything that was good. Just afore she
died, she wroto to ’im. I didn’t know 1t at
the time, but I found it out when Dan came
to sce me. Yes, wrote to ’im an’ told him
that I'd been ’oarding silver in my cottage
for the best part o’ my life. Told him to
come ‘ome and claim it. He showed me the
letter., When I died, she says, that money
will be rightfully his.”

“Well, perhaps that’s true, Mr. Mark-
ham,” said Nipper gently.

““ Ay, but while I live it’s mine !” retorted
the old man with a touch of fiercencss.
““ Leastways, it was,” he added, with a
groan. ‘‘Dan como to my cottage close on
three weeks ago, an’ demanded some o’ that
money. I tried to throw him out, but he
attacked me. That’s why ’c was arrested an’
scntenced to a month’s hard labour.”

Nipper exchanged quick glances with the
other fellows,

“Aye, ye may stare,
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“I think that's where vou were mistaken,
Mr. Markham,” said Nipper. “Dan Wicks
only got fourteen days in prison. Now:you
come to mention it, 1 believe the local paper
made a mistake in printing the report, and
sald that Wicks had reccived a month’s
sentence. But they wero wrong. I found it
out to-day from Inspector Jameson, of the
Banunington police,” -

The old man had a tragic look on his
face.

““Then—then that explains it,” he mut-
tered. ‘I thought I was safo from Dan for
another ten days, don't ye see? I knew he’d
come back arter he got out o’ prison. I knew
’e’d como for that silver. So I came up ’ere
night arter night, carryin’ a bag., I'm an
old man, an’ I can’t carry much at a time.”

“You've been bringing your silver here to
hide it?"”” asked Travers, with interest.

“I didn’'t think it would do no ’arm,”
said tho old man gruffly. ‘I lived in thecse
parts’ as a boy, an’ many’s tho time I've
explored theso ’ere ruins. I knew of. this
little secret cubby-’ole, although I don’t think
nobody else know of it. I thought it would
be a good idea to put my silver in 'ere, where
it would be safe. That scamp Dan would
never 'ave found it if he ’adn’t come spyin’
round, an’ me thinkin’ that he was still in
prison !” --

Now they could understand the meaning of
his nocturnal visits. Labouring under the
delusion that his stepson was safely behind

rison bars, he had been carrying his miser’s
10ardings of silver to the vault, hoping to
get 1t safely out of Dan Wicks’ way.

‘““Well, you're a fine lot of fatheads, I must
say !”’ said Handforth scornfully. ‘You saw
thoso men gotting out of this place—you
must have scen that they were carrying some-
thing. Yet you didn’t stop them!”

‘“We thought it better to let them go,”
said Nipper quictly. *““Now, Mr. Markham,
you were all wrong 1n not putting your
money into a bank. Hoarding silver—or any
kind of money for that matter—isn’t the
right thing to do. After what’s happened, I
think you ought to give us vour promise that
you'll put all your money into a bank.”

‘“But it’s gone—the money’'s gone !"”’ wailed
tho old man.

““It’s gone—but 1t's not far away,” replied
Nipper. ‘Al your silver 1s safely in our
Houscmaster’s safe.”

‘“‘Boy, what aro ye saying?’ asked old
Markham, clutching at Nipper's arm. “Ye
tell me that my money’s safe ?”

“ Every coin of it,”” replied Nipper. ‘You
sce, when a few coins were found in the
ruins, I suspected something of the truth.”

““You—you suspected?” gurgled Hand-
forth.

“Jt seemed to be a hobby of yours, Mr.
Markham, to collect brand-new coins,”” con-
tinued Nipper, ignoring the startled Handy.

“ And why not ?”’ asked Markham. ‘New
coins is heavier, ain’t they? But 1 dcn’s

(Continued on page 44.)
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A Joit from Jackson!
rofessor was clearing  his throat.,

IE
II Evidently he had something up his
sleeve, for he began to specak again,
turning at the end of every sentence
to Jackson, and making a little obeisance.

Suddenly, to Erie’s astonishment, all the
fipures in that fur-clad circle sank on their
hands and knees and bowed their heads to
the ground. The guards, as if taking their
instructions from the profcssor, stirred and
came to life, rushing back to assume their
former position on the inner rim of the
circle. There they stood at attentiomn.

**What have you beecn saying to 'em, pro-
{pssor?” Jackson inquired, hardly moving his
$ps.

““There’s no time to
explain now,” the pro-
fessor retorted irritably.
“I'm going to dismiss
the people.”

Danny nudged Erie.

Jackson’s hombshell causes a
sensation—but it doesn’t ex-
plode with the desired effect.

SPRINGS

“Cosh, ain’t the guv’nor the goods?’ he
whispered. “ He's got ’em cating out of his
hand !”

1t scemed no more than the truth, for n
response to a few more sonorous sentences
all the pcople recse, and in silence save for
the shuffling of their fur-clad feet upon the
stoncs, began to pour towards i{he exit.
Within a quarter of an hour ouly the gold-
mailed guairds were left,

“l think this would be an opportune
moment for vou to raise your hand, Jack-
son,’’ the professor remarked, in Lis ordinary
tone. “I’'m not quite clear what the cffect
of that signal will be, but T had occasion to
observe that the late Angekok always cm-
ployed soine such signal. At any rate, we
cannot remain here.”

Jackson raised his
hand, and the guard
moved forward at the
double and formed up
m two files behind hun,
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“We will now proceed to your apart-
ment,” the professor remarked.

Imperturbably, as if to the manner born,
Jackson began slowly to move across the
vast hall, Except that his stature was some
six inches less than the late occupant of the
office, he carried himself impressively and
with dignity. The professor fell in behind
him, and Eric and Danny brought up the
rcar of what might be called the advance
guard. .

As thev approached that curtain of skins,
two of tho soldiers ran forward and drew
them apart. The next moment they were
passing in single file down that very corridor
which, less than an hour ago, they had
traverscd as prisoners on their way to the
sacrificial fires.

Soon they were in the Angekok's apart-
mcent. Danny had taken off his fur cap, and
was mopping his perspiring forchead with a
rather dirty handkerchief. Jackson had
seated himself on the Angekok’s chair, and
was disengaging himself from the magnificent
heliwot he was wearing., The professor, after
somo scarch, had found 'a golden jug full
of water, which, remarkably, had escaped
from the rough-and-tumble, and was cooling
lis parched throat. Eric, in a kind of dream,
replaced the tumbled table, then, picking
up the stool he had used as a wecapon, he
sank down on it, with a sigh. None of them
spoke. Now that it was all over—now that
they had Leen rescued miraculously from a
dreadful decath—the inevitable reaction had
sct 1n.

Tho professor was the first to break the
strained silence.  He had put down the
golden jug, and had been frantically scarch-
‘ing through bhis pockets, his face growing
more exasperated every moment.

“Some 1nfcrnal scoundrel has-takcene my
pipe and tobacco!” he exclaimed testily.

Danny rose and took fromn his pocket an
old briar and a pouch.

“When youn was telling the tale just now,
guv’'nor, to them heathens in the hall, you
took out your handkerchief in a hurry. I
saw you drop your pipe and pouch as you
did it, and, thinking you mught be wanting
them, I picked ’em up.”

The professor glareg at him for a moment,
and then, with a snort, took the two articles
from him and began to fill his pipe. When
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he had at last got it going to his satisfaction,
he seated himself on the table and looked
at Jackson.

“I must congratulate you, Jackson. Your
behaviour showed both courage and initia-
tive, though I am still at a loss to under-
stancli how you managed everything so oppor-
tunely.”

“I rumbled that Angckok, professor, and
I just slipped away and hid myself 1n a
little niche in the passage which I happened
to notice. I hadn’t parted with my gun, you
see, and I thought it might be useful. As for
the Angekok—well, that was easy. Of
course, I'd meant to spring his job as soon
as I set eyes on him.” o

The professor took the stem of his pipe
from between his lips and stared at him.

‘ Perhaps you will have the goodness to
explain exactly what you mean?” he sald
sharply. .

A curious smile twisted Jackson’s lips.

“Well, vou didn’t think I was here for my
health, did you? You can have all the
science stuff, professor. I'm here for the gold
and platinum, and the best way to get it—
the only way—was to jump that fellow’s
job !”’

. He stretched his arms and yawned.

“] reckon I'm the boss here now, and what
I says goes. You threc arc right off the
map. The Valley’s minc-—for keeps!”

His little bloodshot eves scanned the faces
of his three companions. .

“Got anything to say 1t 77
inquired.

about he

The Partnership!

ANNY had a lot to say about it. It
D took him a good five minutes to say

it, and the listeners gathered the
fact that Danny was not kindly dis-
posed towards Jackson.

“I ain’t saying you haven't saved our
lives, because you have,” the ex-pugilist
finished. “But don’t you come the big
noise over us, or talk to the guv’nor like
that, because you’ll be looking for trouble,
my lad. We’ve played up to you with this
Angekok business, but that don’t mean that
the Valley and all that’s in it i3 yours for
keeps, because it ain’t. Maybe we’ll let you
have a share and maybe we won’t.”

Jackson merely grinned.

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.
ERIC DENNING, a cheery, adventure-loving youngster, lives with his uncle,

I'ROFESSOR DENNING. The professor, absent-minded and intercsted in nothing save his studies,
is expecting a visit from John Peters, an Arctic explorer who has discovered a narwhal's

horn, on which is written in Runic writing the key to tremendous treasure, in Greenland.

The horn arrices, but not Pecters.
H scoundrels, the leader of which is

owing to the activities of

DANNY, the professor’'s man-of-all-work and an ex-pugilist.

on the horn, and he and Eric and Danny travel to Greenland, and start out for the Valley
They capture Rlaunsell, who has been trailing them; he gives his name as
Passing through a tunnel in the glaciers, they arrive at the mystcrious valley.
They are made prisoners by the Angekok, or ruler of the valley, and are about to lLe sacrificed |
when Jackson, who has been missing, arrives on -the sccne. He is forced to kill the Angekol,

of Hot Springs.
Juckson.

For Peters is dead—murdered by one of a gang of

E0SS MAUNSELL. Maunsell attempts to capture the narwhal's horn, but is frustrated, largely

The professor deciphers the writing H

end, after the professor puts over a great bluff, assumes his place of office.
(Now read on.)
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“I’ll knock your silly face off if you look
at me like that !” Danny went on truculently,
half-rising to his feet. “You’ve got it all
wrong. You ain’t nothing without the pro-
fescor. You can’t talk a word of this lingo.
A nice sort of Angekok you’ll be, trying to
play the part without knowing the words.”

“I've got & gun!?” Jackson remarked
grimly. *

“But there ain’t more than one cartridge
left in it,” Danny interrupted quickly. “I've
counted. And I'’ve got the cartridges in my
pocket. You can plug one of us, but it’ll
hiave to be me or Mr. Kric, because you can’t
do without the guv’nor.”

The professor jumped to the ground.

“What Danny has said, though it might
Lave been expressed Letter, is in substance,
perfectly correct. You have assumed the
position of Angekok with all the ritual I
was able to invent on the spur of the
moment. The people of the Valley have un-
doubtedly accepted you. But your authority
is a purely nominal one, and you cannot
communicate with the people except through
me, and I certainly shall not be a party to
any proposal that places in your hands the
indisputed right to dispose either of the
mineral wealth of this region or its objects
of scientific interest.”

Jackson fingered his chin.

“No good trying to pull the bluff, 1
cuppose,”” he said calmly. **‘You've found
*he weak spot, professor. But I can learn
the language, and when 1 have learned it
I shan’t have any more use for your scrvices.”

“T’ll learn you something that goes along
of a thick ear!” Danny exploded.
Jackson raised his hand.

“I’'m just showing you the cards I hold.
’m a reasonable man. Up to now I've
bcen your prisoner. Cut that out. Let me
mm as a partner, and we'll share and share
wlike. How does that go?”

“Now you're talking
mustered.

“What do you say, professor?” Jackson
inguired.

“ T say the proposal seems reasonable. For
niyvself, what 1 chiefly desire 1s an un-
interrupted investigation cf this astonishing
In the interests of science, which

senze,” Danny

region. _
~with me are paramount, I am willing to
waive all other considerations. 1 accept

vour proposal. When we Jeave here, what-
over gold and platinum we - are able to take
with us, shall be shared among us equally,”
.t being understood, however, that this agree-
ment does not affect my right in any way
to puwrsue further investigations into the
nurder of my friend, Mr. Jochn Peters.”

“That’s a ecinch, then,” cackson broke in.
The prefessor’s last words had caused him a
pang of uneasinesz at first, but now he was
relieved.  Very cobviously, Professor Denning
d.d not know that ha—XMaunsell, alias Jack-
sm—was gulity of that ecrinse. "Now we
anderstand  one  another,” he went oo,
“VWe're partpers as long as we're here.
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What we'd betier get down to now is—how
we're going to carry on?”

That certainly was a problem. They wera
now the supreme authority in the Valley of
Hot Springs, and not one of them had the
slightest idea how that authority functioned.
They didn’t know who controlled the guards,
or whether the 1religious side of the
Angekok’s office was shared by any other
priest. They were :ublimely ignorant of
the customs of the people over whoin they
had to rule. It was clear that they might
commit a thousand mistakes, any omno of

which might prove their undoing with
disastrous results. 1t was Eric who put for-
ward a solution to this difficulty. .

“Those” girls who brought in the food,”
he exclaimed. ‘“If Jackson were to summon
them, my uncle could question themn.”

The boy was conscious that Danny was
looking at him with a rather suspicious eye.
Somechow he managed to stifle the blush that
rose to his cheeks. Inwardly, Eric admitted
to himself that he was kcen to sce again
the girl with the lovely face and the golden
haiwr who had tried to warn him of the
dangers by which they were beset.

He was considerably disappointed at the
way in which his uncle took his suggestions.
Instead of summoning that retinue of wgirls,
the professor darted to the inner doorway
and, pulling aside the curtains, disappeared
from view. Nearly an hour elapsed before
he returned, packed with information. -

The Angeckok, it appeared, nominated his
successor. There was no priestly caste whosu
votes raised one of their number to ihe
office of supreme authority. The late
occupant of the position having failed to
nominate anybody for the vacancy, an un-
foreseen difhiculty might have occurred, had
it not becn for Jackson’s prompt action.

“I understand that having assumed the
symbols of coffice, nobody will presume to
question your authority,” the professor re-
marked. At least, that was what 1 gathered
from the very intclligent yvoung lady with

whom I have been conversing. You may
have noticed her among the a'‘tendants,
Eric; a girl with rather remaickable
Scandanavian features.” -

Eric made a sound which he hoped

snggested that in a kind of gencral way,
among a crowd of much more interesting
cxhibits, he had observed the person his
uncle was describing,

“Her name is Dauchter of the Sun—at
least, that is the translation,” wenat on Pro-
fessor Denning. “She tells me that the only
dangers we need apprehend may come from
the captain of the guard. It was generally
believed that the late Angekok intended to
nominate hin as his successor, and having
hecen thwarted, he may be inclined to resent
the new rogime. We shall have to watch
this man—whose name i3+ Imatuk—very
carcfully if we are to avoid trouble.”

( Hoto Erie & Co. cltash with the ca})ffu'n
of the guard is told in next wceek’s enthralling

instalment.)
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