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/. THE FALL OF THE

TYRANT!

A Tale of School Life and Detective
Adventure at St. Frank’s, introducing
NELSON LEE and NIPPEK. By the
= —4_  Author of ¢ Turning the Tables,”

N T ‘“At the End of His Tether,”” and

Other Stories.

AUTHOR'S NOTE.
Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank’s College, to escape the atten-
tions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang Tong,
whose hatred they have incurred. Although living in the great school
in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee und Nipper nevertheless
find many opportunities to utilise their unijue detective ability in various
mysterious and adventurous cases.

CHAPTER 1.

(Phe marrative related throughout by
Nipper)
EXCITEMENT BREWING—JUST A FEW DETAILS—
IN SEARCH OF HUNTER.

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST ad-
justed his pince-nez. .
“I don't approve of such hurried
dressin’ as a rule, dear old boy, but
this is a special occasion, an’ there are ex-
cuses,”” he eaid, with an air of kindly toler-
ance. ‘‘ But, really, you haven't been more
than ten minutes altogether. It's shockin’,
Benny!"”

* The guv'nor told me to look sharp, and
I didn't mean to keep him waiting,” I said,
glancing at my watch. ‘‘I've been eleven
minutes, Montie—which isn't so dusty, con-
eidering that I was soaked to the skin and
had to change everything.” :

“I don't know how you did it, old man
—I don't really,” said Tregellis-West. * But
I feel compelled to compliment you, although
my feelin's are all against such haste.
Dreasin’ is a serious matter.”

“To you I daresay it is,”” I said cheer-
fully. “But I'm not so particular, thank
goodness. I .wonder how long we shall have
to wait? I'm jolly anxious to be off, I can
tell you.” .

The time, exactly, was twenty-five minutes
past eleven. I was standing on the steps of
the Ancient House at St. Frank's with Sir
Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson,
my chums of Study C.

We were waiting for Mr. Alvington—in
other words, my guv'nor, Nelson Lee. The
moon was shining quite brilliantly, and the
shadows were demse beneath the leafy elms
and chestnuts.

ﬂ
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It wasn't usual for Remove juniors to be
lounging on the Ancient House steps at such
a disgracefully late hour as this. But to-
night was a special night. Matters had
reached a climax in connection with Mr.
Kennedy Hunter, M.A., the man who had
made himself the tyrant of St. Frank's during
the last week or two.

Since Mr. Hunter's arrival—since he had
become Housemaster of the Ancient House—
there had been continual ferment. Mr.
Kennedy Hunter was a criminal, but if he
had been this alone his success would have
been far greater.

But his position at St. Frank’s had caused
his head to swell. And it was this unfor-
tunate condition which was mainly respon-
sible for his downfall. Had he kept his wits
about him he would have given Nelson Lee
no opportunity for obtaining the evidence
30 vital before any arrest could be made.

Mr. Hunter had attempted to ride the hich
horse at St. Frank's. Dr. Stafford bheing
away, Hunter had calmly stepped into his
shoes, taking advautage of the fact that the
Ancient House was the premier House of
the school.

The Remove had come in for -the major
portion of Mr. Hunter's venom. And Tre-
gellis-West and Watson and I had been
singled out for extra harsh treatment. This
wa3 because we had probed into matters
which were highly dangerous.

There had been a great barring-out and
many other excitements. But, at last, Mr.
Huprter was beaten. In desperation he had
atempted to Kkidnap the Headmaster, who
had returned unexpectedly. The failure of
this enterprise brought matters to a head,
and Hunter had been faced by arrest.

Even now I was still greatly in the dark
with regard to the inner facts of tlie case.

{ But I knew that Huater had accomplices in
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the district—tihere seemed to be a whole
gang of them

There was also a mysteriots underground
cavern, with two or three subterranean
tunncls lecading to it. Only an hour before
Sir Montic and Tommy and I took up our
stand on the Ancient House &teps a par-
ticularly exciting episode had occurred.

In danger of arrest, Mr. Hunter had fled.
He had takcen refuge in the. cavern, reaching
it by means of a tunnel, the exit of which
was situated upon a small island in the
middle of the River Stowe. There was a
steel door in this tunnel, and Hunter bhad
just managed to scrape past it in time.

Nelson Lee and I had been hot on the
track, hut owing to the activities of a cer-

tain Mr. Smiles—one of Hunter’s associates’

—we found ourselves trapped in the tunnel.
The latter had become flooded on account
of an explosion. Smiles was still uncon-
scious, but the guv'nor and I had managed
to escape with nothing more formidable than
a scvere drenching.

The situation now was somewhat acute.

“It’'s no good blinking at the facts, my
sons,”’” I said seriously. ‘ Hunter's slipped
away, and we're completely dished for the
time being. I've got a horrible feeling that
we sha’'n’t be able to collar him."”

““But old Alvy said that we should cap-
ture Hunter before dawn,’”’ remarked Tommy
Watson. ‘‘ He ought to know, I suppose?’’

““The guv’'nor must have more confidence
than I have, that's all,”” I said, shaking my
head. ‘1 can’t see how the thing's going to
be done. There are two or three other exits
out of that cavern, and Hunter may be
twenty milee away by this time.”

Sir Montie looked somewhat uneasy.

“1I've been wonderin’,”” he said reflec-
tively. ‘“I've been wonderin’ quite a lot,
you know. Do you think it's all right,
Benny? We ought to be in bed, begad!
Do you think we shall be allowed to help in
the chase?” .

I grinned.

““Do you think we're going to be left out
of it?”" I asked sarcastically. ‘ My dear,
innocent old Montie, I wouldn’t go to bed for
fifty quids! And you chaps are going to
eee the thing out with me. Bless your little
lives! We’'ve done such a lot that we’re
entitled to help right to the finish.”

‘““We may think so, but what about old
Alvy and the Head?’ asked Watson. ‘‘It's
a sad fact, Benny, but our respected masters
occasionally hold views different from ours.
You know that as well as' I do.”

“They won't hold different views this
vime,”’ I declared. ‘‘'If they do. they’ll have
to hold 'cm, that's all. We’'re going to stick
out for our rights—see? The very thought
of pioing to bed makes me grin.”

‘“1 wonder what the other chaps are
thinkin’?"’ said Sir Montie.

‘“ They're dreaming, probably,” I remarked.
‘* And it doesn’'t worry me in the least. The
whole truth will be out to-morrow, and
then we can explain things. The chaps will
be green with envy when they hear what
we've becn doing.”
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There was a sound in the-lobby behind us.
Nelson Lee and Dr. Stafford appeared.

“Ah! You are ready, young 'un?”’ asked
the guv'nor briskly,

‘““ Ages ago, sir!”

“We must be off without a moment’s
delay,” said Lece, regarding us thoughtfully,
“I'm not at all sure that I ought to take
you with me, but I suppose there will be a
dire_commotion if I don't?”

‘** Dire’s not the word for it, sir,” I said
grimly, '

Nelson Lee’s eyes twinkled.

“In that case, I will not stand the risk
of arousing the storm,” he said good-
humouredly. ‘‘ Upon the whole, there is no
rcason why you should not stay out an Tour
or two later. If you went to bed you would

not sleep, so there will be no actual
ditfference.”’ : -
I glared.

‘ No actual difference?’’ I retorted warmly.
‘““ There’ll be the actual difference that we
shall be on hand to help you, sir. Supposing
we allowed you to go alone? Where the
dickens would you get to then?”

““ Goodness alone knows!”” exclaimed the
guv'nor. ‘“I tremble to think of the possi-
bility, Nipper.”

‘“ Oh, don’t rot, guv’'nor—-"

‘““ And you lost sight of the fact that
you are in the presence of your _Heiad-
master,”’ went on Nelson Lee severely It
is distiretly possible that Dr. Stafford will
pack you oH to bed without further delay.”

Dr. Stafford amiled.

‘““Mr. Alvington is chaffing you, boys,"”
he said kindly. “I bhave not the slightest
objection to your accompanying him, for I
know that you could not be in safer hands.
I raise no objection.” ‘

It will thus be seen that Montie and
Tommy and I were very privilegled persons.
My chums, of course, knew my little secret
—and the guv'nor’s—and the Head was also
a member of the select circle. We¢ under-
stood one another perfectly.

JIn addition ta this, we had rescued the
Head from Hunter’s clutches earlier in the
evening, and he couldn’t possibly object to
our setting off on this night expedition—
although the whole thing was violently
opposed to school rules. There are excep-
tions to every rule, however,

‘““Thank you, sir,”” I said.

‘“‘ Begad! Rather!” put in Sir Montie.
“ Thank you awfully, sir!”’ _ .

Watson mumbled his thanks also, being a
somewhat shy individual in the presence of
the Head.” And immediately afterwards we
started out.

‘“You don’t seem to be in. any hurry,
guv’nor,”’ I said curiously, as we set off up
the dusty road. *‘‘ How’s that?”

‘ Haste, my dear Nipper, is always ill-
advised,”” replied Nelson Lee. ' *“ We has-
tened after Mr. Hunter some little time
ago, and only succeeded in getting ourselves
nearly drowned.”

‘“ But Hunter’s escaping all this time,” I
protested. ‘‘ There are other exits to that
cavern, and it's quite probable that the
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rotter is twenty or thirty miles away by this
time.”

‘“On the other hand, it is just as poasible
that he is still within the cavern,’ said the
guv'nor smoothly. ““I am not saying that
he prefcrs to remain there, but he doubtless
finds it more beneficial to his health.”

I looked up at Nelson Lee quickly.

‘“You know something, guv'nor!”
clared.

‘Do I, Nipper?'” he chuckled.

‘“ Look hcre, you're trying to be funny!”
I protested indignantly. *“ It's too bad,
guv'nor!”

‘““ Perhaps it is, young 'un,”’ said Lee.
“TI won't keep you on tenterhooks any
longer. I am not hurrying myself because
certain plans were made several hours ago.
There are two other exits to the cavern.
One i3 situated upon Bannington Moor, and
the other, as you are aware, opens into the
old quarry. Both these exits are closely
guarded.’’

“Oh!"” I exclaimed.

‘“ An' what about the exit on the island,
gir?’”’ asked Sir Montie. )

‘““If you will cast your mind back, Montie,
you will remember that I was close to the
apot when you appeared with Dr. Stafford,
after having rescued him,”” replied Nelson
Lee. “1I was goarding that exit myself.
Now, however, a guardian is unnecessary,
Even while I was chasing Hunter I was
aware that he was running into a trap, but
it is not unnatural that J was anxious to lay
hands upon him myself and get the thing
over quickly. Well, he slipped away, but he
8 in a tight corner, nevertheless.”

‘““So he can’'t get out at all?”” I asked
eagerly.

‘“ Exactly, Nipper—he can’'t get out at
ail,”” said the guv’'nor.

‘“ And we were making all sorts of guesses,”
I eaid. ‘“This is heaps better, sir. If
Hunter's trapped in the cavern it’s all plain
sailing. Is there anybody else with him?"

‘““ He has three companions in misfortune,
I bhelieve.”

‘“ And who's guarding the other exits,
sir?”’ asked Sir Montie.

‘“In the quarry—towards which we are
now walking—we shall find our old friend
Detective-Inspector Lennard,’”’ replied Nelson
Lee. ‘' He*has three men with him, and I
don't think they will allow——""'

‘“0Old Lennard!” I interrupted, with a
whistle. *‘ Great Scott! I didn't know that
the affair was so big as all that, guv'nor!
The whole district is swarming with Scot-
land Yard detectives.

‘ Your powers of exaggeration, Nipper,
have been in no _way modified during your
sojourn at St. Frank’s,”” said Nelson Lee
scverely. ‘“So far, I have mentioned four
Scotland Yard men, and you immediately
describe them as a swarm! True, there are
four others at the moor exit, but that is all.
Detective-Sergeant Smith is in charge on the
moor."”’

I felt more comfortable.

‘“No wonder you didn't hurry yourselfl
over changing your clothes, sir,’”” I answered.
‘“And I was tearing my wet things off and

I de-
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dodging Into dry ones like a maniac. You
mil% t have given me the tip beforehand!”’
elson Lee chuckled.

* There was scarcely time, my boy,"” he
replied. ‘““ And 1 don't suppose the haste
affected you seriously. But you must not
imagine that everythinz will be smooth. I
anticipate no hitch, but one is always
possible.”’

‘“* Shall we go into the cavern, sir?’’ aszked
Watson eagerly.

‘““1t all depends, Watson,”” was the
guv'nor's reply. *‘ We may find , Hunter
already in Mr. Lennard’s hands. [ sincerely
hope 80."

“I don't!" I exclaimed. * There’'d be no
fun if—"'

“1 am afraid you regard this whole aflair
too lightly,”” interrupted Nelson Lee.
‘“There is no question of fun, Nipper. I
must, impress upon you the fact that Hunter
is an extremely dangerous man. He is
capable of any violence—especially at such
a time as this. And I shall hesitate before
permitting you to enter thede underground
tunnels. I have every reason t¢ know that
Hunter would not stop at murder itself.”

‘““ Begad !’ murmured 8ir Montie.

‘““1 don’t wish to startle you, boys,” went
on Lee quietly, **but I must destroy the
impression that we have embarked upon a
pleasure trip. And I wish to prepare you
for a possible disappointment. Under no cir-
cumstances shall 1 allow ‘you to enter this
underground cavern.”

““0Oh, I say!"’ I protested.

‘““Yes, you can say all sorts of things,
Nipper, but it will make no difference,”” went
on the guv’nor firmly. *‘ However, we will
not anticipate matters. The first thing i
to see Lennard and hear his report.”

But, although we didn't know it at the
time, certain exciting things were happen-
ing to Detective-Inspector Lennard and his
three men. Nelson Lee's plans and every-
thing else were to be considerably altered
on account of these happenings.

I wasn’t there at the time, of course, but
I learned all about it afterwards. "So Il
set . down the ecvents exactly as they
occurred—and get busy straight away.

- CHAPTER II.

MR. HUNTER'S TRICKERY—WE ARRIVE CUPON
THE SCENE—(AUGHT BY CUNNING.

ETECTIVE - INSPECTOR LENNARD
was irritable.
‘“It’'s a fool's game, Bruce,”” he

growled in a low voice. ‘* Patience
is a great virtue, I've no doubt, but I'm fed
up to the neck with this waiting game.
There's nothing doing at all.’”’

‘“ There might be something before long,
?irl.l" said Bruce, of Scotland Yard, hope-
ully.

“That's what I have been thinking for an
hour past,’”’ grunted the inspector. ' We've
been stuck here for nearly three hours, and
ged haven't seen a sign of anything of any-
0 y.n
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The fact of the matter was, Mr. Levnard

was quite disgusted. An a€tive man natur-
q@lly, he hatced hanging about and idling. The
three Yard detectiver with him were in a

similar mental condition. They [felt, gsome-
Iml\;, that thcy were being left out In the
) .

“0f course those other fellows are %gt-
ting all the luck,”” went on the inspector,
pesgimistically. * We shall have one of them
round before long, saying that Hunter and
his gang are caught, and that we've missed
the whole caboodle. That's just my luck,
confound it!"’

** There's no telling, eir,” Bruce remarked.
“We might catch something yet.’”’

He wasn't aware of it, but they would
shortly catch something they hadn't bar-
pained for! These hard-hcaded men had no
particular relish for dangerous enterprises,
hnt they certainly chafcd under a long spell
of inactivity. |

“1 was expecting Mr. Kent along hefore
this, toon,”” went on Lennard reflectively.
‘1 hope nothing has huppcned—nothing to
upset our plans, I mean.’

He fell into a thoughtful mood. ‘' Mr.
Kent ' was merely another name for Nelson
Lee. The in(spectnr grinned slightly as he
thought ot {t. Under the circumstances it
wis not wise for Lee to go by his own name

neither could he be known as ** Mr. Alving-
ton,” of St. Frank's. Whatever name he
adopted, however, he was Nelson Lee—and
that was all that really mattered.

Lnnard and his three men were standing
in the old moor quarry. It was a deserted
epot in broad daylight, and at night one
could imagine oncself a hiundred miles from
civilisation.

The place was bleak and hare. Rocks were
etrewn lonsely in evegy direction. The only
green thinga visible were the tops of some
trees right in the distance, where a portion
of Belton Wood jutted out beyond the
quarry.

The black mouth of a cave yawned cloge
to Lennard. It was fairly wide once the low
entrance was passed, but it almost imme-
diately narrowed into a confined tunnel.
There were no other cave entrances; there
was no prospect of a surprise attack from
the rear.

“If nothing happcens within the next ten
minutes —-"'

Detective-Inspector Lennard paused. He
stared intently into the cave’s mouth, and
then clicked his teeth—-a little habit of his
when he knew that action was at haad.

lruce and the other men became intently |

alert.

** Anything doing. sir?"’ asked one.

“ Looks like it,”' said Lennard shortly.
** Hold yoursellves ready, my dear fellows.
And don't forget that Hunter is an infernal
trickster."”

There was cvery reason for thc inspector’s
change of attitude. Far down the tunnel]l a
dim glow had appeared. This now beccame a
positive glaie¢, and it was evident that
two or three men were approaching with
flamingy torches.

The lights flickered in the confined space
of the underground passage and revealed
the figures of four men. Lennard counted
four after some little difficulty. He etepped
into the cave and casually drew his revolver.

‘* You'd hetter come inside,”” he said, turn-
ing his head ‘ Thig is Hunter’'s lot, I
helieve. Either they don't know we’re here,
or they mean to get busy. They’ll find us
quite ready,” he added grimly.

It was ** Hunter's lot.”

The foremost man was Mr. Kennedy
Hunter himself. He held a flaring torch
above his head, and as he approached Len-
nard could see that his expression was one
af gloomy resignation. _

*1 advise you to stop just where you are,”
shouted the inspector abruptly.

Hunter halted, and the others followed his
example. A distance of perhaps fifty feet
gseparated the two parties. Mr. Hunter care-
fully withdrew his handkerchief and waved
it.

*“You'd hctter try no tricks,” began Len-
nard.

““ My dear sir, it is past the time for
trickery—although I am honoured by the
compliment,”’ called Mr. Hunter. ‘ Will you
please rccognise this handkerchief as a wkhite
flag of surrender?’”’ ,

' Just stay where you are for the present,’”
gaid Detective - Inspector Lennard. _ *1
haven't had the pleasure of mecting you be-
fore, Mr. Hunter, but I am well acquainted
with your personal appearance and attributes.
I don't accept that white-flag business, and
will rcmind you that you are at present
covered quite accurately by my revolver.”

Mr. Hunter smiled.

** Quite a melodrama—eh?’’ he suggestcd.

“1 daresay you'll find it melodramatic
cnough.'” agrced the inspector grimly. *‘ This
game docsn't quite suit me, Mr.- Hunter. If
you wish to surrender, you'll have to do
exactly as I order you. I don’t intend to
give you an inch of rope. Is that quite
clear?”

“ Painfully so,” replied Mr. Hunter. “ It
is a matter for regret that you fail to trust
me. I am, however, fully prepared to carry
out any jnstructions you care to mention. I
have considered the whole ition, and
realise that there is no possible way of
escape for me. A fight would be foolish, not
to say perilous. I am, accordingly, resigned
to the inevitable."”

‘** Down and out!”
tentedly.

‘“ Don't you make too sure of that!'’ eaid
Lennard in a low voice. *‘ The chap’s too
mealy-mouthed for mi liking. But he's not
going to trick me with his sweet words. I'll
have the whole quartette handcuffed bcforo
I trust them!” -

Therec was a moment’s silence, and then
Mr. Hunter spoke again.

‘“ Well?'' he asked wearily. | ‘

“To begin with, I want you to take out
any weapons you possess and throw them
down on the ground,” said the inspector
grimly. ‘ And please remember that you

murmured Bruce con-
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Frovide a most excellent mark in that torch-
ight. If it comes to a matter of shooting,
we have all the advantage—and we can shoot
quite straight!"’ S

Hunter did not reply, but he took out a
revolver and tossed it upon the ground in
front of himn. His companions followed his
example, and Detective-Inspector Lennard
nodded.

‘““ Any wmore?"’ he asked curtly.

‘“No,"" was Hunter's smooth reply. *‘ What
would you expect? We don’'t happen to be
walking arsenals.”

Even Lennard was convinced that Hunter
and his companions were ‘ down and out ''—
that is to say, completely at the end of their
tether and roady for surrender.
would never be mad enough to attempt
resistance. = Lennard was quitc sure upon
that point.

He had dealt with criminals for many years
past and knew the signs well.
inspector was, however, he did not quite
allow for the cunning treachery of Mr.
Hunter.

‘““ That’'s all right,”” he said comfortably.
‘“ Bruce, you'd better go along and handcuft
them—in pairs. No, string the whole bunch
up together; it will be safer upon the
whold’” ,

‘“ Right, sir!’”’ said Bruce.

‘“ And if there's any foolery,” added Len-
nard, with a hard note in ‘his voice, ‘‘ there’ll
be the very blazes to pay. I'm not pocket-
ing my revolver until this business is over.
Bcar that in mind, Mr. Hunter.”

“I am not quite a fool,”
sourly.

Certainly the inspector took every possible
precaution. The criminals were disarmed,
and they would be covered by three revolvers
whilst Bruce handcuffed them. Nothing
could be more satisfactory. Lennard only
overlooked the fact that these men were so
desperate that they were quite willing to
risk their lives if thcre was the slightest
prospect of escape.

. Bruce went forward confidently, jingling
his handcuffs with pleasant anticipation. He
faced Mr. Hunter with a quiet grin of
triumph upon his face. He had every reason
to feel satisfied.

‘““ Now, sir!"" he said briskly.

Hunter held out his hands meekly. But
the ncxt second the act of treachery oc-
curred which Lennard had feared, but had]
dismissed. Hunter suddenly seized Bruce
by the shoulders and spun him round.

“Don’'t fire!"' he shouted.
receive every bullet if you do!”

Detective-Inspector Lennard rapped out a
short awear word.

Just for 2 moment he dMn't know what to
do. Hunter was immediately bchind the |
startlecd Bruce, and the cther three men had
fallen into singe flle. Thus there was
nothing to take aim at except the Yard
detective himself. .

Crack!

It was not Lennard’'s revolver which spoke,

said Hunter

The fecllows |

Smart as the |

“ This man will |

but Hunter's: He and his men wcre still
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well armed, regardlesa of the empty weapops
they bad flung down. And they were not
waiting to be attacked, but opened the
battle themselves.

One of Lennard’'s men uttered a sharp cry
and tumbled down. The inspector was
simply mad with fury. He couldn't firc with-
out hitting Bruce, but this appalling state of
affairs must not continue.

‘“Charge!"’ he shouted hoarsely.

He and his remaining man rushed forward
with great courage. Each knew that that
moment would probably be his last. There
was another 3purt of flame, but the bullet
went wide.

Bruce, by this time, had acted, although
he, too, knew that his danger was consider-
able. He twisted sharply and attempted to
kick Hunter's feet from under him. But as
he was in the act of doing so one of the men
in the rear brought a revolver-butt down

upon his head with terrific force. He
collapsed, senseless.
‘““ No more firing!”" snapped Mr. Hunter

sharply.

The odds were all in his favour now. They
were four against two, and plucky though
Detective-Inspector Lennard was, he couldn't
fight against such numbers with any prospect
of success.

He flung himsclf at Hunter. For perhaps
three minutes there was a terrific melee, but
the end was inevitable. Lennard’s companion
went down first. A lighted torch had been
thrust at his face, but he turned his hcad in
the nick of timc, and only received a severe
burn on the side of his hecad. But he went
down, and he was held helpless in a sccond.

Lennard collapsed a moment later, attacked
in front and at the rear. But he managed
to inflict severe punishment upon Mr. Hunter
before falling. With a bleeding mouth and a
gashed cheek, Hunter rapped out his orders.

‘“ String them up!’’ he snarled. ‘¢ Where's
that rope? String them up so that they
can't move an inch—and gag them, too!”

This work was accomplished rapidls.
Lennard and the man with a burnt head were
conscious, but Bruce was still senseless. The
other man, who had been out of the fight
at the very start, was suffering from a
hullet wound in the thigch—not very serious,
but he was quite helpless. He, too, was
callousiy strung up without receiving the
slightest attention.

It can scarcely be said that Lepnard was
to blame for what had occurred. He had
experienced bad luck, but his superiors would
probably take a diflerent view. Certainly L2
had been in charge and was responsible.

** Take them to that cave further along,”
ordered Hunter grimly. ‘ We don’t want to
leave any sign.”’

The four helpless men were roughly dragged
out of the cave, and taken to a small open-
ing about thirty fcet further along the
quarry. Here thcy found themselves pitched
into a kind of crevice in the rocka. It was
narrow and low, but quite deep. The place
was an excellent prison.

Hunter and his men stood in the darkness
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m the tennel. Their torehes had
n e , and they were (ecling
themerives.

Wc have heen loeky,'’ declared Hunter.
“A few acratiches 8 snle damage, |
belirve. Thnoee Mfernal detectives were
vrmed, md it was louch and gn for a moment
m Itn

‘'You mved the sitaatinn splendidly, sir,”’
declated ope of the olher men. - It would
have been all 'x bat for you.’

Huwter nodde
reopratils o this Saster’ a said M A

or * L a
hard voice. *° By beaven! i'd ki) Nim like
a dog' These leml-ul Yard fellows are
werely carrying outl orders. PBut enmmedody
umd it all- snmebndy started the whale

sinesa. We're stmply Deatlen, and t's no
wer den h( the facrt.’

‘ Hadn't we hetltcr be getting away — "'

" Quiet— quiet ' snapped Humter.

Hle was lnoki towards the end of the
quarry Two ne three Agurcs bad appearcd
sgatnet the night oaky. 'y were roach-
ing. As a matter of f(act, Nelaon was
Just appcaring an the sccne with 8ir Moatle
and Tomm) and me.

" By Omr ** mattered one of Ruater's
men ** We¢ must ron—-"'

‘Panl "’ hissed Munter. " Unicss 1 am nol
mistakcen, the newcumers nn the very f«T“
1 wish to srec the man | was jusl referr

t and those accureed .elwnl!mn. We mest
teiek them Lo ™'
“Bat it's tew rishy, @'t It?”
" The wwide are all ia our lavour, man,’
becathed Hemter softly. * Do juet as 1 tell
vt And everyth will be all right. This
spleadid ! 1 had llot for

sirh a glorione o'poﬂol“y as this.”

Mcoanwhile the guvauw and | were a
u'mdmm fall of comfdence, with Tregel

¢tk and Watena just behind - for lln rochy
peth was parrow. The sllcace of the place

nted 0 the fact that steriling

d happened. Il we had only arrived te@
minutlce carlier, we should have thought very
diftcrently’

| eapeet Leonard will be just within the
cave nr lumagmg ncar the mouth of W™
tomarked Nelona Lee “1 can just re
him. ynung ‘un. Leasard o an latensuly
artive feilow, and be kathee idleness. 1 Rave
emdooMth-llnhqﬂgeMdnnbc

abuatl thye desniunte

“ b, welt, there'l) something doing be-
fore * 1 remarked comfort A
wish you d Ict 9 take part ia the escitement,
guv'mnme.’

[ te Impomible, my bhoy.”

1 ddn't say any more, lnt ! knew that once
Nelmm Lev's wmind was made up, -dhhz
wolld alter It Weo were already within ogh
ol ouar destination. We cvwmid even are the
dark Agurce uf Lennard and bls mon in the
uep shadows acar (he cave.

At loaat. thatl & vhat we d And
why em carth shoold we have ¢ amy-
thing cler? We wcere uw o mect “our
wal oR guanrd at h. Web,
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there were four men there. How was I§

huomanly ble for us to know, or even
sespoet, these men had been changed?
I'm not a fellow to make cxcuees when I’'ve

blundered, but in this cular matter it
would bo rank injustice to accuse the
g of being emlc- He wamm't care-

Ho simply placed faith in Detective-

setor Lennard—and it was the latter who
h falled. Althoqh goodness knows, poor
old Lennard couldn't be blamed much. The
whole business was sheer bad luck.

** All quiect, Lennard?’’ asked the guv'nor
sofily, as we bhalted in front of the cave.

“ That you, Kent?'” came a faint whisper,
lnrodblo to recognise.

° l’n xlad you've come jut now,”’ went on
the supposed Lennard. **1 thougﬁt 1 heard
sumething in the tunncl a moment ago.’’

It seemcd Lo me rather curicus that Len-
nard and his men kept back unonu-t. the
shadows, bLut | dldn't think that any uf
was wrong. Nelson Lee took a step ferwa
and tt:.n pauscd. He had begun vaguely to
sespec

** What's the matter with you, Lennard?”
he asked sharply. '* Why can't you come
out here, iato the mooalight—"'

The four men moved mclly and in 2

rather startlin mumr laced them-
seives m suc at we stood
between them an tlln eave entrance. And
at the same second four clectiric torches

h:lni:n;d out, revealing us Ia brilllant, sharp
r .

"Dmt move &8 finger—don’t attempt $o
nn&o " came the aharp, well-known voice
r. Keancdy Huur ‘“You are
coveted accurately, and if you show ¢

slightest resistance we shall firel”

-

L

CHAPTER I11.

FORCED INTO THEB CAVERWN—THR BIPLOGIOWN—-
RO RSCAPS.

EL®OR LEE remained perfesily calm
in spite of the appalling truth, which
it va like solid. We had
been (ra trapped! And we had

walked into it

“* Oh, hegad!" nu".nnd 8ir Moatie, with
a breath.

“Doa’'t move, bops,”” sald Nelwon Lee

“You must obey Mr. Hunter's

gr::mm vltbuul. question. Don't move an

“1 am delighted to find that yon are
taking a sensibie. view of the affair,”’ eame

Mr. Hunter's voice from behind one of the
Mgbts. ‘** You have every reason to know
that | am desperatec. 1 shall not hesitate to

act Jdrastically It you foree me. You were
tricked ncatly—-ch?”’

Netson Lee naddded.

** Rather too m-al.lf he agreed. ' But 1
Al cuncerning mjysell with regard to Detec-
tUve-Inspector . Leanard. | will not deny
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that [ blundered into this trap of yours very
clumsily ; but Mr. Lennard wasa left in charge
of this particular poet, and thc blame—if any
exists--1s mainly his.”’

** You are doing poor Lennard a gross in-

tice,”" said r. Hunter calmly. ‘' He
ought gamely, and his men were really

lendid. Oh, yes, it was quite an exciting

ttle fight. But they are quite harmlcsa
m.u
I went cold all over.

‘“ Have you—have you killed them?” 1
gasped. ‘' Oh, you demon——"'

** You need not be afraid, Master Bennett."
interjected Hunter. *‘ There has been no
bloodshed—at leaast, nothing of any con-
sequence. [ intend to dcal with you later,
my fine schonlboy. You will all enter the
tunnel at once.”’

‘“ Begad' Let’'s fight for it—"'
‘“ No, Montie--no!"”' snapped Nelson Lee
curtly.

llis tone was unusually sharp, and he
backed into the tunnel. We followed him,
and in the confined space of those rocks the
sense of heing in Hunter’s power was far
more acute.

1 knew why the guv'nor was so firm. If
he had been alone would probably have
made 2 fight for it before entering the
tunnel. But he wasn’t alone, and he was
responsible for the safety of us boys. If i
came¢ to a matter of revolver shooting we
should simply be mown down. .

And Nelson Lee was left with only one
oourse to pursue. He was compelled to
admit defeat and to obey Hunter's orders
in eveey detail. There was nothing else for
it. unless we wanted to start these scoundrels
off in the shooting line.

But we were bolling. Our first feeling of
amazement and dismay had vanished. We
couldn't take Hunter's word about Detective-
Inspector Lennard, of course. What had
happoned to the Inspector? Was he dead?
Were his three men dead, too? Or were they
merely hidden away somewhere?

Honestly, I believed that Hunter was
capable of any act of violence. There was
a look imn his eye which meant danger. It
wasn't merely an expression of hatred, but
something worse. He was determined, and
absolutely callous.

I wondered what our fate was to be.
Hunter had got us into his clutches now, and
I wasa't foolish enough to suppose that he
would allow us to go without exacting full
rovenge for what we had done in the past.

Therc was the guv'oor, too. Hunter onmly
knew him as ‘‘ Mr. Kent,” a Secret Service

agent. But he knew that *‘ Mr. Kent'' was
sible for his undoing. And the prospect
before us was the reverse of cheerful.

“1 may as well inform you that my plans
are made to the last detall,”” said Mr.
Hunter, from bchind us. “I had feared
that | should be compelled to make a very
hasty decparture, bat things arc now easier.
{ may eveu pay another visit to St. Frank’s.
“l‘hm“ls a cortala duty for me to perform

It wasn't s0 much what he said, hut the
way he said it. There was something in his
voice which sent a cold shiver through me.
Mr. Hunter was grim. His object in going
to St. Frank's was a villainous one, [ felt
sure. -

But at the mement I was far more in-
terested in what wuas gofng to happen n
these old tunnels.

Just when everything had bheen going right
this disaster had befallen us. There was
no sense in blinding our eyes to the fact that
the disaster was of the first magnitude.
Hunter had been driven out of his
mysterious cavern by Nelson Lee's activity.
Therefore Nelson Le¢ would have to pay the
rice. For a long time past my chums and

had harassed Hunter in the mast deter-
mined manner at every opportunity. There-
fore, also, we should have to pay the prioe.

And the price was likely to be very heavy.
“This is a fine thing, Benny boy,”” mur-
mured Sir Montie, as he walked beside me.

‘“I feel boiling, you know—fairly bubblin’
over. Can't we do somethin’™ Can't we
really?”

*“It's“no good, my dear chap,’” I replied.
‘““ Mr. Kent’'s right, it would be madness on
our part to show fight. Pluck’'s one thing, but
foolishness is another. And it would be sheer
foolishness to resist at present.””

‘“But it's so rotten, old bhoy,”’ protested
Montie. ‘ 8tHl, it’s a frightfully rotten thing
to grumble. I bar grumblin’. And. after all,
we're only gettin’ what we wanted. Begad!
This is excitin’, ain’t it?"

I grunted.

‘“It's not the kind of excitement I wanted,'*
I said. ‘‘ The whole thing's the wrong way
about, Montie. Hunter's top-dog. and it’'s no
gnod denying it. There's something awful in
store for us.”

‘ You always were a cheerin’ chap,’” re-
marked Montie placidly.

I admired his coolness. I didn't feel a bit
cool myself; I wanted to turn round and
hurl myself at Hunter like a young tornado.
I wanted to do so many things and couldn’t
gok one! It’s a rotten feeling, and no mis-
ake.

Tommy Watson was walking with thd
guv'nor in front. He was very quiet; he
hadn’'t said a word the whole time. But
although his nerves were shaken, he kept a
stiff upper lip. If Hunter had expected us
to be shivering with fright he was greatly
disappointed.

‘“ There is one point I overlnoked.” came
Hunter’'s voice from the rear. ‘ You carry a
wcapon, no doubt, Mr. Kent. Plcase do not
be so foolish as to attempt to use it. My
own revolver is still in mz hand, and any
trickery on your part might cause my finger
to slip., and it would be most unfortunate if
Tregellis-Weest were to cease his worldly
existence’’

‘** Begad!'' murmured Sir Montic. * Unfor
tunate ain't the word! It would be a
shockin’ pity, it would, really. What should
1 do without any existence?™ '



8

“My bhat!” I murmurcd.

' ‘“You've got a
nerve, old son!”

Nelson Lee came to a halt. He looked at
Mr. Hunter squarely. Montie and I stood
between them, and waited.

“What are your intentions—exactly?”’
asked the guv’'nor steadily. ‘ You needn’t
think that I am contemplating sudden
activity. As you say, I should not be so

feolish. But why are you forcing us along
this tunnel?” '

Mr.  Huntcer laughed softly. )

““You will find out for yourselves scon—
very soon,’”’ he replied.

‘ You refuse to explain?”

‘“ Exactly.”

Nelson Lee turned and continued walking
onwards. I knew that he was consumed with
anxiety and worry. He was thinking of us
far more than of himself. And how he
?mnaged to remain so calm was a mystery
0 me.

I knew well enough, however, that this
passive policy was a sensible one. If Hunter
cscaped altogether it wouldn’t matter so
much—not so much as if Montie or Tommy
fcll a victim to insane revolver shooting. I'm
not referring to myself, although I should
probably have been the first to fall in a
ficht. Hunter hated me with a very par-
ticular brand of venom.

The tunnel dipped slightly, and then 1
beccame aware of a glow ahead. We turned
a corner, and the passage widened. Small
clectric lamps were dotted at intervals along
the roof, showing that we had entered the
ronic of the cavern.

The place was still a mystery to me.
Elaborate machinery was there, I knew—
printing presses, and all sorts of other
things. It was quite possible, I reflected,
that we should soon find ourselves among a
host of other enemies. I made a remark to
this effect to Sir Montie.

dear old boy,” he

“It’s quite possible, .
ohserved. ‘‘ That will be frightfully exciting,
won't it? It's like bhcin’ prisoners in the
hands of the Prussians, begad!”

Nelson Lee turned his head.

“J don't think we shall meet any more of
these gentry, Montie,”” he said quietly.
“They only numbered five, all told. The
fifth, as you know, is Mr. Smiles, and he is
still recovering from the cffccts of being
blown out of that hollow tree on the island.
The enemy force is quite a small one.”

‘* Big enough for me!” I gruntcd.

‘““You musi not be impatient, Bennett,”
murmured the guv'nor. * We can do nothing
at present, but the position may not rcmain

* The position, my dear sir, will become far
more acute—so far as you are concerned,”
gaid Mr. Hunter pleasantly. “You have
correct information, I observe. Poor Smiles
is done for, but that is his own fault—the
fool! But I am not done for, as you doubt-
less recalise.”

‘“ Don't you speak too soon, you rotter!”
grawled Tommy Watson, driven to speak.
“ You'll eome a cropper before long!”

pe=t

i

.too, becat a rapid retreat,
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‘* Hush, Watson—hush!”
quietly. :

He didn’t disapprove of Watson's remark,
but he was afraid that too much would be
said.,  And Hunter was in such a mood that
he would make things jolly warm for us if we
got ‘‘fresh.”’ '

1 took a glance behind me, and saw that
Hunter was wearing a mocking kind of a
smile. The other three men followed in the
rear. They all carried revolvers, although,
somehow, these weapons looked singularly
out of place in their hands. :

They weren’t criminals of the type which
is usually accepted. To. all appearances,
indeed, they were respectable persons. Two
cf them wore glasses, and had obviously been
brought up as gentlemen. The other was
dark, and without doubt a foreigner. I
couldn’t help feeling that the whole adventure
was unreal.

Herc was a learned manp—an M.A.—hustling
us before im at the point of a revolver—a
man who had recently occupied the respon-
sible’ position of Housemaster at one of the
biggest public schools in England!

1t was wildly absurd—but it happencd to
be true! And it also happened that Mr.
Kennedy Hunter, M.A., was in very deadly
earnest. His threats were not idle ones; and
I bhad an uncomlortable idea in the back ot
my mind that something of a particularly
unpalatable nature was in store for us,

I came to this conelusion mainly because of
Nelson Lee’s attitude. 1 had hardly ever seen
him so thoughtful before. For himself he
didn't care a jot just now. He knew that he
had led us into this hole, and the respdnsi-
bility weighed upon his shoulders enormously.

He couldn’t for the life of him see how the
tables were to be turned. Hunter had got us
at his mercy at the very outset, and we
hadn’t the ghost of a chance since. You
can’'t attack a man who is pointing a fully-
loaded revolver at you. Or, at least, if you
do, you simply ask for trouble.

Quite suddenly we entered a huge black
cavity. The electric lamps I mentioned a
minute or two ago were not burning, and,
except for the torches of our captors, the
place waa in total darkness.

And it seemed as though we stepped into
a blackness which was solid. The rays of
the torches behind did not penetrate any
distance. The guv’nor walked forward
blindly, and we followed him. And something
throbbed inside me.

In this black place we should have more
chance—we might be able to dodge round,
or something like that. In the narrow con-
fines of the tunnel, with the lights full upon
us, we had been helpless. But now—well, 1
could imagine all sorts of possihilities.

I was hasty, however—we wcren’'t allowed
any rope!

Hunter rapped out a sharp order, and I
turned curiously. The three other men were
retreating with great haste, and Hunter him-
self had just pulled a cord which projected
from a crcvice in the rocck wall. ‘Then he,

said the guv’'nor
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‘““ What the dickens——'" I began.

** Back, boys—back!'’ roared Nelson Lee
frantically.

Something in his tone caused me to dodge
away with such rapidity that I blundered
hecadlong into Sir Montie. We tumbled over
in a heap.

*“ Begad!

Crash! .

Montie was interrupted in a dramatic
manner. A thunderous roar sounded. It
didn’t seem 80 much like an explosion as an
immense fall of rock., Splinters flew vhrough
,the air in dozens. At any rate, I caught
two of them, and one caused quite a nasty
gash on my left cheek.

Everything was confusion.

Choking volumes of dust filled our throats
and cyes. Nelson Lee and Watson were flung
down, and Montiec and I would have been
flung down, too, if we hadn't becn sprawl-
ing already.

But, curiously enough, we weren’t injure
except for a few scratches. The explosion, or
whatever it was, had been quite a local atlair.
Just for a horrible second 1 had believed that
the whole cavern was tumbling down upon us.
But now the silence was perfectly deadly.

‘““ Begad!"' came a gasp from Sir Montle.
! What was it, dear fellows?”

‘1 should call it an air-raid, if we weren't

You're chokin’ me, old boy—"

miles under the ground!” I spluttered. *‘ Are
you all right, guv'nor?”*

‘“Yes, lad,” came Nelson Lee's reply.
' Where is Watson?”

‘*Oh, my only aunt!”’ choked Watson. ‘1]
—1I'm still alive, I believe, sir. But I'm

blinded, or something—I can't see a thing!”

‘* What the dickens did you expect to sce,
in this darkness?”’ I panted, scrambling to
my feet. ‘- Where’s my torch? Where the
merry dickens——"'

I paused. A sudden blaze of light had hit
me in the face. Nelson Lee had found his
torch first. 1 caught a glimpse of Sir Montie
and Tommy. They were sitting up dazedly,
and they presented such an extraordinary
appearance that 1 couldn’t possibly help
grinning—in spite of the deadly nature ol our
position. They were both grey with dust
from head to foot. Several jagged tears
shcwed in Tregellis-West’'s elegant clothing.

‘“Can you sce now, Watson?'’ asked the
guv'nor anxiously.

“Yes sir, I—I think se!"”’ gasped Tommy.

1t was quite evident that poor old Watson
had caught the bulk of the dust and chips.
He had several painful grazes, and he was
balf smothered with blinding dust. Befrre
even attempting to find out what had
occurred, Nelson Lee satistied himself that
none of us was particularly injured. He
breathed more freely when Tommy ard
Montie stood up, and announced themselves
whole.

‘‘ We must congratulate ourselves, boys,”
be exclaimed. ‘‘ We are at least uninjured,
and that is something to be very thankful
for.”

‘““ But what happened, sir?’’ I asked.

‘““ An explosion happened, Nipper—as you
must certainly understand for yourself,”

{

[P

9

replied the guv'nor grimly. ‘' [ guessed that
Hunter had something of this nature in store
Confound the brute'! We could do uothing
against him!"’

Nelson Lee walked over to the mouth of the
tunnel—or, to be more exact, to where the
mouth of the tunnel had been. It wasn't
there now. A mass of tumbled rocks Alled
the space, and a mouse couldn’'t have got
through. One flash of the torch was quite
sufficient to convince us that a steam shovel,
working at flve hundred horse-power, would
be needed to clear the place.

““The tunnel's collapsed!”

Montie soberly.
‘1t 13 casy to see that this dodge waq pre-
arcd beforehand,”” said Nelson Lee. * The
rock walls were loosened at this paoint, and
a small charge of cxplosive was placed ready.
Having forced us into the cavern, Hunter
merely pulled the string, and retreated.”

‘“ But it was risky, wasn’t it, sir?"’ I asked.
‘ For Hunter, I mean?"’

‘* Not at all, Nipper. The explosion Itself
was a very small business,”” was Nclson Lee’s
reply. ‘‘ Had it been greater we should not
be alive at this moment. 1t was of just suti-
cient strength to Dbring the loose rocks
tumbhling down. Once started, the tunnel
caved in completely. It was the full of rock
which caused the most noise. The actual ex-
plosion was merely a subdued pufl.”

‘* Begad! Those sort of pulls ain’'t at all
nice,”” observed 8ir Montic. *‘ But [{'m
shockin’ly bewildered.  An’ I'm frightcened,
too—1 am, really. 1 may not look it, but
I'm simply quakin’ an’ shiverin'!”

‘1l am very pleased with you, boys,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘' Far from quaking,
you have displayed wonderful courage and
presence of mind. What a pity—what an in-
fernal pity! 1 am afraid our position is ex-
tremely grave.”’

‘““ We're in the cavern, ain't we, sir?"’ asked
Watson.

‘“ Yes, my boy.”

‘““Then what ahout the
Can't we get out——"’

‘““If you will take the trouble to think,
Watson, you will surely realise that Mr.
Hunter would not block this exit alone,”” said
Nelson Lee gently. * There are two other
exits. One, as we know, i3 as hopeless as
this one we sec before us. The tunnel
beyond the steel door is flooded to the root
with water. The other exit, we may be sure,
bhs also becn dealt with.”

“ Let’s have a look at it,”” I said eagerly.

Nelson Lee led the way across the cavern.
We followed behind him, quivering with
excitement and shaking from the effects of
the explosion. And presently the guv’nor
came to a halt. His clectric torch was
shiring upon a jagged heap of rocks—-cxactly
similar to the one we had just left.

* You see, boys?’’ he asked steadily.

“This exit's blocked too!" I rcaid, with a
husky catch of my breath. * It—it meana
that we're imprisoned?”’

Nelson Lee nodded.

My dear lads, the truth is only too ter-
rible,”” he agreed, his eyes shining with

remarked Sir

other exits, sir?
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anxicty and concern. ‘ We are imprisoned
completely and utterly, and 1 am doing you
a kindmwess hy stating that our chances ol
cacape nppear to be extremely remote. 1t is
just ns wcll that we should realise that at
once.”’

We stared at one another dazedly.

1t was true—we were trapped--trapped in
thce bowels of the earth!

CHAPTER 1V.
BUNTER'S EVIL JOY—A VISIT TO ST. PFRANK'S—
THE ACT OF A MAD FANATIC,

R. KENNEDY HUNTER was feeling
immensely pleased with himself. He
simply gloated with evil triunmph.

*“They are imprisoned—buried
alive!’ he cxclaimed, rubbing his hands to-
gether in a manner which caused his com-
panions to feel uneasy. ‘* They may burrow
for hours—for days—but they will never see
the light of day again!”

“ By hcavens,”’ muttered onc of thc other
men, it is drastic, Hunter!’'
‘*“ Drastic!” snapped Hunter.

“ How would

you have it, then? Those four in the cavern|

arc chicfly responsible for all our troubles.
They have been paid for their folly—paid in
full. Bah' You ure a coward, Slater!”

Slater, who was a somewhat elderly man,
with thin, sharp features, frowned at the
taunt.

1 won't argue with you, Hunter,’”' he said.
** OQur best policy is to get away from this
district as soon as we possibly can. It is too
hot to hold us--hotter now than ever before.
You may like these excitements, but 1 am a
man of quirt habits myselt. The whole
thing is distasteful to me.”

“ But you raise no objection to naetting
other peopie to do violent deeds—eh?’ said
Hunter sourly. * Splendid, Slater! You feel
that your brain is of more value than your
musclo-—eh?"’

Slater made no reply, and the four men
walked along the tunncel. Hunter had been
surveying the resuit of the minor cxplosinn,
and hc was perfectly satisficd. He knew quite
well that the obstruction was Immovable.
Any determined attack to clear away the
debl:'ia would only result in a further fall of
rock.

‘1 am particularly pleased about the
boys,’’ continued Hunter, as he walked ahead
of his companions. ‘' Indeed, I am inclined
to congratulate myself most heartily. Those
boys are young demons, and it gives me
astounding plcasure to know that they will
never see another day.”

**Oh, don’t harp on it!"” growled Slater.

** My dcar fellow, 1 shall harp on it until
I am tired of doing s0,”” said Mr. Hunter
evenly. ' We have tricked our enemies in
the most delicious manner, and why should
we not express satisfaction? Complete liberty
is llwlorc us; but I have not finished yet. Ob,
no!’’

‘* What do you mean?”’ asked one of the
othersa,

H
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‘“‘ Exactly what I say.

‘* But we are leaving the district at once,
surely?’’ asked Siater sharply.

Mr. Hunter shook his head.

‘* Not quite at once, my friend,"” he replied.
“1 intend to pay another visit to that noble
scat of learning, 8t. Frank's College. The
Headmaster will probably be most delighted
Lo see me; and there are other reasons.”

‘““But it is madness!’’ exclaimed Slater
huskily. ‘“ Don’'t be go insanely rash, Hunter.
Escape while you have the chance—"

** That’s enough!”’ said Hunter coldly.

** Good heavens, man, cannot you see that
you will endanger your own position—and
ours?’’ demanded Slater angrily. *‘‘ An hour
ago we belicved that capture would be our
fate. And now that we have a splendid cbance

of escaping, you suggest this mad idea! I1v
is suicidal!’’ _
Mr. Hunter smiled.
‘* Selfishness—eh?'" he said pleasantly.

‘“ You are thinking of your own skin, Slater.
But have no fear. I shall not endanger your
liberty in the slightest degree. The delay
will bec but brief, and I shall accomplish
much.’’

‘* What are your intentions?’’

“I will tell you that later
Hunter’'s brief reply. |

And the party proceeded in silence to the
exit. They arrived, and found the moon still
shining placidly and serenely. The nignt was
perfect, and the world seemed a sweet place
to live in. .

‘“ Yes, 1 think that will do splendidly,” ex-
claimed Hunter, as though speaking his
thoughts aloud. ‘' Let me sce, what is the
time?”’

‘* Twenty minutes to one,’”’ said Slater, con-
sulting his watch. -

‘‘We bhave no time to waste,”” continued
Hunter. * These June nights are absurdly
short, and we must be away long before
dawn. But it can be done—easily. 1 have
formulated my plans to the last detail. You
three will leave me bere, and you will go at
once to the secret boathouse.”

on,”’ was

** Are you not coming with us?” asked
Slater.
“ Not yet. I want you to get the motor-

boat out in rcadiness,” said Hunter. ‘' Havo
it near the river bank, just at the foot of the
school playing-fields. I dare say I shall be
there even before you are ready.”

‘“ But I do not 3ee—"'

‘“And I do not intend you to see,” was
Hunter's cold interjection. ‘' You have your
orders, and that is sufficient. Make no
blunders, Slater. I leave you in charge, and
you are responsible. Have the boat at the
spot 1 mentioned as quickly as possible.
Trust me, and everything will be all right.”

And Mr. Hunter, without another word,
nodded and walked away. His companions
found it necessary to walk in the same diree-
tion, but Hunter evidently preferred to be
alone. He paced on in front briskly and -
with a buoyant .step. Although his chi«f
plans and schemes had been completely
wrecked, the prospect of a bitter revenge
caused him to be almost cheerful once more,
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But he was now in a very dangerous con-
dition. His success in the tunnel had a
curious effect; he felt that he could go to
any dastardly length in perfect safety. In a
certain way Mr. Hunter was suffering from a
kind of madness. It was a madness brought
on by intensely bitter hatred.

By the time he arrived at the school his
plans were quite clear. He was positive that
Dr. Stafford would still be in his study, and
in this supposition he was not wrong. A
light glowed behind the thick curtain in the
Head’'s study. But the remainder of the
school was in total darkness.

- Just as Mr. Hunter was about to cross the
Triangle a dim form came out from behind a
clump of bushes. Hunter paused abruptly.
The form came nearer.

‘““1s—is that you,
whisper.

Mr. Hunter smiled.

‘“ Why, Bates, I wondered where you had
got to,”” he exclaimed softly. ** You are just
the very fellow 1 want.”

Bates, the page-boy, breathed with relief.

‘“I have been mortal afraid that some-
thing 'ad 'appened to you, sir,”” he explained
huskily. ‘‘ You want me, sir? I'm ready to
do anything you like—but it's risky, ain't it?
Qughtn’'t we to escape —*”

‘““ Now, Bates, 1 don't want any grumbles
from you,’” said Mr. Hunter. ‘I am about
to visit the worthy Dr. Stafford, and your
assistance will probably be of use. No, no
questions. Follow me!”

Bates did so without saying anything
further. He was not merely a page-boy,
although he had held that position in the
Ancient House under Mr. Hunter’'s rule. He
was really the Housemaster’'s confidant in
many matters—a trustworthy messenger. And
Hunter deemed it singularly fortunate that
he had turned up just now.

The pair entered the Ancient House boldly,
the side door being unlocked. Of course it
wasn't usually unlocked at night, but the
Headmaster was still in his study, and he
was expecting the return of Nelson Lee at
any minute.

Dr. Stafford had been setting his study into
somothing like order for the past hour, in
order to pass the time. He had been away
from St. Frank’s for some little time, and
had returned to find many changes wroughlt
by Mr. Hunter.

He was sitting at his desk when he heard
the door open at the end of the wide corridor.
Brisk footsteps sounded, and the Head ad-
justed his glasses expectantly. He was quite
sure that Nclson Lee was about to enter.

The door opened.

““ You are back sooner than I—— Good
gracious me !’ gasped the Head, starting back
in his chair.

There was every reason for his dismay. It
was not Nelson Lee who entered, but Hunter
himself! And, to make matters worse, Hunter
was holding a revolver in a perfectly steady
grip. Behind him stood Bates.

I am sorry to disturb you, Dr. Stafford,”
said Llunter smoothly. *‘ You will allow me

sir?’”’ came a hoarse

|
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to point out that your position is quite hope-
less. 1f you attempt to cry for help, you
:’h!"t be shot at once. Please understand
a .al
‘“Good heavens!" exclaimed the Head,
aghast. ‘' You—you scoundrel!"’

‘“ Very possibly!”” agreed Hunter calmly.
““From your point of view, Dr. Stafford, I
am certainly a scoundrel. And, for that
reason, 1 urge you to remain calm. An
absurd series of cries on your part would
only end in disaster!’”

The Head sat forward, his eyes gleaming.

“ What do you mean, sir?'’ he asked, his
voice quivering. ‘‘ How dare you come here
in this fashion? I understood that you were
trapped—""

“l am quite a slippery customer,” inter-
rupted Hunter, with a genial smile. **If it
will give you any consolation, I may as well
mform. you that your excellent friend Mr.
Kent i3 trapped himself. The boys with him
—Bennett, Tregellis-West, and Watson—ars
in a similar unfortunate plight.”

**1 don’t understand you,” panted the
Head furiously.

‘““Then let me make myself clear,”” was
Hunter’'s reply. *‘‘The four persons I just
mentioned will never see St. Frank's again. 1
am painfully blunt, you will observe. They

are buried alive—there is no escape for
them!"”

Dr. Stafford turned deathly pale.

““ You are mad, sir!” he gasped.

“ That, too, is quite possible,”” agreea

Hunter, with a coldmess which caused cven
Bates to shiver. ‘I am mad with hatred—
hatred for this schoo!, and for every living
individual within its walls!"

“Upon my soul!” stammered DPr. Stafford.

** Before I leave I intend to show you to
what lengths my hatred will take me,"” con-
tinued Hunter. ‘‘ But I have no wish to be
hampered in my movements, and it will be as
wgll, Dr. Stafford, if you submit quietly to
the treatment you will now undergo. Believe
me, resistance will be quite foolish."

Hunter moved a step nearer, and pointed
his revolver at the Head's face.

‘“ Bates, you will find some stout cord in
my left coat pocket,”’ he said. ‘* Take it out,
and bind this worthy geatleman to his
chair.”

Hunter could have got the cord himsell,
but he meant to give Dr. Staflord no oppor-
tunity of making a sudden break. Hunter's
whole attention was needed to the task, and
he looked deadly grim.

*“ You—you ruffian!” said the Head help-
lessly.

He knew well enough that he could do

nothing. A hot-headed man would probabbly
have acted foolishly. But, fortunately fot
himself, Dr. Statford remained sutficicntly

calm to realise that resistance would have
been dangerous. He read the cevil glint in
Hunter’'a eyes.

And, unable to resist, he was securely bound
to the chair by the energetic Bates. The
cords were drawn so tightly, indeed, that the
Head was in considerable pain. He made no
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mecntion of this fact, knowing full well that
the knowledge would only give pleasure to
his tormentors.

Finally Mr. Hunter ordercd Bates to bind
a thick scarf round the prisoncr's mouth.
This was done, and then the revolver was
stowed away.

‘“ A certain waste of time, no doubt,’”’ said
Mr. Hunter pleasantly. ‘ But I feel more
comfortable now—although possibly you will
not eccho my words. My intention, Dr. Staf-
ford, is to obtain certain papers from this
apartment—papers which are of vital im-
portance to me. And, since it has been neces-
sary for me to plan this visit, 1 do not intend
to leave without gaining some further satis-
faction.” ' .

The Head made no reply; talking througi
scveral folds of a scarf was somewhat difli-
cult, 1f not quite impossible.

‘* Now, DBates, help me,” added Hunter
briskly.

The pair procecded to ransack the study.
They worked with speed, and  several
bundles of papers were procured from the!
safe, which had bheen locked—the key being
in Hunter’'s possession.

The carpet was turned back and a secret
receptacle laid  bare, Here there was
another bundle of papers, and Hunter
pocketed them calmly,

‘I think that is all,”” he cxclaimed. *“ But
there is just onc other thing. Bates, take
Lhis revolver and remain on guard here for

n few minutes. I shall not be long. I rely
upoen you,"
Bates took the weapon rather gingerly,

and Mr. Hunter at oncc left the apartment
and made his way down the corridor. He
left the building, but returned at the end of
five minutes.

There was a very curious glint in his eyes
as he laid a square metal box, which was of
considerable weight, on the desk.

* This little contrivance was kept neag at
hand—in full preparation for this emer-
gency,”’ he explained. * You may go now,”
Bates.’'

** Where to, sir?”

*“0Oh, you may as well wait for me at
the bottom of the playing flelds,” replied
Hunter. *“ Go at once, boy.”

Bates went, and Hunter glanced at his
watch, .

‘“Yes, everything is quite in order,”” he
explained. *“ I have already told you, Dr.
Stafford, that certain individuals are buried
alive. My activities do not ceasc there. I
leave St. Frank’s hunted and hounded. And
I intend to take my revenge. Do you under-
stand that?”’

There was something wild in the man's
cxpression now, and the Headmaster was
filled with grave uneasiness.

“* Within twenty minutes from now this
noble school will be a plle of ruins!”’ was
Mr. Hunter's next amazing statement.
* There will be hundreds killed. Oh, yes, it
will be a very tragic occurrence. The
press will have something of an unusual
nature to talk about.’] |
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He hent eover the curious metal box, and
when he looked up again there was a madly
fanatical light in his evil eyes. The Head
felt almost sick as he regarded him. And
b{)ﬂl own helplessness was well-nigh unbear-
able.

‘“A heap of ruins!” repeated Hunter
gsoftly. ““ But what do I care—it will fill
me with superb delight. This establish-
ment is British—ita inmates are British.
And I hate them—do you hear? I hate
everything that is connected with this ac-
cursed country.”

The Head listered with amazement. This
outburst was unexpected and terrible. And
another was to follow at once.

‘““There are bhoys in this establishment—
healthy, growing boys, who will soon be
young men,”’ continued Hunter, his voice
quivering. “They will make good soldiers
—they will he trained as officers to lead
armieg into the field. By heaven! Every
boy destroyed now will be a soldier less later
on—every death will reduce the man-power
of the nation! Can you understand, you
slow-witted old man? The boys .of St.
Irank’s represent a proportion of Britain's
coming manhood. I mean to destroy them—
to destroy them as though they werc so
many vermin!”’

Hunter's voice had risen in his wild ex-
citement; he stood before the Head, his
face glowing, his eyes glittering with mad-
ness. Dr. Stafford, appalled, sat listening
with a choking feeling in his throat.

Without a doubt the man’s brain was
turned! He was mad—mad! And the Head
knew his own helplessness and suffered tor-
ture. Hunter was a scoundrel—a criminal—
but this side of his character was new.

“It it were possible, T would exterminate
the whole vile race!”’ he exclaimed in-
tensely. **1 am British—and so were my
parents—but I hate the country; 1 detest
the whole nation. Before many years the
proud spirit of these islanders will be cast
into the dust. A change will come—oh, yes!
It will be a glorious change, my friend. The
grcatest nation under the glowing sun will
rule in the British Isles. Need I say more?
Germany—Germany! Do you hear me, ycw
doit? Germany will control the British
Islands and the British Empire. You will
be crushed—crushed gto powder beneath the
hecl of the conquering Prussian!”

Hunter laughed madly, and jerked a lever
in the side of the metal hox.

**1 have done it!”’ he exclaimed exultantly.
‘“Do you know what this is, Dr. Stafford?
Is your puny mind of sufficient depth to
grasp the significance of my action? I have
released the safety-catch, and at the expira-
tion of fifteen minutes, to the second, S8t.
Frank's will cease to exist! This is the
moment I have been wuiting for, and it has
comc—it has comc!’

The Head was dazed with horror. .

** This box containg explosive,”” said
Hunter softly. * Oh, it is not dynamite. It
is something a thousand times more power-
ful. You will he blown to dust, Dr. Stafford;
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‘“ 1 advise you to stop exactly where you are,’” shouted Inspector Lennard
abruptly, covering the men with his revolver.—(Se¢ puye +.)
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you will vanish a a esrcond. fit. Frank’s

by

MHe glanced at his waleh.

‘At half past noe, pfocin!? the disanter
Wil ocrer.”’ he went o Yone clock 1s
right, Dr. Stafined. Wnrb it. and cound
the srconda. Perhapes you wonder why [ do
notl explode the machine now? | must have
Ume 0 gel clear. for there s other work
for me Lo do in thia cowntry —other work of

a similar natare. 1 will Jeave you., my
friend, and | trust yom @il avail yourseif
;il ‘:(mt last minutes thimk of the glorioas
olare

The NMead watched this fanatic - this insane
dreamer- as he crmased to the donr. He was
nod Lhe same MAR a2 I had heen an hour
slare. A camming. cralfty, horrible expression
had come into his facr. And this, enapled
with hie genial smilr, made him ghaatly $o
ook njwmd» He w35 unanatural - uncanny.

The dooe opencd, and Huntes pomed
through. The Head heard his footeteps in
Lhe Ragged corridor outeide. Then the outer
dong softly clneed

I Stalnrd wae alone with the appalling
thing oa the tabie.

And he could do nothing to avert the ter-
rible disaster which threatencd. The chalr
was heavy., and the Head was bound to i}
::ﬂ.nrh A wa) that be could not move an

He was foreed to ottt there, with Death
staring 2t him, and the cloek Ucked slowly
spA srfately.

-———— —

CNAPTERR V.

TRAPPRD IR THER CAVEAN A DISCOVERY—IN
THER KICE OF TIMB.

('I.llclllb my fAste desperalely.

“But there must be a way out, guv'
noe!’ | declared. * There must be!
Oh, why can’'t we think of something!”

rallied my showider geatly.
“My dear lad, what s there (0 think
af? asked  “There are three exite (o
this cavern and (hey are all &opelessly
bet wait flor

Liothed We can dn nnlbh'
dolivevanse (rem ovutshie t will come, 1
haw 8o doudl Bul we may have to wail

for houry—perhaps dnz“.

“ Begad®' What t feedin'?' mur-
mured Mir Yaonbtie. IV be [(rightlully
avhward. 1’1l be worse tham nur troubhlce

over the harrin’ cut— It will, really.”
‘“The Larring owl. loulir vu a ?k

compared with this.”” | said gk |ly

hwow do we Anow (hat we nluli u ott

of hoge? 'hrn Ihcy .:L to clut that
.mhbuh away place might col-
Ajar
‘Cheerful, ala’'t you?' growled Walsoa.
\l’dl this plece s emough to llwhaay
bod ramps.”’ | replied.
ﬂh‘ luler cors it makes
h.hhh Obh, W' ! Just vml
we'd N-..nol .

Y

will crumble to rubo. and the bnys will die
hundreds.

beautiful articles, of t

There were other machines, too

opening.
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“In a steaightlorward fight Huater wounid
bave been ecaall buin * remarked Nelson
lLee quietly. hl success $o0 black
tre ry. And in tln bon, treachery
does DOt pay. Our polltlo. serious, but
we must not give up hope. Indeed, we
will have a look round ouce more.”’

[ knew very well that the guv'nor had no
idea that we should be able to escape. But
he wanted to keep us bul ; he weanted to
revent us brooding over the disaster which

ad occurred. Inactivity was mot to be en-
conraged, aRd sleep was impossible. We
were too worried to think of sleep.

We commenced the examination without

enthusiasm. What was the good? We had

goue over the place before- overy inch of
it. And then we had stood together in a

-machincs  there—
monet modern type.
But now they were wreched and ruined.
Hwnter had done it deliberately, of course.

. but 1 didn’s
trouble to Ond out what they were. 1 had

gronp at the side of the cavern.

Phere were printin

B0 interest In the matter whatever.

We scarched about. trying to And another
We knew we uldn't find it. but
wo scarched, all the same. A gallery ran

round a porsion of the caverm, butl it led
nowhere. A

tunnel had been there at one
time, but this, too, was blocked up, The

The oaly et was that leading towarde the

place was o

hollow bree on the island. This tuanel w.u

uite all right for a distance of ﬂt{'
y a

:ﬂ ty yards. But thep we were faced
i

flcoded to the rool.

steel door. Beyond that ithe tunnel was

1 suddeniy ¢ ht of something, and con-
sidered It un L before making any re-
-arl Then [ called a halt, and began to

'It a little euﬂed
say I said.

nuv ‘nor,’ “I—1 was
Have you thought of somethin’,

wudrﬂap-—-—-
. Dond !

old boy?"

“* Well, it s something, 1 suppoee.” 1 ad-
mitted. ' wes thinking about that steel
door down the tumncl.”

“My dear Nipper, we can do nothing in
that direction,” said Nelson Lee gently.
‘“ You know ag well as [ do that the tunnel
is completely submerged Weo cannot even

opea the door.’’

"“Why nol. sir?’ asked Wateon. * Sup-
pose we pulled the bolu back? The fluod
woild rmsh in then——"'

**On the contrary, Watson, the ficod would
remain a8 it is,” interposed Ler. The door
opets the other way--which (s for-

tumate. The bholts would never have held
against such pressure, and the whole eavern
would have heen Roodrd out. [If we drew
the bolts it would make no difference what-

ever.”’

“That's what I was wondering, sir,”” |
sald. ‘' 8w we all pushed apgainst the
door —againet the ure of wader? Do
yon think we ahould he abie (o et the water

through gradually? It wouM reduce the level,
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8 3d then we might be able to wade through
—— Obh, but it’s no good. of covurse!”

~ The expressiomn on Nelson Lee's face had
taken the enthugiasm out of me. [ could
plainly sce that my idema was an impossible
ohe.
* We should never be able to push against
such pressure, N r.”” he said, shaking his
head. *“ Wc might try, of coarse. f it
will give you any satisfaction we will make
the attempt at qnce.”

It was something to do, at all events. And
we all marched down the tunnel, Nelson Lee
leading the way with his torch. We bhad
been down there before, but had done
pothing. The tunnel dipped just before the
door was reached, and we splashed our way
through a foot of water, which had leaked

through.

“By James!” exclaimed Nclson Lee
abruptly.

There was something in his tone which eet
my bheart jump

ing.

** What's up, sfr?" I asked.

“T don't know—I don't kmow, Nipper,”
said the guv'nor. ‘ But it is very strange—
don't you notice anything?”

We crowded round him and gazed at the
dull steel door.

**It's just the same as it was, sir,”” I said
at last. _

“ The door is, yes—but look agaip, young
an.”’

** Begad! There's somethin’ in this,”” de-
clared 8ir Montie, nodding bis head. *“I
don't know what it is, but it must be some-
thin' big. Mr. Alvin'ton wouldn't say a
thing like that unless he had a frightfully
good cause.’’

‘“Oh, rats!” 1 exclaimed impatiently. ‘1
ean't see anything!"’

“*It’'s moft what you can sce, but what you
can't ace!” war the guv'nor's exasperating
reply. ‘* Think, hoys—think!"”

‘* T say, this is too bad!’’ I roared. *‘‘ How
the dickens can we think when we're In this
state. The door's just the same—the water’s
just the same—and thc walls are just the
same!"’

Nelson Lee laughed.

**And yet you must remember that there
was a distinet jet of water ﬂowin& through
a crevice & foot from the top of the door,”
he said keenly. “ It was quite an aggressive
y:t. proving that the preasure was very con-
siderable. The crevice i3 still there, but the
water is no longer flowing.”’

We all stared. The guv'nor was quite
right. 'The little hole was just at the side
of the door pillar. The light showed that it
wu.?ulte clear—nothing was blocking it up.
And I gave a yell.

** The level of the water’s gone down!” 1
shouted.

‘* Withou$ doubt, Nipper,”’ replied Lee.
“1l saapect that there iIs still an enormous
amount in the tommel, but the very fact
that the level has been reduced proves that
the inflow from the river bas ceused or is
greatly lessened. Something has happened
which we did pot reckoa upon, and which is

]
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outside Mr. Hunter’'s caleulations. This de-

velopment deserves careful investigation.”

** 8hall we try to open the door, sir?” I
asked eagerly.

** It wiil he as well, my boy.”

Nelson Lee reached up and pulled back
the top bolt. It slipped easily enough, for
the pressure on the other side of the deor
made it go freely. The door itself was like
the front of a strong room—eolid, massive
steel plates. It had been buflt especially to
guard against a poesible flood.

The guv'nor reached down and plunged his
hand into the water near the floor. We
beard the lower bolt shoot back, but, of
course, nothing happened. It was as though
dosens of men were pressing on the door
from the other side.

“ Let’'s push for all we're worth,”” I sug-
gested. ‘

Nelson Lee tried alone first; but, although
he exerted all his strength, he could not
budge the door an inch. And suddenly a
horrible thought struck me.

‘“Great Scott!” I gasped. ‘* Supposing—
the bolts arc shot on the other side? There
are holte there, you know. What if they're

fastened ?”

‘* They're not, Nipper,”” said the guv’nor
calmly.

‘“*Oh! How do you know?"

‘“ Because I feit the door move percep-
tibly just now,” was the reply. *“It was
only a very slight movement, but I eotid not
bave caused it had those bolts been in posi-

tion. Come, help me with your youthful
strength.”
We helped with a will,

At the very first heave the door opened
about two inches. A terrific rush of water
burst through, swamping us, and then the
pressure cauecd the door to crash back into
its position with a hard, metallic thud.

*“0Oh, begad! I'm soakin’!” gasped 8Sir
Montie.

‘* Blow that!" I panted. ‘' We can do #—
we can do it!"”

‘* Don’t be too sure, Nipper,”” warned the
gav'nor. ‘It will be quite impoesible for
us to hold the door open for longer than a
few seconds. Therefore we must have a
wedee handy, and jam it in at the righy
moment.”’

I etared round excitedly.

*“ There's nothinge here, sip—""

‘“ But there are several chunks of wood
in the cavern—small beams, in fact,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘' Take this torch and fetch
two or three of them at once. Upon my
soul! I believe we simll be able to defeat
Hunter yet!”

We were all filled with wild enthusiasm.
Tommy and I dashed off to the cavern to get

the wood. We found several chunks, and
rushed back with them.
“They will do admirably,”” said Nelson

Lee, nodding. ‘'‘ We will place one in pcai-
tion and then exert every ounce of strength
of which we are capable. And ook cut for
the rush of water—it will be quite
cnormous,””
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The end of the piece of wood was placed
against the edge of the door, at the point
where it would open. Nelson Lee held it in
position with one hand, and pressed against
the door with his shoulder.

‘ Now, all together!’ he panted.

We simply pushed with desperation. With
a terrific heave the door opened :about four
ifnches. The flood came shooting through in
the most alarming manner. The piece of
wood was nearly swept awuy. How the guv’-
:’IOI‘ got it through the opening was a mys-
ery.

But I felt a thud, and released the pres-
sure. And the fact that the water was still
rushing through proved that the wedge was
in position. The door could not close, and
the water was therefore surging into our
section of the tunnel like a young edition eof
Niagara Falla.

It was simply terrific.

The pressure bhehind the door was con-
gsiderable, but not nearly so great as we had
supposcd. If it had been greater we couldn’t
have moved the door in the slightest degree.

Hiss-ss!

The cascade came pouring through in a
golid spurt, shooting a couple of yards out
dircct. The whole tunnel was smothered in
apray and volumes of water. I needn’'t add
that we were soaked to the skin in less than
thirty seconds.

And we were not only soaked, but half-
drowned as well., We staggered back
blindly, deafened by the tremendous roar of
the torrent. Having retreated ahout twenty
yards, we came to a stop.

‘“ Great pip!"” spluttecred Watson.
—we've done {t!” ,

‘“It now remains to bhe seen whether ‘we
have made our position better or worse,”
said Nelson Lee. *“ If the water continues
at this rate for 1|rer{3 long, we shall be in a
pretty fix indeed. But I am confildent that
the reverse will be the case. The inflow of
water ”from the river must be greatly re-

‘“ We've

‘““It’s srhockin'!"' complained Sir Montie.
“I wouldn't mind if it was only wet, be-
gad! But it's so frightfully muddy, you
know! I'm simply in a fearful state. An’
you look disgraceful, Benny!"

I snorted.

‘1 don't care how I look!” I replied, shak-
ing the water out of my hair. ‘‘ The main
thing is to get out of ghis bheastly prison.
Great Scott! What a cascade!”

We found it neceassary to shout in order
to make ourselves heard. There was one
satasfuctory thing; the door couldn’'t pos-
aibly close again, necither could the wedge
get out of position,

The flood of water continued. and it rose
rapidly in the tunnel, swirling round our
Jegs fiercely. But I noticed something of a
very satisfactory nature after five minutes
had elapsed.

“The force is lessening, sir,”" I said.
“That spurt of watersisn’t hall so fierce
nox;rt;’ 1 wonder how long we shall have v
wait?’ v

THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY

‘“ You mustn't be impatient, my boy,” said
the guv'nor. “I am trying to imagine how
this state of affairsa came about. According
to all reckoning, the tunnel on the other
side of the door ought to have been flooded
to the very roof.”

There could be only one explanation, of
course. The inrush from the river had been
atopped—the hole had probably got clogged
up with mud and reeds; or there had been a
further collapse, blooking up the hole en-
tirely. At all events, there was no more
water coming down.

And, once we had released the huge body
which had collected in the tunnel, the level
was reduced astonishingly. Before long, in
fact, the rush had ceased altogether and
had changed to a moderate flow.

‘ Come, boys,’”’ said Nelson Lee briskly.

We waded forward, and soon found that a
heave sent the door open completely. A
big wave hit us, but the rush was over.
And then., excited and eager, we pushed for-
ward towards the shaft which led upwards
to the outer air—and freedom.

When a fellow's in a tight hole he
imagines all sorts of nasty things. And for
some time past, I had been troubled with
an ugly suspicion that the shaft was blocked
:m. I soon found that my fears were ground-
es8s.

The shaft was free and the iron ladder
intact, although twisted somewhat at the
f%?t.. Nelson Lee smiled at us comfort-
ably.

‘“My boys, I did not expect to escape so
easily as this,”” he said. ‘‘ We have much to
be thankful for. In spite of Hunter's brutal
plans, the way to freedom is open to us

‘“ Let's get out, for goodness’ sake,’’ I said
impatiently. |

““That's my idea, old man,” agreed Sir
Montie. ‘1 sha’'n't feel happy until I see
the giddy daylight again—but it's mcon-
light, ain't it? If scems as though we've
heen down here for a frightful time.”

‘“It's just ten past one now,” said the
guv’'nor. ‘' Our imprisonment was only of
short duration, after all. But I mustn’t
speak too soon, must I? We don’t know
what awaits us at the top of the shaft.”

‘““Oh, don’t put a damper on us, for good-
ness’ sake!" I protested. g

‘“ Begad! We're damp enough already—we
are, really!”~said Tregellis-West. ‘“ Do you
know what I'm going to do? I'm goin' to
take a swim in the river. It’s neally neces-
sary. This shockin' mud #s clingin’ to me
fearfully.”’

We mounted the ladder quickly, Neleson
Lee leading the way, as before. And at last
he found himself at the exit, with the moon
shining down through the leaves of the
clugtered trees. :

‘* Wait, boya—wait!'’ he whispered sharply.

This was just about the limit, but we
were forced tn wait. [ managed to squecze
myself up heside the guv’nor, and found him
ataring down the river intently.

‘“ What's up. sir?”’ I breathed.
* Watch, Nipper!"' hc whispered.
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I was too glad at the sight of the moon
to think of much else. But as I clung there
and felt Sir Montle grabbing at my leg below,
I heard a faint throbbing upon the air.

And a few secorids later I saw something
moving upon thc surface of the river. A
motor-boat was coming along; it had moved
out from a little creek a half-mile lower
down. !

“By jingo!” 1 murmured. * That’'s Hun-

ter’s boat, isn't it?”
. ‘“ Yes, young 'un, and it seems to be com-
ing up the river towards us,” replied Nelson
Lec grimly. ‘“ We must be careful. They
may be coming to this very island.”

‘“Then we shall be taken at a disad-
vantage—""'

‘“Not at all,” broke in the guv’nor. ‘‘ Tell
your chums to follow at once. We will get
gutl of this tree and creep among the

ushes.’’ :

It sounded queer for the guv'nor to say
that, but it was quite true. The iron ladder
projected right upwards through the centre
of a hollow tree. Nobody would have sup-
posed that the gaunt old thing was an exit
from an underground tunnel. ‘

As silently as possible we jumped down
one by one and took cover in the bushes.
Two minutes later  the motor-boat came
speeding past—it didn't stop until it reached
the lower end of the school playing-fields,
some distance up.

““ That's queer, sir!”’ I breathed.

‘““It looks to me, Nipper, as though Hun-
ter has paid another visit to the school,”
said Nelson Lee shrewdly. ‘“ He wasn’'t in
that boat, and it has obviously come here
in order to meet Hunter. By James! If we
are sharp we may—— But, come!”

MWithout another word the guv’nor
into the water silently and swam towards
the opposite bank. It was June, and the
water was by no means icy. Added to which
we were already soaked to the skin, so i%
made no difference. And we weren't likely
to catch cold if we kept moving.

We arrived in a bunch—with most of the
mud washed off, )
‘“ Now, boys—run!’’ said Nelson Lee crisply.

We didn’t need any further telling. He led
the way across the meadow, and we pelted
after bim, leaving a watery trail behind.
And we¢ made for the lower corner of
Little Side, breaking through the hedge with-
out ceremony.

St. Y¥rank’s was in view—dark and silent in
the midrummer night. It seemed impossible
that all this villainy could be going on. It
was all so unreal—so unnatural.

But we had every reason to know that the
thing was stern reality. And if there was
the slightest chance of collaring Hunter, we
were on to it with both hands, so to speak.

We cut across Little Side and entered the
Triangle. There was not a soul in sight,
but a light gleameq from behind the blinds
in Dr. Stafford’s study. Nelson Lee ran
across to the private door, opened it, and
dashed along the corridor. I believe he bad
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a sort of suspicion that something was
terribly wrong.

Sir Montie and Tommy and T crowded
after him, and we all entered the study in
a brcathless, excited group. If Dr. Statford
was surprised to see us—and I daresay we
looked a pretty sct of scarecrows—we were
simply ounded to see him.

For the reverend Head of St. Frank’'s was
sitting in his chair, gagged and bound! But
he was making the most extraordipary con-
tortions with his face, and I saw him glance
at the clock.

The time was twenty-seven minutes past
oue, but there seemed nothing very alarm-
ing in that. Nelson Lee tore round the desk’
and removed the thick scarf from the Head's

face. For just a moment Dr. Stafford
choked.

‘““Thank Heaven—thank Heaven!”’ he
gasqu in a husky whisper. ‘' That—that
ox!”

‘“ Well—well 2”

‘““For the love of mercy remove it!”

shouted the Head, finding Lis voice, and
speaking with mad desperation. ‘It is an
infernal machine—a bomb! Hunter was
here—it will go off at half-past—great
lleaven above, it is too late—"’

The Head choked again, and his face was
as pale as chalk. 1 stood dazed and con-
fused, and Sir Montie and Tommy were in
a similar condition. But Nelson Lee kept
his head the whole time.”

‘““Out of the way, boys!”’ he roared.

‘ He seized the curious metal box which stond

on the desk and dashed to the door with it.
And then, at that second, I realised the
appalling truth. The thing was timed to go
off within a minute practically! aArd the
guv'nor had got it in his hands and was——

My thoughts simply muddled themselves
up. Supposing the time-fuse, or whatever
it was, went wrong? Supposing the thing ex-
ploded in Nelson Lee's hands? 1 felt sick
and faint,, And where was he going, any-

bhow?
gasped the Head

‘““He will be killed!”
weakly.

My wits returned and I dashed to the
door. Nelson Lee was rushing across the
Triangle—and I understocd. He reached the
fountain, and thrust the infernal machine
into the water. It sank at once.

Then the guv’nor came hurrying back.
He had done all that was possible, and now
we could only wait.

Those minutes were terrible ones.

|

D

|

CHAPTER VI.
HOT ON THE SCENT—AT CAISTOWE—THE DEFEA
OF KENNEDY HUNTER. :

R. STAFFORD grasped Nelson Lee's
hand feverishly.
‘1t was brave of you, Mr. Lee,” he

muttered. *‘* By heaven! It w.s
amazingly brave! That thing might have
gone ofl—-"’ -

“ Nonscnse!'’ said the guv'nor smilingly.
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““If there had been any real danger of it
cxploding 1 should have euffered just the
same,

“That';t all very well, sir,”” 1 said. ‘' You

were in terrible danger—and you jolllv well
know it, too. Oh, the Hun--the frightful
Prussian'”’

“He is mad, Bennett,”! exclaimed the
Head wearily. ‘1 am quite convinced that
the man is out of his pind. It is twenty
minutes to two now, so I suppose that infer-
nal machine will not go off.”

Ten minutes had passed, and during that
time the guv'nor had ohtained the brief facts
from the Head. Nelson Lee was looking
very geim. Our arrival had been most oppor-
tune, for we had just raved St. Frank's from
an appalling disaster,

“I cannot cxplain what has happened to
us,’” said Iee. * We muat be off at once--
at lcast, I must. The boys had Dbetter go
off to bed—"

“Oh,”" we exclaimed, in dismar.

Nclson Lee regarded us critically.

“ Well, perhaps I'll take you with me,”" he
said. ‘*You may as well make n night of
it. DBut there is not a &econd to lose. Hunter
and his men have made off in the motor-
hoat, and they are dropping down the river
lo the sca.'

‘“flow do you know that, sir?’" 1 asked
quickly. i

“* There are locks higher up the river,
Nipper,” replied Nelson ILee.  ** The boat
would find itaelf blocked within a mile.
Morecover, it is only natural that the scoun-
drels should muke for the eca: it offers
thom a wider fleld.”

““Then what are we to do, sir?” I aszked
quickly. ‘* We haven't got a motor-hoat, and
we can't follow. Oh, my hat! And Hunter
must have got a good start by this time,
too. Do you think he'll come back hecause
the explosion hasn't happened? He must
know that the bomb hasn't acted.”

“He 8 well aware of that by this time,
my bLoy. But he will probably realise that
rsomething of this nature has occurred—that
that maohine had been rendered harmless,’’
replicd Lee. ‘' In that case he will have all
the morc reason to hasten his flight. We
must not lore a moinent.’’

* But—-but how — "

* There are two motor-care in the garage,”
went on the guv'nor. * We must rush to
Caistowe fmmediately. The river winds
somewhat, and we can arrive at the coast
long before Hunter. It is just a chance—
but the only course we can safely pursue. I
intend to head the fugitives off.”

“ Begad! That'll he rather rippin’,” com-
mented Montie. ‘1 shouldn’t mind a bit
iff 1 was dresscd decently, you know. But
P’'m frightfully wet an’ untidy—-"'
| ‘“ You can go to bed it you like,”” I struck
n

* Dear old boy, I wouldn't miss this for .

worlda!"’ replicd Montie placidly. ** Not for
whole bunchies of worlds, hegad!”

Nelson Lco wae all ready. He did not ex-
plain matters to Dr. Staflord, and the latter,
I believe, wag rellcved‘. _After his terrjbly

LEE LIBRARY

trying ordeal he needed rest, and had no
wish to be bewildered by further details.
This was a night, indeed!
The next thing was to get out the motor-

car, and this was done promptly. The tanks
were already filled, and c¢verything was pre-
pared for immediate departure,. ¢ started

oft straight away.

Nelson Lece took the wheel, of course. I
daresay we were extremely foolish, judging
from a doctor's standpoint. He would have
ordered us to bed. But we didn't care a lob
for such matters just then. And, after all,
it was a mild night, and we were not likely
to take much harm.

But I had suggested something at the last
moment—a really ripping idea. Tommy and
1 had dashed up into a box-room and had
seized bundles of clothing—anybody's. This
was tumbled into the rear of the car, and
then we started. ) |

S0 during the journey we rapidly stripped
our wet things off and donned the dry ones.
Shirts and collars were missing, but these
didn’t matter much. It was fortunate that
the worthy country-folk were all asleep,
otherwise the spectacle of a travelling dress-
ing-room might have caused a ecandal.

Tommy and Montie were jolly pleased, for
the dry things were l?uite comfortable. I
had brought some for Nelson Lee—they were
Mr. Crowell's, [ believe—but he was unable
to don them. [ offered to take the wheel
whilst the guv’'nor changed, but he didn’t
avail himself of the opportunity.

He was concentrating all his efforts upon
rcaching Caistowe in double-quick time.
And I must say that we covered the ground
at an alarming speed. I've travelled quickly .
in motor-cars many a time, but this trip was
hair-raising. It's a wonder how we changed
our things at all.

We didn't pass any other vehicle on the
way and didn't see a soul. And at Iast
we arrived in the little town of Caistowe.
During the prescnt season it was full of
ute:ﬁct visitors, but everything was quiet and
still.

I didn't quite know how the guv'nor was
going to get to work now. The mouth of the
Stowe was fairly wide, and we couldn’'t put
a rope across it. But as we tumbl®d out of
the car on the sea front we saw a sailing-
ship riding at anchor in the bay. It was a
schooner, and looked a very trim craft in
the moonlight.

‘ There's only one thing to be done,” said
Nelson Lee sharply. * We must row out to
that ship and interview the captain. There
are probably guns on board, and 1 mean to
take drastic action if necessary.’”’

‘“ But you wouldn't fire on
gasped Watson.

‘““You don't seem to realise, my boy, that
these men are far more dangerous than a
ship-load of Germans!” said Nelson Lee.
* Such an action on my part would be fully
ugheld by the authorities—make no mistake
about that. If Hunter escapes it will be a
disaster.” ‘

We ran down the jetty, and found plenty
of boats lying there to select from. And

‘em, sir?”’
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iIn two minutes we were rowing out v}go-
rously towards the anchored schooner. Her
decks commanded the mouth of the Stowe
perfectly, and Hunter's motor-boat could
casily be spotted in the moonlight once it
came into view. ]

Our boat scraped against the schooner’s
side, and we tumbled over the bulwarks
helter-skelter. A man came forward quickly,
and with every evidence of astonishment.
He paused in an uncertain manner.

‘“] wdant to see the captain—at once!”
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ There is nothing to be
afraid of, my good man. Is the captain on

in thunder are you?”

board?’’
asked the
man suspiciously.

X} Who

*“1 want to see the skipper—"

‘“ There’'s somehody coming up the com-
panion now,” I broke in. ‘It may be the
captain himeelf. We shall lose precious time
if we mess about like this.”

A big man, only partially dressed. appeared
on deck. He seemed to be familiar, some-
how, and the next moment I let out a yell.

‘ Captain Burton!” 1 roared delightedly.

“ Well, upon my soul! This is most for-
tunate,” exclaimed Nelson Lee. ‘  How are
you, Captain Burton? I'm afraid—"

“ Why, it's Mr. Alvington!”" said the
skipper, striding forward and secizing the
guv'nor's hand. ‘“ And the boys, too! What
in the name of thunder does it mean? There’s
something wrong, isn't there?”

Nelson Lee took the captain aside and
talked to him swiftly. Montie and Tommy
and I hardly knew what to think. To find
Captain Burton on board was extraordinary,
to our minds. He was the father of Tom
Burton, of the Remove, knowr. in the Ancient
House as the Bo’sun.

We had met Captain Burton before, and
liked him immensely. That he should be
on hand at such an opnportune moment was
rather astounding. And yet, as we after-
wards found out, the thing was perfectly
natural.

‘“* By ginger!"” the skipper ejaculated. ‘1
don't pretend to understand the whole game,
but I know that there’s no time to Jose.
Yes, I've got guns, and you can use them.
But, my dear man, you'll wake the whole

neighbourhood! Wouldn't it be better to
use the motor-boat?’’

‘“You've got one, then?'’ asked Lee
quickly.

*“ She’'s hitched on astern at this very
minute,”’ said Captain Burton. *“If you'd
care to use her—" ,

‘* 8plendid—splendid!” exclaiméd the guv’-
nor exultantly. ** By Jove! You are the
richt man in the right Elace, Captain Bur-
ton. It is amazingly lucky that you should
be able to help us at such a vital moment
as this.”

It was all a tremendous rush. Full ex-
planations would come afterwards. But the
most important thing now was to get after
Hunter.

The motor-boat, we found, was a brand-
new craft—a powerful vessel capable of high
spced. Hunter's boat was insignificant by
comparison. And in less than five minutes

|

 leisure, Captain Burton.

| my dear asir.
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we had started, Captain Burten himself at
the wheel.

We shot away towards the river mouth,
and cut through the water in a manaer
which filled me with glee.

* This is something like, my sons!” I ex-
claimed joyfully.

““Dear boy, it's rippin declared Sir
Montie. ‘““I do believe that we shall win
the game, after all. There’s only onc thing
troublin’ me.” .

““What's that?”

“I'm quite sure that you meant well,
Benuy boy, but these clothes are simply
shockin’,”” said Tregellis West, who was ultra-
sensitive on questions of attire. ‘1 feel
horrid, you know. An’ I'm ashamed to be
seen without a eollar—"’

‘“Oh, dry up!” I roared. ‘' Ye gods and
little fishes! Fancy talking of clothes at
cuch a time as this! [f you ain’t careful,

1 "’
.

Montie, we’ll pitch you overboard, neck
and crop!”’

‘“ Begad!”

Sir Montie subsided—not b2cause be was

afraid of being pitched overboard, but be-
causec he realised c¢hat we displayed a sad
lack of sympathy in his sore complaint. S8ir
Montie would have talked about his clothes
in the most appalling troubles and trials.

“1 was coming up to the sohool to-
morrow,”” 1 heard Captain Burton say to
the guv'nor. ‘‘ By the Lord Harry! There's
something exciting doing, isn't there? You
don’t usually do these sort of things, Mr.
Alvington?”’

Nelson Lee laughed.

“It is certainly not a part of a schocl-
master’s duty,”” he replied. ‘I shall explain
the whole matter to you when we are at
I shall even go to
the length of taking you into my confidence
in a certain little matter.”

‘““That scunds mysterious,’”” said the skip-
per. “ By jingo! You’re making me curious,
i And how’s my son? How's
the Bo’sun?”’ .

‘““ Oh, he’s getting on splendidly—"’

“1 don't want to be rude, Mr. Alvington,”
said the Captain suddenly. ‘‘ When you
came on board the schooner I kmew your
voice in & moment. But, darn me, you look
different, somehow. I'm hanged if 1 car
quite get the hang of it. Your voice gave
me the tip, and the youngsters finished tt.
I koew you werc Mr. Alvington all right.
But what have you done to your face, sir?
I don't want to be personal, but, by Cssar,
it’s queer!”’

Nelson Lee chuckled.

 That's all connected with the little

secret,’” he explained. * I'm not denying
your suggestion, Captain Burton. I do look
difterent. If I were to attempt to explain

matters here, you could not grasp it all
without sadly neglecting the more iwmportant
matter of controlling the bhoat.”

The skipper nodded. ]
“I'Il wait,” be said in his blunt, biuf!
way. ‘“But I'm a curious old sort, Mr.

Alvington. I'll give you fair warning that
1 dou't want to wait long. And there's come-
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thing I've got to say to you, too. I daresay
you remember a certain little conversation
we had some months ago——""

“1 remember every detail of it,"”” smpiled
Nelson Lee. I am by no means in the
dark regarding your presence at Caistowe,
Captain Burtain.”

‘*“By jingo! That's first class!”
Captain Burtain heartily.

“But we will discuss that aflair later,
too,”” went on Nelsogp Lee. ‘' Steer right up
the river, please. 1| beginning to become
«lightly anxious. Hunter's boat ought to
have been In sight before this.”

We were shooting along rapidly in the
moonlight, the waves curling from the motor-
boat's prow with a hissing roar which was
most pleasant to the ear. The river was
narrowing.

“1 say,” aaid Tommy Watson softly.

‘“ Hallo! What's the matter?” I asked,
turning my head.

‘“ What were they talking about just
now?'' asked Tommy. ‘ Why is Captain
Burton at Caistowe?” .

“I've got a I[;retty keen idea,’”’ 1 replied.
‘“ You were with us when he made a certain
proposal months ago. Don't you remember?’’

‘““No, I'm jiggered if 1 do—" Tommy
Watson paused. *“ You—you don’t mean
that wheeze about a trip to the Pacific?” he
asked honrsely. .

‘“'That and nothing clse, my bonnic boy!”

““(ireat pip!"” gasped Watson excitedly.

g4 WAF _ A Py S § dhad
we call U abuuv viiav

Hallo!"’

I paused abruptly, for Nelson Lee had stood
up in his scat. ‘I stood up, too. And there,
coming swiftly down the river, was another
motor-boat. The guv'nor had not miscalcu-
Iated—Hupter and Co. were upon the sccne!

‘““ Now for the pantomime!’ 1 exclaimed,
with shining eyes. * You'd better duck, my

roared

jaw now

a;uns. There might be some fancy shoot-
n’: ____’P
““Rats! I'm not going to duck for a set

of rotten Huns!'' snapped Watson disdain-
tully. ‘* 'Taint likely!

‘“ Begad! [It's decidedly unlikely, dear
fcllows!'” snid Sir Montie.
We were all standing up, in fact. But our

resolve to face the contemptible enemy boldly
i‘vas firmly knocked on the head by Nelson
eo.

‘*“ Now, hoys, keep down!" he said sharply.
““If possible, remain under cover. I don't
want to take you back to St. Frank’'s on
stretchers!”’ ‘

‘“ Cheerin’, ain't it?’' murmured Sir Montle
placidly.

We didn't quite liko it, but we knew better
than to question the guv'nor’s order. He
spoke quickly to Captain Burton, and our
boat turned a point or two to starboard.
We were now heading straight for the
cnemy. .

It was quite evident that Mr. Hunter was
aware of hie danger. Until that moment,
probably, he had been congratulating himself
that he had made his ‘' get away' in a
masterly style.

It must have givem him a shock to sce
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our powerful motor-boat; and an even
greater shock when it altered its course in a
most unmistakable fashion. Hunter and
those with him positively Rnew that their
retreat had been cut off.

Hunter was at the wheel himself—and in
that fateful moment he lost his head. The
sudden shock rendered him nervous, and he
scarcely knew what he was docing. It all
happened with astounding quickness.

Our course would have taken us sweeping
past with twenty feet to epare. The
guv'nor's idea was to demand a surrender,
and if this was refused we would turn and
give chase. There was no chance of the
enemy getting away, for our boat could
travel at double the speed of the other.

But matters never reached this point.

Quite abruptly the other motor-boat
altered its course and veered off at an
angle across the stream.

‘“ By ginger!” shouted Captain Burton.

He twisted the wheel round, and we heeled
over giddily. We should have slipped past
safely even then, but Hunter, in his con-
fusion, altered his course for a second time,
and it was then too late.

‘* Hold tight, for

‘““ Look out!” I roared.
goodness’ sake!”

A collision was inevitable. The two boats
were upon one another, and it was clear
that we should ram the other forcibly.
Captain Burton's skill was great, and he did
all he could. We swerved sgain, but there
was not suffitient time to allow for clearance.

Crash!

The sharp prow of our craft tore into the
stern of the other. It was an absolutely
direct blow. Hunter's motor-boat simply
turned turtle, hurling its occupants out in
wild confueion. And we swept past giddily.

As it was afterwards discovered, the
damage to our own boat was slight.
Collisions often reeult in this way. There
wasn't even a hole stove in our sides. The
main damage was to paintwork.

“It's all right!” shouted Nelson Lee.
‘* Round, skipper! We're hardly touched, so
far as I can see.”

The captain was simply boiling.

‘“ The infernal scum!"’ he roared. ** They've
damaged my boat, hang them! By the Lord
Harry, somebody’s got to suffer!”

We turned as quickly as possible, and
heard sundry cries for help. The other
motor-boat had sunk like a stone, and its
late occupants were struggling desperately
in the water. Not one of them had been
injured by the collision, but they were
terrified and weakened.

And as for putting up a fight—well, there
was nothing doing. Even Mr. Kennedy
Hunter himself was at his last gasp. 1 be-
lieve our appearance upset him more than
anything else. He knew that he was
beaten, and that knowledge took cvery
atom of fight out of him.

The others were easy to handle.

They were all taken on board and bundled
into the stern. Thcir weapons wcre taken
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away from them, and the whole shiwering
crowd was roped together.

In this ignominious fashion the tyrant of
St. Frank's met his. final downfall. Half an
hour later he was safely* lodged in the little
police-station at Caistowe, with his com-
panions for company. On the morrow they
‘would be transferred to London.

And so the night's excitement finished.

CHAPTER VII.
B XPLANATIONS—CAPTAIN BURTON'S REMINDER—
GOOD TIMES IN STORE.

OUR o’clock was just striking when a
very select party settled themselves
down in Dr. Stafford’s study at Bt.
Frank’s. It was four o‘clock a.m.,,

and the school was fast asleep. The fellows
werc sublimely ignorant of the stirring
happenings whichi had becn taking place.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson and I, instead of being packed off
to bhed. were allowed to remain. We fully
appreciated the big favour, for we had cer-
tainly expected to be sent upstairs at once.

As the Head kindly explained, however, we
coilld ecasily make up for lost time hy re-
m:ining in bed until midday. We didn’t
Yaise any objection. We should -certainly
peed a gond rest after such strenuous times.

The party consisted of Nelson Lee, the
Head, we bhoys, Captain Burton, and Detec-
tive-inspector Lennard. The latter un-
fortunate gentleman had becen resecued, with
his companions, on our way back to 8t.
Frank's. We had been supplied with the in-
formation by Mr. Slater, who had done his
utmost to make himself appear an ill-used
man.

Detective-inspector Lennard was eubdued.
He felt that he had failed miserably, but
Nceison Lee managed to buck him up in &
mlgI}]ner which cnly the guv’nor can accom-
plish.

‘“ That’s all very well, Lee,’”” said the in-
spector. ‘I made a mess of it, and it's no
gcod saying anything else. I'm jolly thank-
ful you managed to collar the beggar in the
end. He’s a slippery brute!”’

Lennard’s men were by this time being
carecd for at the George Tavern in the
village. And Detective-sergeant Smith, who
had been keeping guard on the moor, wifh
threc other Yard men, was at the QGeorge
also. He had expressed himself as being
thoroughly disgusted with the whole busi-
ness—and little wonder. He bad seen no
action whatever, and went to bed in a fed-
up condition.
And now we had collected to hear the

truth about the matter. On the way home
Nelson Lee had confided the secret of his
identity, and mine, to the amazed (aptain
Burton. When he fully ‘realised the truth,
the skipper was not only delighted, but he
understood matters far better than he had
done before.

‘ Why, by jingo!- You've bcen deceiving |
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me all along!” he decinred. * 'Pon my soul!
And to think that you arc Mr. Nelson lLee!
I'm honoured, sir, and I look forward to that
little holiday with all the greater d_light.”

The meeting in the Hcad's study was an
important one, for Nelson Lee was intent
upon explaining the mystery of Mr. Hunter.
I knew a certain amount, and 1 guesred a
lot. But 1 was eager to hear the actual
truth.

The gentlemen were. all smoking cigars,
Even the Headmaster himseif condescended
to partake of one in order to keep the others
company, although he smoked only on rarc
occasions.

** The wliole matter is rather complex,”’
began Neison Lee, leaning back in his chair.
“To tell you the truth, I scarcely know
where to hegin.”

I Iorgot to mention that the guv'nor had
changed his clothes, ghd row looked easy
and comfortable in his d;ﬁssing-gown and
slippers. It reminded me of our old days
at Gray’s Inn Road. -

“ Who was this"-Hunter, anyhow?’’ asked
Captain Burton.

‘* Mr. Kennedy Hunter is, fortunately, an
orphan,” explained Nelson Lee. ** Had his
parents been alive they would have been
overcome with shame and disgust, for they
were good people. Hunter comes from a
splendid family, and he was educated at
Eton and Cambridge. Ultimately he became
a schoolmaster, but was ncver very succcess-
ful, owing to his harsh methods of dealing
with boys.

‘“* A year or two ago he d2veloped the most
extraordinary ideas. It was generally known
that Hunter was pro-German In his views,
but nobody actually rcalised the extent of
his madness. He was not only pro-German,
-‘but  violently anti-British. In unguarded
moments he revealed his true feeiings in an
unmistakable fashion. It was for this reason
that he lost three excellent appointments in
rapid succession.”

‘““But when did he start this spying busi-
ness?’’ asked Lennard.

‘“ His activitics in that connection have
been going on, [ believe, almost since the
commencement of the war,” replied Nelson
Lee. " The man was a fanatic—a dreniner
and an idealist. His theorics were wild in
the extreme, and could never be anything
more than theories. But he was one of the
most dangerous men in this country, and it
is extremely fortunate that he i® laid by the
beels. There is no doubt whatever that he
will be tried for espionage in its worst form,
and will meet the deserved fate of a
traitor.””

‘“ Will he be shot. gir?"’ I asked.

‘* Undoubtedly, Nipper,”” replied Nelson
Lee, *‘Candidly, I shall breathe a sigh ot
relief when I learn of his execution. I did
not suspect, wuntil quite recently, that he
was capable of such brutal violence. RBut I
must tell you how I first became acquainted
with the whole case.

‘“ Details would not intercst you, I am
sure. A certain gentleman, holdiug a kigh
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position in the Secret Service told me the,
main facts. Hunter was suspected by the
police and by the (lovernment of being a
spy. It was believed that he had been
accepting (lerman gold for months on end.
But although our Secret Servioe agents were

constantly upon the alert they could notl

passibly bring home a scrap of cvidence
against the wily Mr. Hunter. He was too
slippery for them. He safeguarded himself
At cvery turn,

‘ For months hefore I left 8t. Frank's to
take up this work a large amount of treason-
ablc literature of the most dangerous type
was being secretly printed and distributed
amongst 1minition workers of all classes.
These pamphlcts were violently anti-British
and highly detrimental to the country’s
intercats.

‘* This literature was printed with great
rapidity, and the authorities were quite un-
able to trace it to its eource. They belicved
that the actual writing was performed by
Mr. Hunter, then in charge of a small school
near Londoo.

““As the result of further investigations
they suspected that the printing was done in
this very neighbourhood. But although our

8ecret Service men were fully upon the alert
they could not get to the bottom of the
thing. They constantly found themselves up
agninet a biank wall.”

“That was infernally aggravating!”’ re-
marked Detective-inepector Lennard. ** This
is practically all new to me,” he added, for
the bhenefit of the general company. ‘‘ 1 only
eame down to this spot yesterday in order
to take part in the final bust-up. Good
lor'! 1 took part in it all right!"

‘““You arc inclined to be bhitter,” smiled
the guv'nor. * To judge from your own
remar
blundered as badly as a rustic constable.
RBut your men told me the actual truth, and
I know full well that you put up a most

determined fight and did cverything possible }
But to continueH

under the clrcumstances.
my story.

‘“The position was quite simple. Hunter
was suspected, but nothing could be brought
against him. And the treasonable literature
was supposcd to find its origin in his brain
and to be printed in this district.

‘““These two facts led me to suggest a
certain trick. 1 was curious to discover it
Mr. Hunter would fall into a trap. Actually
hc did 80, aad all this excitement has been
the result. My original plans were quite
imodest, and 1| certainly had no idca that

the matter would develop to such greatu,

roportions. Had 1 suspected it, I might
uve hesitated before bringing such trouble

one would imagine that you hadh

upon 8t. Frank's."

“We've had u fearful time,
marked (colingly.

‘““1 can quite believe you, young ’'un,’”’ re-
plied the guv'nor. * Well, the trick was
quite a simple one. 1 left St. Frank's, and
caused an advertisement to ke put in the
}» ers, inqulring for a Housemaster. Hurnter

promptly. You for him to obtain
an honourable positiod in such a famous

sir,”” I re-
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school as St. Frank's was, in itself, a safe-
guawsd against suspicion. That is what he
thoutght, and he applied for the appoint-
ment.

* His record was against him, of couree,
and his scholastic "attainments were not up
to the 8t. Frank’d§ standard, and in the
ordinary course of things he would have
stood no chance whatever. But, acting upon
my advice, a certain QGovernment oficial
waited upon the sechool governors and
urged them to appoint Mr. Hunter in the
interests of the nation—since it was im-
perative that he should be tripped up in the
shortest amount of time possible.

‘““In order to make him feecl more at
home—that is to eay, in order to give him
a freer hand, Dr. Staflord left the school.
Mr. Hunter was then under no restrictions,
and it was only natural that he should take
advantage of the fact. The more he took
advantage of it, the better the chance of
obtaining evidence against him. At that
time, of couree, I had not the slightest
idea that Hunter would engage upon a war
with the boys themselves—that he would
interfere with their liberties. But once
started, the affair had to go on. The Re-
move Form, I am afraid, suffered eeverely,
but they have survived.”

‘ Begad! It's a wonder—it
murmured Sir Montie.

“ You see, boys, there was no baczking
out,”” smiled Nejson Lee. " Mr. Hunter's
downfall is partially due to the fact that
he suffered from what is commonly known as
‘swelled head.” He had enormous ideas of
hie own importance, and ultimately became
careless. But it was a much longer job than
I had reckoned upon at the outset. It wuas
a case of sticking to it, however, and | had
to go on.

‘““Upon Hunter’'s arrival at 8t. Frank's 1
took up my quarters in the neizhbourhood
and set myself the task of watching Hunter
at every opportunity. It was not iong be-
fore I made certain interesting discoveries.
For example, 1 found out that thie secret
printing press was situated in the deserted
workings of the old moor quarry. As you
will understand, Hunter's position in this
achool e&uited him to perfection. He was
quite near his colleagues, and was enabled
to meet them frequently—a privilege which
lmd been denied him hitherto. He felt that
he could do practically as he liked in this
quiet country district. His high position at
St. Frank's gave him a feeling of the utmost
confldence.

“ All this was highly satisfactory—it was

is, really!”

exactly what I wanted. Amid such sur-
roundings, and feeling so secure, Hunter
provided opportunities for investigation

which had been impossible beforehand.’’

Detective-inspector Lennard nodded.

‘“ A smart scheme, Lee—a deucedly smart
scheme!” he said admiringly. * But yon
always were a deep beggar. You just laid
your plans and waited. You allowed Hunter
to get deeper and .decper. Everybody else
was wondering what the thunder was tpe
ma't.tteg. but you just kept quiet add
waited.”
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“ 1t was really the only course to pursue,
Lennard. 1 was able to watch Hunter at
mg leisure, and I meant to strike promptly
when the iron was hot. It took a long time
to hecat—that’s all. And there were other
diversions to attract my attention.

‘“ Hunter was carried away by the im-
portance of his position,” went on the

uv'nor. ‘‘ You must not lose sight of the
act that he had -previously held the most
minor positions in fourth-rate schools: Wken
he becamc a Houscmaster at 8t. Frank’'s he
swelled to such an extent that he could
not keep himself within bounds. As these
youngsters have exccllent reason to know, he
attempted to introduce sheer Prussianism
into the junior school. The Remove, being
high-spirited boys, refused to stand it, and
serious trouble resulted. I think it may be
safely said, however, that the Remove won
the day.

““During all this time I found it necessary
to indulge in certain operations which Nipper
found most mysterious. For example, I sue-
ceeded in capturing one of Hunter's associ-
ates—an escaped German officer—and 1
palmed m{eelt off as this man. During that
brief spell I obtained a great deal of
evidence, but decided not to strike until 1
could produce such proof that Hunter’s
conviction would be an absolute certainty.

‘“The whole thing was prolonged by the

fact that Hunter was at war with the boys.

This aspect of the matter worried me a great
deal, for 1 knew that the school was being
brought into disrepute. The publieation of
the facts, however, will soon set matters
right—although my name, of course, will
not be mentioned. For the present I am
merely ‘ Mr. Kent,” of th¢e Secret Service.”’

‘“ But you're not going to remain Mr. Kent
for much ' longer, are you, sir?”’ 1 asked
anxiously.

‘*A few hours longer—that’s all,”’ replied
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Before the schocl awakens I
shall have left. Rué during the evening Mr,
Alvington will return to take up his old
duties.” :

‘“Begad! How rippin’!”’ ‘exclaimed Sir
Montie impulsively.

“To rcfer to Hunter again, I had all my
plans cut and dried for his capture,” said
Nelson Lee. *‘‘ These were completely upset
by a totally unexpected occurrence. Hunter
was mad enough to kidnap Dr. Stafford. It
was an act of desperation, but it was
frustrated by these enterprising boys.
Nipper, I am convinced, was the ringleader,
and he acted splendidly. But that incident
led to others, and my whole plan was up-
set. As a result, the exciting adventures of
to-night came about. The matter has ended
satisfactorily, however, and [ think we have
every reason to congratulate ourselves.”

The Head began to chat with Detective-
inspector Lemnard, and S8ir Montie and
Tommy and I found ourselves listening to a
very interesting statement of the skipper's.
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‘““My presence in Caistowe Bay was pot
exactly remarkable, Mr. Lee,”’ he exclaimed.
‘“1 was there for a definite purpose. Bome
months ago, as you are aware, my boy lTom
was in danger from a rascal named Jclks.
It was you who set that matter right, and
I have been grateful ever since.”’

Nelson Lee¢ smiled.

‘It was only a trivial affair, captain
he began.

‘“Not to me, sir—not to me!” interrupted
the skipper promptly. * By jingo! There
was pothing trivial about it, I can give you
my word. Jelks was anxiougs to chtain
possession of a map.”’

‘“That’s it,”” I put in eagerly. ‘* The ma}y
of some ieland in the Pacific, where there’s
a lot of treasure hidden. That's what you
told us at the time, Captain Burton. And
you said that you were geing to make a
trip to the island during the summer
holidays.”

‘*“ Thewschool breaks up in ten days frem
now,”’ remarked Nelson Lee thoughtfully.

**1 can see that you’'ve tumbled to my little
game,”’ chuckled the captain. * Yes, I'm
going to carry you off to the Pacific—we're
going to have a really splendid holiday.
You'll come, Mr. Lee, won't you? 1 can
promise you some excitement and adven-
ture, and the holiday will do you a world of
good. The boys, I understand, have alteady
arranged the matter with their people?”

*“ Well, it’'s been talked of, certainly,”
smiled Nelson Lee.

*“ That’s good enough,” was Captain Bur-
ton’'s reply. ‘‘ By ginger! There are eon::
good times in store, lads! And there's my
boy upstairs, peacefully unéeonscionus of the
fact that his old father is keeping the most
unearthly hours in the same bhuilding! But
he’ll know to-morrow, and then we shall
begin preparations in earnest.”

Nelson Lec¢ rose to his feet.

““ And these youngsters must begin pre-
parations in earnest, too—for getting up to
bed,”” he said grimly. * Good gracious! It
is broad daylight, and the clock tells us that
the time is after five!”’

Well, after that Montic and Tommy ans
I slipped off to the Remove dormitory. All
the other fellows were fast aslcep, and I
grinned to myself as I pictured the excite-
ment on the morrow.

Our adventures with Mr. Kennedy Hunter
were at an end. He had passed out of
the St. Frank'’s firmament completely. The
whole affair had been brought to a satis-
factory conclusion, and ‘*Mr. Alvington '
would return to the school immediately.

It wouldn’t bhe long before we discovered
that many further excitemen®s were to take
place. The new adventure—the plcasure trip
to the Pacifilc—was to be filled with perils
and stirring happenings which would make
the Kennedy-Hunter affair look smal by
comparison !

THE END.

— e————— ¥

NEXT WEEK!—(See p. iv of cover.)
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BEGIN THIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY !

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—As the title * Inthe Hands of the Huns ” has already been used, we
have aliered the nams of our Senal to the above.

The First Chaplers.

GUORGR QGaAY, Ms brother JACK, and WILSON,
are (Ahree members of the Berlin Rovers, a
Jootball Club sn Germany. WAen war breaks
oul tAey are interned in a camp at Odberhemmel,
Out one night they manage to escape. They
condrive to reach Berlin, but are ngain cap-
tured and sent to a camp al Rubleben. When
there they enjoy a game of football.
(Now read on.)
THE OUP FAVOURITES.

HE game was reckoned a certainty for
the Rovers. But, then, George Gray
strengthened the Hornets at centre-
hall, hia brother Jack was at inside

right, and Wilson played at back.

The preacnce of three such redoubtable

Inycrs added obvious strength to the side,

ut still very few of those present thought
them capahble of turning the tables on their
clever opponents.

And for a while it scemed as if they would
not make even that ditfference Bert Thomas,
their captain, had counted on.

The Rovers won the toss, elected to play
with a strong wind at their backs, and
going off with a rush, assatled the Hornets’
goal.

For five minutes or more they hAbhanded
it. when Wilson relieved with a fying Kick.

The UHornets' forwarda then broke away,
and three of them, carcermg after the ball,
looked to have a chance.

But no: the Rovers' back, nipping in with
a clever run, cleared, and the Rovers were
a0ol attacking again.

This time they scored, the ball being shot
home during a melee. .

¥or a time the Hornets were all abroad, in
spite of the heroie elforts of Wilson at left.
back, George at centree-half, Thomas at right-
back, und Sturgesas in goal.

Twenty five minutes after the start the
Rovers acored w second goal, and the game
scemed over,

Yet it seemed that this second misfortune
was just the fillip required to put the Hornets

on thar mettie. They rallied, steadicd
down, and gave up their wild rushing taetics
for cool, converted play. ‘

H

For the first time they passed the ball in
methodical fashion, keeping it down. A
ﬁrnnd bout of passing sent George away, and

e, tracking to the lcft side of the field, drew
the defence on him, and while on the run
back-hecled to Jack, who had followed his
brother up at a sign, and who expected the
move.

Jack was left with only the goalkeeper to

beat.
He ran swiftly in, toek several short
stridea, and slammed the ball into the

corner of the net hcefore the opposition had
recovered from their surprise. The cheer
that rewarded this effort lasted for
minutes, and the heartencd team kept the
Rovers from scoring any more goals till the
half-time bell rang.

In thé second half the Hornets had the
wind behind them, and making the most of
it, scored within three minutes.

It was then the turn of the Rovers to
get flurried. to lose their nerve, to go all
awry in their efforts to combine, and George
Gray, burating through like a hurricane forgy
minutes from the re-start, scored a goal after
running two-thirds the length of the field.

That scttled it.

The Rovers had shot their bolt. They
were tired, for the food the Germans gave
them did not admit of their getting into
their best condition. Their eflorts died away,
and the Hornets, rallying for a last eflort,
scored close on time, to win the match by
four goals to two.

It had been a magnificent match, and the
crowd cheered and cheered again. The
victors were hoisted shoulder-high and carried
from the fleld.

The play of the new men had been much
admired. The Rovers were out of the cup,
and the Hornets were now first favourites.

And don’t forget there was a bit of
hetting on the result, too.

AN OLD FRIEND.

play in the internment camp at
Ruhleben. Far from it. In spite of the
eflorte the prisoners made to throw off
the letbargy and inertia which threatcned

T must not bhe supposed that it was all
1
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to creep over them in spite of all they did
to avoid it, there were times when despair
gripped hard at the hearts of tbe hravest
among them, when they abandoned all hope,
and felt that they would never sec their
native land or the faces of those they loved
again.

There were many instanees of brutality on
the part of the officers and soldiers who kept
watch over them.

If the officer happened to be a brute. as
a great many of them were, some hapless
prisoner was bound to sufier. _

On one occasion, when there had heen some
justifiable grumbling abeut the wretched
food eent inte the camp by the authorities,
one of the prisoners, who had gone farther
than the rest and thrown his unappetising

soup upon the ground, was seized and
marched away.
George, who protested against his re-

moval, did not see him for some weeks, @ud
when at last the poor fellow returned, he
looked like a ghost.

His cheeks were sunken, his eyes were
deep-set in holes, his skin was like parch-
ment, and he had almost wasted away.

He had been stripped and beaten about the
head and hody with heavy sticks, he declared,
and afterwards had been removed to hospital,
where he had hovered between life and
death for a long while.-

And now that he had come back
hardly fit to walk.

Yet he had to take his chance with the
others. .

The prisoners did rot let the matter rest.

They made bitter complaints abcut it. and
an inquiry was supposed to kave been made.
‘They were curtlrl informed that the officer
responsible for the act of cruelty had been
degraded and otherwise punished, but had
no proof of the statement. A weck after
this unfertunate prisoner was punished
there waz another loud outcery about the
food, and upon ar officer arriving to hear
their  complaint, the prisoners gathered,
clamouwring, abhout him. He lcarnt more
about British opiuion of the Hun during the
bhalf hour that followed than ever he had
bargained [or.

His ears fairly tingled under the shower
of contemptuous reproaches and denuncia-
tions of the Fatherland hurled at him, and,
being o poor sort of fellow at the best,
told the prisoners that they would be shot
down if they did not instantly return to thelir
gquarters and semain there wuntil further
notice.

The guard was doubled Tor the next
twenty-four hours, but the little mutiny had
on¢ good ctfect; the food improved during
the next few days.

During these trying times the Grays and
Wilson discovered that moncy was of the
greatest use in the camp.

Most of the German guards were open to
bribery, and if a prisoner could only pay
for it, he managed to buy_an easier time
than fell to the lot of hisa poorer brethren.

‘he' was

.my frient!

i

Parcels and letters arrived regularly from
home now, and Jack and (eorge were inore
than thankful for them.

Most of the letters contained money, and
as they had taken steps since their arrival
in Ruhleben Camp to secure regular drafts
from their banks at home —for bhoth lads had
an account—they were able to purchaze such
necessaries in the way of boots, clothes, and
food as they required.

And they helped the less fortunate, that
being an obligation they reszarded as u para-
mount duty.

Meanwhile the Hornets drew with the
Londoners, a team composed of London foot-
hafers—a het side—in the cup. and beat
them on the replay by 1 goal to 0.

It was while they were in training for
their match with the Hotspurs that an old
friend arrived in the camp, with permission
to visit the Grays.

A surly looking German guard brought
them the news. Jack and George had just
finished ** dinner "—if the midday meal may
be glorified by such a name.

‘““ There's a friend to see you!” growled
the sullen Hun, whose rifle was sloped on
his shoulder. % _

““ A friend!"’ cried George, eﬁ'inging to his
feet and driving the plug of tobacco with
which he had filled his pipe weld home. ** A
friend! Can it he possible? Who i3 he?
What's his name?"’

‘* He's a Prussian officer,”” arewered the
guard, scowling. " He hasn't given his
name."’

And then—into the stables in which thg
brothers eat. with their usual stable com-
panions, strode the figure of an upstanding,
hronzed and handsome officer, ~lad in the
hated unform of the Fatherland.

‘““ Jorge!"’ he cried, stretching out his sound
right hand, for his left arm was supported
in a sling and the hand encascd in thick
woollen bandages. ‘' Jorge! Ah, 1t is vou,
Ah, I am glat to see you!'l”

George leapt to scize the outstretched
hand with a glad cry of recognition.

““ It’s Carl—Carl Hoffmann!"' he exelaimed.
* Back from the war! How are you, Carl?
Indeed I am glad to see you too. Jack,
shake hands with Carl. He’s the last man [
expected to see. And you're wounded toc,
old chap! Tell us all” about it!"”

"Phe British prisoners rcgarded the German
officer with mixed feelings

The majority of them had suffered too
many trials, humiliations, and cruclties at
the hands of the Huns to like any of them,
even this man who was apparently e¢o
friecndly to the Grays. They suspected
treachery and deceit behind the smile, which
served as a mask, in their eyes, to the true
character of his friendly officer. |

Carl was aware of the mixed feelings his
coming aroused, but smilingly ignored them.

» Just wait a minute,”” he said, with a
friendly nod. ‘‘I have brought something
for you.”

(Continued overieaf.)
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He walked to the entrance of the
stables, gave an order, and beckoned to”
someone outside. In response two (rerman

soldjers staggered into the stables. bearing
a "huge hamper;with them.

oIt is a-gift in remembrance of the old,
happy days,” he said. ~* And I -hope you
amd your hrother will accept it at my hands,
sven though fate has made us encmiecs. It
containg some foodstuffs and some .wine and
siears, Perhaps you can make some of your
‘riends a little happy by sharing them.”

Should George refuse?  First of all he was
inclined to do so. Then it occurred to him
that it woulld be a poor reward for a gener-
ous thought.

And so he thanked his old friend.

Then Carl sat down, and, lighting a cigar,
told the tale of his experiences during the
war.,

“He had been throuch the fighting from
Licce onward, and had fought in many a

battle. * He told of the mighty onrush of the
German ~ armies, how by, sheer weight of
numbers and munitions they had borne down
all  opposition. How their military chiefs
had derided the efforts of the British "Army,
and -how *heroically the latter had fought at
the battle of the Marne. He toid of the
uncexpected advance of a French Army, who
3aved the situation when the Huns appeared
to.have Paris at their mercy. And, of the
subsequent onrush to the coast, when General
French had moved his army into Belgtum
and stopped the advance on the Channel-
ports.

All .this and much more he spoke of,
thrilling his hearers by his simple narration
of the progress of the titanic struugle.
“And when he came to speak of his own
wound, there was an utter .absence of
braggadocip that almost clouded an act of
personal bravery which earned their respect.

He had been shot down while leading an
attack on the British positions near Y pres,
and had lain for over twenty-four hours in

the open, when a search-party found him
;ll_ml_brougllt him safely bhack to his own
ines.

*“And how did you come to discover. thut
we were ins Ruhleben?” asked George, with a
smile of curiosity. ‘

%‘;lrl shrugg(rd.his shoulders.

‘;’Oh" by- ‘i‘lCClllt'i_llt,"’l‘(‘fl:“y," he answered.
" Though I set about finding you the moment
I was'free to do 0. I got to know ihat
vou had been interned in Oberhemmel Camp,
heard of your escape from there, and then
met Wilhelm Beckmann-—

“Ah! He was kind to us,” said George.
* He would. have got us out of the country
if he could. They arrested him at the time
we were captured. T am glad to hear thar
he's all richt.”

Carl Hoffman smiled grimly.

“They fined him two thousand marks for
that exploit,” said he, ‘“but, gave _.him his
liberty. And now he is under.a cloud’ and
suspeeted of sympathising “with™ the. *Allies,
But he is 'a brave and fearless man. e is
bearing up.”’

“ And he told you we were here?”

“Yes. And so I obtained. permissioin to
visit you and to bring ‘you the_hamper. My
friends I am glad indeed to see you all
again.

#nd we're glad to see you, Carl. It's a

pity we are enemies.”

*“ It is fate.”

Here the German officer frowned, and

looked heavily. away. -
-Jack turned eagerly towards him.

“*Tell me one thing,” he cried, ““do you
think Germany will win the war?”

(To be continued.)

A SPLENDID

NEW SERIES

Will Commence Next Week!
First Story, under the Title of

“« CAPTAIN BURTON'S QUEST!”

Will deal with the opening adventures of
‘ NELSON LEE, NIPPER, and his Friends
~ at St. Frank’s, on a Thrilling Voyage in
' Search of Treasure.

| “CAPTAIN BURTON'S QUEST!”
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