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‘““ If you and your men care to earn ten shillings each, you may do so.
All ) require is that you bring these boys to the scheool as quickly as possible.
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For some days past the Remove, headed by
Nipper, has been preparing for a state of war
- against the aufhority of Miss Trumble, the
new lady Head at St Frank’s. In the dead
of night trenches were dug
the school to accommodate the Juniors

in the fields near
a siege and-a possible attack. Then

an ultimatum was sént to the Headmistress
'demandmg the retura of Dr. Stafford and the other mas-
succeeded in mfunatmg Miss Trumble
~ ‘and increasing her determination to run - the -school 'in her
‘own way. Her action has signified a- ﬂeclaratmn of war on

the Juniors, who have now begun the B

Out ”’ in grim

Hired mercenaries are - employed b Miss Trumble,
and the story of the great struggle

S admwably told in the
THE EDITOR

(RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

CHAPTER I
IN THE TRENCHES!

XCITEMENT ran high at St. Frank's.

It was morning, bright and ciear,

and, according to all rulu and rw'ul,a-

tl{lﬂk, the "Remove ought to hne

been on the poiut of marching Sinto the din-

ing-hall for breakfast. _ _ ‘
But the Remove was doing nothiug of the

sort.

Attired in the uniform of cadets, the
juniors held a Etruugqeutrem-llml position
just behind the playing flelds. They were

there in force—every member of the Remove
to a man.

And the Remove was defying authority!

Goaded to a point of exasperation, the
fellows, under my leadership, had decided
that petticoat rule was impossible. And at
last the gteat moment had arrived.

After days of preparation, war was
declared.

And Mis: Jane Trumble, the self-appointed
Headmistress of St. Frank’ s, was left to deal

with the situation as best she could. *It’ was

now

a difficult situation, too. ‘Fu‘r there were no
masters in the old schpol. St. Frank's was

eatirely under the control of women.

And thet, in fact, was the réugon for the
Remove rebellion. |

Miss Trumble, the clclcrly spinstur lady

who had descended upon St. Frank's like an
avalanche, had caused all .the masters to
resign within a few hours of her arnval.

She had her own ideas regarding how a
big boys’ school should be conducted. These
ideas were somewhat weird and wonderful.
And the mastera, finding it impossible te
agree with her, had taken the only course
open to them.

Miss Truruble had proceeded to turn things
upside down.

Sha had banned football; she had abolished
punishment by the camne or birch, and she
had instituted a most hateful system of
bread and water diet for those who mis-
behaved themselves.

She had been particularly harsh with the
Remove o B

No doubt this was because the Remove had
mo-e spirit than any other Formn—the Re-
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move was composed of reliable, healthy
voungsters, who were pot willing to be
treated like children.

For thar was Miss Trumble's idea. She

regarded the boys as infants, and wanted
to treat them as such. She considered it
far more reasonable to abolish half holidays,
and to place delinquents on a bread and
water die* than to give them a good old-
fashioned caning, -

Naturally, the Remove jibbed at this kind
of thing. The fellows had shown their atti-
tuce in @o uncertain manner—with the re-
sult that Miss Trumble had got her knife
well into the chief junior Form,

After that the trouble had commenced.

In order to maimtain discipline, the Head-
mistress had heaped all sorts of indignities
upou the Remove, and when, finally, she
deprived the juniors of their studies, on the
top ot a host of other punishmeénts, the
Remove had decided that life was not worth
living.

And so tle revolt had come.

IFor over a week we had prepared. And the
cream of the whole thing was that we had
made the bulk of these preparations right
nnder Miss Trumble's nose. For the Cadet
Corps had been busily engaged in manufac-
turing a complete and intricate form of
trench works, emcireling the stout old barn
which stood at the junction of the two little
meadows at the rear of Little Side.

This bars now formed the headquarters of
the Remove army.

It was well protected—the trenches
reached out in all directions, in exactly the
same fashion as actual war defence works.
We had not overlooked a thing. And quietly,
in the night, we had taken up our position.

It was morning now, and Miss Trumble
had just discovered that the Remove was
absent from its usual haunts. A despatch-
bearer had carried an ultimatum to the
school. It was brief, but pointed. The
Remove wanted the masters back again, and
it would defy all Miss Trumble's authority
until its demands were met.

Naturally, Miss Trumble had refused—we
had expected nothing else. The despatch-
bearer had managed to get back behind the
lines, and now the Remove was quite intact.

Even Archie Glenthorne, the languid and
genial ass of the Remove, was with us. He
had thrown in his lot with the rest of the
juniors, although he was not actually a
cadet. But Archie was as determined as
the others. .

Anybody coming upon the scene suddenly
would have been struck by its warlike aspect.
There lay the system of trenches, winding
in and out among the little gravel hillocks
of the meadows. Tn tlie very centre stood
the barn—an old-fashioned place, which had
withstood the test of time. Its sides were
of wood, and the roof was thatched. But,
in:ide, it was thoroughly weather-proof,
with an excellent loft which would serve for
sleeping guarters.

Indeei. the Remove had brought all the
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mattresses and bedding away from the
schceol, so there would be no hardship when
it came to taking rest. As for food, the
storerooms had been raided, and large
suppliezs were now tucked away in a corner
of the barn, under the sole charge of Fatty
Littie. Fatty was the cook of the regiment,
so to speak, and he revelled in his work.

In the clear moming .light the trenches
looked businesslike enough. Here and there
cadets were walking up and down, on duty.
A watch was kept constantly. And in the
centre of the position lay the open space
in iront of the barn. It was crowded with
cadets.

And Reginald Pitt, of Study E, was sur-
rounded. He was the despatch bearer who
had taken the ultimatum to Miss Trumble.
And he had just been explaining how he
had got away after delivering his message.

“It's all right, you chaps—war is de-
clared!” he exclaimed. ‘' We expected it,
so there’'s mo need to get excited.”

““ Wari” yelled Handforth, ** Well, we'rg
ready!”’

““ Rather!"

‘“ Let the enemy come!”

“Dowa with petticoat rule!™

‘““ Hurrah!”

The juniors yelled with enthusiasm.

“ There’s no need to carry on like that!”
I grinned. ‘' Some of you fellows seem to
think we're in for a nice little pienic—but
it won't he. If I'm any judge of character,
Miss Trumble will show fight."”

‘““ All the better!” said Edward Oswald
Handforth. ‘' We can't start the fight—it
wouldn't be right for us to begin on the
women! But if they etart on us we shall
be justified in defending ourselves.”

““ Rather!” =

‘““ At the same time, we mustn't be too
cocksure,”” I went on. ' I think some of
you have an idea that Miss Trumble will
sitaply crumple up and collapse. You'd
better get rid of that notion at once.”

“Oh, I don’'t know!"™ said Armstrong.
*“ She's onty a woman! When she finds that
we're determined, she'll knuckle under, and
bring all the masters baek. Just you waib
and see!”

‘ She'll night!”
Griffith. 3

“T don't give her bevond dinner time!"
added Owen major.

I shook my head.

““If that's your idea, I'm sorry for you!"
I said grimly. * Miss Trumble may be a
woman, but she's got plenty of determina-
tion. By jingo! Haven’t we had prooi of
it? And when she finds that we're up
against her she’ll hold out until the last
minute.”

“That won't be long in coming,” said
Marriott. : :

“ Well, I’ll give Miss Trumble a week,” I
said.

‘““ Ha, ua, ha!” ' |

““You cam grin!" I went on. * But you
can take it from me that the Headmistreas

give in before said
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won't give in until she's tried every method r ingly,

of forcing us to surrender. Plenty of you
have believed for a loag time that the
thing's going to be easy. It won't be easy.
And the only way for us to win is to stick
~ to our guns, through thick and thiu!"

“ Hear, hear!"” exclaimed Pitt.

Not many of the juniors thought that I
was right. The majority of them had a firm
impression that Miss Trumble would weakly
grant our demands when she found that we
were strongly entrenched. But I kunew Miss
Trumble to be a woman of strong character.

Personally, I had nothing  against her,
Under ordinary circumstances, she was prob-
ably a harmless lady. But she was like a
square peg in a round hole as the Head of
St. Frank’s. She knew aothing about the
control of boys, and her authority was 1n-
suflerable. . .

That was why the Remove had revolted.
It simply counld not carry on under such
conditions. It was very sorry, indeed, to
lead a revolt against the ladies, but it had
to be. It was the only way to show them
that they were mot suitable for the work.

And the Remove was not alone in detest-
ing the peculiarities of petticoat rule. The
whole of St. Frank's, including the Sixth,
was heartily sick of Misa Trumble and her
lady colleagues. All the fellows would be
glad enough to see the masters back. _

But the Remove was the only Form which
thiad enough gumption to show actual fight.

And, after all, this was quite easy to
understand. The fags were too young to
undertake any such thing, and the scaiors
had their dignity to consider. .

Of courze, the Sixth couldu’t do 2nything.
The lordly Sixth had to suffer in_silence.
And the Fifth stood on their dignity even
more thaa ithe Sixth. For them to revolt
was quite out of the question. They were
geniors—they could not think cof anything
€0 undiguified.

Therefore it was left to the Remove to
lead the way; it was left to the Remove to
perform tlie actual work. And the Remove
was doiag it manfully. All the juniors con-
sidered themeelves to be members of the
chief Form at St. Frank's. There was some-
¢hing in this view. For it was always the
Remove that did things. _

Without a doubt, the Remove was doing
something nrow!

CHAPTER II.
STICKING TO THEIR GUNS!

66 NEMY in sight!"”
The hail came from
one of the cadets in

the front line
trench. It was a loud hail,
and all the other cadets be-

, came on the alert. The
‘““ enemy ' was an unkpnown quantity so far.
We were an army fighting against nothing.
We had taken up our positions, but there

was no a~tual enemy to assail us. Accord- |

.

oy
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everybody expected to Miss
Trumble.

She was the only encmy we knew so far.

And, sure enough, Miss Trumble was with-
in sight. She was striding across Little
Side, strongiy supported by Miss Babbidge
and Miss Rice. These latter ladies were the
Housemistresses of the Ancient House and
the College House respectively. They ap-
proached the position with firm steps.. .

“The entry of the gladiators!’ grinned
Reginald Pitt.

“You nean the Three Graces!"” said De
Valerie with a chuckle. “ My hat! Come
to think of it, they don’'t look very graceful,
do they? Talk about a bony set! They're
the limit!"”

It could hardly be said with truth that
the ladies were heautiful. Miss Trumble her-
self was big, angular, with a somewhat mas-
culine cast of countenance. And, at the
present moment, she was red with exertion
an{i fury.

Miss Trumble, in fact, could hardly con-
tain herself.

The whole thing was intolkerable—out-
rageous! For these junior boys to defy her
was tantzamount to sacrilege. Her own child-
ren had had the audacity to deiy her—
openiy. Ut was more than flesh and blood
coutd stand.

Anc Miss Trumble meant to show these
insolent, young puppies what was what!
Never would she submit to such a thing.

She came on, hardly knowing what steps
to take, but with a firm conviction that her
very presence would instil terror into the
hearts of these naughty children.

She really ‘believed that she waa capable
of quelling the rebellion single-handed.
Surely the boys would not dare to disobey
her to her very face? The thought was
horrifving.

Suddenly, Miss Trumble paused. Oaly a
few yards in front of her lay the outer
defence works—a front line trench which
jutted out from the other trenches.

It was crowded with juniors, who were
looking out boldly and with perfect confi-
dence. The Remove had takem up its stand,
and was not going to be scared by anything
that Miss Trumble might say.

For mvself, I was most anxious that there
should be no unruliness. It was only fair to
give Miss Trumble a chance to capitulate.
And so, before any of the thoughtless
juniors could start any shouting ar hooting,
I jumped out of the trenches, accompanied
by three of my officers—Bob Christine,
Reggie Pitt, and Cecil De Valerie.

We all stood at attention, and saluted.

““What—what is the meaning of this?"
demanded Miss Trumbile, her voice quivar-
ing with anger. * You wicked, wicked child-
ren! You will leave these meadowsa at once
and come straight indoors.” ;

“Did you receive our ultimatum, Miss
Trumble?” I asked politely.

‘“Don’t dare to question me, child!”
shouted Miss Trumble hotly. * Your auda-

SCC
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The communication I re-
( I will have no deal-
ings whatever with rebellious children!”

I bowed.

“In that case, ma’amn, the interview may

city is startling!
ceived -is now in ashes!

as well be closed,” I said. ‘' If you will
~have no dealings with us "

- '“8ilence!” screamed Miss Trumble. ‘1
..order you to form into line, and follow me

-back:to the school!”

*I am sgorry, Miss Trumble, we canuot
bey!” I replied.

“ You—you cannot obey!" stuttered Miss
Trumble, nearly choking. ‘ Good gracious
me! This is terrible—terrible! Far worse
than I thought! Who—who is the ringleader
of this dreadful affair?”

?.‘t‘tWe are all in it together, ma’am,” put in

itt, .

- 1 am the leader, Miss Trumble,”” I said
quietly.
- . .'"* Oh, indeed!” she snapped. ‘ Then you
Will be the one to suffer, young man! I com-
“mand you to come with me——"

.- **I should like you to fully understand,
ma’am, that the Remove po longer rccog-
nises your authority,” I interrupted.

‘ Please do not imagine that we mean any
disrespect. The Remove has no quarrel with
you personally. We only disagree with the
policy of womnen controlling a boys’ school.
In our opinion, it is not correct, and we
cannot consent to continue under such con-
ditions. We can only hope that you will
understand our motives."”

‘“ Stop!”’ gasped Miss Trumble.
you are impertinent——"’

“T am sorr{ that you should misunder-

Y,

“You—

.stand so readily,” I went on. ' As.I have
just pointed out, the sole objections of the
Remove are centred against women being in
control—not against any ladies in particular.
It would be {ust the same, Miss Trumble, if
other ladies had been appointed. We object
to the principle—not to the persons.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” said Pitt heartily. * Jolly
well put, old son.”
** Rather!” agreed Bob Christine. *‘ That’s

just what we all believe, in a nutshell, It’s
not right that women should——"’

““Not right!” broke in Miss Trumble, her
voice shaking with fury. * Not right! You
have the audacity to dictate to me! It is
rageous—it is unheard of! Such young chil-
dren to presume like this is little short of
monstrous! 1 will hear no more——"

“We thought it only right, ma’am, that
you should know the exact truth,” I con-
tinued. *" We have taken up this stand, and
we intend to stick to our guns until the old
order of things at the school is resumed.
"We shall not return to our ordinary duties
until the masters are brought back.” .

““ Hear, hear!”

““We want Dr. Stafford back!”’

“ Hurrah!” |

‘““And Mr. Lee—and Mr. Stockdale!”

‘“ Three cheers for the masters!”’

‘““ Hurrah!”

The rebels could contain themselves no
Jonger, and cheered with all the strength of
their lungs. - '

- -
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Miss Trumble stood looking on, and listen-
ing, her anger growing with every momeunt
that passed.

““ I have heard your ridiculous statement!”
she said passionately. ‘I absolutely refuse
to listen further! If you do not follow me
back to the school, I will have you turncd
out of these dirty ditches——"’

““HLa, ha, ha!”

“1 will sentence you to bread and water

“Hua, ha, hal”

““We have finished with bread and water
for good!” yelled somebody. ‘' And if you
try to turn us out of here, you’'ll find it a
pretty stiflf job!™

** Rather!”

“ Just have a shot at it, old lady !"?

Miss Trumble nearly fainted. She had
heard the words distinetly, and the insult
was almost too much for her. She really did
feel bad, and she decided that it was im-
possible for her to face this indignity any
longer. _

She turned, and walked away, vainly at-
tempting to retain her dignity. And Miss

‘Babbidge and Miss Rice, who had not said a

e

word all the time, walked with her.
They had an idea that they were not very
popular.

CHAPTER III.
THE SIXTH DON'T THINK SO!

HE Remove celebrated
their initial victory
with 1auch cheering.

They regarded Miss
Trumble’s departure as a sign
of weakness, and many fellows

- - declared that she would
knuckle under before many hours had passed.
But one thing was certain.

The Headmistress would never he able o
say that we had treated her with disrespect
at the opening of the campaign. As politely
ins possible, I had placed the position before
her.

‘““Well, that's that!’ remarked Pitt.
‘““ There’s no telling what she’ll do, but I've
a pretty keen idea we shan’t be left in peace
for long. However, we've got comfortable
quarters here, and it’ll take a bit to shift
us out of Fort Resolute!”
““That's rather a good name!’ I said.

“We'll call, it Fort Resolute from now
onwards. And we’ll stick to our principles
throughout,” |

‘““ Rather!”

“We've shown Miss Trumble that we’re
not afraid-of her, and we'll let her sce that
we're determined,” declared Bob - Christine.
“ We've burned our boats now, my sons, and
there's no drawing back.”

*“ No fear!”

“ Who’s thinking about drawing back?” de-
manded Handforth. “ 1 don't care if we
have to hold out for weeks—it's better than
lessons, anyway! This sort of life just suits
me.’’

“It won’t be like this all the time,” I
pointed out. ‘‘It’s fine this morning, but

! Fs
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to-morrow it may be pouring with rain. Aund,
rain or shine, the treuches have. got to be
manned. There's night duty, too. My sons,
it won't be all honey, 1 can tell you."”

“Oh, we'll take the rtough with the
smooth,"” said Armstroung. * We're quite pre-
pared for it—we're not afraid of a little

lrardship.
object.”

‘“ Rather!"

And then we had crowds ol visitors. IMags
came round by the dozen, and after that a
number of ¥Fifth-formers, headed by Cham-
bers, strolled vup and had a lock at us 1n a
fatherly kind of way.

('hambers was inclined to be severe.

““1 don't know that 1 apoprove of this, you
kids!"' he said, frowning, 3 he stood on the
“edge of the trench., * It's undignified. [It's
not in keeping with the best traditions of the
school.”

*Rats

““ Go and eat coke!"

Chambers frowned more than ever,

“I didn't come here to be checked!"" he
said warmly. -

* Well, nobody asked you to come!" said
Pitt. " You're at liberty to go just as soon
as you like, my son. This iz a Remove stuut
—it’s got nothing to do with the Fifth.”

“1If the Fifth had any gumption, they'd
joins us!" said Handforth, with contempt.
“But the Fifth hasn't got any giddy back-
bone! The Fifth is like a jelly that hasno't
been allowed to stand long enough!”

* Ha, ba, ha!l™

Chambers went very red. lie was quite a
good fellow at heart, but he had an exag-
gerated idea of the importance of the Fifth
—and an even more exaggerated idea of his
own unportance.

“ You cheeky young sweeps!" he snapped.
“This is what' comes ol being kind-hearted!
I came along here to give you a few words of
sympathy—and all T get is sauce! I'll soou
Ili! What the Yarooooh!"”

Chambers gave a wild howl as the top of
the trench crumpled up. He had been stand-
ing rather too near the edge, and the next
moment he was precipitated to the bottom
with a jar which shook every bone in his
body.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Chambers sat in the trench, and the trench
proceeded to sit on Chambers. A large por-
tion of it collapsed, and the unfortunate
Fifth-former was smothered—in fact, nearly
buried.

He struggled to his feet, smothered with
moist gravel.

““ You—you young rotters!'’ he roared.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Are we going to stand this?" demanded
Handforth indignantly., “ Are we going to
let these fat-headed I'ifth-formers come here,
aug' buszt up our trenches? Let's pitch him
out!”

“On the ball!”

The juniors dashed at Chambers with a
yell. And the next moment the pompous
Fifth-former was hustled out of the trench,
and sent reeling away over the grass. lig

Aud we're dghting for a jolly good

——

LEE LIBRARY N5

“xf

--
caught his foot in a big tuft, staggered, and
then pitchied over on his face. Ml picked
himself up, and shook his fist. .

“ You—you young bhounders!” he howled
furiously.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

** Sorry, Chambers, but we'd just like you
to know that we don't welcome uny inter-
forence,” said Armstropng. * If you come
back in a ditferent mood, we'll give you a
hearty welcoine, But don't try to dictate.
It doesn’t suit your style of beauty!”

(hambers took himself ofi, breathing hard.

Aud, in the meantime, Miss Trumble was
rapidly recovering from the first shock. And,
instead of being appalled at the prospect,
st became more and more determined to
bring this rebellion to an end,

After all, only the juniors had defied her
authority—aad even then, only a section of
the juniors., Was sue to be defied by a mere
haudful? Never! And she had already de-
vised a sclieme in her active brain, _

One thing was certain, It was quite out of
the question for her to suffer another
humiliation at the hands of the Remove., It
wos ¢qually impossible for her to shift the
juniors by force. But there were the pre-
feets! It was the duty of the prefects to
maintain authority.

So, back in the calm atmosphere of her
own study, Miss Trumble rang the bell. She
had composed herself by this time, and was
feeling ready for the fray. When Tubbs
arrived, she iostructed him to tell every
prefect in the school that he was required in
the lleadmistress’ study at once.

Ten minutes later the prefects had an-
swered the call.

They were all there, including Fenton and
Morrow and Wilson and Carlile—and, in
fact, the whole bunch. “The prefects had a
shrewd idea as to what was coming, and
they were looking rather grim.

““ Boys, 1 have no doubt that you know of
the dreadful calamity wheh has befallen the
school,” said Miss Trumble. ‘* A section of
the junior boys have had the unparalleled
audacity to deiv my authority! They have
leit the school premises, and have taken
possession of the barn at the back of the
playing-grounds.”

“We know all aboub
Fenton.

““1 was sure that you would, for it is
quito impossible for anybody in the school
to remain in ignerance of such an appailing
thing,” said Miss Trumble. “ 1 have called
you all together because I wish to talk to
you seriously. You are hardly boys any
longer—you are young men. And you hold
positions of great authority in the school,
being prefects. 1 mow call upon you to help
ne in this emergency.”

The prefects were silent.

“You must go outside at once, and if
these junior boys refuse to obey your com-
mands, you will bring them back by force,”
said Miss Trumble, with an air of finality.

“1T am sorry, Miss Trumble, but we can-

it, madam_ " said



not do that,” said Fenton, who looked very ]
uncomfortable.
Miss Trumble started.
“You cannot do it?”

she repeated

““ What do you mean?' asked the Ilead-
mistress. *‘ Good gracious! Am I to under-
stand that you are rebelling, too?”

** It is hardly fair to say that, Miss Trum-
ble,” replied Fenton. ‘' But 1 doun’t think
You quite understand the position——-"

it Indeed III '

“1I mean, it's not quite the thing to ask
us to bring the juniors back by force,” went
on the captain of the school. *‘‘ There is no
question of the Sixth rebelling. When the
Remove is in the school we naturally do our
duty. As prefects, we try to maintain dis-
cipline, and keep order. But the Remove is
now beyond our reach.”

‘“Do not be so absurd!” snapped Miss
Trumble. ' These boys are only just behind
the playmg grounds—indeed, on the school
property itself. 1 command you to go out
there at once and bring them back.”

T “We can't do it, ma’am,”’ growled
Morrow. ‘

The other prefects murmured their agree-
ment. _

““You cannot do it!” shouted Miss Trum-
ble, her anger rising afresh. ‘'* How dare
you? This is intolerable! How dare you
disrega.rd my instructions in this wilful man-
ner?’ _

‘“ That’'s quite wrong, madam,” said Fen-
ton firmly. “I should just like to point
out the position, as we see it. It is our
duty as prefects to enforce all the school
regulations, We are ready to do that with-
out being instructed, and without query.
But we cannot with dignity agree to engage
in a rough and tumble fight with these
juniors.”

Miss Trumble squared her jaw. {

‘““You may call it what you wish, but 1
regard this attitude as sheer insolence!”

CHAPTER 1V,
NOTHING DOING!

MISS TRUMBLE glarea
am amazed!”

at the prefects
she zaid, her voice cold and
acid. "I am amazed that
| ‘ you should dare to treat mo
in this way. I am disappointed, too. I did
at least believe that my prefects would
stand by me n this crisis.”
The prefects looked uncomfortable.
““Hang it all, Miss Trumble, it's asking
too much!” broke out Fenton. * If it would
please you, we’ll go to these boys, and
ask them to come back. Of course, it'll be
useless—I1 could tell you that straight away.”
‘““ Ask  them!"™ shouted Miss Trumble.
‘““ Who are they, that they should be asked?
You must go there and command them! And

force——""

" That’s just it,”” interrupted Fenton.
“We cant do 1t, madam. As I have =said,
we will attempt to point out to the young-
sters that they are doing wrong, but fur-
ther than that we cannot go. In fact, I
think I am voicing the opinion of all pre-
fects when 1 say that we shall absolutely
refuse to adopt any forceful methods.””

‘*“ Hear_  hear!” said the prefects.

Miss Trumble pointed to the door. .

“Go!’ she commanded coldly. “I will
have nothing more to do with you! I am
disappointed and angered. But wait one
moment! Fenton, you will see that the
Sixth Form is at once collected together.
None of you hoys mneed appear. It is the
other members of the Form that I desire
to see. They will gather in their own class-
rcom, and await my coming.”

Fenton bowed. _

“ Very well, madam,” he said quietly,

The prefects all passed out of the study.
They were relieved to get out. In their

she declared hotly. **1 am amuazed that you
should get such ridiculous ideas into your
heads. These children will not dare to show
fight—"

‘“ Oh, won't they?” put in Carlile. * You
don't know them, ma’am! These Remove
youngsters are pretty hot stutl. They've
defied your authority, and they'll defy
ours!”

‘““ If we go there, it’ll be like talking to a
brick wall!” growled Wilson. * They won’t
take any notice of us. And if we try to
use force, they'll show fight. And that
wouldn’'t be a very nice thing, for St.
Frank’s, would it?”

“You see, madam, it’s quite impossible,”
declared Feuton firmly. ‘" Under no-circum-
stances can we give these junior boys an op-
portunity of attacking us. It would be alto-
gether bad for the school, and a deplorable

exhibition in. every way, I am afraid we
muat decling to assist.”

1

hearts, they were in full agreement with the
Remove. But they could not admit this,
cven one to another. For the Remove had
defied authority, and that was an unpar-
denable sin. But the prefects were just as
human as the juniors. And they, tco, were
thoroughly tired of being ruled by women.
They would be glad to see the return of the
niasters,

But, of c¢ourse, it was quite impossible
for them to take any action on their own.
That was why they were secretly in sym-
pathy with the Remove, and why they
secretly hoped that the Remove would win
their fight. The seniors did not want to
take any action against the juniors.

The Sixth was rather indignant when it
heard of Miss Trumble’s order. < -- *

- Breakfast was just over, and they didn™
care about bheing ordered into their Form-
roomm as though they were a lot of unruly

- 2 5

if they refuse, you must drag them away by -
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fags. But the Headmistress's word was
law, and had to be obeyed.

The Sixth I'orm gathered together.

And the seniors were busy talking about
the situation when Miss Trumble swept into
the room. There was a silence at cnce. The
geniors regarded the Lady Head without ap-
proval.

“1T am glad to see, my boys, that you
have obeyed my~” iustructions,”” said Miss
Trumble. ** Much to my regret, the prefects
of St. Frank's have disappointed me.”

The Sixth knew all aboul it, and approved

of the prefect's stand,

“As you ali know the prefects of this
school are compelled, by the very nature
of thelr position, to maintain discipline,”
went on Miss Trumble. * That is why pre-
fects are appointed. Yet, in spite of my
expreoss wishes, these boys huve declined to
utilise the authority which is in their hands,
{ now call upon you to help me."”

“In what way, ma’am?"” asked oune oi
the seniors.

“You are not prefects, and so, perhaps, you
will not be hindered by any false sensa of
dignity,”” went on Miss Trumble. *“ I do not
make any requests of you—I command
you!”

““That’s hardly the way to put us in a
good humour, Miss Trumble.”

“I am sorry that you should be so in-
solent !” snapped the Headmistress. “1 am
beginning to realise that you senior boys
have a totally wrong impression of your own
importance. In my opinion, you are old
enough to be earning your own living, but
that is beside the point.
me at once, and you will compel the Re-
move boys to return to the school.”

Miss Trumble pointed to the door.

““ Attention!” she commanded. “ Form
into line, and march out.”

ThLe Sixth didn’t move.

“Did you hecar me, boys?’ demanded the
Headmistress.

“ We heard you all right, ma’'am, but we
must follow the example of the prefects
said one of the seniors quietly. “ We think
it's below cur dignity to fighit these juniors.
It would look bad.”

“ Besides,”" =aid cne of the others, © we
couldn't do any good. Theze juniors are all
dug in. We should only make curseives look
foolish by attempting to drive them out.”

‘“ We should make ourselves the laughing-
stock of the school.”

‘“Of course.”

“It can’t be done!"

The Sixth was quite determined, and
allowed Miss Trumble to know its opinion
with painful clearness. The Lady Head grew
more angry than ever as she listened.

“Am I to be defied by the senior boys
a3 well as the junior boys?"” she demanded
liotly. “I command you! Let there be no
more of this nonsense! I order you to do
my bidding!”’ .

““ We'll obey you in everything connected

You will all follow

Chambers gave a wild howl as the
top of the trench crumpled up.

do

with the school, ma'am, but we can't
any fighting!”

“ It wouldn't be right at all!”

Miss Trumble clenched her fists with help-
lessness.

“ You—you cowards!” she shouted. ** You
miserable cowards! I thought better of you
than this. I alwayvs believed that you would
prove yourselves to be worthy of your ‘tradi-
tions!"”

‘** But you don’'t understand——"

“ 1 understand fully and absolutely!" de-
clared Miss Trumble bhotly. *“I can only
regard your attitude as one of insubordina-
ticn. In manyv ways, it is far worse than
this absurd rebeilion of the juniors. For you
are older—you have more sense of responsi-
bility."”

“"I:cok here. Miss Trumble—it isn't fair

‘““ Silence!” she commanded. ‘I will mot
argue with you further. 1 *am disgusted!
As o punishment for this ridiculous inso-
lence, every boy in this Form shall have-mo
half-holiday  for a period of four
weeks! I will teach you that I am the mis-
tress of this school!”

And Miss Trumble swept out, having al-
lowed lLier temper to completely alienate
the sympathies of the Sixth. If one or two
of the seniors had felt sympathetic towards
her in this trouble, they wno longer did so.
The whole TForm felt warmed towards the
Remoyve.

To tell the truth, the Headmistress had
felt like screaming as she faced the Sixth
Form. It was ¢nly by an effort of great



Sl THE NELSON

selfcontrol that she had prevented herself
from doing sc.”

And ghe had thought it wiser to get away,
where she could be alone. It didn't matter
what she did, there was no aid for her. The
juniors would take no notice of her—and the
seniors politely informed her that they
could not be of any assistance. .

She had never felt so impotent in her life.

And she went into her study, and slammed
the door, and then proceeded to pace up
and down. Not that this did much good. So
far as she could see at present, the situa-
tion was growing worse every second.

If these rebels were squashed at once,
very little harm would be done.

But if they retained their liberty for
long they would get the idea that they
held the upper hand. And then there would
be no holding them. Something had to be
done—quickly and decisively.

But what?

The Headmistress of St Frank's was at a |

total loss,

CHAPTER YV,
GROWING DESPERATE!

66 W ° "HAT shall I do—
it what shall I do?”
Miss Trumble

3l asked herself that
;l}f question again and again
R as she walked up and downu

: : in the confines of her study.
She knew very well that her very position
as Headmistress was at stake.

And something had to be thought of.

When she had taken over the control of
the school she had deluded herself into
believing that it would be e¢asy, and that
she would run St. Frank’s in such a perfect
manner that there would be complete har-
mony.

But, from the very first day, she-had made
discoveries. She had Deen realising more
and more that a boys' school of the size of
St. Frank's is not so casy to control as one
would imagine.

Now and again she allowed herself to feel
a slight sense of admiration for Dr. Mal-
colm Stafford, who for years had conducted
Bt. Frank's in a perfectly calm and masterly
way.

Then Miss Trumble would frown and put
the thought away from her. Dr. Stafford
had been harsh. He had made use of the
cane and the birch. And such things, in
the opinion of Miss Trumble, were signs of
brutality and hooliganism. It was her ideal
to run the school in a very different way.

But an ideal is never the same in practice
as it is in theory.
~ This was what Miss Trumble was discover-
ing. It was what she had never expected
to discover. And it took her quite by sur-
prise. She argued with herself that an ideal
in theory ought to work out just as well in
reality. She did not know that little things
of this kind never paun out. -

et
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And now a crisis had arrived.

Owing to her conduct of the school—which
she considered to be perfect—the boys of the
Remove had rebelled. It was appalling in
the extreme, and the only thing was to bring
these boys to their senses.

Argument was useless. . Appealing to their
better rature was useless. Aud it was equaily
futile to command. These boys were in
such a state of insubordination that force—
and force alone—could bring them to their
wits.

And, although Miss Trumble shuddered at
the idea, she came to the conclusion that
force had to be applied. But how? Where
could she obtain the force? :

The Sixth would not. do anything, and it
was equally certain that the TFifth would
refuse. She supposed that it was a kind of
loyalty among the boys. Absurd and ridicu-
lous, of course, but such things had to be
faced.

And what could the mistresses do?

Even supposing she took Miss Babbidge and
Miss Rice and Miss Teezer, ‘and all the
others—what then? They would arrive at
the rebel stronghold, and the unruly juniors
would laugh at them. More horrifying still,
they might even show fight.

The position was terrible, and Miss Trumble
could not find any kind of solution. Inter-
mixed with her anger there was a deep feel-
ing of alarm. Defied by the juniors, defied
by the seniors, her. authority was becoming
a farce.

That was the most terrible thought of all.

Just a little more of this sort of thing
and shie would lose her control. Her ad-
ministration was failing! And it came upon
her with full force that she must be strong
now, or her attempt to rule St. Frank's
would end in sheer disaster.

The idea of giving way to the boys never
entered her head. '

Such a thing, of course, was out of the
question. It stood to reason that women
would be able to control the school far better
than men. That was what Miss Trumble be-
lieved, and no other opinien was of any value.
She was right: she knew she was right, and
she would never give in.

But—the problem came up once more—what
could she do?

She paused, and stared out of the window.
She gazed unseeingly across the Triangle,
where numbhers of fags were standing about
in groups, eagerly discussing the dramatic
situation.

The Triangle seemed very quiet and de-
serted this morning. The absence of the Re-
move made the old school seem emipty and
quiet. Miss Trumble saw nothing as she
looked out.

Just over the wall lay the lane, the quiet

‘country road which led from the village of

Bellton and then on towards the moor. Over

the top of the school wall appeared some

moving vehicles. )

thAt first Miss Trumble didn't even natice
€m.
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Then, in a subconscious kind of way, it
came to her that these vehicles were gipsy
caravans.., The fact was brought home to
her because the vans came to a halt.

She could see all sorts of wickerwork
baskets and chairs piled up round two or
or threc of the caravans.
of gipsy women appearcd in the gateway of
the school.

This was rather too much for Miss Trumble
in her present state. Her feelings were pent
up, and she decided that she would give
these gipsies a severe word. How dare they
come bothering?

And then, suddenly, she started.

In a flash an idea had .occurred to her—
a daring, desperate idea which would never
have come to her at any ordinary time. But
just now she was overwrought. Something
had to be done; it was impossible to let
those boys defy her! And in such a state of
mind Miss Trumble did not care a jot for
appearances or anything else.

And this idea struck her as heing a pos-
sible solution.

Without hesitating, without giving herself
time to think of the advisability of such an
action, she passed out of the room and
hurried outside. There was a scuffle, as the
fags scattered in all directions.

But Miss Trumble took no notice of these
youngsters.

She passed straight outside into the road.
Her one and only hope was that the people
with tbis gipsy cavalcade were not all women
and children. Surely there must be some
men? ,
- And she glowed with hope and triumph as
she saw numbers of .ill-clad male figures
standing idly about the line of caravans.

There were far more than she had thought
possible—ten, fifteen, yes, at least twenty!
She hardly knew of any other gipsy crowd as
Targe as this. It was as though Providence
had come to her aid.

There were eight or nine big caravans, and
it was evident that this encampment was a
large one when it settled down. Numbers of
children were running about; babies were
squdlling in some of the vans.

But it seemed to be the women who were
doing all the work, except for those men
who were attending to the horses. All the
rest were smoking their pipes, and standing
idly by.

Mise Trumble did not give herself time to
change her mind.

She hurried forward—a somewhat impres-
sive figure in her schooul gown and mortar-
board. She came to a halt in front of three
or four of the men, and eyed them up and
down critically.

. “ Who is the chief man here?” she inquired
sharply. :

All the gipsies touched their caps, and one
rather elderly man came forward, removing
the pipe from his mouth.

And then a couple }

[

|

'} But they didn’t know the Remove

“That'll be me, mam,” he said respectfully.
“ Bill Smith—that's my name. If there's
-i:ny chairs or sech-like that you'd need to

u‘.__i.'l'

1 do not wish to purchase -anything,
thank you!” interrupted Miss Trumble.
““ But I should like to have a word with
you in private, if I may. The matter 1s
very important. At the same time, it will
place money in your pockets if you are will-
ing to duo what I require.”

Bill Smith looked at his companions won-
deringly. Other men had come up now, and
they were all listening. Taken all together,
these fellows were not a very attractive look-
ing bunch. -

““ Right you are, mam,” said Bill Smith.
‘““ Anythink to oblige a lady. What is it
you'll be wanfin'?"”

They went aside, on to the grass which
bordered the road. |

“1 am the headmistress of this school!"
exclaimed Miss Trumble curtly. ‘ There is
no necessity for me to go into any details,
but a number of junior boys have had the
audacity to rebel against my authority.
They have made some ridiculous trenches in
a meadow just behind the school, and refuse
to move."

“The young varmints!” said Mr. Smith,
removing his pipe.

“1 find it guite impossible to get these
boys to obey me,”” went on Miss Trumble,
“Jf you and your men care to earn ten
shillings <¢ach, you may do so. All I re-
quire-is that you bring these boys to the
school as quickly as possible.”

Mr. Smith looked very interested now.

‘““Ten bob each, eh?’” be said. ‘“ How long
do you reckon it’'ll take to do the job?”
s

“0Oh, a few minutes—only a few minutes!
said Miss Trumble impatientl¥.

“An’ 'ow do you reckon we're to shift
these ’ere Kids?’ asked the gipsy. * Jest go
along an’' grab ’old of 'em? Bring 'em in by
their back 'air, so to speak?”

Miss Trumble shuddered.

‘““ No, no, certainly wnot!”’ she exclaimed.
““1 will not countenance any violence. All
you must do is to seize the boys and bring
them, whether they like it or not. I shall
not accompany you, for I canuot bear to
see any roughness.”

‘““ And when do we get the ten bob each?”
asked Mr. Smith.

““1 will give it to you now!"” replied Miss
Trumble. ** And if you are successful, I will
give you another ten shillings each after-
wards. But you must go at once—and you
musclb"remember that no violence is to be
used.”

She gave Mr. Smith full :instructions, and
within a few minutes all the details were
arranged. The gipsies were grinning. So far
as they could see, this was easy money, and
no mistake? - | ¢
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hit of a shock bLelore long,”

at, consideiing that we Lad only just
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CHAPTER VI,
THE BATTLE.

ORT RESOLUTE was
quiet.
The rebhels were jeel-

inz perfectly confident

and happy. So far Miss
Trumble had shown po sign
of aectivity. 1t really seemed

iu tlmuﬂh she was nonplussed, and quite help-
©8s.

Numbers of thie iuniors were chueckling
gleefully, an+ they upcn]y declared that \Ilsa
Trumble would soon send & messace, telling
- them all to come hack, with a promise that
the masters would be at once reinstated.

‘* There’s nothing in it!”’ said Armstrong.
“ When you get a perzon like Miss Trumble,

you've only got to show a bit of strength,
and they wither up. Ske's got no giddy

power now!”’

“ Of course she hasn't,” grinped Griffith.

“I'm afraid you cha;:us arc going to get a
sald LDe Yalerie.
“ Miss Trumble may be a woman, but she’s
not a weakling. And she won't throw up the
sponge without a serap first.”

“Well, if I was in the habit of betting,
I'd risk a couple of beb on it,” said Arm-
strong. *“ Just wait until diouner-time.”

The juniors were talking in one of the
cominuuication trenches, outside the entrance
of a cosy little dug-out. There were several
of theze dotted about the trench .ystem—
cave-like places where the fellows could seek
shelter in very cold or wet weather.

They were not needed this morning, but 1
had aecided that it was better tc be pre-
pared for all emergencies. But fully half the
rebels were of the opinion that we should be
bacls—victorious—within no time.

And then, from the Eastern trench—the
one which directly overlooked Little Side--
came a shout of warning. Handforth was
there, accompanied by Church and MeClure.

The famous chums of Study D had been
engaged in a little argument. They vere on
duty, guarding this particular section of
the front-line trench. And they were all
hungry, for breakfast had not yet bheen
served. Things wvere in a hit of a muddie
so far. |

This, of course, was hardly to be wondered
started
our camp life. It was not to be such a brief
affair, ‘n my G])II]!UU In fact, if we were
back at St. Fraunk's wwithin a \\LPR I should
feel highly pleased.

Church was the first to
unusual.

He happened to look over the trench-top,
in the direction of the playing-fields. Iie
did not expect to see anything, for by nLow
all the other hoys of St. Frank's were at
lessons.

The bell had gone about five miinutes
carligr, and everything wos quiet and ssill

notice atiything

But, tu Churchs astonishment,

¢

he saw @
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] crowd of rough-looking men hurrying across

Little Side at® the double.
To all intents and purposes they were
gipsies—men in shabby, nondescript garb,

most of them wearing scarves round their

necks. They were approaching quickly,
laughing and shouting at one another.
““Great Scott!” gasped Church. ** Look

out there!”

*I can't be hbothered to look out now!”
shapped MHandforth. * I'm telling you chaps
that all the arrangements are wrong! If I
had been in command, I should have hLad
hreakfast over an nour ago——-"

* You—you ass!” yelled Church. * We're

being attacked!” '
*“Great pip!"’ shouted Handforth, staring
over the treach. " So we dre! Why the

dickens didn't you say so belore? Fifteen
or tweuty of 'em, too! But who are they?”

‘ Blessed if 1 know!” ejaculated McClure
excitedly. ** They look like gipsies, though!”

He turned, and waved his arms wildly as
he jumped upon a block of stone. His gignals
were seen at the Iort, which was situated
fuily a huvundred yards from the farther
uem,h

* Look cut!”™ roazred MeClure.
sight! Rush tlie troops down!
trenches!”

His shout was heard by everybody.

But it was quite unnecessary after all, for
1 had seen the approach cf this unexpected
enemy before anybody else.” I was standing
against the barn, at a raised spot where
it was possible to see round the meadows in
all directions. And I saw these rough
strangers approaching. -

A thrill passed through me. Here was the
first sign that Miss Trumble meant business.
But although I had bheen expecting some
activity, I had never believed it pcssible
that the Headinistress of St. Frank’s would
descend to such a device as this,

She was actually having us attacked by a
crowd of ruffians!

And I fclt glad—1 felt positively delighted.
We couldn’t fighit the women—but ther was
no question about fiehting this crowd. And
1 was perfectly confident that we should be
able to defeat the enemy with the most
supreme ease.

With our perfect system of trenches, and
with all the rest of our defensive prepara-
tions, it would be a queer thing-if we could
not bheat off an ill-organised attack such as
this one promised to be. '

““Man the trenches!” I commanded sharply.
‘“ Every fellow to his post! And don’t forget
that no firing must take place until the
order is given. Remember to obey your
oMcers!”

““ Keep your hair on!” said Merrell.
know wiat to do!”

** Perhaps sc—but I don’t wnnit any dis-
organisation!” 1 retorted. I‘ws, affair i3
going to he conducted prop«erlv.

I rushed down the main communication
trench to the first line of defence. Hete 1
gaye some other brisk orders, and within

““ Enemy in
Man the

“We

= - e )
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shree minutes the rebels were all spread out
in fichting order. '

[t must not be imagined that our rear had
been overlooked. A geod few cadets were
»on duty in that sectien—although there was
practically no possibility of un attack., DBut
we could not afford to take any risks,

The gipsies were coming on with full con-
fidence. '

They had nearly reached the front line
trench by now, and they could hardly sec
the juniors. Lying in our trenches, cool
and expectant, we hardly showed ourselves
above ground. And it really seemed to the
crowd of men that they wouird have the
easiest task of their lives.

When they were about ten yards away, 1
sudden!y jumped up.

“ Stop!"’ 1 shouted sharply.

Something in my tone caused the men to
come to a halt, with the elderly Mr. Smith
in advance of the others. o

“ None o' that, my lad!” he extlaimed.
“1'd just like to give you a word o warnin’.
‘We've been ordered to take you Kkids back
to the school. Now, if you like to come
guiet, we ain't got no objection. It’ll save
‘a deal o' trouble, an’ you won't be 'urtl”

“ Go hiome!” roared the rebels.

““ Yah! We're not afraid of you!"”

““ Come 2 bit nearer and you'll be sorry for
yourselves!” e

And there were vells of detisive laughter.

“ It's rather queer that you should give
me a warning!” I exclaimed. ‘' That's what
I want to give to you. If you advance
another step we shall fire! So you'd better
look out for yourselves!™

Mr. Smith looked startled.

““ You'll do wot?"’ he asked blankly.

“They're only pea-shooters—but you'll
know it!”’ T said grimly. ‘I thought it only
Fair to prepare you in advauce. We've got
no grudge against you men and we don't
want to——"’

“ That's enough lip, kid!” snapped Mr.
Smith. * Come on, mates—let’s finish this
ere business quick! Can’t hang about ‘erc
all the mornin’!"”

“It ain’t likely!” said one of the others.
“ Rush ’em!”

The gipsies evidently thought their task
was much easier than it actually was. They
gathered themselves together for a quick,
rushing attack. And I saw that it was quite
impossible to avoid strife.

““Get ready, men!’ 1
then—fire!"”’

““ Over the top!"’ roared Pitt.

Phut! Phut! Phut! Phut! Phut!

All along the front line trench there were
dozens of these soft, thudding sounds. And
Mr. Smith and his men staggered, paused
in their run, and yelled with surprise and
pain. ¢

For a perfect hail of peas poured upon
them out of the trenches. The air seemed
to be filled with the little pellets. They came
from every side hissing through the air with
stinging force.

L

shouted. ** Now

| They

| grimly.

o e et

* Hurrah!™

““ Let 'em have it azain!” I commanded.
““ Another volley!"”

Again there came that series of popping
sounds to be immediately followed by the
hiss of the speeding peas.

““ That's the style!”” yelled Handforth.
“We'll teach these fatheads to come mess-
ing about here! By George! What do they
think we're made of? Go it, you chaps!”

The attackers reeled. '

So confident had they been, that they had
never expected any serious opposition. They
had believed that it was only necessary to
dash in amongst us, and we should either
take to our heels, or howl for merey.

And there was something to be said for
them.

Miss Trumble had led them to believe that
we were a mere rabble of naughty children.
[t was, therefore, a stunning surprise to the
gipsies to realise that we were a well-
organised cadet corps, with deience works,
weapons, and everything necessary for repel-
ling any amount of determined attacks.

The gipsies staggered away, furious and
astounded. Their hands and their faces were
stinging from the effects of the pellets. And
these pea-shcoters of ours, let me say, were
something special.

‘They had been purchased in secret durinz
the week-—and held in readiness for the war.
were not ordinary pea-shooters, but
something far more e¢laborate.

In appearance they were something like air-
guns, and the peas were released by meang
of a trigger. Ilacn weapon had a magazine,
capable of holding over a couple of hundred
peas. The action was of the repeater type,
and the peas could be fired off with great
rapidity. Yet the weapons were quite harm-
lesz, and came within the category of toys.

Jut Mr. Smith and his friends did not con-
sider them to be toys as they rubbed their
smarting faces. Peas, when accurately aime.l
ond delivered with force, are exceeding annoy-
ing. It requires determined men to advance
in face of & hail of pellets from a battery
of pea-shooters. That was why I had gov
these things in stock.

From our point of view, no weapons could
he more suitable for this peaceful warfare
of ours. The rebels roared with merriment
as they watched the retreat of the attackers.

‘““Come again soon, won’t you?” yelled
Armstroag.

‘“ Ha. ha, bha!’

“Don’t forget {o call the next time you're
passing!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” -

“If Miss Trumble can’t send anybody
better than you, it’'s a pity!” roared Hand-
forth contemptuously. *'I say, you chaps--
let’s go over the top, and push these
bhounders into the next county!” ;

“Halt!” I commanded. “‘Nobody must
leave the trenches!”’

“ Look here, you ass—" began Handtorth.

‘““ Nobody must leave the trenches!” I said
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Harelforth was anout to speak, when he 1e-
membered himself. After all, I was com-
n-ander-in-chief, and he was only a sergeaunt.
And Hanadforth was liable to forget that at
times. We were on duty now, and it was up
to him to maintain discipline.

** Oh, all right!” he growled. ‘Do jyou
hear that, my lads? Nobody must leave the
trenches! If I catch any of you fatheads
going cver the top, I'll biff you!”’

The gipsies had just recovered, and now
they came to the full realisation that their
work was not very easy. But they were not
dismayed. They were determined to bhave
another attempt.

And so, at a word from their leader, they
dashed up—bending their heads down low, o
avoid the storm of peas which burst upon
them. And this time, owing to the pre
caution, they succeeded in getting to close
quarters.

A minute later, ‘the ﬁ"ht was going on in
deadly earnest.

Sn swift was the rush of the enemy, that
they were carried right up to the edge o1
the front line 1Lrench And at such clom
range as this, the pea-shooters were of prac-
tically no use.

Hard-to-hand fighting fcllowed.

Eisht or nine of the gipsies wavered before
they reached the tremch. And that hesita-
tion was fatal. Met by a perfect hail of
peas, they found it -mposth to withstand
the onslaught.

Fowlmg with pain, they rushed away, until
they were” well out of range. Here they
paused, and obtained some measure of re-
lief by shaking their fists in our direction
and swearing wlubl}

Fortunately, the commotion near at hand
was so great that we did not hear many of
the lurid remarks. For a battle was taking
place right in the trench itself. About eight
of Mr. Smith’s men had jumped straight
down into the trench—probably bellewnn'r
that their very presence would strike terror
into our hearts. But the effect was exactly
the opposite.

The juniors, thoroughly excited, were just
recady 1or a scrap of this kind. They fell
upon the enémy with relish. Handforth, in-
deed, was enjoying himself to the full.

“ Come 'on, yoa rotters!” he roared. *‘1’l
show you!”’

Biff! Crash! Biff!

Handforth's fists were tremendously active.
He aimed blow after hlow at the surprised
gipsies. One man went over with a wild
howl, Handy having caught him a fearful
crack on the jaw.

- Another man received the full force of my
knuckles on his nose. Pitt, De Valerie,
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Christine, and a few more were hard it iv
with several other members of the enemy.

'The gipsies were finding themselves in a
had way.

And, as soon as they realised that they had
no hope, they commenced foul tactics. They
kicked, they spat, and they performed every
other obnoxiocus triek,

And then the rebels let themselves go.

‘““ Pitch these blackguards out!” 1 shouted
argrily. ** They're not worth fighting!”’

“Phe hoolicans!” yelled Pitt. * Qut with’

the whole lot!”

Kicking, <cursing, and struggling, the
cipsies were grasped. Half-a-dozen {fellows
altended to cach man—so he had no chance
oi winning. They were hoisted to the top
of the trench and pitched over. And as soon
as they rose to their feet, still cursing, they
received a hail of peas which sent them
reeling back, with every cunce of fight
knocked out of them. :

And, over by the gateway of Little Side,
Miss Trumble stcod watching. At first she
had believed that the rebels were about to
be quelled. But now she knew the truth.
This desperate venture of hers had failed.
The gipsies had been pitched out, beaten.

“* The fonls—the fools!” exclaimed Miss
Trumble, hoiline with rage. *‘And tho:se
This is far more ter-
But 1

hoys remain defiant!
*ilde than T had ever dreamed of!
will never give in—never!”

And there was something in Miss Trumble's
dttltll{tle which told that she was in deadly
earpes

CHAPTER VII.
A LULL IN THE STORM.

URP AH!” .
* Breakfast 2.6
last!”

Fatt.y Little, at-
tired in massive white
apron, mab standing at

the door of Fort Resolute,
ringing a hand-bell. It was an indication that
he had prepared breakfast.

And there was an immediate rush to Head-
quarters.

But only half the rebels were allowed to
attend the meal. The other half had to re-
main on duty, much to their disgust. 1 had
arranced alt this beforehand, so that the
juniors knew exactly what to do. If I had
left. it until the last minute, confusion would
hg.we reigcned. And there would have heen
a lot of squabbling, too.

The trenches had to remain manned, in
case of apother attack. That was far more
important, in fact, than breakfast—although
the majority of t.he juniors didn’t look at it
in this way.

Reggie Pitt grinned as he stood besule me
in. the front line trench.

“¥'m blessed if I know what all these
chaps--would do without you, Nipper,”” he
‘said.; ** This barring-out wouldn’t last an

1 Everythmg depends upon t.he» leader.-
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I reckon we're jolly lucky to have such a
capable commanding oflicer.”

“Don’t be an ass,” 1 said smiling., *“ I
anything was to happen to me, there are
plenty of others who could take command—
and you are the one I should choose first of
all, Reggie. But we mustn't hand out com-
pliments to one another. What do you think
of the morning’s work?”

“Jolly good, so far,” replied Pitt. *‘““1'm
surprised at Miss Trumble, setting a gang
of rotten gipsies on to us. 1 should have
thought that such a move would have heen
too degrading.”

“ She’ll think so, too—later
quietly. ' She mus

on,”” I said

boiling rage. 1. don't think we suffered a
single casualty!”

““ Nothing except a bruise or two,” said
De Valerie, coming up. *' I’'ll guarantee Miss
MTrumble won't send those hoolicans back
again. And if she did, they wouldn't dare
to attack us. 1 think they've had enough!”

¢ All the same, we shall have to be cuare-
Tul,” [ replied. * Don't forget that Miss
Trumble will do anything within her power
to drive us out to-day. It's the mcst critical
time oi all.”

The other juniors were patrolling the
trenches rather impatiently: They were
thinking about the breakfast which Fatty

Little had prepared. My own appetite. was
keen, but I was not eating until later on.
All my thoughts were for the safety of the
Fort.

In the barn itself the
thoroughly enjoying themselves. Fatty had
prepared quite an excellent breakfast. With
two or three assistants—whom he ordered
about just as he pleased—he had baked a
huge bateh of potatoes—by the simple pro-
cess of building a bonfire outside, and put-
ting the potatoes in the ashes,

He had provided bhiscuit sandwiches by the
hundred. ~ These were sought after more
than anythine else. There was ham on the
g0, too. And plenty of tins of sardines.

But Fatty Little was far frcm satlisfied.

“Of course, you can't call this a proper
meal!' he said apclogetically., ¢ It’s only a
pretence. Just wait until I get the oil stoves
and the frying pans, and all the rest of it!"”

“We're not grumbling, Fatty,” said De
Valerie. y

‘“ Rather not—you’ve done well!"

“ Good for you, Cookte!"

Fatty looked pleased.

“I'm not particularly satisfied
potatoes,”” he said. “They're jolly nice
baked in that way, 1 know, but it's tco
rough-and-ready. I like, to spread myszelf a
bit more when it comes to cooking.”

The chef of the Cadet Corps was labour-
ing under great dilficulties.

According to our criginal arrangements, tie
rebellion had not been scheduled to take)|
place until the following morning. And by
that time everything would have been in

juniors were

with the

have got that idea on |
the spur of the moment, while she was in a |

much better fettle,

-

Sure enough, Archie’s valet had
appeared loaded up with handbags,

a couple of suitcases, and other para-
phernalia.

For this evening a big batch of goods woulil

L be delivered from a lecal firm in Banning-

ton. 1t had been arranged that these things
should be sent after dark—and they would be
brought straight to the boat-house, by the
River Stowe. And this building was only a
few hundred yards from Fort Resolute. ~

Archie Glenthorne was the fellow who had
bought thesc gocds.

Archie was generous to a degrce, and he
happened to have plénty of money., In fact,
he was rolling in it, and he had insisted upon
ordering a number of oil stoves, ovens, frying-
pans, kettles, crockery, cutlery and plate,
and all sorts of other things that would be
of great use to us.” After these had been
delivered, cooking and feeding wounld be made
easy.

But to-day we had to rough it.

Not that the fellows minded.
deed, a bit of a novelty.

In the middle of breakfast, Archie Glen-
thorne appeared. He came from the loft up-
stairs—which was reached by means of a
ladderattached to the wall, There was a big

It was, in-

) hole in the c¢eiling.
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““ What ho!” said Archie, as he came down. A

“ In other words, dear old rebellious chappies,
large slices of good-morning! I understand
that several {frightful battles have been
taking place?”

** While you crowled Handforth.
' Slacker!”

Archie winced. ; -

‘“* Dash it all!” he protested. ‘I mean to
say, slightly terse, what? I don’t object to
any of you dldppl&u making a few personal
remarks. but when it comes to being called
a slacker. Well, T mean to say, it seems
that a cove ou"ht to display a large dose of
indignation!”

De Valesie chuckled.

‘““ You mustn't take any notice of Handy,
old man,” he said. ** We don’t call you a
slacker. You're an ornament to the scenery,
Archie. You gwe the whole place an appear-
ance of tone.’

‘““ That's rather pricelessly put,
know!” said Archie beaming.

As a matter of fact, I wasn’t very keen
on Archie joining in vhe actual work of the
camp. He had insisted upon being with us.
As a member of the Remove, he simply had
to be in the rehel party. But when it came
to fighting, or any useful work, Archie was
rather hopeless.

And so he was allowed to wander abouu
just as *he pleased—wearing one of his gor-
geously-cut lounge suits, At St. Frank's lhe
had been accustomed to his own luxurious
study, but here he had no comforts at all.
But Archie didn’'t grumble. It wasn't his
way.

He wandered to the door of the barn, and
cazed out upon the general scenery. It was
rathier cold., but the sun was shining with
pleasant warmth, considering the time of the
year. The fields lovked green, and there was
a general air of peace upon the countryside.

St. Frank’s lay still and calm. The fellows
were at lessons, and there were no shouts
resounding® from the Triangle. Archie
breathed in the fresh air and expanded his
lungs.

““ This, as it were, is absolutely the life!”
he observed. ‘' I mean to say, vast loads of
ozone, and all that sort of rot! The jolly
old fresh air is buzzing about in platoons,
don’t you know.”

““1 don’t suppose we shall have it as fine
as this always,” said Armstrong.

““ Absolutely- not!” agreed Archie, i °
mean fo say, we shall probably get a few
doses of snow, not to mention rain and fog,
-and all the otlier members of the good cld

slept !’

don’t you

family. But the open air life for me! Every
time, laddie, with large quantities of

¢ p.ha‘:IS i

‘““Won’t you miss, Phipps?”’ grinned Owen
mijor.

‘“ Absolutely not!” said Archie, with a
smile. ** As a matter of fact, old bean, the

optical department was just on the look-out |

for Phipps. The dear old cove ought to be
appearing in the offing!”

SO
'LEE Lmrmnw e

““ What!” gasped Armstrong. ‘‘Is Phipps
coming here?”’

“ Absolutely!” said Archie. *‘* Dash it all!
That is, dash it all! You can't mean to tell
me, old can of fruit, that you expected me
to exist without Phipps? Gadzooks! Abso-
lutely impos.! When it comes to living the
good old simple life, a chappie simply must
have Phipps dashing up and down, looking
after this and that!”

“Well I’'m blessed!” grinned Iubbard,
“1f that’s not the limit! Actually having.
Phipps here to attend to his—"’

‘““What-ho!" said Archie gaily.
the misty and dreamy distance, old onions!
Behold! The Phipps Bird appears! Abscs
lutely! I mean to say, Phipps himself,
accompanied by sundry appeundages.”

The juniors gazed towards Little Side, and
chuckled.

Sure enough, Archie's_valet had appeared.
He was well loaded up, too, carrying several
handbags, a couple of suitcases, in addition
to a number of smaller parcels. In fact, he
was literally plastered with them.  And
Phipps was laboriously making his way over
the rough ground.

But before he reached the front line trench,
half a dozen cadets were out and surround-
ing him

“* Who goes there?” grinned tht

“ (Raze into

““ Friend, Master Pitt!” said Phipps
golemnly. ;
‘“ Pass, friend! ‘’Tis well!” said Reggie.

“But may I ask what all these bags are? 1
don’t want to be personal, but do you happen
to be moving the entire Glenthorne estah-
lishment?”’

“Just a few personal items for Master
Archie, sir,”” said Phipps. ** He requested me
to bring four times this amount, but I found
it quite impossible.” _

“Good old Archie!” chuckled Singleton.
“It's a wonder he didn't have a lounge
brought in, to say nothing of about a dozen
cushions!”

“ There’s no telling, sir,”” said Phipps.
‘“ Master Archie has rather a partiality for
comfort.”

‘“ Yes, I've noticed it,”” grinned Smgleton

Phipps passed on, with several juniors
carrying the baggage. And it was now time
for the other section of juniors to have their
orub. There was a change over, and I was
soon busy with the ham and the biscuits and
the baked potatoes.

‘“ Are you going to stay, Phipps?’’ 1 asked.

‘1 rather think that Master Archie desires
my presence, sir.”

““ Absolutely,” said Archie. * Pray be sen-
sible, Phipps. How do you suppose the
young master is to exist, unless_ you rally
round? I shall require you morning, noon,
and night, laddie. The simple life is fright-
liable to bLe sovmewhut

fully jcll}', but it's
strenuous.”
And Archie strolled into the barn with

fContirgced on pagé 15.)
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This is the opening story of a grand new series dealing with
ume, the great newspaper sleuth of
aily Wire,”" illustrating the power of the
ating with an expert crime journalist in the detection and sup-
i The author has himself been the crime

the exploits of Mervyn
the “

pression of crime.

fnvestigator of a great London daily and writes with the con-
viction of personal experience.
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00M, boom, boom!
The hour of midnight tolled slowly
from the City clocks. But despite the

B

lateness of th2 hour, Fleet Street
still presented a scene of considerable
animation.

Ou either side of the road stretching away
uap to the Strand stool numerous motor-
vans, their engines panting and throbbing,
awaiting the early editions of the great
London dailies, wuich even now were on the
machines.

And every now and then, from big glocmy
buildings trembling to the thud and rear of
giant presses and heavy machinery, dashed
small boys a3 black as imps from the pit
itself, bearing poles laden with empty beer-
can3, which they returned with later, filled
with steaming tea for the thirsty printers.

The great centre of newspapers had reached
its busiest hour

From the direction of

the 8trand two
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small yellow lights blinked and winked in tic
middle of the road. There came the sharp
i_mpk honk of a hooter, and gradually the
lights resolved themseclves into the lamps ot
a taxicab tearing along at breakneck speed.

There was a grinding of brakes as the
taxi stopped with a jerk outside the im-
posing offices of the *‘ Daily Wire.”” A figure
spraag out, thrust a note towards the driver,
and slamming the taxi door with more force
than was necessary, pushed open a blg outer
door markad * Editorial Only” and dashed
along a stone-flagged passage to the lift.

The lift attendant, who had been dozing cn
a stool, awoke with a start and stared.

“Good heavens, Mr. Hume. What on
carth’s happened? Your collar is covered
with blood, sir—and—and——"'

“Cut the cackle and run me up, Jenkins.
Come on, sharp's the word.”

‘he liftman with difficulty contained his
curiosity. He stepped into the cage beside
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his passenger, slammed the gate, and sen?
the car whining up the shaft. It stopped on
the third floor, where the passenger himself
opened the gate and strode along a passage
to the news editor’s room.

- Harvey Frost, the mnews editor of the
*“ Wire,” started up and eyed the figure that
ectered his sanctum in blank astonishment.
For the usually immaculate crime expert of
the * Wire " certainly presented an extra-
ordinary spectacle. His face was scratched
and bleeding, his hat and tie were missing
altogether, while his jacket was torn almost
to ‘ribbons.

At that moment Mervyn Hume, Fleet
Street’'s most brilliant crime investigator and
the best-dressed sleuth in London was hardly
recognisable. That he had been in the wars
was apparent, and he did not seem to have
had things all his own way. . _

“ What the thump——'"" began Frost in
amazement, but Hume cut him.short.

‘* Has the last edition gone through yet?”
he demanded, sinking into a chair. _

‘““ Not so far, but it is pretty near time.
Why? What have you got?” _

“I've got one of the most extraordinary
stories we have had for'a long time,” said
the crime expert, gently rubbing his damaged
face. ‘‘ Incidentally, I believe I've got a
couple of ribs put out of point, too. You
know 1 got the tip from one of my scouts
that an attempt to enter a house in Brox-
ham Gardens, Bayswater, would probably be
made to-night?

““ Well, 1 put Detective-inspector Marsham
wise to what I knew, and with a couple of
plain clothes :nen we went along to watch the
house. 'The owner, who was out of town for
a few days, had been warned of what might
bhappen, and he had left his keys with one of
the men at the local police station, with in-
-structions to enter the place and have a look
round if anything cf a suspicious nrature
occurred during his abseunce.

““ We patrotled round and round the house,
but not a soul came near. Then, from an
upper window Marsham saw a flash of light
a3 though someone had momentarily switched
on an electric torch.

“ One of the plain clothes men saw it, too,
and Marsham concluded that someone must
he on the prow! inside the place. But how
they could possibly have got in with four of
us patrolling round is a mystery I haven’t
yet solved.

“ Marsham decided we ought to enter, and
since he had collected the key from the
station, we were able to do so without Kkick-
ing up any row. We left one of the men on
guard inside the porch, with instructions to
lam into anybody who might try to get away.

‘““ We had reackbed the third floor, whea I
detected a faint sizzz, sizzz coming from a
‘Toom on our right.

“ ¢ Phat's the rcom where we saw the light,’
whispered Marsham, tugging at my arm.
* And there’s someone inside, too. 0 you
see that light coming from the crack between
the door and the floor?” And there, sure

TOUR DETECTIVE S

was a faint Fluish
seemed to flicker and dance, while the sizzing

erough, light which
noise continued steadily.

““Marsham got frightfully excited. *‘ There
are three of us,” he said, *‘and if we burst
into the room we can bag whoever is there
before they have time to start any tricks.
Wait until I give the signal and then charge
the door.” ”

Mervyn Hume helped himself to one of
Frost’s cigarettes, and then continued:

““Well, old Marsham gave the signal, and
we piled on top of that door for all we were
worth. That door was never meant to stand
such treatment. And it didn't. It went
down with a crash, and the three of us
landed inside the room on o6ur hands and
knees. :

‘““1t was pretty dark, mark you, but as

‘goon as we rot to our feet—and that didn't

take long when we didn’t know who or what
was in the room—we spotted the mysterious
prowler standing across the other side of *heg
apartment before a small but substantial
gteel safe.

‘* The curious sizzling noise we had heard
had ceased, and so had the flickering of that
bluish light. But by the curious odour that
permeated the room, I guessed pretty well
that it had been caused by an oxy-acetylene
outfit which could have been extinguished
only a second or so before.

““We made out the figure at the safe with
some difficulty, but believe me, Frost, when
it moved there was something distinctly un-
canny about it. The fellow, whoever he wvas,
didn’'t speak a word. He just turned and
raised his arm as though daring us to
advance

““I think he was the biggest man I have
ever seen. He seemed to stand at least
seven or c¢ven eight feet high, and his
shoulders were as hroad and powerful look-
ing as those of an ox. I couldn’t see his face
very well, but I believe he wore a mask of
some sort.

“‘*The game's up, my friend,” said Mar-
sham, advancing into the room, * and it will
be better for you if you come quietly.” But
this huge fellow simply turned and glared
at us, I tell you, Frost, I could see his eyes
gleaming in the dark with a sort of orange-
coloured glow. It was uncanny!

“*Well, if you are going to give ary
trouble that's your look-out,” went on Mar-
sham, walking towards the safe. ‘Come on,
you fellows, give me a hand.’ :

“ The other-man who had accompanied us
followed Marsham across the room, and. I
trailed up in his rear. '

“ I tried to switch the lights on, but they
were apparently not in working order, so we
had to manage as hest we could. But by
the.pale light of the moon streaming in at
the big windows 1 saw Marsham go up to
the man we had surprised. |

“+]I arrest you—" he began, when there

was a terrific roar, followed by a heavy. thud.
Something struck me in the pit of the




feet. It was Marsham! - :

““* My heavens,” he groaned, ‘the fellow’s
got the strength of about ten fully-grown
men.” And, judging by the way Dle had
picked up poor old Marsham and literally
flung him across the room, I should say that
was just the bare truth.

“ Well, as you know, Frost, although I am
rather slim, I am pretty useful in a rougi-
and tumble. When 1 had helped to drag
Marsham to his feet 1 signalled to the other
man to give me a hand. I meant to get that
big fellow or know the reason why.

‘““ We both advanced tcgether at the same
time, telling the fellow that he was only
making trouble for himse!f by Tesisting.
But not a word did he speak. He just waited
for us to come cn, these weird, glowiyg eyes
of his following us round like those of some
giant cat.

“I got fed-up with that silence business
and made a dash at him. I intended putting
a ju-jitsu grip on him. But befcre I could
do so I felt myself going up, up, up, and
then down swiftly and suddenly. Somethin
yellew seemed to dance before my eyes, an
I realised that 1 was somewhere across the
opposite side of the room to where I was a
few seconds before.

““ This big fellow seemed to go mad then.
Tf he didn't speak, he made up for his silence
by action. And, by Jove, there was plenty of
that. He barged across the room at us, and
grabbed Marsham under one arm and myself
under the other.

‘““We both fought like fury, but despite
all that we were as powerless as a couple of
newly-born children against our opponent.
Marsham got his head struck against the
wall, and when this fellow dropped us I tried
to do what I could for him.

‘“ Meanwhile, our friend the burglar was
getting really busy. He picked up every
article of furniture he could lay his hands on
and flung it across the room in a sort of blind
fury. He smashed every window there was,
pulled the light fittings from the ceiling
and the walls, and flung them at us.

‘“ But, Frost, the streagth of that man was
amazing! It seemed pretty obvious to us
at the time that we were deallng with a
madman. Marsham pullad out a truncheon
he had brought with him, and taking careful
aim sent it whirling across the room. It
caught cur burglar friend dead on the
temple, and even from where we were we
could hear the sickening thud of the hard
wood smashing the flesh.

‘“ Any ordinary man would have dropped
like a log. But not so this one. He gave a
peculiar little grunt of pain. Then with
a toar like some wild animal he put his long
arms round the safe and tugged at it.

And, Frost, we distinctly heard the rend-
ing of the wooden floor as that part of it
which was fastened to the bottom of the
safe came away. The fellow having got the
sufe free, grunted again and raiced it to his
shoulders.

F

#4hat explains the

el i S

stomach and collapsed on the floor at my)

* Imagine that, man. It would have taken
abcut three men like you or 1 to just move
it. But this fellow actually lifted it up ou
to his shoulders.

“*“Look out! ”
‘He's going to throw it at us.
sake move, man!’

“ Marsham dazhed to the door of the room
and out-on to the landing, the other man
and myself following. We got clear just in
time. We heard the big fellow inside lumber-
ing round and round, bellowing ar:d roaring
alternately like a c¢hild and a beast. There
followed a terrific sound of splintering wood
and then a dull thud outside the house like
something heavy striking the ground.

“*‘It's the safe!" yelled Marsham, who
was staring into the room over the debris
of the door. °*‘He’'s thrown it out of the
window!” [ locked over his shoulder. It was
true enough. The safe was no longer in the
room, and the burglar was still standing by
the window gazing down.

‘““ But before we could make any move he,
suddenly sprang out on to the ledge, and the
next moment he had vanlshed! The window
was about forty feet from the ground, but
when 1 locked out there was no sign of him.

‘““ Marsham and his man stared at each
other too dumbfounded for words. ‘If 1
couldn’t see that safe down below with my
cwn eyes,” he said at length, ‘I wouldn’t
have bhelieved such a thing *possible. Why,
the weight must be terrific. Yet the fellow
just flung it about like a small sack of coke.’

‘* He must be a strong man gone mad aud
escaped from a circus,” suggested the other.
But Marsham was of the opinion that he was
a bit of a magician, too. And, judging by
the “way he vanished frown the window, 1 am
inclined to agree.

‘“ Anyhow, he escaped, and what with our
heads still bruised and bleeding with the
manhandling he had given us, we were in'no
condition to follow him. Besides, we didn’t
know where he had gone.”

Mervyn Hume paused for breath. -

“Well, that's the story, Frost,” he said at
lerigth. ** And the evidence of it is the state
of the room where it occurred, and that
lreavy steel safe which, for the simple reason
that we c¢ouldn’t move it, still remains in the
front garden of that house where our friend
th2 burglar hurled it. ‘

‘““ Marsham has posted a man over it, and
in the morning I intend having a look at it
to see whether I can get any sort of clue as
pg this mysterious burglar's identity from
: .ll \

Harvey Frcst, who had listened to the
crime investigator’s story, too engrossed to
interrupt with questions, simply whistled.

““Great Scott!”” he gasped, having over-
come his astonishment somewhuat. * That's
a good story and no mistake. And I suppose
pretty condition you are in,

I cried to Marsharm.
For Heaven’'s

Hume?”

| Mervyn Hume nodded.
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| what’s brought you to this room, Nunky? I

Harvey Frost pushed over a pad of copy-
paper, and Mervyn Hume extracted a foun-
tain-pen from his vest pocket. There followed
a steady scratch, scratch, as with lightning
rapidity he reeled off a graphic description
of the extraordinary affair he had just
described to the news editor.

When it was finished he thrust it into an
envelope and sent it to the priuters.

‘““It’s a curious yarn,” he said. “ And
there are several points about it I have not
cleared up. How did the man get into the
house unobserved when four of us were
patrolling round it?

‘““ What is the secret of his -enormous
strength, and where did he go to when he
disappeared out of the window? There’s just
a few teasers to get on with, and there are
plenty more equally puzzling.”

And with that Mervyn Hume borrowed a
hat from a rack in the news editor’'s room,
bade him good-night, and left for his chambers
in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. _

It was nearly eleven o'cleck before Mer-
vyn Hume rose the next morning. And after
bathing and dressing, the keen young crime
investigator left his chambers with more
the appearance of a rather foolish young
man about town than a quick-witted news-
paper sleuth.

For it would be difficult to say whether
Hume excelled more as a journalist than a
sleuthy or vice versa. But certain it was he
had -no equal in Fleet Street as a writer,
whilat thére were few if any men at the
Yard  who <could touch him in criminal
investigation.

Mervyn Hume arrived at his office still
puzzling over the affair of the previous night.
He made straight for his private room, an
apartment, the walls of which were “lined
with various works on criminology, and sank
~inte the easy-chair.

T3A scented cigarette dangled from his lips,
JMilling the air with its- fragrance. And those
"who knew the great crime investigator best
knew also that when he indulged in this
seeming weakness that his brain was working
at more than ordinary pressure.

- But he had not heen seated long before
the door burst open and a red-headed youth
thrust his cranium round the portal and

grinned.
** Mornin’ Mr. 'Ume! Bin fighting the
cat again? I see yer face is in a narsty mess

this morning.”

A large chunk of india-rubber, deftly flung |

by the crime investigator, caught the red-
headed youth squarely in the left eye. He
ducked. let off a wild yell and bobbed up
again with a red eyelid and a big grin.

“ Can't kill me, Mr. 'Ume,” he said. ~% But

seriously, sir, you ’ad a ’ot time of it larst,
Wish - "d |

night, awordmg to all accounts
bin Wlth yer, Mr. "Ume.”

And the red-headed youth slwhed regrej
fully. -

‘* Well, you might have been iI you- hadn’t
been away with a cold, "smiled H&me

* But | sin

thought you had orders—"

"“1 know, Mr. 'Ume,” interrupted the red-
headed one, whose proper nomenclature was,
curiously emough, Willilam Whitehead, but
who was more generally known to the staff
of the * Wue ” as Nunky. “But if you’ll
come and 'ave a look at the tape, sir, there's
somefink coming through on it that I thought
might interest )Oll—dlld if it does, perhaps
you might take me
'"Ume."”

along mth ya, Mr.

Mervyn Hume< threw his cigarette into the |

grate, and followed the boy into the big

news room. ' The constant traffic in and out

of reporters, the whirring of telephone-bells,

and the incessant clack, clack-clack-clack of

th? tape-machines, made conversation diffl-
cult

But Hume had no difficulty in locatmg the
particular machine Nunky had referred to.
He picked up the long, narrow strip of white
paper it had already ticked out, and quickly
ran his eye over it,

“Time 10 a.m.,” he read. ‘' The body of
an elderly Hindoo was discovered by the
police at 32, Broxham Gardens, Bayswater,
this morning in a terribly mutilated condi
tion. There is little doubt that the man,
whose name was Bundarith. Lal, a native
of Calecutta was murdered. . . .”

The message broke off uncompleted at this
point, and Mervyn Hume turned to Nunky,
who was standing near. * It doesn’t seem
to be much,” he said. * But since I have

got to go down that way in connection mtnw

last night's case, we may as well go alon
and see what has happened. Curious this;
too, should be in Broxham Gardens.”

And with that Mervyn Hume left the office,
closely followed by Nunky. He emerged into
Fleet Strcet, where he hailed a passing taxi
and instructed the driver to put them down
at Broxham Gardens.

Arrived at the scene of the tragedy, Hume
dismissed the cab and ascended the steps
leading to the house of death. A plain clothes
man, who was on duty
saluted smartly as he recognised the great
newspaper sleuth.

After a few words of greeting Hume ob-
tained permission to view the corpse, and
left the office boy in the hall until he should
return. The plain clothes man had assured
him that nobody else was about the house,
so he anticipated being able to make his in-
vestigations without interruption.

Hume found the room where the murdered
Hindoo lay and, as he entered, he paused on
the threshold and emitted a low whistle of
surprise. For the room certainly presented
an extraordinary spectacle.

It was completely wrecked!

The pictures were torn from the walls,
heavy Indian vases lay smashed upon the
floor, while what had once .been tables #nd
chairs -lay in splintered fragments in every
corner of the apartment. Hardly an article

of furniture remained whole, and not oné
gle pane of glass remined in’ tha wlndowa.

inside the hall,"




that one man could have made such a mess
on his own,

.'_'UR,_' DETCTW

But Hume took little heed of this, Across
the far side of the room, on a couch where
it had been placed by the police, was the
remains of what had once been Bundarith
Lal, covered hy a white sheet.

Mervyn Hume examined the peor remains

with interest, endless questions <¢hasing
themselves through his now Keenly alert
brain. Icer the body of the elderly Hindoo

was torn and ripped as though he had been
in combat with some maddened lion or tiger,
rather than anything efse.

The crime investigator strauightened himselt

and once again surveyed the wrecked room,
His keen, papier-like glances taking in the
heavy grand piano which had
over on its :=ide, and from which one of the
massive carved legs had been torn.

“Looks as though a gang must have
entered and deliberately smashed the place
up,’’ he thought. * It hardly seems possible

heen turned

2
I
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There was something vaguely familiar about
the individual, and at the same time some-
thing that struck Hume in the momentary
glance he obtained as distinetly sinister.

He dashed to the door and craned his head
in the direction of the stairs up which the
mysterious figure had vanished, shouting at
the top of his voice foer him to stop. But
he might just as well have shouted to a stone
wall for all the nctice that was taken of his
commands,
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AR By Jove, though. I wonder——"
rash!

There came the zound of falling furniture,
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followed by the soft pad, pad of running
fecet from one of the other rooms. Mervyn
Hume swung round and faced the door. The
Dlain clothes man in the Hall bhelow had
assured him that there was no one but him-
self in the house. Who then—-"'

As the yeporter was turnifg .these things
rapidly over in his mind, a ficure «attired in
some sort ofidark tweeds flashed by the open
door; of the rodm in which he was standing.

' =
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Bofore Hume could prevent him
the mysterious Samsonian burglar
reached the window sill and leapt
out into the night.

L S PR T I e BT P e, B T e T LTI R
Hume saw the tweed-clad figure pause for
i moment, heard the sound of splintering
wood, and dodeed back just in time to avoid
onc of the wooden bannisters which was
hurled at him with no incomsiderable force.
There came a wild roar from below as
Nunky and the plain clothes man, attracted
hy the sound of the first crash, came tear-

- 1ug up the stairs, cach grasping a weapon ot

assault. And, judging by the look on the
red-headed boy's face, he meant husiness ot
the hard and hittingz sort.

“I don't know who the thump could have
been knocking around the place,”’ panted the
plain clothes man as he drew level with Hume,
“but I'm certain when we first broke in and
searched there was no one here. Quickly,
Mr. Hume, he's getting out of the fanlight!"

The policeman was right. For even as the
little party took the stairs three at a time,
they saw the figure in tweeds crouch for a
moment, .8pring into the air like a giant cat,

" P



and c¢luteh the framework of an open fan-
licht that led to the roof.

‘““ My hat!” gasped Nunky. *‘The chap
musett be a blessed acrobat. We shan’t be
able to reach to there without a pair ol
steps.” A remark that was true, lor the
fanlight was certainly six feet from the
ground, if not more.

Hume and Nunky, who were the first up
the stairs, arrived on the small landing at
the top just in time to sce the tweed<lad
figure vanish, slamming the fanlight bebind
him. There came a clatter of falling slates
as he made his way over the roof.

Mervyn Hume followed a few moments
later, with Nunky and the plainclothes man
bringing up the rear.

Over the slates dashed the pursuing trio,
regardless of danger to life and limb; re-
gardless, too, of the rapidly collecting crowd
that was watching them curiousliy from the
gardens below, intent only on capturing the
mys{}:&rious prowler from the house of the
dead. .

They were hot on the track now, only a
few yards separating them from their
quarry, who was making directly for the
edoe of the roof at the side of the house.

‘* We've got him now,” shouted the plain
clothes man triumphantly. ‘' He can’t go
any further or he’ll fall off the hlessed roof
into the gardens. Come c¢n, Mr. Hume, this
—Gireat Scott!”

The Scotland Yard man broke off short and
¢tared with wide-open eyes at the figure in
tweeds. For, instead of resigning himself to
capture or falling off the roof, as the Yard
man had seemed to anticipate, their quarry
had made a wiid spring—a hopeless, suicidal
one, so it would have seemed—from the
eaves {o a point about four fect away, where
a number of telegraph wires crossed from
- over the house.

Then, kand over hand, the wires swaying
gently beneath his wei¢ht, the figure pro-
greseed, leaving the three pursuers staring
in amazement at his broad back from tneir
vantage poiat behind a chimney stack.

Already, followed by the plain clothes man,
Mervyn Hume was making his way back to
the famlight through which they had emerged
or to the roof. His one idea for the present
was to get inside the house and to the ground
bLelow as soon as possible, 4

But when he eventually emerged into the
Gardens themseives, he found that the figure
had disappeared from the wires as well as
from view. :

After a few inquiries, Hume learned that
his quarry had dropped from the telegraph
wires on to the roof of an empty house,
standing just at the rear of UBroxham
Gardens.

The ecrime inve:atigfﬁor Iost no time in
locating the house, and with a skeleton-key
he unlocked the front door and entered. The
sound of ‘oud 'and heavy groaning-attracted
. the party to the top floor, where in a room,

the means of ingress indicated by an open
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fanlight, they found the tweed-clad figure
writhing on the floor.

‘““Come on, my {friend,”
grimly, advancing
game’s up. I—"

A hoarse roar cut him short, and, as the
figure who was evidently injured in some
way turned, Mervyn Hume found himself
staring into the glowing c¢yes and hairy face
of a—gorilla!

* Great Scott!” exclaimed the Yard man.
*““A—a gorilla!”

"“Yes, and dressed like a man, too,” added
M Hume™ grimly. *“ There’s a lot of
liggery pokery ahout this, and 1 think I've
ot an idea what it is. Anyhow, I'll tell ycu
later.” '

The cornered animal glared angrily at the
men and the boy, but its injuries were.such
that it could not rise from the floor—a fact
(tjhat was just as well for Mcervyn Hume and

0.

‘* Better not touch the brute,” said Hume,
backing towards the door. * He’s broken his
lez, 1 think, and it’s certain he:won’'t be
able to get away. Come on, out of it, and 1
will fasten the door.”

This was soon done, and leaving the plain-
clothes man on guard outside, Hume re-
turned to the house of the murdered Hindoo,
where he telephoned to the Zoo authorities
and, quickly explaining the position, asked
them to send along a van so that the
wounded beast could be removed to a place
of safety.

‘* What’s the next move, Mr. Hume?”
asked Nunky, when the crime investigator
Liad rung off.

**1 was thinking,”” replied Hume slowly.
““1 suppose you read my story in the
* Wire ' this morning?”’ -

““Not ’arf, Mr. 'Hume. bout the fight
with that ’'Ackinsmidt cove you mean, sir?”

Hume nodded.

“But wot’s it got to do wiv this little
business, sir?”’

“ My dear Nunky,” drawled the crime in-
vestigator, ** apart from the fact that that
little business, as you call it, occurred in
these very gardens—Broxham GQGardens, they
are called—there were a number of features
about it that are almost identical with those
of the present aflair.

“ For instance, in the house last night the
furniture was smashed about—heavy pieces
that neither you, nor I, nor bhoth of us, could
move. Yet they were treated as though they
had been of no more weight than toys from
a doll's house.

‘* That, my dear red-headed one, indicates
quite obviously that the burglar was a very
strong person. So far so good. WeHl, another
point is, that although four of us were
patrolling round the house for some hours we
saw no one enter it. Yet, later, we  dis-
covered someone working on the safe in’ one
of thé rooms. How did that person get
there? 4. .

* The only- possible way was via the roof.

Hume
“The

_ began
into the room.

That much is obvious. I. discovered later
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that a fanlight at the top of tke house had
been opened, if further corroboration 1is
needed. Now that burglar got. away in a
very mysterious manner. You will remember,
he ]umped from the winaow of the room we

were in and vanished.

“ Well, my idea is that when he jumped,
he jumped into the hranches of a rather large
tree growing in the front of the house. That
v.ould explain uhy we could not see him on
the ground——

" \Ipver mind about working it all out, Mr.
'Ume,’’ 1nterrupted Nunky exmted!v v |
think I can guess wot " you are getting at.
Tell me wot it is.’

Mervyn Hume smiled and paunzed while tbe
red-headed office boy waited expectantly.

“ Well, Nunky,” said the great newspaper
sleuth, speakinz more to himself than to the
boy. “In a few words, it 1s my belief that
the mysterious Samsonian burglar we fought
in the dark last night was no other than our
iriend the gorilla.”

Nunky gasped.

‘““ Evidently a trained beast,”” went on
Hume, speaking with a glight drawl, as was
Lis wont when in deep thought, ‘‘ and ex-
tremely useful for entering houses by way of
the roof. Indeed, I have dizcovered =along
the leads cutside the fanlight at the top of
this house, a distinet trail such as would
he made by a perzo of considerable v.e:ght—
or a giant ape.”

‘“ But even a trained ape like they have in
travelling shows and on the stage couldn't
« do all the fings this ere one did,”” protested
the .office boy. * Could it, Mr. 'Ume?”’.

**Not in the ordinary way, Nunky, not in
the ordinary way,” agreed Mervyn Hume,
fumblirg in his pocket. * But I think this
little diary, which so far I have only glanced
cursorily at, will give us the final key to
the mystery.

it from the dead Hindoo's

“ T extracted
clothing when I made my first examination of

the body. It was placed in a secret pocket,
which explains why the police dul not dis-
cover it."”

Mervyn Hume opened the little leather-
hound book and closely serutinised the micro-
scopic writing in it. It was written in Hindu-
stani, a language of which Hume had a very
useful working knowledge.

“*Yes,” he murmured, ‘“ a very interesting
record of a number of robberies that bhave
recently occurred in the district. More than
that, as I anticipated, it is also a very In-
teresting record of the occult as practised in
the East. :

Hume straightened himself and replaced
the diary in his pocket.

““ Nunky," he said. * That =ope,
trained to wear men’'s clothes,
these burglarics under the infiu
hypnotism!"

" Hypnotism!" echoed the boy.

“ Precisely. But eventually the Hindoo
lost his power over the beast, and then it

already
ried out.
nce of—

"was that it went amok with result-s we now

know. Bundarith Lal met his death at the
hands of the poor beast whom he had used
to ‘carry out his eriminal schemes by means
of his mystic and uncanny power.”

Nunky stared open-mouthad at the great
crime investigator. ~ -

‘“ Mr. 'Ume,” he said, ‘““I've ’eard of such
things ~ hefore; but I never thought they
appened in real life. You've got it this time,
sir, and no mistake.”

‘“T believe I have,” agreed Mervyn Hume,
bracing himself up. * And now back to the
office to write up the story, my lad. I'm
sorry there was no fight for you, but 1 think
what 1 have told you will keep your thoughts
occupied for a while.”

It,lmlil Mervyn Hume proved a good prophet.

, did.

THE END.

The further Adventures of MERVYN HUME, the
Great Newspaper Sleuth,

will be published Next

week in another Grand Complete Story, entitled :—

THE CASE OF THE LACQUERED COFFIN'!

Also, the Opemng Instalment of an exciting New

-

THE BLACK MASK!

Will appear in NEXT WEEK’S ¢ Detective Story
Section.”
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gates were thrown open, and the
little cavaleade went clattering up
the steep, winding road of paved
stone, which at first 1mounted between
towering: walls with watch-towers on the
amented tops, and then ran under the
@fing fronts of houses, fantastically and
fully carved, from the windows of

y .'wiln.c-h many a m»artm face peeped furtively

The air felt cool and fresh
a welcome change after

and curiously.
here, and it was

. the hot and dusty ride over the plain from

the distant nqu.n station. The bells that

-tinkled on the tmppings of the elephant,

and the jingling.of the chain armmour that
sheathed the bodtes ‘of the fierce Mahratta
honse.nen made Ppleasing and zoothing music.
FFrom the height of the gorgeously fitted
howdah (*wf:n Baines looked down on the
elephant’s swaying eides, on the masses of
people who now began to line the narrow
footways, salaaming obsequiously as their

‘lord and master passed. He marvelled at.

the supefb architecture right and left, and
when the rock ffortréss of Rohilecund loomed
dizzily in {ront of him, he seemed to have
ihbeen transported a century or two back
into the romantic history of India.

“ Your Highness is to be envied,” he said,
turning tohis compinion. “ The magnifi-
ignce of kmgs -and emperors pales before

IR

““The black Q‘ﬁﬁnd ol evil lies heavy upon

it all,” 'was the grave reply.

The Rajah Jehundar Shaw, whose de-
ceased father had been known as the friend
of the English, spoke truly. He was a fine-
looking man of between fifty and sixty, an
ideal type of the Mahratta chieftain; his
wealth was-enormous, and his veneer of
modern culture and polish was due to exten-
sive travels in Europe.
mggp him, and was fast destroying his nerves

constitution, ‘though his grim, dark

-features, with the white moustache drooping

over the firm mouth, hi@ his secret well.

- *“ Your reputation and skill have been made
known to me,”” he added. *‘* You will remove

.. this canker that is sapping my life?”

IF
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- “ I will. do all that lies in my power, your
Tlighness,” Batines replied.

More than that he da.red pot say, From
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CAR Fax Baines

T the blast of a bugle the massive | what hLe already knew of tlhie matter,

But a curse re-»ted-_{

|

he
judged that he would have no easy task—
that his wits would be matched by the most
subtle of Oriental cunning. IIe had just
brought to a suctessful finish his work™in

the great sedition and bribery case, to un..=%
which the Government had cent- him -

ravel
out to Calcutta, when he was summoned to
Rohilcund, in the far North-West, by the
pressing desire of Jehundar Shaw. But the
real purpose of his vicit was a jealously
guarded secret, and he knew ‘that the
people, as they gazed at him seated in the.
howdah heside their lard, supposed him {to
be a high apd honcured official.

The fertress of Rohileund, built on ‘the
summit of a great tock mountam that rose
precipitately from the plains, was aptly
called the Gibraltar of India. A steep and
narrow road, cut out of the gmmte, was the
only means of .access. The spacious caurt
hristled with cannon and =oldiery, but the
building was furnished inside with all the
luxuries and splendour that money can buy.
Baines was installed in a suite of rooms' fit
for a king, and after a plunge in a marble
bath and a change -of cool linen, he dined
with his host.

The evening was on the threshold of night,
and the red sun was just sinking to the
horizon, when the dectective was escorfed by
Jehundar Shaw to the latter's private apart-
ments, which were two in number and of
comparatively «mall size. They were in the
north end of the palace, and the walls were
of enormous thickness. Both were sump-
tuously furnished, and a heavy door led from

-the other part of the bhuilding to the sitting-

Troom, Which commimicated with the bed-
chamber beyond; the latter had no other
means of access or exit.

“This is the accursed abode of mystery,”
said the Rajah, with a weary sigh.

He produced a key, and opened a safe tlmt
was built into,the wall. The door ¥wunj
its hinges, and Baines saw a gight that ada
him cateh his breath and gasp. The space:
was half-filled with tr,easﬂre—.gold and silver-
plate, heaps of golden coins, and lidless cas-
kets overflowing with gittering jewels of
every variety and size. It was a Golconda of
wealth.

i Onl,y H‘ that door can ‘these two Tooms -
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speared. But how?

e

f-‘j}lied.

be entered,” the Rajah went on, impreszively.
‘““’Each night it is locked and barred on the

‘Jnner side—you see how well it is secured—
.and on the cuter side half a dozen of my

most trusty retainers keep watch. The key
to the safe never leaves me, and it is be-
neath my pillow while 1 sleep. Yet under
these conditions two pieces of plate were
stolen from the safe a year ago; that was
the first robbery.” 3

“Was it committed at night?”’ asked the
detective,

“I believed -not,” was the reply, “ so cach
morning and evening 1 look at my treasures.
A month later more plate and a casket of
jewels were taken. Since then the safe has
been robbed five times, and always at night.
In the morning I found the door still locked

-and barred, the guards at their post. Under

ordinary circumstances a cunning Oriental
could easily stupefy me, with some drug and
remove the key. But it i8 sabsolutely im-
possible for any person to enf€F:these rooms.”

™ Yet some one must havg¥fdone so.”

“* Then it was a supernatyral visitation, and
not due to any human agency. Do I suspect
arybody? No; whom is there to suspect?”

“ The windows,"” suggested Bajnes.

““Look for yourself,” replied the Rajah,
with a shrug of the shoulders.

The detective did so, and his head swam
with-giddiness. There was a window to each
room, and from the e¢dge of the balconies—
the palace was built on the edee of the cliff
—there was a sheer drop of one hundred and
fifty feet to the deep waters of the Chumbul
River, & tributary of the Jumna. Plains and
jungle, villages and ruined temples, stretched

eyond for leagues and leagues to the far
hills on the horizon.

“ The windows are quite out of the ques-
tion,” said Baines. -

‘““Yes; unless the thief had wings,”’ the
Rajah replied. He paced the floor half a
dozen times. ‘I have not ‘told you the
worst,” he exclaimed, abruptly. ‘“ At the
beginnjng of last month a bed was made in
this outer room for Todar Sing, an old and
trusted servant. He slept here night after
night, and all was well. A fortnight ago,
when I woke in.the morning, he had disap-
3 The door was locked and

arred on the inner side.”

‘“ And the treasure?’.

“Two pieces of plate and a roll of gold
were, missing; the safe had been opened.”
‘““And you never found Todar Sing?”

“Not a trace of him.” 1

‘““ He might have fallen from the

“1 had
the town searched,”
“ Any robbery since then?” _
“No; mnor is it time yet,” the Rajah“re-
“They scem to occur abount cnce a
month.” .
~ Baines felt a cold chill run down his spine.

© 7t is a strange affair,’”” he said.

window."”
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he river dragged, the palace and
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M-
| you wonder, Baines Sahib, that my life is a
burden to me—that I no longer tike pleasure
in anything? See how my hand shakes; 1
have no mnerves left. It is not the loss
of the treasure that distresses me, for I
have other riches in abundance. I cannot
sleep at nights; I dread this invisible pre-
sence that enters in spite of locks and bars.

Rid me of it—give me back my peace and
happiness—and what you ask shall be yours.”

“Your Highness may be assured,’” replied
the detective, “ fhat I will spare no pains
to get to the bottom of this mystery. am
no believer in the eupernatural; there must
be a solution to it.”

“Then find it, and as quickly as
gible.”

“I warn your Highness that it may be a
work of time,”

The detective spoke gravely, for he knew
that the problem would be hard to .solve.
While the light lasted he made a.minute
examination of bhoth rooms—walls,. flooes
and ceilings, locks and bars—and- dsked
a hundred «and one questions of the Rajah,
the answers to some of which he entered
in his note-book.

The next morning, while smoking his pipe
in the courtyard, he met Captain Ellison, an
English ofticer who was drill-instructor to
the Rajah’s troops. Ig was at his suggestion
that Baines was sun¥noned from Calcutta.
The two were old friends, and they greeted
each other warmly.

"“ Picked up a clue yet?” the captain asked,
when the mysterious thefts had been briefly
discuzeed.

““Not yet,” Baines . replied. ~“T . have
cracked a good many hard nutsin my time-"’
—he lowered his voice='* but £his promises
to be the most diflicult of all. It is an
uncanny affair.”

ION
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declared the captain.

vowed the detective.

thinking bard and consuming much tobacco,
and the following morning he woke to learn
that another robbery had been committed
during the night. Gold and jewels were miss-
ing from the safe, and the Rajah bad slept
through it all,” finding
usual when he rose. And on the heels of
this came another startling piece of news.
That same afternoon,, while riding through
the native bazaars of the town, the Rajah
saw exposed for sale on the booth of a *;
chant a jewelled dagger that was his
property—that had been missing from his
safc for some months. .-

brought in custody to the palace and ‘ques-
tioned by Jehundar Shaw and the detective.

~ Here was a clue at last. The merchant was'

“It is devilish—that's my word for lt‘,’.’-’!ﬁ

Me lounged about for the.rest of the day;

“T find the thief, if it takes a year,” -
- . .’.\i‘

the door secured as.

4

‘| The fellow swore that he had purchased the*

eqqla'h-'e*-bigond - explanation. Do | dagger from a dealer in armour and weapons “"4
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who lived at Furzabad, ten miles distant.
Baines went there at once and proved thé
truth of the merchant’s story. The Furza-
bad man had bought .the dagger from a
native, but the description lie gave of the
seller—whom he deciared to be a stranger
in those parts—did not coincide with any
person connected with the Rajah's household,
and it was very far from fitting the vanished
Todar Sing.

““ You must find this rogue,” said Jehundar
Shaw. ** He is the keeper of the secret.”

But Baines failed to diseover him, thougl
he paid several yizits to Furzabad during
the ensuing week, MHe turned his energies 1n
various other directions as well. He had the
run of the palace, and he ecuitivated the
acqualntance of some of the oldest retiineis
and soldiers. IHe =trolled about the native
bazaars of the town, and frequently, dis-
guised as a Hindoo fakir, he was away for
Lalf of the night. It sec:ned, however, that
his labours 'were fruitless, for neither the
Rajah nor Captain Ellison could get a word
of encouragement from him.

Thus the week slipped away, and there
came a morning when the detective sought
the seclusion of the palace library, a place
that held a strong interest for hLim. He was
pacing up and down with a vexed and gioomy
expression, his pipe between his teeth, when
a carved chest of teak-weod attracted his
attention. He hauled it from its dark corner
and lifted the lid. It was filled with musty-
smelling 1manuvscripts, and the first one that

he picked up and examined aroused his curic-

sity. 1t was legibly written in Hindustuni—
a language that he was master of—and sit-
ting down in a window seat, he pored over
the document for two hours, then returned
it to the chest. Af tifin he ate very littie,
and was in a more absent and thoughtful
mood than usual.

“ 1 have "a request to make,” he said
_abruptly to his host. ‘“ With your permission
I will sleep in vour Highness's bed-chamber
to-night, and you will occupy the outer
room.”

“You have a reasen for this?” asked
Jehundar Shaw.

“I have, your Highness.
more at present.”

“ It shall be as you wish,” the Rajah re-
plied. *“ It is about the time for another
theft. That the evil-gifted rogue may ap-
pear to you, Baines Sahib., is my earnes
prayer.”

I can say no

#It was the hour of midnight in the lofty
fortress of Rohilcund, and the silvery
crescent of the moon was stealing up from
the dusky horizon beyond the parched plains.
A bronze lamp burnt dimly in the Rajah’s
hedchamber, where Baines lay awake and
dressed on the gold and dvory couch. In the
outer room there was a similar lamp, and
there Jchundar Shaw tossed and murmured
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in his sleep, with the key to the treasure-safe
heneath his pillow,

- For a long time the detective waited, listen-
in:g to the song of a nightingale in the palace
gardens, or to the distant footsteps of the

Mahratta sentries going their rounds. At
length he rose, and, approaching the doorway
Letween the two rooms, he drew aside the
leavy curtains; the sownd of deep and regu-
lar breathing satisfied him that Jehundar
Shaw was in a profound slvmber.

He dropped the curtains and withdrew.
le hesitated for a moment, then approached
a huge framed picture thiat appareatly fitted
intn the wall, half-way from the fioor to the
ceiling, on the side of the room at right
angles to the window. "It was a painting in
oils of the great-grandfather of the present
Rajah, and represented the old Rohileund
lord in warlike dress, with his left hand rest-
ing on a sword.

Baites tapped the canvas with his knuckles,
and shook his head; he might have been
striking a block of stone. Next, for the space
of five minutes, he pressed his hand over the
picture. Toucling the hiit of the sword, he
felt. a slight knob or projection. He bore hard
against it There was a creaking noise, and
suddenly frame and portrait swung inward on
invisible hingee, revealing a black opening,
from which streamed a current of fresh air.
The massive thickness of this secret door
readily explained why it had given no hollow
sound when tapped.

The discovery was a thrilling one to the
detective, because it meant that he had the
clue to the mystery in his grasp. His eyes
gleamed with pardonable triumph. He
listened for a moment to the breathing of
the sleeper in the next apartment, and then,
taking the bronze lamp in one hand aund a
revolver in the other, he boldly entered the
yawning hoie. The flickering yellow light
ouided him down a winding staircase tﬁat
was built inside the six-foot wall of the fort-
ress. He went on and on, till he thought
that the steps would never end. But they
brought him at last to a level passage, wide
and high enough for three men to walk
abreast. He saw that it was no longer
walled by masonry, but was cut out of solid
rock; he realised that he was underneath
the fortress in the heart of the great clill
that towered above the river.

A luminous glow caught his eye, and at
the game instant he fancied he heard a glid-
ing noise. He was not sure of that, but he
judged it wisest to extinguish the lamp. He
put it on the floor and groped alang the
passage till it made a sharp turn. He crept
around this, and saw what he had wore
than half expected to fnd—an irregular-
shaped opening that admitted the night air
and the moonlight. Pistel in hand, he ad-
vanced, forgetting the imagined noise of a
moment before. 'The passage now sloped up-
ward pretty steeply, and on reaching the
mouth of it he was confronted by a natural
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parapet about four feet high; the projecting
roof overhead nearly met the top of this, s¢
that there was little or nothing to reveal the
opening in the cliff from the outer side.

Baines cautionsly put his head over the
parapet and .looked down. On the moonlit
surface of the Chumbul, which was about
forty feet below him, he saw a small boat
resting in the shadow of the rock, with a
man sitting motionless in the stern. The
next instant he dizcovered a rope dangling
from a pinnacle of stone at his elbow, and he
had scarcely realised the ominous meaning of
this and the danger that threatened him,
*ll.;'_hen he heard light foosteps close belind

im.

He swung around so quickly that the re-
volver struck the parapet and fell from his
grasp. There was no time to recover it, for
looming over him, with a glittering knife up-
raised, was a tall, slim, clean-shaven native,
scantily clad in a single garment. In a trice
the detective grabbed at and seized the up-
lifted arm, thereby escaping Iimmediate
death. The two grappled in the wide mouth
of the passage, swaying to and fro, and
neither making any outcry.

““The Feringhi dies!” snarled the Hindoo,
his eyes aflame with rage.

““It will be you or I, Todar Sing,”” gasped
Baines,

With that they fell, and the struggle
entered on a new phase. They were pretty
evenly matched, but the Hindoo was as wiry
as-a panther, and his greased body gave him
an advantage. He could not use the knife,
however, nor could he break the detective's
hold on his arin. They slipped a little farther
back, and then began to roll over and over
down the sloping passage. They stopped at
the level, and for a moment they fought
with desperate fury, panting hard for breath.
Then, exerting all his strength, Baines partly
lifted his antagonist and dropped him heavily.
The Hindoo’s head struck the wal, and his
tenacious grasp relaxed.

The detective released himself, and when
he had lit a match a glance showed him that
Todar Sing was stunned and unconscious.
He hastened to the mouth of the passage,
and =saw that the boat was moving off, its
occupant having doubtless taken the alarm.
He returned to the Hindoo, and went on
with the intention of getting his lamp. But
he had advanced less than a dozen steps,
when he was startled by a ruddy flash of
light that suddenly danced on the stone
floor ahead of him. What did it mean? Was
another enemy approaching?

Footsteps warned Baines that it was too
late for retreat. He shrank against the wall
as; closely as possible; his heart was beat-

ing loudly, and he sghivered without know-
ing what he was afraid of. A second or
two passed as he looked towards the angle
of the passage, and then a white, ghostly
figure appeared.

It was Jehundar Shaw,

4

clad

in his embroidered night blouse and
pyjamas, holding in one hand a lamp, and
in the other—a golden goblet studded with

jewels. He stepped with measured tread;.as
if he knew the way well; there was =2
vacant stare in his wide-open eyes.

All at once the astoundigm truth flashed
upon the detective. Here was the missing
link in bis chain of theories, which until

now had puzzied and mystified him. Jehun-
dar Shaw was walking in his sleep!
Yes, there was no doubt of it. The Rajah

passed close enough to touch Baines, but
did not see him. He stopped just by the
prostrate Hindoo, and the light of the lamp
shone en a cavity in the wall, where lay
a glittering heap of gold and jewels. He de-
posited the goblet beside these and turned
round. The next instant the detective
slipped the lamp out of his bhand and
touched him on the arm,

That broke the spell, and Jehundar Shaw
was awake. He uttered a sharp cry of
terror and surprise, made a movement as
if to draw a weapon, and then spraog furi-
ously at Baines, who sprang back a few
paces.

“Be mnot alarmed, your Highness,” he
said, calmly and loudly.
““ Baices Sahib!”’ cried the Rajah. .¢“Ip

the name of Mahadera, where am I”

With a few words the detective reas-
sured him, and, having accomplished that,
he briefly told the story of his adventures,
describing what he had scen and done.

" Yonder is the treasure which your High-
ness put there a wees ago and to-night,”
he concluded, *“ and 1 know where to look .
for the rest.”

The Rajah stared about him—at (he gold
and jewels in the rock-cleft; Baines’ trium-
phant countenance illuminated by the lamp;
the senscless body of Todar Sing, The
light of understanding dawned in his be-
wildered eyes, hut only to a partial degree.

“It is true, then?" he exclaimed. “ I am
a sleepwalker?”

‘* Yes, your Highness. You stole your own
property. Do I infer that you were ignorant
of this habit of somnambulism?” i

“Yes, of late. 1 thought I was cured.
But -some years ago I was addicted to it. -
In the year of the great Mutiny, when I was
a mere child, 1 visited this passage under
thrilling circumstances. My father, as you -
know, was true to the English, but he feared
that his retainers would turn against him.
There was danger on one night of July, 1857,
and my father and I brought the portable
treasure in this place and hid it until the
peril was past. I believed that the secret
entrance was from the (loor below, and not
from my own rooms, else I should long ago
have found a clue to the mystery. Farty.
years is a long time, and it is natural &that
I should have retained but a slight recollec-..
tion. That it should all bave returned to
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e unconsciously, and that in my sleep I
should have repeated many times the experi-
cnce of that distant night, is one of those
physiological things that cannot be ex-
plained. But it had its origin, 1 believe, a
year ago, when I was disenssing the Mutiny
with aun English officer wlho was my guest.”

““That is the omnly theory,” assented the
detective.

“ But what about Todar Sing?”

“T will tell you what [ thiuk,” replied
Baines. *““On the night of his disappearance
he suw you enter the passage. lle followed

b

thie valuabics they carried off will be found
in the brother-in-law's possession.”

“ He shall be apprelended at once!'' ex-
ciaimed the Rajah. * Come, Baines Sahib!
I am more than grateful to you; a weighty
burden is off my mind, and I shall eujoy
life again."”

The servants ol the palace were aroused,
and Todar Sing recovered consciousness to
find himself in a dungcon; before daylight
he shared it with his brother-in-law, in whose
house the stolen treasure was dug up under
the floor.

He had scarcely realised the ominous meaning of this and the danger which
threatened him, when he heard light footsteps close behind him.

you to the spot where you- had been storing
the trceasure from the safe, and when you

returned to your chamber—you must have
closed the door on him and made him a
prisouer—he saw his opportunity. Instead

of revealing his discovery to you, he dropped
tromn the cliff into the river and swam ashore.
He knew that he was supposed to be dead,
and he kept up that delusion. He shaved
off his deard, and made himself known only
to his brother-in-law, who became his con-
federi.e in erime. They must have made
aeveral visits to this pussage, gaining acecess
from the river, and I have no doubt that

i

|

It may be said in conclusion that the
detective's thenry wuas confirmed by 1odar
Sing’s confession.

Baines returned to England the richer by
a large sum of money and a present of a
valuable diamond. Todar Sing and his ae-
complice are paying the penaity for their
erines, and bhis Highness Jehundar Shaw
enjoys life as he used to do in the days
hefore the Black Shadow fell upon his peace
and contentment.

THE EXND.
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Phipps, and they bLoth disappeared upstairs
—or, to be more exact, up the ladder.

“ Well, so far, there's been nothing par-
ticularly exciting,” said Handforth. * I'm
disappointed. 1 was hoping for a really good
serap.”’

“ What about the tus:zle with the gipsies?”

““That?” sneered Handforth. * Call that
2 scrap? Why, before we had a chance to
slosh ‘em, they'd gone! Still, I'm jolly glad
that Miss Trumble has shown fight. It's just
what I wanted.”

““It’s what we expected, anyway,” 1 put
in. ** And it's a certain indication that she
won't knuckle under so very quickly. 1t
doesn’t pay to be too confident—and we
mustn't think that we're on velvet. Unless
we keep constantly on the zlert, we shall be
in a bad position.”

‘* Nipper’s right,” said Pitt. ** There's
nothing liké keeping on the alert., Some of
the fellows, I know, wouldn’t care a farthing
about keeping watch. And we mustn’t forget
that if we're driven out of this position, we
shall never be able to recover it.”

. ** That's exactly my argument,” I said.
“Once we’'re out, we shall be out for good,
and we might as well give up all hope. Be-
cause we shall be homeless, apd our only
course will be to give in.”

“Or else go home by the first train,” said

wShamemey Bt -

. water from

De Valerie. *“ 1 wouldn't go back to St.
Frank’s anyhow.” ;

The juniors continued discussing the situa-
tion. But I did not let them talk for long.
As soon as breakfast was fully over, there
was i good deal of work to be done.

Trenches had to be strengthened here and
there, alterations had to be made at cer-
tain points. And we had to cconsider the
question of ammunitior. The pea-shooters
u.iere very effective, but we needed something
else.

“I've got an idea, and it may come ., in
handy,” I =aid slowly, as 1 stood cutside the
barn. ‘“ You know that old fire-engine?™
'* Fire-engine?’' said Pitt.

'*Yes,”” I replied. ** The school fire-engine.
We had a new one installed about three
months ago. The old one was put out in a
agarage, and feft up in the corner.”

‘““0Oh, yes, 1 know,” said Pitt. “ It's a
llJezh:ltl:.: old-fashioned -=sflair, and worked by
1an¢ S '

*“ Yes, but it's just the one we want,” 1
said. * It's in perfect order, too, complete
with enormous lengths of hose. Now, as
you know, that engine can get its supply of
any stream. And we’ve got a
splendid stream just at the corner of the
meadow—-" | .
- “By Jove!” . exclaimed Pitt, his eyes
gleaming, *' What a stunning wheeze! Wha{

. ol



1t's marveilous how you

a great notion!
get ’em, Nipper!”
“ Don't be siily-——there's nothing in it,”” 1

yeplied. “* We're jolly lucky to have the fiire-
Yugine so handy. But you see the idea? It
ave can get hold of that thing, we can fix it
up permanently, with a feed-pipe close to
the river. I think there are about threc
bioses, and we can put these in different
sections of the outer defences. Within one
minute, we can cet the whole thing working
—half a dozen ehaps can do the pumping
with eaze.”

“ Gorgeous!” said Bob Christine enthu-
siastically. “Then if we have _another
attack, we can get the hoses going, and

drench the enemy! DMiles better than pea-
shooters, any dav! I'll bet the hoses will
keep the rotters back better than anything.
Once thev're drenched, they'll never stick
it-'ll‘

The fellows were so enthusiastic that they
wanted to dash off right away. But I ad-
vised them to wait until the evening. It was
hardiy likely that there would be another
attack during daylight. And it would be far
better for us to make our raid on the garage
alter darkness had fallen.

We were still talking abcut the scheme,
and making arrangements, when a smallish
figure appeared in the distance. It came
jauntilv on. and Handforth frowned darkly.

“My minor!” he growled. ‘' Now, what
the dickens does that young ass want here?”

CHAPTER VIII.
HANDFORTH MINOR APPROVESR!
paused as he arrived
at the front line
He stood looking on with a
critical air. Then he jumped
his hands in his pockets, and strolled along.
He. passed down the communication
finally emerged in front of Fort Resolute.
“Not so bad!”’ he remarked graciously.
claimed. * Is there any improvement that
you could suggest?”
this trenuch to the left is a bit too narrow.
It's a communication trench, don’t forget,
to dash up and down quickly. . That corner’s
a bit awkward, too. It ought to be altered.”
Valerie.
I chuckled.
The Twopenny Tuesday story-paper
for both_sexes.

WILLY HANDIFORTH
trench.

down into the trench, stuck

trenches as though he owned them, and
“ Awitully kind of you, my son,” I ex-
“ Of course,” said Willy. *“ For example,
aund ought to be wide enough for the chaps
‘““You cheeky young sweep!” said De
ANSWERS’ LIBRARY
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“He's got some sense, anyway,” I re-
marked. ° I'd already decided to widen that
trench—and that corner is wrong. It strikes
me that Handforth minor ought to be with
us.”

“There's no telling,” said Willy.
never knows.”’

Edward Oswald came up. TFor about a
minute he had been standing quite still,
glaring at his young brother fixedly, appar-
ently thinking that Willy would wither on
the spot. But Willy was quite ubnaffected.
Now he looked at hiis major, and gave a cocl

nod. _
“You dida’t

“ One

“ What ho, Ted!” he said.
wash your neck this morning!”

‘““ You—you cheeky young bounder—-’

“Oh, don’t start!” said Willy. * There's
a giddy smudge round your chin as big as
two! But still, that can’t be helped. Living
under difficulties, €h? Weil, I must say you
look nice and comfy."”

“ My hat!” said Handforth, glaring. “ I've
a dashed good mind to give you a good
hiding! You walk in here as tholigh you
own the giddy place, and calmly proceed to
give your opinions! Who wants ’em? Clear
out, before you get kicked out! You're not
a rebel!™

Willy glanced up at the sky.

“ Looks like being fine, too,” he remarked
casually. *“ That's a big advantage, when
you're living out in the open like this!™

“I'm talking to you!"’ hLooted Handrorth.

“ Eh?” said Willy, with a frown. ** Oh,
do be quiet, Ted! You know, your voice
seems to be getting worse lately! 1 think
vyou must have got a sore throat.”

Handforth gulped.

LR} }rDu—'—'yO“"-"-—", .

He paused, quite unable to express him-
self. Somehow or other, Handforth always
got into this condition of helplessness in the
presence of his younger brother. There was
something about Willy that exasperated
Edward Oswald to a point of distraction.

“ As I was saying,” went on Willy. * Fine
weather is very important. Camping out is
jolly goad, but in the pouring rain it's in-
clinqg to get monotonous. Now, I suggoest

‘“ Nobody wants to hear what you sug-
gest!” spnapped Handforth, flinding his voice
at last. ‘‘ Look here, my lad, I'm just about
fed up with you! Do you hear me?”

»

“They can probably hear you in the
village !’ said Willy.

“Ha, bha, hal”

““You—you cheeky bounder!’’ bellowed

Handforth, “ I was just congratulating my-
sclf that I'd got rid of you for a bit. I
thought I should have some peace! And I'm
not here five minutes before you come but-
ting in!"”

‘““We all have our troubles in this life,”
said Willy calmly. * And don’t forget whabt
pater said about that habit of -yours, Ted.
Iive minutes! You've been here for hours
and hours—-"’

“I ‘don’t care if I've been here for
weeks!”' roared Handforth. *‘ I'm not going
to stand this! Look here, Nipper!” he
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snorted, nie. “You're com-

mander-in-chief !

turning to
Are you going to let this
giddy fag walk in just as he likes?”

I looked at Willy severely, and winked.

““This is very serious!” 1 said gravely.
“In fact, I think we need a court-martial!
You've no right to be behind the lines, my
lad! You're a cheeky young sweep for
coming here—and if you donr't clear off
'within three minutes I'll have you thrown
oft the battle ground!”’

“ Oh, will you?” roared Handforth warmly.
“JIf you think you can talk to my young
brother like that, you've made a mistake!”

“What?"” I gasped.

“It’s a pity if a chap’s brother can't come
and see him!” said ITandforth bitterly.
““ Willy comes here, and all you can do is
to order him away! It’s absolutely rotten
of you!” B

“But you wanted him to go!” I said
faintly. |

Willy sighed.

““ What's the good of taking any notice of
Ted?” he asked., *“ 1 gave it up long ago.
He's always like that—can't help it, poor
chap. Says one thing one minute, and an-
other the next! He never ought to have
come to St. Frank’s!”

“Why not?" grinned Pitt.

““ Colney Hateh was nearer!”” replied
Willy calinly.

With the deftness of long practice, he
dodged just in the nick of time. Handforth

blundered past, having aimed a fearful swipe
at his minor. He gave a fiendish yell when
he found that he couldn’t pull up in time.
The next moimment he sprawled headlong to
the bottom of a sunken gully. '

UTéd’s feeling frisky!” said Willy, with a
~ chuckle, ** It's marvellous, the way he likes
throwing himself about. Well, you chaps, 1
think I'll be going. I don't mind admitting
that everything is jolly good.”

“In fact, you approve?' 1 asked. ‘

““ Rather!” replied Handforth minor.
‘ These trenches are ripping. In fact, every-
thing's so nice, that I've half a mind to come
and join the crowd. I'll think abecut it, and
let vou know later.”

*“That's awfully generous of you!”’ T said
deferentially. *‘* But I'm afraid your brother
might have a few objections to make.”

“0Of course, I expect that,” s=aid Willy,
““Ted -always objects to everything. The
poor chap can't help it, you know—just one
of his little habits. By the way, we all
approve of this wheeze.”

‘“ Who's we?’’ asked Pitt.

‘““ Why, the Third, of course,” replied
Handforth minor, keeping a wary eye on his
elder brother, who had just picked himself
up. ‘* We've been holding a long confab
about it, and we've decided that you’ve done
the right thing.”

Reggie Pitt heaved a sigh.

_** Well, that’s taken a load off my mind!”
he said with relief. ‘‘ It’s jolly good to know
that the Third approves of us! I shouldn’t
have slept a wink if the Third had been
against this rebellion!” ‘

un - =i d & LY
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“0f course, it makes a difference,” said
Willy. **If you know the other chaps are
with you, it gives you better heart—more
appetite for the battle, as it were. As a
matter of fact, the Third’s getting fed up.
What would you say if we trotted along and
joined you?”

“ We shouldn't say much—but we should
do a lot!” I replied grimly. *‘* None of those
tricks, young 'un! The Remove stands or
falls over this affair—and the Third doesn't
enter into it.”

“That's the worst of being in the Re-
move,”” said Willy with a sniff.  *‘ You chaps
get so jolly high and mighty! But look
here!”’” he added darkly, ** don't be surprised
to see me come back soon!”

* I should be surprised if you didu't!” said
Bob Christine.

“Tor good, T mean!” exclaimed Hand-
forth minor, as he walked off. * Queer
things happen, vou know, and it's quite
likely that I shall throw in my lot with you.
The more the merrier, you know. I'm
always willing to help a good cause,”

Ite walked off, and proceeded to go round
the trenches like a visiting general, utter-
ing cowmments here, and giving free critic-
iIsm there. Finally, he was obliged to leave
somewhat hurriedly.

The Removites were a long suffering crowd,
but Willy’s calin air of condescension was
rather too much for them. It was only by
a masterly display of strategy that the hero
of the Third escaped intact. As he departed,
he was hastened on his way by a shower of
peas.

Ile turned and grinned.

“You can't aim for nuts!’ he jeered. * If-
I had one of those pea-shooters, I'd soon
show you how to use it! Just wait until I'in
a rebel—I've got some ripping ideas for am-
munition! 1'm making experiments now.
Before long I shall have a special brand of
poison gas ready.” ‘

And Willy marched off, highly pleased with
himself. .He didn't feel pleased a moment
later, for he suddenly found himself face to
face with Miss Trumble. And the expres-
sion on her face was not pleasant,

— —

. CHAPTER IX,.
ROUGH ON WILLY!

HE leading light of the
Third instinctively
knew that danger was

ncar. But he didn’t
show it in his demeanour.
He raised his cap politely,

and passed on, bursting into
a cheery whistle.

“ Child!”" exclaimed Miss Trumble sharply,

Willy continued to walk on.

‘“ Stop at once, you naughty boy!" shouted
the Headmistress.

Willy paused and looked reund.

* Talking to me, ma’am?’” he asked, in
surprise. ‘' I thought there were some chil-
dren about here—" '



“ Don't dare to bandy words with me,"" in-
terrupted Miss Trumnble acidly., * Where
Liave vou been?”

Willy waved his hand vaguely.

“ Oh, just round about,” he said. * The
river's looking pretty decent this wmorning,
ma'am. A bit full, but that's only to be
cxpected in ebruary.”

“ How dare you?"” demanded Miss Trumble
hotly, “ Do pot attempt to deceive el
You have been with thosze wretched boys in
the barn!"”

‘* What
“Willy.
in the
pected,
ful as flies in a jam-pot.
chock full of good cheer,
having a bit of enjoyment for a change,

wretched bovs, ma'am?”  a=Ked
“The only wretehed boys 1 know are
school, But that's ouly to be ¢x-
Those Remove chaps are as cheer-

All smiles, and
Of course, they're

B

Mizs Trumble breathed hard. She could
tfrardly think that Willy was deliberately
goading her. There was something about

the fag that was extremely guileless. Tle
looked so innocent, and spoke so breezily.
One would hardly have expected that butter
would melt in his mouth.

“I am .determined that no Third Form
boys shall have any communication whatever
with the unhappy and misguided chll_dren
who have defied my authority!"” exclaimed
Miss Trumble zourly. * You have just come
from that barn. Answer me, child! IHave
vou or have you not?" -

" Well, you said so, ma’am,” replied Willy.

“Do vou admit it?"” .

“Of course T do,” said Handforth minor,
““ Where's the harm? I only just popped in
to gay ‘' Good-morning’' and have a look
round. T say, ma’am, you ought to have a
squint yourself! They're beautifully fixed
up, you know. Touns of grub, and plenty of
comfort—"

“I'm horrified!” snapped Miss Trumble,
“That a boy of your tender years should
use such atrocious slang is utterly appall-
ing!”

** Who's been using slang?” asked Willy
indignantly. * Great pip! 1 dido't say a
word of slang, ma’am!”

“That is enough!™ said the Headmistress,
seizing Willy firmly by the arm. “ I mean
to make an example of you. I will teach vou

to talk with those young wretches! 1 am
furious!”

Willy thought it wise to Kkeep his own
counsel.

He dcbhated with himself whether he

should make a sudden dive, and dodge away.
It would be quite easy, of course—but what
about the alter consequences? They were
likely to Dbe serious, although there was
always the possibility of joining the rebels
il things got too hot.

This was a great consolation to Willy.
The fact that the Remove had objections
was a mere nothing to him. 1f he made up
his mind to join the rebels, he would join
them. '

That was a foregone conclusion. When
Willy Haadforth was, really determined,
nothing ihort of an earthquake would deter
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him. He was one of the most self-willed
juniors in the whole of St. Frank's. And be
possessed enough cool cheek to supply a
dozen ordinuary fellows.

lle decided that he would await develop-
mnents,

And he meekly accompanied Miss Trumble
across Little Side, and was marched indoors.
Many sympathetic glances were bestowed
upon him as he was taken into the Apcient
llouse.

(hhubby Heath and Owen minor, his own
particular chums, gazed at him in an
alarmed way. The whole Third had been for-
hidden to go near the rebels. But Willy had
insisted upon making the visit.

This was the result.

As Willy passed indoors, he pointed up the
face of the Ancient Mouse to a certain win-
dow. But he did this with his hand behind
him, so that Miss Trumble should not sce.
But Chubby Heath and Owen minor saw.
Whether Willy was capable of thought-read-
ing or not, he was very near the mark.

I'or he pointed to the window of the pun-
ishinent room. IHe had an instinctive feeling
that he was booked with a through ticket
for that apartment,. Something in  Miss
Trumble’s attitude told him so.

And he was right,

Upstairs he was marched. and straight into
the punishment-room he went. Miss Trumble
looked at him maliciously as she stood hv
the door. She was breathing hard—mainly
because she had hurried upstairs.

" Now, child, I shall make vou suffer for
your wilful disobedience,” she said harshly.
“ I intend to keep you here for one week—
in solitary continement.” :

“That will be nice!" murmured Wiily.

“What did you =say?”

““Oh, nothing much, ma’am.”

 Solitary confinement!” repeated Miss
Trumble impressively.

“Yes, I heard that the first time!"" said
Willy, in a resigned voice.

* 'urthermore, your sole food will eonsist
of bread and water!"” declared Miss I'rumble.
“ Perhaps -that will be a lesson to you! I
shall take care that all the other boys in
your Form know of your fate. They will not
be as disobedient!”

Willy did not seem very appalled,

o St B ks

“Don’t you think it's a bit rough,
maamn?’ he asked. I mean., I didn't do
much, did 17" he asked. “And bread and

vater for a1 week is a bit stiffi—particularly

with c¢olitary confinement thrown in as a
make-weight.”
““Child, you are incorricible!” snorted

Miss Trumble furiously.
past all bearing.
<trike you!”
She passed out of the room, and slammed
the door. Miss Trumble turned the key in
the lock with savage relish. '
In her heart she knew well enough that she
was treating the fag with undeserved
severity. But she was unable to touch the

rebels, and so she was venting her spite on
this Third-former. .

“Your insolence is
If 1 reinain here, 1 shall
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As for Willy, he sat on the edge of the !
table, and stuck his hapds in his pockets.

‘* Bread and water for a week!” he mur-
mured. 1T don't think! Solitary confine-
ment,! 1 don’t think, either! My only hat!
We're going back to the giddy Middle Ages!
Tt's a wonder she didn't talk about molten
lead! She’ll be shoving me on the rack
next!"”

Willy tried to remain calm, but he had to
adinit to bimse!f that he was alarmed. [t
wag all very well to be cool and collected,
But faets had to be faced. And the punish-
ment-room was a solid faet.

The door was of solid oak, and the lock !
was one that even a junior of Willy's iu-
genuity could not pick. Of course, it would
he quite easy to get out of the window
and slither down the ivy.

But, unfortunately, there was no ivy im-
anediately below this window. A [further
drawback was the faet that there were
several nasty iron bars in front of the win-
dow. Willy gazed at them with dwindling
hopes.

0Ol course, it's absolutely impossibie!”
he told himself. * Bread and water for a
week? Not likely! Why, I'll bore a hole
through the floor first! That’s not a bad
idea, either. I've got a good pocket-knife,
with a corkserew in it. 1 might be able to
wangle something——"

He paused, as a crack scunded on the
window.

He crossed the little room, opened the ;
window, aund gazed out. Down in the Willy raised his cap politely and
Triangle, Chubby Heath und Owen micor passed on, bursting into a cheery
were gazing upwards. They caught sight of whistle.

Willy, ‘and waved.

“You've caught a nice packet now, you _ .

ass!” called Chubby. *“1'll bet you've got | He didn’t look very unhappy. He grinned

it in the mnecik!” { as he gazed down between the bars.
“ Bread and water for a week!" said * Auybody looking?” he asked.
Willy. * You’d better order a coffin for me! “Yes, I am,” said Chubby. _
1 shan't last beyond next Monday!” ‘“ Fathead! You're not anybody,” snapped
He turned aways for an idea had come to Ei"'ll::}";, 1 mean, any of the female popula-
0

him. And he didn't want to waste any “ I don't think 20—-—""

time over getting it clear. A moment later ‘e .4 ;
his eves were gleaming, and he gave a low | |, C(ioﬁ[,i.!. enlled down Handforth - minor.
; - ateh !

chuekle .
el . , - “What? 1 didu't quite hear——"
Willy Handforth was not beaten yet! ~ Chubby gasped as something came whi2z-
- =y = ing down from above. 1t came so swiftly
CHAPTER X. that Chubby had no time to dodge. Willyés
SR . o aim  was accurate, and the next minoete
RRERLE X0 TflI‘. HESLL A Chubby Heath roared. He rubbed his head
HUBBY HBATH was | in acute pain. .
Very anxious. “ You—you daungerous ass!” he gasped
He had only hLad | You might have brained me!”
| about two words with “* Impossible!” said Willy. ‘' Don’t make
Willy, and the latter had sud- | a fuss over nothing! It was only my pocket-
denly vanished. knife!”
s Chubby was not to kuwow | Chubby felt dazed. There was a hig bump
that Willy's mighty brain was getting busy. | on his' head, and this was not all all sur-
He had horrible suspicions that Miss Trumble | prisinz. If Willy's pocket-knife had caught
had caught Willy at the window, and that | him squarely, he would have bheen haif
- that unfortunate junior was now being con- | stunned. But Handforth minor was carcless
veyed to some inner apartment, where he | like that. He was quite capable of throw-
would be hidden away from human ken. ing a brick.

And then, a moment later, Willy appeared.| * Don't stand there like a loon!' he hlssed.
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‘“ There's a note tied round that knife. Run [

like the dickens to the old barpn, and give
that note to my major."”

Chubby and Owen minor were startled.

¢ But—but we can't go there!’ said Owen
miaor, in alarm.

“ You scared funks!" snapped Willy. “ Do
you mean to say you won’'t do a thing like
that for a pal? Here am I, condemned to a
frightful ordeal, and you can't help to rescue
me! Buzz off, or I'll punch you into a pulp
when T gét out!”

Chubby Heath considered. Willy was quite
. capable of doing the punching, and he would
certainly make things hot for his chums if
they did not do his bidding. Besides, it
sudgenly occurred to Heath that time was
valuable. They might be spotted at any
minute. He picked up the pocket-knife and
slipped it into his trousers.

““ You needn'tt be afraid,’”” said Willy, from
. above. ‘ You can easily dodge round past
the pavilion. Make a detour, and nobody
will guess where you're going. DBuck up!”

““ But what’s the idea?”

“ Don't ask silly questions. Buzz off!”

Chubby Heath made up his mind, and
turned to go.

‘“ Hold on!"” called down Willy. “Don’'t
go and swop that pocket-knife with some-
body! I'll skin you if you lose it! It’s
worth every penny of a bob!”

Chubby hurried off, and it was just as
well he did so, because Miss Babbidge came
out a moment later. She had a suspicion
that sometiing wrong was going on. But
she found no sign of it outside.

Owea minor was whistling—rather mnerv-
ously, perhaps—but there was nothing else
happening in the Triangle. If Miss Bab-
bidge bad come out earlier the whole plan
might have gone wrong. .

Chubby Heath sped like lightning.

fle had two reasons for going quickly.
Firstly, he was anxious about Willy; and,
secondly, the soomer he got back the less
chance there was of being spotted. Chubby
was thinking of his own skin as well as
Willy's. By a piece of sheer luck, Hand-
fortih was in the front line trench as Chubby
came running up. And Handiorth frowned,

f* Well I'm jiggered!” he exclaimed. * I'm
"blessed if there’s not another of those fags
coming along! I'il jolly soou tell him off—"’

“It’'s Heath,” put in Church. “ He looks
pretty excited, too. I'll bet something’s hap-
pened to your minor.”

““I hope it has,” said Handforth gruffly.

But he seemed a bit anxious as Chubby
Heath came to the edzge of the trench, and
bent down.

““ Quick!"" panted the fag. * Your minor’s
been collared by Miss Trumble, and shoved
in the punishment-room! He chucked this
note down, and asked me to bring it to you.
Here you are!”

Chubby unwrapped the note from the
pocket-knife, and tossed it to Handforth.
Then he turned, and sped away.

|
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‘ Hold on, you young ass!’”’ snapped Hand-
forth, “ I want a word—-" \

But Chubby was running like mad. He
had an awful fear that Miss Trumble would
spot him, too. And if that happened, he
would also find himself in the punishment-
room, with a simiar gentence. It was
enough to_make any fellow hurry.

Fortunately, Chubby was pot seen by any
of the mistresses, and he got bhack to the
Triangle in record time. And Handforth,
in the meantime, was unrolling the piece ot
paper with a grim expression on his face.

““ You ought to be feeling very happy now,"”’
remarked Church. * Your minor’s in the
punishment-room, and he won't trouble you
any more.”

Handforth glared.

“You callous rotter!” he snorted. “If
anything has happened to young Bill, T'm
jolly well going to help him. We wouldn't
put up with Miss Trumble's rot, and there’s
no reason why he should.” |

Handforth had unfolded the paper by
this time, and he locked at it. It was only
a scrap, and it contained a few brief words,
horribly scrawled in pencil. They rang as

follows :
“ Help! Sentenced to bread and water for
a week! Solitary confinement as well! 1It's

up to you to get busy! Yank me out of this,
for goodness sake.—Willy.”

Handforth'’s eyes blazed.

““ Great pip!”’ he exclaimed. * What do
yvou think of it? That—that woman's awful!
She’s shoved young Bill into the punishment-
room, and sentenced him to solitary confine-
ment and bread and water for a week!” |

The other juniors near by were aghast.

“I say, that's thick, if you like!"" ex-
claimed De Valerie, with a whistle. ‘‘ For a
week, you know! She’s done that just out
of spite—just bhecause Willy came gnd spoke

with us!”

‘“ That’s -about the size of it,”" agreed
Singleton. ‘ She can't do anything to us,
and so she's making the fags suffer. Hard
lines on Willy. Poor kid! Bread and water
for a week!”

Handforth looked round excitedly.

“ Are we going to stand it?”" he roared.

“ We?" repeated De Valeric. “* It’s nothing
to do with us——"'

““ You—you miserable bounders!” bellowed
Handforth. *‘ You unfeeling rotters! Here's
my minor being starved to death, and all
you can do is to jaw! BSomething’'s got to
be done!”’

“1f you can suggest anything—'

“ Of course I can, you babbling lunatic!”
snapped Handforth. ** We've got to get up
a raiding-party, and rescue him. See? We’ll
get him out of the punishment-room, and
then he can snap his fingers at Miss
Trumble!"

Pitt came up, lookiug interested.

‘“ And what’ll be the good of that?” he
asked. * Your minor would only be put



into the punishment-room again, and then
his sentence will probably he a fortnight in-
stead of a week.”

Handforth looked at him witheringly.

'* You brainless fathead!” he exclaimed.
‘“ When we get Willy out of the punishment-

room, we’ll bring him back with us. He’ll
jui(r; the rebels. After all, he's my minor,
and—-"’

‘““ But a little while ago you were saying
that——"

** Never mind what I was saying a little
while ago,” snorted Handforth. '‘Are we
going to stay here, eating the fat of the
land, while my minor starves to death in
solitary confinement?’’

‘* What's the excitement here?”’ I asked,
.arriving on the spot.

I was quickly informed.

And I took a serious view of the affair,

“I’'m inclined to agree with Handforth ' 1
said’ at length. “ I think we ought to do
something” for the kid. Don't forget he
came here to see us, and theun gets this
harsh punishment.”’

““ But that's not our fault,” argued Hub-
bard.

“ Of coursze it's mot our fault,”” I agreed.
“But I rather like Willy—he's a cheeky
young bounder, but you can't help liking
him. And if we have one more in the party,
it won’t make much difference.”

“I1t'll be the thin end of the wedge,”
said De Valerie. ‘“We don’t want the whole
Third crowding on us.”

“1 dom’t think that'll happen,”’ I said.
“ Mind you, if Willy hadn’t appealed to
us to help him, I wouldn’t feel inclined to do
anything. But it would seem rather a dirty
trick if we ignored his call for help. He
sent this message particularly to us—and
we're going to do what we can.”

‘“* Good man!” said Handforth heartily. ™I
always said you were the right chap in the
right place, Nipper. XNow, suggest that
half a dozen of us get one of the ladders,
and rush it up to the Ancient House. It
won't take us two minutes to get in the
window of the punishment-room——"’

‘“ After oozing through the iron bars, 1
suppose?’”’ 1 asked.

““* My hat! I'd forgotten the bars!™

““ There’'s a much better way than that.”
1 said. ‘* Look here, it’s all in a day’s work.
We’'ll simply get up a raiding-party—say, a
dozen of us. We'll march to the school, go
straight upstairs, smash the door of the pun-
ishment-room_ and take Willy out with us.”

*“ Phew!” whistled Pitt. ** That'll be a bit
cf nerve!”

‘“ Well, it'll show Miss Trumble that we're
not standing any nonsense,” 1 said grimly.
““ 1t’ll show her that we don’t agree with
this rotten bread and water business. Come
on! We'll do it at once—no time like the
present!”

Within a minute, the raiding party was
formed. It included Handforth and Co. and
De Valerie and Jack Grey, and a few others,
] left Reginald Pitt in sole charge of the

Fort, and advised him to keep well on the
alert.

Then we started off.

On the way, we picked up a broken plece
of a heavy pole—about six feet in length.
This would come in very handy later on. We
marched straight across Littie Side, into the
Triangle, and found it deserted.

** They're having dinner!” I remarked.
““ That’s good, you know. We shall probably
get indoors without being spotted. Now,
yuudchaps, we've got to rush it. Sharp’s the
“,.01. !!i )

At the double, we dashed into the Ancient
House. We tore across the lobby, raced up
the stairs, and arrived at the punishment-
room within a minute. All the rebels yere
flushed and excit

There was somecthing very thrilling about
this raid. We were coming right into the
heart of the enemy’s camp—and so far we
had not met a soul. But now we were com-
pelled to give notification of our presence.

“ Get ready!” I commanded. ‘‘Are you in
there, young Handforth?”
~ ' Large as life!” came Willy's volce.

“ Right—stand clear of the door!” I
shouted. ** Now then—let ’er go!”

Wielded by Handforth and Co., agd De
Valerie, the big chunk of wood was brought
back, and then sent heavily against the
strong oaken door. ¢

Crash'!

There was one splintering smash, and the
door burst open, the lock completely
wrecked. That single powerful drive had been
enough. In a moment, Willy was out, ex-
cited, but grinning.

““ Good men!” he said approvingly. “1
knew 1 could rely on you!”’

“ You young fathead!’ said Handfortn
severely. * Giving us all this trouble! You
ouglit to he—"’ ‘

‘“ Cave!” shouted one of the rebels.

“ Enemy in sight!”

I shouted out an order, and a momenv
later we all formed into line, with Willy in
the middle of us. Them we marched down

the stairs. In the lobby, we found Miss
Trumble, absolutely white with fury.
“ Stop!"”’ she shouted hoarsely. ‘“You

young villains! What is the meaning of
this? Boy! Come to my side at once!’™ she
added, with shrill excitement, as she caught
sight of Willy.

‘“ Sorry, old dear, but it can’t be did!”
said Willy disrespectfully.

He waved his hand, and we passed outside
—leaving Miss Trumnble fairly screaming
with rage and helplessness. And ten minutes
later we were back in the trenches, having
carried out the raid with complete success.

“Thauks muchly !’ said Willy. “That was
jolly decent, you know. DBut what did 1
tell .you? Didn’t I say that I should join
the gang? You've jolly well got to keep
me now—because if 1 go back I shall get
skinned alive!”

“ All right, kid!” I chuckled. “I think
you deserve to be with usl”



CHAPTER XIL.
THE NIGHT ALARM,

VENING descended upon
Foré Resolute,
The rest of the day

passed very
quietly, with no sign {rom
Miss Trumble, We had beon
absolutely ignored during the
Nobody had come near us, and
had been no indication of a fresh

had

there
attack.
And now Fatty little was preparing tea—a

kind of temporary meal, for he meaut to
make something special after the goods hLad
arrived from Bannington. Several fellows
had been told off to be at the boat-house in
readiness.

They were therc¢ almost as soon as dark-
mes3 had fallen.

Archie was quite certain that the frm
would keep their word, He had given very
definite instructions, and he had paid for
everything in advance. It was almost impos-
for the firm to fail,

And, sure enough, darkness had hardly
descended when the goods arrived.

A big van came along the towing-path.
This was not generally intended for vehicular
traffic, bubt it was quite large enough
for the purpose. And at this time of the
year the river side was deserted. There was
very little fear of anybody at the school get-
ting to know what was taking place.

““‘Good ‘bhusiness!”’ exclaimed Pitt, who was
in charge of the cadet party. ** Now we
shall be all right. Look here, you feliows,
as the goods are taken omt of the van,
they've got to be carried up to the I'ort. No
time to be lost, either.”

Archie Glenthorne was hovering n2ar by,
and he was looking rather anxious for some
reason.

* Which will you have first, yourg gents?"”
asked the carmen. “ I've got a bit of
heavy stuff at the back. The big lounce
will want a bit of carrying, too. And so
will the easy chair——"

‘“ Lounge—easy chair?" said Pitt, staring.
“ There must be a mistake! We didn't order
any furniture!”

“ Absolutely!”
forward.

‘“ What!"'

“ The fact is, laddies, just a little comfort
for the good old bones, what?'' explained
Archie, rather confused. “ I mean to say,
the jolly old van was coming along, so I
thought it didn’t matter, don't you know.
Rather a priceless scheme to be exact. Or

don’t you think so?”

put in Arclie, stepping
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Pitt gazed at him in wonder.

“Well I'm  Dblessed!”” he ejaculated,
" You're the limit, Archie. Easy-chairs ana
lounges! Of course, we can't grumble—you
paid for all the stuff!"

“I mean to say, that's absolutely ridic.”
said Archie hastily. “ I mean, with regarda
to the settling up stufi. If you chappies
ohject to the lounge material, I'll bung it
straight back by the van. I mean to say, I
don't want to cause any——"

“That's all right, Archie,” chuckled Pitt.
“ We'll forgive you. You can’t do without
comfort, can you? Right you are, carman--
let’'s have it out. We'll take it as it comes.”

And the goods were unleaded,

Working in the darkness, the juniors con-
veyved all the things along the towing path,
and then accoss the meadow to fhe Fort.
And after an hour's work, the last batch
had been brought in. ‘-

Fatty Little was particularly delighted,
for the bulk of the goods were for his use.
He declared that he would be able to prepare
the most glorious dishes with so many ad-
vantages. And, certainly, Archie had spent
his money lavishly, providing us with every-
thing mecessary.

As for Archie Glenthorne, he was in his
element. Somehow or other, the lounge and
the easy chair were carried up into the loft,
to say nothing of a large number of soft,
downy cushions. And before long, Archie
was sprawling out in real comfort.

He lay on the lounge, with cushions all
round him, and a cheerful oil-stove just
near by imparted a genial warmth to the
whole place. There was not much “ rough-
ing it " where Archie was concerned. He
was enjoving practically all the comforis
that he had been permitted at St. I'rank’s.

And Phipps was there, too—ready to do
abything that Archie wanted. It was
hardly to be wondered at that Archia didn’t
care whether the rtebels remained in Fort
Resolute or not. He was quite content to
stay on for weeks, if necessary.

While all this was being attended to, the
trenches were manned by the bulk of the
rebels. I did not allow any relaxation of
vigilance. Indeed, now that darkness had
fallen, it was dcubly important to keep a
strict watch.

Eight o'clock came, and still everything
was quiet and still,

At this hour Fatty had prepared supper—
a really sumptuous meal, with home-made
bready and cakes, and all manner of nice
things. "fatty had soon made use of the
stoves and the utensils.

The rebels partook of the food in batches,
not more than a dozen at a time. All the
rest were obliged to remain on duty.

For I had a sort of idea that Miss
Trumble~ would attempt some game to-
night. I thought it hardly posgible that she
would allow the hours of darkness to pass
without making another attempt to drive
us from our stronghold.

But it seemed that I was mistaken.
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Nine oclock came, and then ten o'cloek. )

And still there was no sign whatever of any
attack. The =chool lights began to go out,
one after the other. Everything was very
quiet, and very still, and, although I sent
scouts out in two or three directions, they
came back to report that everything was
normal. There were uo indicatious of
activity.

“It seems that we've been on the alert
for nothing, then,” remarked Piltt, as he
stood with me in one of the trenches, ** Still,
it was just as well to be on the safe side.”

‘“It’s not too late, even now,” I pointed
out. * I'm beginning to think that nothing
will happen, but we can't be certain. Some
of the fellows would like to go to bed——"

“Yes, and leave about balf a dozen on
guard!” growled Handtorth. ‘‘ That would
be a fat lot of good, wouldn't it? Of
course, I think it's a_ dotty idea to expect
any attack to-night. Miss Trumble wouldn't
do anything like that. She's whacked.”

‘* No, she 1isn't!” I declared. “* Miss
Trumble is a long way from being whacked.
This morning she was beside herself with
rage, and hardly knew what she was doing.
But she’s had time to cool down since then,
There'll hbe something more determined
about her next move 5

**1 wonder what that flickering light can
be over there?” put in Pitt thoughtfully.

*“ What light?”

“*Can’t you see——"

** By jingo!” 1 interrupted. ‘' Yes, rather!
And it gave a jump, just then. It can’t be
a bonfire at this time of night, I must say
it looks a bit significant.”

“It's right in the middle of the school,
too!” said Pitt-eagerly. * Look! It seems
to me that the flickers are bang in'the
middle of the Ancient House. My bhat! It
can't be possible that——"

He broke off, leaving his thouchts un-
spoken,

And we all continued to wateh  those
strange flickers. They came from the centre
of the Ancient House, or just behind it. It
was very difficult to see which., And, as
we continued to stare, all the other rebels
were attracted. They came hurrying down
the trenches, excited and wondering.

“It's a fire!" declared Armsatrong. * The
school’s on fire!”

‘““ Great Scott!”

‘““That's one oi the results of having

women 1n charge!”’ spnorted Grifith, *“I'll
bet the whole giddy sciool’s bhurnt down!
That'll he a nice thing, won't it? All our
trouble for nothing, and——"

‘I say, what about that old fire engine?”
put in Pitt. * 1 it'e in working order we
might be able to lend a hand! Aud every
little helps, you know, when a house is on
fire.”
~*“Don’t be in such a hurry,” I put in,
still staricg at the flicker. ‘“I'm not abso-
lutely certain——" :

“ Great Scott! Leck at that!” shouted
Church. p
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Suddenly, the flicker had become a lurid
glare. It seemed as though flames had shot
upwards with sudden violence., There was
no mistaking the appearance of the thing.

And then, as though to finally convince us,
large columns of smoke arose—dense, thick
clouds, accompanied by myriads of sparks.
The glare which lit the sky was so great
that the whole of the school buildings were
outlined agalust the conilagration.

** Listen!'" exclaimed Church tensely.

Somehow the juniors managed to keep

(juiet. Anld, across the meadows, came the
scund of shrieking—and then screams for
help. By this titne the rebels were seething

with excitement.

- “We've got to do something!" shouted
Armstrong. ‘' The school's on fire! Let's
all dash up and see what we can do! Come

on!”

““Rather!”’

“ Somebody had better buzz to the village
and tell the fire bricade——"

"*Let's get to the school first!”

““My bat! Look at the sparks now!”

"“It's the Ancient House!” said Bob
Christive. ** Well, thank goodness it's not

on our s&ide—="’

**You fathead!” snorted Handforth. *' It
wouldn't matter a jot if your mouldy old
rabbit-hutch was burnt down! It's the Am-
cient Housc that's on fire!”

*“*The flames are getting bigger and
bigger!”’

Armstrong jumped out of the trench, and
commenced to run across the meadow. It
was the signal for a geuneral stampede.
Dozens of other juniors followed his example.
Pitt was just about to leap up when I laid
a hand on his arm,.

" We'd better not all go!” 1 said quietly.
“Fire or no fire, we can't leave the Fort
deserted.”

Pitt stared.

“ But Miss Trumble won’t try any tricks
now, with the school on fire!” he ejaculated.
'}; { believe in being cautious, Nipper,
u _-___--I‘

“TI'm pot satisfied,” I interrupted grimly.
“It was no good trying to stop the chaps,

they were too excited to listen. But I'm
not satiefied!”
Reggie Yitt paused and looked at me,

startled.

““Miss Trumble is pretty clever, and she's
capable of any kind of dodge!” I said.
“This doesn't look like one, but you cam't
always judge by appearaunces. Montie! I
say, Moutie!”

I stopped Tregellis-West just in time. Wat-
son and De Valerie also stayed behind. But
practically all the others, headed by Hand-
forth and Armstrong, had gone dashing
across Little Side towards the school.

And they all tore into the Triangle in a
bhig, excited c¢rowd.. The glare was unow
tremendous, but on this side there wus no
sign o! the actual fire.

““It's round the back!™

paated Armstrong.
‘““Come on!” '



They dashed madly rcund the rear, shoot-
ing past tie corner of the College House,
“and at last coming to a point where they
could see round the domestic quarters, and
right into the big rear_courtyvard.

And then Armstrontg, and several others,
came to an abrupt halt, staring hard. There,
right in the middle of the grcat yara, was
an enormous bonfire—a vast pile of [agzots
and boxes and all "sorts of rubbish. Old
Cuttle,-the porter, and two of the under-
gardeners, were attoading to it. And Miss
Babbidge was looking on attentively.

‘“ GGreat Scott!” shouted Armstrong. “It's
conly a bonfire!” R
Bob Christine turned pale. 9
“Then—then we've been tricked!" he

panted. “ It was lit especinlly so that we
shouid all weome  'here and desert the
trenches!’” - -
“0Oh, my goodness!” :
The crowd of rebels stared at one aaother,

and they stared at the bonfire. It was some |

moments before they could realise the full
truth. But wheu they did so, they turned
with ome accord, aund dashed off madiy,
back acrcsa Little Side. Dut there was a
dread tugging at their hearts.

What had happened to Fort Resolute dur-
ing their absence?

They reviled themselves for being tricked
s0 easily. Certainly, the fire had looked
real enough, but anybody who has seen a
big bonfire at dead of night knows that such
a fire is frequently mistaken for a big house
configration. Such fires are very deceptive,

This one had been built for the especial
purpose of deceiving. What was more, it
had served its purpose.

Too late, the impulsive rebels dasiied back.
Would they be in time to save the strong-
hold from the hands of the enemy? For
there waa not the slightest doubt that Fort
Resolute was being attacked.

The rebels ran madly.

CHAPTER XIIL
A NEAR THING!

EGINALD PITT
grasped my arim.

“Look!"” he

breathed. “1I  saw

somgthiug moving just now

- “So did I!” I broke in.

““By jingo! I believe we were right—it's not
a real fire at all—"

1 broke off, acutely alert. There certainly
were figures moving about inthe gloom.
And a moment later there was no time for
further talk. And all our doubts were set
at rest.

For dozeus of figures aprang up from
almost every surrounding hillock and tuft
of grass. They came tearing down toWards
the trenches, shouting and yelling. The at-
tack was #8 sudden as it was fierce.

And my worst fears were realised.

. I bitterly accused the fellows of rashness
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for dashing off as they had done. There
wus no fire at the school—only a faked
“affair. hoos
- Whut chance was there for vs?

I gzathered that these men who were
cominz-to the attack were the gipsies who.
had miolested wvs during the morning. Miss
Trumble must- have fixed up this affair
almost immediately afterwards—planning it
with much skill aud foresight. It eclearly
proved that she was not to be lizhtly beaten.

My thoughts were quick, aud I instaatly
decided what to do. -

“Come on, you <chaps!™
sharply. “ Down this trench!”

“But we've got to fight!” gasped Watson.

“It's uscless!"” I interrupted. ** We should
be wiped up in two ticks—there's only half
a dozen of us all toid! Let's get along this
trench and dodge the rotters!”

“But we might be able to hold them back
for a bit

“Impossible!™ T ipsisted. * And in this
way we can take them by surprise, later.
They'll man the trenches, don’t forget, and
resist the fellows when they return. Then
we can come along and take them in the
rear!”’

‘* By jingo, that's a cute idea!” breathed
Pitt. * You're full of 'em!"”

Without another word of objection they
followed me. We crept along one 'trench
after another, and had little fear of being
detected. For we knew every twist and turn
of these trenches.

But the enemy, of course, were strangers
to them. And they had no time for investi-
gation. IFor, even then, the disiilusioned
rebels were beginniag to rush back.

The gipsies dropped "down into the
trenches, and soon found that these were
quite deserted. And this was just what
Miss Trumble had reckoned upon. Her
scheme had nearly succeeded. But for the
one Ilittie handiul left behind, the whole

T whispered

| Remove force had been Ilured away.

And the gipsies took up their positions,
with . the firm ntention of holding the
trenches’ against all attack. They held the
upper hand now, and they were mot with-
out ammunition.

Each man had his pockets full of small
stones, and they intended throwing these at
the juniors as soon as they came up.

I meedly 'hardly add that Miss Trumble had
issued no instructions to this effect. She
had simply told the men to keep the boys
out, but she had never believed the gipsies
would adopt such risky methods. For stone
throwing at night is decidedly dangerous.

Handforth came charging up, leading the
main body of the Remove. Edward Oswald
came tearing along, with the other Tellows
spreading out on either side of him. By
this time a half moon was shedding a weak
kind of light upon the whole scene. And
the juniors soon knew the truth.

Whizz!  Whizz! Whizz!

Stones came hissing through the air with
perilous force. Several fellows yelled out



with surprise and pain and anger. And
Handforth, who was foremost, suddenly stag

gered.
. "My only hat!” he gasped. *‘ What
the— By George! Somebody threw a
- stone! It caught me right over the left
eye. Mad {fools, tiey might have blinded
me!!!

Handforth was absolutely furious. The

~gtone had been a sharp one, and there was
a nasty cut on his forehead. Instead of
being deterred, Edward Oswald was all the
more determined.

He bent his head down and rushed fo the
attack

“ Back up, Remove!” he roared. *“ Come
on! Never say die! We'll scon drive these
murderous brutes out!”

‘““ Hurrah!”

“Remove to the attack!”

“Qver the top!”
The fellows were so excited that they
hardly realised their danger. And they were
desperate with rage, too. They cared
nothing for the hail of stomes and pebbles
which came hissing through the air.

With heads bent down, and in one tre-
mendous rush, they reached the front line
trench. It was something like real warfare,
but without 1ts horror. The juniors dropped
into the trench breathlessly, and then came
to close guarters with the enemy.

Other fellows were going further on, at-
tacking the trench in the rear. And, at the
same time, Pitt and 1, and the other mem-
bers of the handiul, dashed up Irom the
rear. - We came’along just in time to assist
in the very thick of the fight.

I was feeling thrilled, and I was rather
proud, too, of the wonderiul manner im
which the Remiove -had made amends for
their error. With indomitable courage, the
cadets had pelted to the attack of these
invade:s.

The gipsies had won the position from us
by strategy, but we were winning it back
by sheer hard fighting,

Alrcady the first trench was oure. Those
members of the enemy who had not been
throwm out, were now retreating in disorder.
And the Remove followed up its advantage
with yells of triumph.

But at last, after many minutes of des-
perate fighting, the position was re-wol.
The enemy was flung oui, neck and crop.
There was no question whatever about the
completences of - their defeat.

And the last member of the enemy force
took to his heels, cursing loudly, and limp-
ing as he ran. And Miss Trumble, who had
been watching the battle from a short dis-
tance, gritted her teeth wilh disappoint-
ment and helpless rage. After all her schem-
ing—after all lher strategy—this was the
Tesult !

The Remove was as strongly entrenched
as ever, and Miss Trumble's paid ailies were
on the rumn. |

But it had been a near thing
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Wielded by Handforth and Co. and

De Valerie, the big chunk of wood
was brought back, and then sent
heavily against the strong oaken door.

When we had time to lick our wouads,
so to speak, we found that black eyes were
as thick as leaves in Vallombrosa, and
gashed lips and minor hurts were distribu-
ted with a lavish hand. And one or two
fellows were really badly mauled about, and
had to be carefuily put to bed. Edward
Oswald Handforth was one of these. He
had fought wuntil he was dazed, bleeding
from half a dozen places.

But, after all, the injuries were super-
ficial, and
practically ourselves, except for patches of
court-plaster and numerous aches. And in
our hearts there was a feeling of triumph
that easily compensated for a little bodily
pain. g

We had won the position back. Fort Reso-
Jute was ours once more! And there was
very little likelihood of the Remove being
caught napping for a second time, Miss
Trumnble's cunning had tricked us once—
but never again!

We could safely say that the war at St.
Frank’'s was going decidedly in favour of
the rebel Remove!

‘ THE END. °

in the morning we should besis:
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My Dear Readers,—The * Barring Out ” at
St. I'rank’s is now in full swing. It has
successfully survived two attacks made by
a gang of gipsies hired by Miss Trumble
to drive the Junicrs from their fortified posi-
tion in the trenches: it has also won the
sympathy of the Fifth and Sixth Form
fellows, wha at any moment might throw
in their lot with the Remove. But that
may not be necessary, as the Remove is in

a stronger position than ever, and is no
longer dependent on raiding the school
pantry for stores—thanks to Archie, "who,

judging by the amount of furniture he has
brought with him, has come prepared for
a long stay. It looks as if the Juniors have
only to wait long enough for victory. But
Miss Trumble will not listen to the advice
of her mistresses to come to terms with the
boys by restoring to them their lost privi-
leges. Instead, she has devised -a new
scheme by which she hopes to bring her
naughty children to their senses. It is
rather an ingenious plan, even for Aliss
Trumble, who has proved herself not to be
lacking in resource, and when the Juniors
get to hear of it, there will be consterna-
tion in the camp. 1 will not divulge Miss
Trumble's trump card just now, as you
will have the pleasure of reading it next

week in Nipper's own words, in the excite

ing narrative, entitledy ** THE REMOVE
AT BAY!”

RESULT OF VOTING CCMPETITION!

I hope to be able to publish next week
the name of the winner of the magnificent

Model Steam Locomotive in the recent
Story Voting Competition. The number of
entries was very encouragzing aud tempts

me to run another competition of a similar
kind in the near future.

NEW POWERFUL DETECTIVE SERIES
COMING!

Shepherd, the author of our
detective stories, featuring
interesting txdxeuturt's of
Mervyn Hume, the brilliant newspaper
sleuth, is busy on a powerful series of
these stories, Jutroducmg as extraordinary
a - personality as has ever appeared in the
history of crime. These stories will appear
exciusively in ** Our Detective Story Sec-
tion.”” Look out for important announce-
ment Next Week, when his second complete
story, “ THE CASE OF THE LACQUERED
COFFIN!" will appear.

Your sincere friend,
TIE

Mr. Rossiter
splendid new
the exceptionally

EDITOR.

Jack.”” Not
again with fresh delight.
adventure,
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TREASURE ISLAND!

r The world-famous story Ly
R. L. STEVENSON

will BEGIN as « serial in next week’s issue of the ** Union
| a new story—except that it is KVER NEW.
Read by millions the wide world over, it can always be read
A masterpiece of stirring narra-
tive—a tale of pirate treasure,
told by a master.

Yyou a chance to read this great story cheaply.

‘““ SEXTON BLAKE IN SHEFFIELD ”

a story of peril and detective adventure in the
The only way to be SURE of rcading the serial
throughout is to place a standing order NOW.

“UNION JACK "

* Sexton Blake's Own Paper’
Every Thursday,

and the glamour of rich
This U, J.” serial gives
Also will
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WILILARD'S [SLAND

This charming little sketch of the most
favourite rendezvous of the Boys of St.
TFrank's scarcely needs any nomenclature for
the oldtime reader of our stories. Situated
on the River Stowe, it derives its name from
old John Willard, the former owner and
occupier of the island. Old Willard was a
strange and eccentric gentleman, apparently,
possessed of considerable wealth, though he
afterwards died in poverty. He lived the
life of a recluse and nobody knew quite how
he came by his wealth, mor how he dis-
posed of it, until long after his death. The
ruined house he built for himself on the
island was never completed. It was built to
suit a man of extravagant and whimsical
taste, and it was generally supposed that
Willard had squandered .his fortune on it.
Thus people came to speak of it as Old
Willard's Folly. One day, the juniors dis-
covered quite by .accident that there was

some method in the old fellow's madness.
In one of the underground chambers they
found bags of gold and a wrecked chemical
laboratory, plaimly indicating the source of
old Willard's wealth. In short, Willard had
discovered how to manufacture gold. Then
he began to fear that if his secret became
known, the precious metal would become
valueless, and that his discovery would
plunge the world into untold misery
instead of bringing happiness. So
he carefully concealed the gold he had
made and distroyed all the evidence of how
he had manufactured it,” and ended his days
as a pauper. The property was afterwards
acquired by Colonel Glenthorne, Archie’s
father, who very generously restored the
gold that was found, and worth a consider-
able fortune, to the descendants of oid
Willard. And that is the romantic story of
Willard's ‘Island. - 'THE EDITOR.
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